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A paper came out in Nature on July 22 that further underscores earlier studies that show that neither the 

malaria drug hydroxychloroquine nor chloroquine prevents SARS-CoV-2 – the virus that causes COVID-19 – 

from replicating in lung cells. 

Most Americans probably remember that hydroxychloroquine became the focus of numerous clinical trials 

following the president’s statement that it could be a “game changer.” At the time, he appeared to base this 

statement on anecdotal stories, as well as a few early and very limited studies that hydroxychloroquine 

seemed to help patients with COVID-19 recover. 

Many in the antiviral field, including myself, questioned the validity of both, and in fact, one of the papers 

was later disparaged by the scientific society and the editor of the journal that published it. 

Since then, HQC has had a bumpy ride. It was initially approved by the FDA for emergency use. The 

FDA then quickly reversed its decision when numerous reports of deaths caused by heart arrhythmias 

emerged. That news brought many clinical trials to a halt. Regardless, some scientists continued to study it in 

hopes of finding a cure for this deadly virus. 

How the work was done 

The new study was carried out by scientists in Germany who tested HCQ on a collection of different cell 

types to figure out why this drug doesn’t prevent the virus from infecting humans. 

Their findings clearly show that that HQC can block the coronavirus from infecting kidney cells from the 

African green monkey. But it does not inhibit the virus in human lung cells – the primary site of infection for 

the SARS-CoV-2 virus. 

In order for the virus to enter a cell, it can do so by two mechanisms - one, when the SARS-CoV-2 spike 

protein attaches to the ACE2 receptor and inserts its genetic material into the cell. In the second mechanism, 

the virus is absorbed into some special compartments in cells called endosomes. 

Depending on the cell type, some, like kidney cells, need an enzyme called cathepsin L for the virus to 

successfully infect them. In lung cells, however, an enzyme called TMPRSS2 (on the cell surface) is 

necessary. Cathepsin L requires an acidic environment to function and allow the virus to infect the cell, while 

TMPRSS2 does not. 

[Deep knowledge, daily. Sign up for The Conversation’s newsletter.] 

In the green monkey kidney cells, both hydroxychloroquine and chloroquine decrease the acidity, which then 

disables the cathepsin L enzyme, blocking the virus from infecting the monkey cells. In human lung cells, 

which have very low levels of cathepsin L enzyme, the virus uses the enzyme TMPRSS2 to enter the cell. But 

because that enzyme is not controlled by acidity, neither HCQ and CQ can block the SARS-CoV-2 from 

infecting the lungs or stop the virus from replicating. 

Why it matters 

https://doi.org/10.1038/s41586-020-2575-3
https://www.nytimes.com/2020/03/19/health/coronavirus-drugs-chloroquine.html
https://theconversation.com/hydroxychloroquine-for-covid-19-a-new-review-of-several-studies-shows-flaws-in-research-and-no-benefit-137869
https://chemistry.umbc.edu/seley-radtke-lab/
https://www.the-scientist.com/news-opinion/journal-publisher-concerned-over-hydroxychloroquine-study-67405
https://www.buzzfeednews.com/article/zahrahirji/fda-eua-hydroxychloroquine-chloroquine
https://www.fda.gov/news-events/press-announcements/coronavirus-covid-19-update-fda-revokes-emergency-use-authorization-chloroquine-and
https://www.fda.gov/drugs/drug-safety-and-availability/fda-cautions-against-use-hydroxychloroquine-or-chloroquine-covid-19-outside-hospital-setting-or
https://www.fda.gov/drugs/drug-safety-and-availability/fda-cautions-against-use-hydroxychloroquine-or-chloroquine-covid-19-outside-hospital-setting-or
https://doi.org/10.1038/s41586-020-2575-3
https://theconversation.com/what-is-the-ace2-receptor-how-is-it-connected-to-coronavirus-and-why-might-it-be-key-to-treating-covid-19-the-experts-explain-136928
https://theconversation.com/what-is-the-ace2-receptor-how-is-it-connected-to-coronavirus-and-why-might-it-be-key-to-treating-covid-19-the-experts-explain-136928
https://theconversation.com/us/newsletters/the-daily-3?utm_source=TCUS&utm_medium=inline-link&utm_campaign=newsletter-text&utm_content=deepknowledge
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This matters for several reasons. One, much time and money has been spent studying a drug that many 

scientists said from the very beginning was not going to be effective in killing the virus. 

The second reason is that the studies that have reported antiviral activity for hydroxychloroquine were not in 

epithelial lung cells. Thus, their results are not relevant to properly studying SARS-CoV-2 infections in 

humans. 

What’s next? 

As scientists proceed with investigating new drugs as well as trying to repurpose old ones, like 

hydroxychloroquine, it is critical that researchers take the time to think about their study design. 

In short, those of us involved in antiviral drug development should all take a lesson from this study. It is 

important not only to focus our efforts on pursuing drugs that will directly shut down viral replication, but 

also to study the virus in the primary site of infection. 

 

https://theconversation.com/why-hydroxychloroquine-and-chloroquine-dont-block-coronavirus-infection-of-

human-lung-cells-

143234?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20August%

203%202020%20-

%201694416347&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20August%203%202020

%20-

%201694416347+Version+A+CID_15f9937b261e28a3ca3e365d99f24f03&utm_source=campaign_monitor_

us&utm_term=Why%20hydroxychloroquine%20and%20chloroquine%20dont%20block%20coronavirus%20

infection%20of%20human%20lung%20cells  
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With Pandemic Information Overload How Can We Tell What is Real? 

Terrence Holt on Common Distortions and False Equivalencies 

By Terrence Holt 

 

 “When the brain is hurt by an accident, or the mind disordered by dreams or sickness, the fancy is overrun 

with wild dismal ideas, and terrified with a thousand hideous monsters of its own framing.” 

–Joseph Addison 

We know next to nothing. That’s how we feel. SARS-CoV-19, or “the novel coronavirus,” the pathogen 

responsible for this pandemic, is a strikingly unusual beast, capable of wreaking a bewildering variety of 

harms on the human body, ten times deadlier than pandemic influenza, and spreading through Earth’s 

unprotected population in a way no pathogen has done in our lifetime. But perhaps the most striking thing 

about all of this is our overwhelming ignorance. 

No one is helping us. That’s how we feel. Innocent actions, like collecting the daily mail, now come fraught 

with questions (Can I touch this? Should I wash that?), even as the mail itself contains bills that may not be 

payable. This gap between what we know and what we need to know gets filled, as all vacuums do, variably. 

https://lithub.com/author/terrenceholt/
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The news media do what they can, but their ability to translate the technical language of science, especially 

biomedical research, has always been hampered by a tendency to miss the finer nuances. Now, at a time when 

those nuances really matter, we’re seeing repeated instances where, between the pre-review publication of 

breaking research and the rolling cycle of online news platforms, between the expert testimony offered at 

press conferences and the evening news, things get distorted. 

All we really know for certain is that the reality of the pandemic has been lost behind a fog of confusion, 

uncertainty, and doubt. Without a consistent national policy, we’ve all had to become our own policy 

analysts. We may not know all the facts of this new disease science is just beginning to study, or be equipped 

to understand, much less critique, the conduct of that research. What we can make sense of, however, is 

just how the results of that research are presented to us—the rhetoric shaping what we are being told, the ways 

information is distorted. 

Given the massive failure of any central authority to assume responsibility for what are literally life-or-death 

decisions, those decisions are now up to each of us. But how do we decide wisely, given the rhetorical fog 

clouding so much of what we’re told? I offer here a brief guide to some of the distortions shaping the fog of 

bad news. 

* 

The Framing Effect (or the Argumentum ad Ignorantiam) 

Often these days we hear medical experts say “there’s no evidence.” They might better say “we don’t know.” 

Same difference? Not really. It’s all in how you frame it. 

In the popular ear, the formulaic “there’s no evidence” suggests more than it usually means. 

“We have no evidence for….” You can complete that sentence with any number of CoVID-related concerns. 

Early on, and most notoriously, it was the utility of masks. “There is no evidence masks protect against the 

spread of disease.” Such pronouncements were taken to mean “masks don’t help.” The advice came not so 

much from uncertainty about their effectiveness, however, but from overwhelming certainty that there weren’t 

enough masks to protect healthcare workers. One of the prime directives of evidence-based medicine is that 

you don’t expose people to risk without evidence of some greater benefit. When agencies such as the WHO 

and the CDC initially recommended against universal wearing of face masks, the rationale was that, without 

evidence such widespread use would make a difference in stopping the pandemic, it seemed unwise to expose 

healthcare workers to the risk of running out of essential equipment. But the reasoning got buried behind the 

too-terse “we have no evidence”—period. As the state of the supply chain and of our knowledge changed, so 

did the recommendation, to promote general mask-wearing. That change was widely viewed as a reversal, 

evidence that the experts don’t know what they’re talking about, and taken as an excuse to flout other 

evidence-based recommendations. 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 529  august 2020 

 

8 

John Henry Fuseli, The Nightmare, 1781. Detroit Institute of Arts 

In the popular ear, the formulaic “there’s no evidence” suggests more than it usually means. It suggests that 

somewhere a group of scientists has conducted a rigorous test, in which masks were tried, and they failed. But 

when a medical person says “there’s no evidence,” it can also mean (as it did in this case), that at this point no 

such studies have been done. There’s just no evidence, one way or another. A more straightforward statement 

might have been, “We don’t know.” 

The different ways people hear “there’s no evidence” versus “we don’t know” constitutes what logicians call 

a “framing effect.” When it came to masks, people didn’t know how to interpret the scanty information they 

were given, and applied the wrong frame (somebody tried and found masks don’t work), so that now we have 

people pulling guns on each other in WalMart. 
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Guns in WalMart. My own rhetorical tropes here—the slippery-slope, propter hoc, and amplification—

produced in a final non sequitur that imaginary display of firearms. A more straightforward statement might 

have been: We can probably agree that, had the guidance been clearer, masks wouldn’t have functioned quite 

so readily as an interpersonal flashpoint. The shift from an arresting image to that qualified statement loses 

the grab of rhetoric, but that’s why the shift is so important. It is precisely the power of rhetoric to steamroll 

over nuance and complication, allowing us to pull out (rhetorical) pistols, that’s at issue here. All argument is 

rhetorical; the danger is when rhetoric takes over and enforces its own logic on a set of facts not yet fully 

established, and harder to understand because the rhetoric has pre-empted our access to them. Especially at 

this time it is imperative we work to refuse the insistence of rhetoric in ourselves as much as in others. 

Framing errors require a step back. They are hard to see. Even harder might be the related ad 

ignorantium,which involves seeing what we don’t know. A case of the ad ignorantium appears in the frequent 

items warning us all that infection with SARS-CoV-19 does not confer lasting immunity. There are reports 

from clinics of people getting CoVID twice, and of laboratory studies that seem to show “waning immunity,” 

as antibody levels decline after infection. This is taken to mean that vaccines will not work, and the pandemic 

will never go away. 

This is perhaps the most virulent form of framing error, possibly because the frame isn’t simply misplaced, as 

it was in the case of masks, it’s just gone. Basic facts about virology and the immune system simply dropped 

out of the discussion, allowing nightmares to fill the gaps in our knowledge. The New York Times has 

recently attempted to provide some of the missing context. Almost all viral infections confer lasting 

immunity. Antibody counts normally fall after an infection clears while immunity persists. And those cases of 

repeated infection? Coronavirus can persist in some people for many weeks. Negative CoVID tests in the 

middle of persistent infection are far more likely false negatives (at least one fifth of all negative tests are 

likely false). To recognize that rhetoric can substitute for knowledge is important: in the absence of 

information, we are drawn to believe certain stories, encouraging or frightening, for reasons having less to do 

with reason than with our own irrational needs. 

* 

The Undistributed Middle (or the Non Distributio Medii) and the Appeal to Emotions (Argumentum ad 

Passiones) 

The debate about reopening the schools is so heated, a discourse of shame and blame, because it often relies 

on the failure to distribute the middle: it seems to present you with two all-or-nothing choices: either we’re in 

a deadly pandemic within which conventional schooling is unacceptably dangerous, or by taking the proper 

precautions we can safely reopen our schools. This is the ultimate force of the undivided middle: it not only 

spares us from the difficulties inherent to the middle ground, it also presents you with starkly limited, 

impossibly absolute, alternatives. When it also invokes, as this one does, the appeal to emotion, it can be very 

hard to know where that occluded middle ground actually lies. 

Children, especially as they figure in this debate, are an overwhelmingly powerful trope, a symbol 

understandably loaded, for adults, with emotion. Focusing on the risks of keeping children home can ignore 

the risk from sending them to school—the latter set of risks not so much to children as to the community. The 

problem, ultimately, with the appeal to emotion is that it demonizes alternative positions. It is not to minimize 

the suffering of some children under lockdown to suggest that opening the schools could be terrible for the 

https://www.nytimes.com/2020/07/22/health/covid-antibodies-herd-immunity.html
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community at large. The calculus of the pandemic is hard and inhuman. It places us in a world not where 

there are just two choices, one humane and the other cruel. It puts us in a world where we have no good 

choices, just many different bad ones. 

As an alternative to shame and blame, recognizing the middle ground in the midst of a pandemic doesn’t 

require a retreat to false equivalence, where we treat all positions as equally valid. In the midst of a pandemic, 

when we don’t know anything and nobody seems to be helping us, recovering the middle ground could allow 

us to acknowledge our shared contingency and vulnerability. We are all being compelled by necessities that 

demand actions whose outcomes we can’t clearly see, and may find hard to live with. Until we recognize the 

harm our choices will inflict on others, we remain prisoners of our rhetoric. 

* 

The Reification Fallacy and the False Equivalence (or the Falsum ex Condigno) 

This is the domain of the economic argument. People point to readily available numbers—per The Wall Street 

Journal $900,000,000,000 in lost productivity—to demonstrate the harm done to the economy by the 

lockdowns of April-May. They argue from there that we must re-open the economy immediately. But 

numbers like this are meaningful only if you have something to compare them to. 

We are in a nightmare, and have been for a long time. But nightmares, like pandemics, eventually end. 

One problem with this kind of argument is that it trades in a common form of reification fallacy, treating as 

concrete that which is not, and eliding the system of values necessary to make any set of numbers meaningful. 

To what do we compare any economic damage? Estimates of US mortality from CoVID-19 range anywhere 

from 200,000 to 2,000,000 (algorithms reckoning in the millions assume a disease with an infection mortality 

rate of 1% and an effective reproduction number of 4, spreading unchecked to herd immunity). Either 

estimate is staggeringly, inhumanly high—morally incalculable. 

What is the appropriate answer to nine hundred billion dollars? How would that many deaths in a 12-month 

period affect the economy? We don’t know. It’s never happened. Add in the immediate costs of 200 to 250 

million people infected, an unknown number needing hospitalization (never mind that in the worst scenarios 

there won’t be hospitals for them), and then the long-term costs of lingering effects of the disease (unknown), 

disruption to production and distribution networks (unknown), and the disruption to family and social 

networks—all unknown or unquantifiable. 

Recognizing the attractions of anything that seems to light the darkness might help us to resist the way others 

manipulate our need for information. 

But the real problem with this argument is that it weighs human lives in dollars. This is what we mean by 

false equivalence. 

* 
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The Sleep of Reason 

One question about all this, beyond simply learning to recognize—and possibly read—the distortions 

currently roiling the public forum, is what does their appearance at this time tell us about the ways the 

pandemic is changing us? Whether it’s in the mistrust of expert advice, the polarization of the debate between 

impossible, and often frightening, absolutes, or the way so much of our anxiety has come to focus on loaded 

symbols, we are in the long middle of something and can’t see the end. 

 

Francisco Goya “El sueño de la razón produce monstrous (1797-1798), Museo del Prado, Madrid 
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Recognizing the attractions of anything that seems to light the darkness might help us to resist the way others 

manipulate our need for information, our need for reassurance (or our dark eagerness to be scared). The way 

our uncertainty has fit so neatly into the polarizing style of the current administration tells us something 

important. As a society, we were already near so many different breaking points. 

We are in a nightmare, and have been for a long time. But nightmares, like pandemics, eventually end. The 

most important question to keep in front of us, in the long night of the coming months, is who will we be 

when we wake? 

coronavirusCOVID-19distortionmisinformationnewspandemicsTerrence Holt 

 

 

 

Terrence Holt 

Terrence Holt is the author of three books, and is an associate professor of social medicine at the University 

of North Carolina School of Medicine. 

https://lithub.com/with-pandemic-information-overload-how-can-we-tell-what-is-real/  

https://lithub.com/tag/coronavirus/
https://lithub.com/tag/covid-19/
https://lithub.com/tag/distortion/
https://lithub.com/tag/misinformation/
https://lithub.com/tag/news/
https://lithub.com/tag/pandemics/
https://lithub.com/tag/terrence-holt/
https://lithub.com/author/terrenceholt/
https://lithub.com/with-pandemic-information-overload-how-can-we-tell-what-is-real/
https://lithub.com/author/terrenceholt/
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Singularity: Marie Howe’s Ode to Stephen Hawking, Our Cosmic Belonging, and the Meaning of 

Home, in a Stunning Animated Short Film 

“For every atom belonging to me as good belongs to you. Remember?” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

“We, this people, on a small and lonely planet,” Maya Angelou begins “A Brave and Startling Truth” — her 

cosmic wakeup call to humanity, which flew into space aboard NASA’s Orion spacecraft and which 

opened the 2018 Universe in Verse, dedicated to our ecological awakening on the wings of Rachel Carson’s 

courageous work. 

That year, Marie Howe — one of our great living poets, who awakens the creaturely conscience of the next 

generation in her ecopoetry class at Sarah Lawrence College — premiered a kindred poem that stilled the 

crowd constellating at Pioneer Works before erupting into a thousand-bodied standing ovation. While inspired 

by Stephen Hawking (who had just returned his stardust to the universe several weeks earlier) and titled after 

his trailblazing work on black holes and singularities — work that shines a sidewise gleam on the origin of 

everything — the poem is at bottom a stunning meditation on the interconnectedness of belonging across 

space and time, across selves and species, across the myriad artificial unbelongings we have manufactured as 

we have drifted further and further from our elemental nature. Its closing line is an invocation, an incantation, 

ending with a timeless word of staggering resonance today: home. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/09/a-brave-and-startling-truth-maya-angelou/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/04/02/universe-in-verse-2018/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/02/07/after-silence-neil-gaiman-rachel-carson/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/02/07/after-silence-neil-gaiman-rachel-carson/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/22/singularity-marie-howe-stephen-hawking/
http://pioneerworks.org/
https://www.brainpickings.org/the-universe-in-verse/
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As we now stand on a profound precipice two years later — facing our deeply interconnected ecology of 

being on this shared cosmic home as we look back on fifty years of Earth Day built on Carson’s legacy, 

facing the most intimate meaning of home in our isolated shelters scattered across this “small and lonely 

planet” — the poem pulsates with a whole new meaning, as all great poems do in the veins of time. 

 

And so, as a special treat for the 2020 Universe in Verse, streaming on April 25 into millions of homes around 

this sole shared home, I teamed up with SALT Project — a kindred clan of visual storytellers, who have won 

some hearts and won some Emmys with their soulful shorts ranging from book trailers to bird migration 

documentaries — to bring Howe’s “Singularity” to life in a transcendent short film, illustrated by paper 

collage artist Elena Skoreyko Wagner and featuring original music by the heroic cellist Zoë Keating, who was 

present in atoms at the 2018 show when “Singularity” premiered and who also composed the score 

for “Antidotes to Fear of Death” — the headlining miracle of a poem for the 2020 show. 

It is with exuberant joy and gratitude that I share, as a special taste of the 2020 Universe in Verse, this 

symphony of beauty and perspective, over which so many talented women have labored with so much heart 

and generosity of spirit . 

SINGULARITY 

by Marie Howe 

          (after Stephen Hawking) 

Do you sometimes want to wake up to the singularity 

we once were? 

https://www.brainpickings.org/the-universe-in-verse/
https://www.saltproject.org/
https://www.elenastreehouse.com/
http://zoekeating.com/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/10/antidotes-to-fear-of-death-rebecca-elson/
https://www.brainpickings.org/the-universe-in-verse/
https://www.brainpickings.org/the-universe-in-verse/
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so compact nobody 

needed a bed, or food or money — 

nobody hiding in the school bathroom 

or home alone 

pulling open the drawer 

where the pills are kept. 

For every atom belonging to me as good 

Belongs to you.   Remember? 

There was no   Nature.    No 

 them.   No tests 

to determine if the elephant 

grieves her calf    or if 

the coral reef feels pain.    Trashed 

oceans don’t speak English or Farsi or French; 

would that we could wake up   to what we were 

— when we were ocean    and before that 

to when sky was earth, and animal was energy, and rock was 

liquid and stars were space and space was not 

at all — nothing 

before we came to believe humans were so important 

before this awful loneliness. 

Can molecules recall it? 

what once was?    before anything happened? 

No I, no We, no one. No was 

No verb      no noun 

only a tiny tiny dot brimming with 

is is is is is 

All   everything   home 
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Complement with an ink-and-watercolor animation of Mojave American poet Natalie Diaz’s gorgeous poem 

of brokenness and belonging and an animated adaptation of Neil Gaiman’s feminist revision of the history of 

science, then be sure to tune into the 2020 Universe in Verse at 4:30PM EST on April 25 for more poetic gifts 

of cosmic perspective, read by astrophysicists, artists, astronauts, and a portable galaxy of other radiant 

humans, including Patti Smith, Amanda Palmer, Elizabeth Gilbert, Debbie Millman, Brian Greene, Rosanne 

Cash, and Neil Gaiman. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/23/singularity-marie-howe-

animated/?mc_cid=48f014c863&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/22/natalie-diaz-lake-loop-ohara-hale-animation/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/22/natalie-diaz-lake-loop-ohara-hale-animation/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/11/25/the-mushroom-hunters-animation-neil-gaiman/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/11/25/the-mushroom-hunters-animation-neil-gaiman/
https://www.brainpickings.org/the-universe-in-verse/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/23/singularity-marie-howe-animated/?mc_cid=48f014c863&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/23/singularity-marie-howe-animated/?mc_cid=48f014c863&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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A variety of vitrification kinetics in bulk metallic glasses 

ByDIPC   

Photo: Gian D. / Unsplash 

We all know what glass is, don’t we? We just point to the nearest window and it is that transparent sheet. 

Humans have been producing glass for at least 6,000 years, way before they knew how to smelt iron. 

Actually, the chemistry is well known: to produce window glass we just heat a mixture of sodium carbonate 

(soda), calcium oxide (lime) and silicon (IV) oxide (silica or, less technically, sand) and we have soda glass. 

If we want our glass to withstand temperature changes and be tougher, we add some boron oxide and, instead 

of a calcium silicate, we get a borosilicate with a fancy name (Pyrex). We can add other elements to get other 

special characteristics in our glass. It is as if we knew what we are doing. But we are not. The glass transition 

or vitrification, understood as a good theoretical description of what is going on during glass formation, is one 

of the most fascinating and still unsolved problems in condensed matter physics. 

A diverse class of materials, a variety of viscous liquids and colloidal suspensions, happens to solidify in a 

nonequilibrium state where there is no long-range order as in crystals, under conditions that are still not fully 

understood. This transition, which can be reversed, is not a phase transition, as it occurs over a temperature 

https://mappingignorance.org/2020/04/30/a-variety-of-vitrification-kinetics-in-bulk-metallic-glasses/#author
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range rather than at a particular temperature. Decreasing temperature is usually the parameter triggering 

viscous liquids through the transition. 

One of the major questions is whether vitrification in viscous liquids— that is, the transformation from a 

supercooled liquid in metastable equilibrium into a nonequilibrium glass—and devitrification—taking place 

on heating the glass through its glass transition—are exclusively related to the primary structural relaxation 

process, the so-called α-relaxation process, which is attributed to cooperative motion of several structural 

units, or rather other atomic motions play a role. 

Contrary to polymeric and molecular systems, bulk metallic glasses (BMGs) are often considered model 

candidates to investigate the glass transition process as they do not have any reorentational or intramolecular 

motion, which could influence their vitrification. They are typically multicomponent alloys with large size 

mismatch and heterogeneous chemical affinity between the constituents. It results that the liquid structure is 

very densely packed with a pronounced structural and chemical short- and medium-range order. 

In these glass-forming alloys, both diffusion and viscous flow start to develop solid-like features upon cooling 

far above the temperature above which the material is completely liquid (liquidus temperature). Already at the 

melting point, viscosities of BMG formers are several orders of magnitude larger than those of regular metals 

and alloys. Because of these observations and others, we could infer that their multicomponent nature should 

reflect on the heterogeneous dynamic behaviour of BMGs, implying that, apart from the α-relaxation, there 

should exist multiple different atomic motions acting at a variety of time scales. 

Now, a team of researchers shows 1 that multicomponent bulk metallic glasses can display several 

vitrification kinetics in standard conditions, i.e., without any geometrical restriction or prolonged annealing. 

The scientists studied exhaustively the vitrification kinetics and the atomic mobility of a gold-based BMG 

former in a broad time and temperature range using fast scanning calorimetry. This technique allows a 

characterization over a wide range of time scales. Combining fast scanning calorimetry results with those of 

other techniques, they were able to characterize the α-relaxation time over more than four decades. 

As a result, they find that two aspects of glassy dynamics are decoupled: vitrification is delayed with respect 

to what it would be expected, accounting exclusively for the α-relaxation. This implies that fast atomic 

mechanisms that do not contribute to the α-relaxation steer vitrification. 

As the existence of multiple mechanisms of vitrification is a general pattern in all kinds of glasses, the 

presence of the decoupling α-relaxation/vitrification kinetics can be anticipated in a wide variety of them. 

This conclusion has profound implications in our understanding of the fundamental properties of glasses. 

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 

https://mappingignorance.org/2020/04/30/a-variety-of-vitrification-kinetics-in-bulk-metallic-glasses/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-6713-1
http://about.me/cesar_tome
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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 

 @DIPCehu 

 

https://mappingignorance.org/2020/04/30/a-variety-of-vitrification-kinetics-in-bulk-metallic-

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

Mapping+Ignorance%29 

  

https://advances.sciencemag.org/content/6/17/eaay1454
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/04/30/a-variety-of-vitrification-kinetics-in-bulk-metallic-glasses/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#reference-6713-1
https://mappingignorance.org/author/dipc/
http://dipc.ehu.es/
https://twitter.com/DIPCehu
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/04/30/a-variety-of-vitrification-kinetics-in-bulk-metallic-glasses/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/04/30/a-variety-of-vitrification-kinetics-in-bulk-metallic-glasses/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/04/30/a-variety-of-vitrification-kinetics-in-bulk-metallic-glasses/?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. 529  august 2020 

 

20 

The Trick Is to Pretend 
by Natalie Scenters-Zapico 

Issue no. 228 (Spring 2019) 

the ladder keeps going. The black dust 

that peels the paint off your car 

is on each rung. Don’t touch 

your face. I imagine police 

with spotlights, a system to hunt 

my geolocation, the whir 

of a drone. I had dark lines 

across my feet, deep scars— 

where did they go? The game 

is who can avoid interrogation, 

who can split themselves 

into a hundred coded squares, 

lines in alternating directions going . . . 

I want to enter this country 

like the rich, with the swipe 

of a card, a scan of the face. 

But they required a stomach 

strong enough for chemical labor. 

I climb knowing the only way down 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=f69dbe7e48&e=d538c8f2e0
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is by falling. Police paved 

a concrete square to catch me, 

men wait with high-powered hoses 

to spray what’s left of my body down. 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=f69dbe7e48&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=f69dbe7e48&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=f69dbe7e48&e=d538c8f2e0
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Nick Cave on Living with Loss and the Central Paradox of Grief as a Portal to Aliveness 

“The paradoxical effect of losing a loved one is that their sudden absence can become a feverish comment 

on that which remains… a luminous super-presence.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

“Broken/hearted” by Maria Popova. (Available as a print.) 

 

Perched near the untimely end of a life strewn with losses, contemplating what remains when a loved one 

vanishes into “the drift called the infinite,” Emily Dickinson wrote: 

https://society6.com/product/brokenhearted-by-maria-popova_print?curator=brainpicker
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/07/20/emily-dickinson-mother-death/
https://society6.com/product/brokenhearted-by-maria-popova_print?curator=brainpicker
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Each that we lose takes part of us; 

A crescent still abides, 

Which like the moon, some turbid night, 

Is summoned by the tides. 

I too have waded through the tide pool with its lapping waves of grief. It is impossible to get through a life 

— through half a life, even — without living through the two most universal human experiences: love and 

loss, each presupposing the other, each haunted either by the specter of the other or by its ever-present 

prospect. To love is to live always with the possibility of loss; to sorrow with loss is to have loved. 

That is what Abraham Lincoln sensed when he told a friend’s bereaved daughter that loss eventually 

resolves into “a sad sweet feeling in your heart, of a purer and holier sort than you have known 

before.” That is what Elizabeth Gilbert articulated a century and a half later in her exquisite meditation 

on how to move through grief as grief moves through you, drawing on her own experience to observe: 

Grief is a force of energy that cannot be controlled or predicted… Grief does not obey your plans, or your 

wishes. Grief will do whatever it wants to you, whenever it wants to. In that regard, Grief has a lot in 

common with Love. 

That, too, is what Nick Cave — another lush mind rooted in a large and luminous spirit, another artist of 

uncommon originality — explores with tremendous sensitivity of insight in answering a young woman’s 

lyrical question about how to live with the disorientation of grief’s lapping waves, how to parse the almost-

thereness with which a loved one gone haunts our days, consecrates the aliveness in all things — trees, 

birds, wind, night — with the thereness, breaks our heart over and over with the almostness. 

Cave writes: 

The paradoxical effect of losing a loved one is that their sudden absence can become a feverish comment 

on that which remains. That which remains rises in time from the dark with a burning physicality — a 

luminous super-presence — as we acquaint ourselves with this new and different world. In loss things — 

both animate and inanimate — take on an added intensity and meaning. 

In a sentiment evocative of Pico Iyer’s soulful meditation on the autumn light as a portal to finding beauty 

and impermanence and luminosity in loss, Cave adds: 

This feeling… of alertness to the inner-spirit of things — this humming — comes from a hard-earned 

understanding of the impermanence of things and, indeed, our own impermanence. This lesson ultimately 

animates and illuminates our lives. We become witnesses to the thrilling emergency of the present — a 

series of exquisite and burning moments, each extinguished as the next arises. These magical moments are 

the bright jewels of loss to which we cling. 

At the heart of the young woman’s question is the central paradox of loss: how in grief we can still be 

profoundly, transcendently moved by beauty — by a symphony or a sunflower or the song of the hermit 

thrush — and yet a slender screen of unreality slips between us and these motive forces, us and everything. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/03/13/letters-of-consolation/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/03/13/letters-of-consolation/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/10/17/elizabeth-gilbert-ted-podcast-love-loss/
https://www.theredhandfiles.com/how-to-understand-experience-of-loss/
https://www.theredhandfiles.com/how-to-understand-experience-of-loss/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/10/11/autumn-light-pico-iyer/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/10/11/autumn-light-pico-iyer/
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“It’s strange to feel so connected and yet have a feeling of being so disconnected,” she writes. Cave 

addresses this paradox not as a disconnect but as the very wellspring of our connection to life: 

There is, of course, another side where we lose our resolve — we drop our guard, or just grow tired and 

descend into that other, darker, less-lovely world, as we disconnect and retreat deep into ourselves… These 

revolving feelings of connection and disconnection… are the opposing forces of loss that define our lived 

experience… Many of us inhabit this uncanny realm of loss — and all of us will find our way there in 

time. 

Art from Cry, Heart, But Never Break — a stunning Danish illustrated meditation on love and loss. 

Complement with Hannah Arendt on love and how to live with the fundamental fear of loss, Seneca on the 

key to resilience through grief, and a soulful animated short film about loss and the unbreakable bonds of 

love, then revisit Cave on music, feeling, and transcendence in the age of artificial intelligence and do 

subscribe to his spare and excellent newsletter. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/03/08/cry-heart-but-never-break/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/02/25/love-and-saint-augustine-hannah-arendt/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/05/02/seneca-consolation-to-helvia/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/05/02/seneca-consolation-to-helvia/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/01/22/my-mothers-eyes-jenny-wright/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/01/24/nick-cave-music-ai/
https://www.theredhandfiles.com/#subscribe
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/03/08/cry-heart-but-never-break/
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“Liminal Worlds” by Maria Popova. Available as a print. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/07/27/nick-cave-loss-grief/?mc_cid=7e753add27&mc_eid=d1c16ac662  

https://society6.com/product/liminal-worlds-by-maria-popova_print?curator=brainpicker
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/07/27/nick-cave-loss-grief/?mc_cid=7e753add27&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://society6.com/product/liminal-worlds-by-maria-popova_print?curator=brainpicker
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The Open Boat 

by Stephen Crane 

 

Originally published as, "Stephen Crane's Own Story" (1897), The Open Boat is based on the real-life 

ordeal Crane endured, when the boat he was taking to Cuba ran aground and sank off the Florida coast. 

Read more background on The American Literary Blog. 

 

 

A Tale intended to be after the fact. Being the experience of four men from the sunk steamer "Commodore" 

 

I 

https://americanliterature.com/author/stephen-crane
http://americanliteraryblog.blogspot.com/2010/04/subtle-brotherhood-on-seas.html
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None of them knew the color of the sky. Their eyes glanced level, and were fastened upon the waves that 

swept toward them. These waves were of the hue of slate, save for the tops, which were of foaming white, and 

all of the men knew the colors of the sea. The horizon narrowed and widened, and dipped and rose, and at all 

times its edge was jagged with waves that seemed thrust up in points like rocks. Many a man ought to have a 

bath-tub larger than the boat which here rode upon the sea. These waves were most wrongfully and 

barbarously abrupt and tall, and each froth-top was a problem in small-boat navigation. 

The cook squatted in the bottom and looked with both eyes at the six inches of gunwale which separated him 

from the ocean. His sleeves were rolled over his fat forearms, and the two flaps of his unbuttoned vest 

dangled as he bent to bail out the boat. Often he said: "Gawd! That was a narrow clip." As he remarked it he 

invariably gazed eastward over the broken sea. 

The oiler, steering with one of the two oars in the boat, sometimes raised himself suddenly to keep clear of 

water that swirled in over the stern. It was a thin little oar and it seemed often ready to snap. 

The correspondent, pulling at the other oar, watched the waves and wondered why he was there. 

The injured captain, lying in the bow, was at this time buried in that profound dejection and indifference 

which comes, temporarily at least, to even the bravest and most enduring when, willy nilly, the firm fails, the 

army loses, the ship goes down. The mind of the master of a vessel is rooted deep in the timbers of her, 

though he commanded for a day or a decade, and this captain had on him the stern impression of a scene in 

the greys of dawn of seven turned faces, and later a stump of a top-mast with a white ball on it that slashed to 

and fro at the waves, went low and lower, and down. Thereafter there was something strange in his voice. 

Although steady, it was, deep with mourning, and of a quality beyond oration or tears. 

"Keep 'er a little more south, Billie," said he. 

"'A little more south,' sir," said the oiler in the stern. 

A seat in this boat was not unlike a seat upon a bucking broncho, and by the same token, a broncho is not 

much smaller. The craft pranced and reared, and plunged like an animal. As each wave came, and she rose for 

it, she seemed like a horse making at a fence outrageously high. The manner of her scramble over these walls 

of water is a mystic thing, and, moreover, at the top of them were ordinarily these problems in white water, 

the foam racing down from the summit of each wave, requiring a new leap, and a leap from the air. Then, 

after scornfully bumping a crest, she would slide, and race, and splash down a long incline, and arrive 

bobbing and nodding in front of the next menace. 

A singular disadvantage of the sea lies in the fact that after successfully surmounting one wave you discover 

that there is another behind it just as important and just as nervously anxious to do something effective in the 

way of swamping boats. In a ten-foot dingey one can get an idea of the resources of the sea in the line of 

waves that is not probable to the average experience which is never at sea in a dingey. As each slatey wall of 

water approached, it shut all else from the view of the men in the boat, and it was not difficult to imagine that 

this particular wave was the final outburst of the ocean, the last effort of the grim water. There was a terrible 

grace in the move of the waves, and they came in silence, save for the snarling of the crests. 
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In the wan light, the faces of the men must have been grey. Their eyes must have glinted in strange ways as 

they gazed steadily astern. Viewed from a balcony, the whole thing would doubtless have been weirdly 

picturesque. But the men in the boat had no time to see it, and if they had had leisure there were other things 

to occupy their minds. The sun swung steadily up the sky, and they knew it was broad day because the color 

of the sea changed from slate to emerald-green, streaked with amber lights, and the foam was like tumbling 

snow. The process of the breaking day was unknown to them. They were aware only of this effect upon the 

color of the waves that rolled toward them. 

In disjointed sentences the cook and the correspondent argued as to the difference between a life-saving 

station and a house of refuge. The cook had said: "There's a house of refuge just north of the Mosquito Inlet 

Light, and as soon as they see us, they'll come off in their boat and pick us up." 

"As soon as who see us?" said the correspondent. 

"The crew," said the cook. 

"Houses of refuge don't have crews," said the correspondent. "As I understand them, they are only places 

where clothes and grub are stored for the benefit of shipwrecked people. They don't carry crews." 

"Oh, yes, they do," said the cook. 

"No, they don't," said the correspondent. 

"Well, we're not there yet, anyhow," said the oiler, in the stern. 

"Well," said the cook, "perhaps it's not a house of refuge that I'm thinking of as being near Mosquito Inlet 

Light. Perhaps it's a life- saving station." 

"We're not there yet," said the oiler, in the stern. 

II 

As the boat bounced from the top of each wave, the wind tore through the hair of the hatless men, and as the 

craft plopped her stern down again the spray splashed past them. The crest of each of these waves was a hill, 

from the top of which the men surveyed, for a moment, a broad tumultuous expanse, shining and wind-riven. 

It was probably splendid. It was probably glorious, this play of the free sea, wild with lights of emerald and 

white and amber. 

"Bully good thing it's an on-shore wind," said the cook; "If not, where would we be? Wouldn't have a show." 

"That's right," said the correspondent. 

The busy oiler nodded his assent. 
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Then the captain, in the bow, chuckled in a way that expressed humor, contempt, tragedy, all in one. "Do you 

think We've got much of a show now, boys?" said he. 

Whereupon the three were silent, save for a trifle of hemming and hawing. To express any particular 

optimism at this time they felt to be childish and stupid, but they all doubtless possessed this sense of the 

situation in their mind. A young man thinks doggedly at such times. On the other hand, the ethics of their 

condition was decidedly against any open suggestion of hopelessness. So they were silent. 

"Oh, well," said the captain, soothing his children, "We'll get ashore all right." 

But there was that in his tone which made them think, so the oiler quoth: "Yes! If this wind holds!" 

The cook was bailing: "Yes! If we don't catch hell in the surf." 

Canton flannel gulls flew near and far. Sometimes they sat down on the sea, near patches of brown seaweed 

that rolled on the waves with a movement like carpets on a line in a gale. The birds sat comfortably in groups, 

and they were envied by some in the dingey, for the wrath of the sea was no more to them than it was to a 

covey of prairie chickens a thousand miles inland. Often they came very close and stared at the men with 

black bead-like eyes. At these times they were uncanny and sinister in their unblinking scrutiny, and the men 

hooted angrily at them, telling them to be gone. One came, and evidently decided to alight on the top of the 

captain's head. The bird flew parallel to the boat and did not circle, but made short sidelong jumps in the air in 

chicken- fashion. His black eyes were wistfully fixed upon the captain's head. "Ugly brute," said the oiler to 

the bird. "You look as if you were made with a jack-knife." The cook and the correspondent swore darkly at 

the creature. The captain naturally wished to knock it away with the end of the heavy painter; but he did not 

dare do it, because anything resembling an emphatic gesture would have capsized this freighted boat, and so 

with his open hand, the captain gently and carefully waved the gull away. After it had been discouraged from 

the pursuit the captain breathed easier on account of his hair, and others breathed easier because the bird 

struck their minds at this time as being somehow grewsome and ominous. 

In the meantime the oiler and the correspondent rowed And also they rowed. 

They sat together in the same seat, and each rowed an oar. Then the oiler took both oars; then the 

correspondent took both oars; then the oiler; then the correspondent. They rowed and they rowed. The very 

ticklish part of the business was when the time came for the reclining one in the stern to take his turn at the 

oars. By the very last star of truth, it is easier to steal eggs from under a hen than it was to change seats in the 

dingey. First the man in the stern slid his hand along the thwart and moved with care, as if he were of Svres. 

Then the man in the rowing seat slid his hand along the other thwart. It was all done with most extraordinary 

care. As the two sidled past each other, the whole party kept watchful eyes on the coming wave, and the 

captain cried: "Look out now! Steady there!" 

The brown mats of seaweed that appeared from time to time were like islands, bits of earth. They were 

traveling, apparently, neither one way nor the other. They were, to all intents, stationary. They informed the 

men in the boat that it was making progress slowly toward the land. 
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The captain, rearing cautiously in the bow, after the dingey soared on a great swell, said that he had seen the 

light-house at Mosquito Inlet. Presently the cook remarked that he had seen it. The correspondent was at the 

oars then, and for some reason he too wished to look at the lighthouse, but his back was toward the far shore 

and the waves were important, and for some time he could not seize an opportunity to turn his head. But at 

last there came a wave more gentle than the others, and when at the crest of it he swiftly scoured the western 

horizon. 

"See it?" said the captain. 

"No," said the correspondent slowly, "I didn't see anything." 

"Look again," said the captain. He pointed. "It's exactly in that direction." 

At the top of another wave, the correspondent did as he was bid, and this time his eyes chanced on a small 

still thing on the edge of the swaying horizon. It was precisely like the point of a pin. It took an anxious eye to 

find a light house so tiny. 

"Think we'll make it, captain?" 

"If this wind holds and the boat don't swamp, we can't do much else," said the captain. 

The little boat, lifted by each towering sea, and splashed viciously by the crests, made progress that in the 

absence of seaweed was not apparent to those in her. She seemed just a wee thing wallowing, miraculously 

top-up, at the mercy of five oceans. Occasionally, a great spread of water, like white flames, swarmed into 

her. 

"Bail her, cook," said the captain serenely. 

"All right, captain," said the cheerful cook. 

III 

It would be difficult to describe the subtle brotherhood of men that was here established on the seas. No one 

said that it was so. No one mentioned it. But it dwelt in the boat, and each man felt it warm him. They were a 

captain, an oiler, a cook, and a correspondent, and they were friends, friends in a more curiously iron-bound 

degree than may be common. The hurt captain, lying against the water-jar in the bow, spoke always in a low 

voice and calmly, but he could never command a more ready and swiftly obedient crew than the motley three 

of the dingey. It was more than a mere recognition of what was best for the common safety. There was surely 

in it a quality that was personal and heartfelt. And after this devotion to the commander of the boat there was 

this comradeship that the correspondent, for instance, who had been taught to be cynical of men, knew even at 

the time was the best experience of his life. But no one said that it was so. No one mentioned it. 

"I wish we had a sail," remarked the captain. "We might try my overcoat on the end of an oar and give you 

two boys a chance to rest." So the cook and the correspondent held the mast and spread wide the overcoat. 
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The oiler steered, and the little boat made good way with her new rig. Sometimes the oiler had to scull sharply 

to keep a sea from breaking into the boat, but otherwise sailing was a success. 

Meanwhile the lighthouse had been growing slowly larger. It had now almost assumed color, and appeared 

like a little grey shadow on the sky. The man at the oars could not be prevented from turning his head rather 

often to try for a glimpse of this little grey shadow. 

At last, from the top of each wave the men in the tossing boat could see land. Even as the lighthouse was an 

upright shadow on the sky, this land seemed but a long black shadow on the sea. It certainly was thinner than 

paper. "We must be about opposite New Smyrna," said the cook, who had coasted this shore often in 

schooners. "Captain, by the way, I believe they abandoned that life-saving station there about a year ago." 

"Did they?" said the captain. 

The wind slowly died away. The cook and the correspondent were not now obliged to slave in order to hold 

high the oar. But the waves continued their old impetuous swooping at the dingey, and the little craft, no 

longer under way, struggled woundily over them. The oiler or the correspondent took the oars again. 

Shipwrecks are _ propos_ of nothing. If men could only train for them and have them occur when the men 

had reached pink condition, there would be less drowning at sea. Of the four in the dingey none had slept any 

time worth mentioning for two days and two nights previous to embarking in the dingey, and in the 

excitement of clambering about the deck of a foundering ship they had also forgotten to eat heartily. 

For these reasons, and for others, neither the oiler nor the correspondent was fond of rowing at this time. The 

correspondent wondered ingenuously how in the name of all that was sane could there be people who thought 

it amusing to row a boat. It was not an amusement; it was a diabolical punishment, and even a genius of 

mental aberrations could never conclude that it was anything but a horror to the muscles and a crime against 

the back. He mentioned to the boat in general how the amusement of rowing struck him, and the weary-faced 

oiler smiled in full sympathy. Previously to the foundering, by the way, the oiler had worked double-watch in 

the engine-room of the ship. 

"Take her easy, now, boys," said the captain. "Don't spend yourselves. If we have to run a surf you'll need all 

your strength, because we'll sure have to swim for it. Take your time." 

Slowly the land arose from the sea. From a black line it became a line of black and a line of white, trees and 

sand. Finally, the captain said that he could make out a house on the shore. "That's the house of refuge, sure," 

said the cook. "They'll see us before long, and come out after us." 

The distant lighthouse reared high. "The keeper ought to be able to make us out now, if he's looking through a 

glass," said the captain. "He'll notify the life-saving people." 

"None of those other boats could have got ashore to give word of the wreck," said the oiler, in a low voice. 

"Else the lifeboat would be out hunting us." 
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Slowly and beautifully the land loomed out of the sea. The wind came again. It had veered from the north-east 

to the south-east. Finally, a new sound struck the ears of the men in the boat. It was the low thunder of the 

surf on the shore. "We'll never be able to make the lighthouse now," said the captain. "Swing her head a little 

more north, Billie," said he. 

"'A little more north,' sir," said the oiler. 

Whereupon the little boat turned her nose once more down the wind, and all but the oarsman watched the 

shore grow. Under the influence of this expansion doubt and direful apprehension was leaving the minds of 

the men. The management of the boat was still most absorbing, but it could not prevent a quiet cheerfulness. 

In an hour, perhaps, they would be ashore. 

Their backbones had become thoroughly used to balancing in the boat, and they now rode this wild colt of a 

dingey like circus men. The correspondent thought that he had been drenched to the skin, but happening to 

feel in the top pocket of his coat, he found therein eight cigars. Four of them were soaked with sea-water; four 

were perfectly scathless. After a search, somebody produced three dry matches, and thereupon the four waifs 

rode impudently in their little boat, and with an assurance of an impending rescue shining in their eyes, puffed 

at the big cigars and judged well and ill of all men. Everybody took a drink of water. 

IV 

"Cook," remarked the captain, "there don't seem to be any signs of life about your house of refuge." 

"No," replied the cook. "Funny they don't see us!" 

A broad stretch of lowly coast lay before the eyes of the men. It was of dunes topped with dark vegetation. 

The roar of the surf was plain, and sometimes they could see the white lip of a wave as it spun up the beach. 

A tiny house was blocked out black upon the sky. Southward, the slim lighthouse lifted its little grey length. 

Tide, wind, and waves were swinging the dingey northward. "Funny they don't see us," said the men. 

The surf's roar was here dulled, but its tone was, nevertheless, thunderous and mighty. As the boat swam over 

the great rollers, the men sat listening to this roar. "We'll swamp sure," said everybody. 

It is fair to say here that there was not a life-saving station within twenty miles in either direction, but the men 

did not know this fact, and in consequence they made dark and opprobrious remarks concerning the eyesight 

of the nation's life-savers. Four scowling men sat in the dingey and surpassed records in the invention of 

epithets. 

"Funny they don't see us." 

The lightheartedness of a former time had completely faded. To their sharpened minds it was easy to conjure 

pictures of all kinds of incompetency and blindness and, indeed, cowardice. There was the shore of the 

populous land, and it was bitter and bitter to them that from it came no sign. 
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"Well," said the captain, ultimately, "I suppose we'll have to make a try for ourselves. If we stay out here too 

long, we'll none of us have strength left to swim after the boat swamps." 

And so the oiler, who was at the oars, turned the boat straight for the shore. There was a sudden tightening of 

muscle. There was some thinking. 

"If we don't all get ashore--" said the captain. "If we don't all get ashore, I suppose you fellows know where to 

send news of my finish?" 

They then briefly exchanged some addresses and admonitions. As for the reflections of the men, there was a 

great deal of rage in them. Perchance they might be formulated thus: "If I am going to be drowned-- if I am 

going to be drowned--if I am going to be drowned, why, in the name of the seven mad gods who rule the sea, 

was I allowed to come thus far and contemplate sand and trees? Was I brought here merely to have my nose 

dragged away as I was about to nibble the sacred cheese of life? It is preposterous. If this old ninny-woman, 

Fate, cannot do better than this, she should be deprived of the management of men's fortunes. She is an old 

hen who knows not her intention. If she has decided to drown me, why did she not do it in the beginning and 

save me all this trouble? The whole affair is absurd.... But no, she cannot mean to drown me. She dare not 

drown me. She cannot drown me. Not after all this work." Afterward the man might have had an impulse to 

shake his fist at the clouds: "Just you drown me, now, and then hear what I call you!" 

The billows that came at this time were more formidable. They seemed always just about to break and roll 

over the little boat in a turmoil of foam. There was a preparatory and long growl in the speech of them. No 

mind unused to the sea would have concluded that the dingey could ascend these sheer heights in time. The 

shore was still afar. The oiler was a wily surfman. "Boys," he said swiftly, "she won't live three minutes more, 

and we're too far out to swim. Shall I take her to sea again, captain?" 

"Yes! Go ahead!" said the captain. 

This oiler, by a series of quick miracles, and fast and steady oarsmanship, turned the boat in the middle of the 

surf and took her safely to sea again. 

There was a considerable silence as the boat bumped over the furrowed sea to deeper water. Then somebody 

in gloom spoke. "Well, anyhow, they must have seen us from the shore by now." 

The gulls went in slanting flight up the wind toward the grey desolate east. A squall, marked by dingy clouds, 

and clouds brick-red, like smoke from a burning building, appeared from the south-east. 

"What do you think of those life-saving people? Ain't they peaches?' 

"Funny they haven't seen us." 

"Maybe they think we're out here for sport! Maybe they think we're fishin'. Maybe they think we're damned 

fools." 
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It was a long afternoon. A changed tide tried to force them southward, but the wind and wave said northward. 

Far ahead, where coast-line, sea, and sky formed their mighty angle, there were little dots which seemed to 

indicate a city on the shore. 

"St. Augustine?" 

The captain shook his head. "Too near Mosquito Inlet." 

And the oiler rowed, and then the correspondent rowed. Then the oiler rowed. It was a weary business. The 

human back can become the seat of more aches and pains than are registered in books for the composite 

anatomy of a regiment. It is a limited area, but it can become the theatre of innumerable muscular conflicts, 

tangles, wrenches, knots, and other comforts. 

"Did you ever like to row, Billie?" asked the correspondent. 

"No," said the oiler. "Hang it!" 

When one exchanged the rowing-seat for a place in the bottom of the boat, he suffered a bodily depression 

that caused him to be careless of everything save an obligation to wiggle one finger. There was cold sea- 

water swashing to and fro in the boat, and he lay in it. His head, pillowed on a thwart, was within an inch of 

the swirl of a wave crest, and sometimes a particularly obstreperous sea came in-board and drenched him 

once more. But these matters did not annoy him. It is almost certain that if the boat had capsized he would 

have tumbled comfortably out upon the ocean as if he felt sure that it was a great soft mattress. 

"Look! There's a man on the shore!" 

"Where?" 

"There! See 'im? See 'im?" 

"Yes, sure! He's walking along." 

"Now he's stopped. Look! He's facing us!" 

"He's waving at us!" 

"So he is! By thunder!" 

"Ah, now we're all right! Now we're all right! There'll be a boat out here for us in half-an-hour." 

"He's going on. He's running. He's going up to that house there." 
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The remote beach seemed lower than the sea, and it required a searching glance to discern the little black 

figure. The captain saw a floating stick and they rowed to it. A bath-towel was by some weird chance in the 

boat, and, tying this on the stick, the captain waved it. The oarsman did not dare turn his head, so he was 

obliged to ask questions. 

"What's he doing now?" 

"He's standing still again. He's looking, I think.... There he goes again. Toward the house.... Now he's stopped 

again." 

"Is he waving at us?" 

"No, not now! he was, though." 

"Look! There comes another man!" 

"He's running." 

"Look at him go, would you." 

"Why, he's on a bicycle. Now he's met the other man. They're both waving at us. Look!" 

"There comes something up the beach." 

"What the devil is that thing?" 

"Why it looks like a boat." 

"Why, certainly it's a boat." 

"No, it's on wheels." 

"Yes, so it is. Well, that must be the life-boat. They drag them along shore on a wagon." 

"That's the life-boat, sure." 

"No, by ----, it's--it's an omnibus." 

"I tell you it's a life-boat." 

"It is not! It's an omnibus. I can see it plain. See? One of these big hotel omnibuses." 
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"By thunder, you're right. It's an omnibus, sure as fate. What do you suppose they are doing with an omnibus? 

Maybe they are going around collecting the life-crew, hey?" 

"That's it, likely. Look! There's a fellow waving a little black flag. He's standing on the steps of the omnibus. 

There come those other two fellows. Now they're all talking together. Look at the fellow with the flag. Maybe 

he ain't waving it." 

"That ain't a flag, is it? That's his coat. Why, certainly, that's his coat." 

"So it is. It's his coat. He's taken it off and is waving it around his head. But would you look at him swing it." 

"Oh, say, there isn't any life-saving station there. That's just a winter resort hotel omnibus that has brought 

over some of the boarders to see us drown." 

"What's that idiot with the coat mean? What's he signaling, anyhow?" 

"It looks as if he were trying to tell us to go north. There must be a life-saving station up there." 

"No! He thinks we're fishing. Just giving us a merry hand. See? Ah, there, Willie!" 

"Well, I wish I could make something out of those signals. What do you suppose he means?" 

"He don't mean anything. He's just playing." 

"Well, if he'd just signal us to try the surf again, or to go to sea and wait, or go north, or go south, or go to 

hell--there would be some reason in it. But look at him. He just stands there and keeps his coat revolving like 

a wheel. The ass!" 

"There come more people." 

"Now there's quite a mob. Look! Isn't that a boat?" 

"Where? Oh, I see where you mean. No, that's no boat." 

"That fellow is still waving his coat." 

"He must think we like to see him do that. Why don't he quit it? It don't mean anything." 

"I don't know. I think he is trying to make us go north. It must be that there's a life-saving station there 

somewhere." 

"Say, he ain't tired yet. Look at 'im wave." 
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"Wonder how long he can keep that up. He's been revolving his coat ever since he caught sight of us. He's an 

idiot. Why aren't they getting men to bring a boat out? A fishing boat--one of those big yawls--could come out 

here all right. Why don't he do something?" 

"Oh, it's all right, now." 

"They'll have a boat out here for us in less than no time, now that they've seen us." 

A faint yellow tone came into the sky over the low land. The shadows on the sea slowly deepened. The wind 

bore coldness with it, and the men began to shiver. 

"Holy smoke!" said one, allowing his voice to express his impious mood, "if we keep on monkeying out here! 

If we've got to flounder out here all night!" 

"Oh, we'll never have to stay here all night! Don't you worry. They've seen us now, and it won't be long 

before they'll come chasing out after us." 

The shore grew dusky. The man waving a coat blended gradually into this gloom, and it swallowed in the 

same manner the omnibus and the group of people. The spray, when it dashed uproariously over the side, 

made the voyagers shrink and swear like men who were being branded. 

"I'd like to catch the chump who waved the coat. I feel like soaking him one, just for luck." 

"Why? What did he do?" 

"Oh, nothing, but then he seemed so damned cheerful." 

In the meantime the oiler rowed, and then the correspondent rowed, and then the oiler rowed. Grey-faced and 

bowed forward, they mechanically, turn by turn, plied the leaden oars. The form of the lighthouse had 

vanished from the southern horizon, but finally a pale star appeared, just lifting from the sea. The streaked 

saffron in the west passed before the all-merging darkness, and the sea to the east was black. The land had 

vanished, and was expressed only by the low and drear thunder of the surf. 

"If I am going to be drowned--if I am going to be drowned--if I am going to be drowned, why, in the name of 

the seven mad gods who rule the sea, was I allowed to come thus far and contemplate sand and trees? Was I 

brought here merely to have my nose dragged away as I was about to nibble the sacred cheese of life?" 

The patient captain, drooped over the water-jar, was sometimes obliged to speak to the oarsman. 

"Keep her head up! Keep her head up!" 

"'Keep her head up,' sir." The voices were weary and low. 
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This was surely a quiet evening. All save the oarsman lay heavily and listlessly in the boat's bottom. As for 

him, his eyes were just capable of noting the tall black waves that swept forward in a most sinister silence, 

save for an occasional subdued growl of a crest. 

The cook's head was on a thwart, and he looked without interest at the water under his nose. He was deep in 

other scenes. Finally he spoke. "Billie," he murmured, dreamfully, "what kind of pie do you like best?" 

V 

"Pie," said the oiler and the correspondent, agitatedly. "Don't talk about those things, blast you!" 

"Well," said the cook, "I was just thinking about ham sandwiches, and--" 

A night on the sea in an open boat is a long night. As darkness settled finally, the shine of the light, lifting 

from the sea in the south, changed to full gold. On the northern horizon a new light appeared, a small bluish 

gleam on the edge of the waters. These two lights were the furniture of the world. Otherwise there was 

nothing but waves. 

Two men huddled in the stern, and distances were so magnificent in the dingey that the rower was enabled to 

keep his feet partly warmed by thrusting them under his companions. Their legs indeed extended far under the 

rowing-seat until they touched the feet of the captain forward. Sometimes, despite the efforts of the tired 

oarsman, a wave came piling into the boat, an icy wave of the night, and the chilling water soaked them anew. 

They would twist their bodies for a moment and groan, and sleep the dead sleep once more, while the water in 

the boat gurgled about them as the craft rocked. 

The plan of the oiler and the correspondent was for one to row until he lost the ability, and then arouse the 

other from his sea-water couch in the bottom of the boat. 

The oiler plied the oars until his head drooped forward, and the overpowering sleep blinded him. And he 

rowed yet afterward. Then he touched a man in the bottom of the boat, and called his name. "Will you spell 

me for a little while?" he said, meekly. 

"Sure, Billie," said the correspondent, awakening and dragging himself to a sitting position. They exchanged 

places carefully, and the oiler, cuddling down in the sea-water at the cook's side, seemed to go to sleep 

instantly. 

The particular violence of the sea had ceased. The waves came without snarling. The obligation of the man at 

the oars was to keep the boat headed so that the tilt of the rollers would not capsize her, and to preserve her 

from filling when the crests rushed past. The black waves were silent and hard to be seen in the darkness. 

Often one was almost upon the boat before the oarsman was aware. 

In a low voice the correspondent addressed the captain. He was not sure that the captain was awake, although 

this iron man seemed to be always awake. "Captain, shall I keep her making for that light north, sir?" 
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The same steady voice answered him. "Yes. Keep it about two points off the port bow." 

The cook had tied a life-belt around himself in order to get even the warmth which this clumsy cork 

contrivance could donate, and he seemed almost stove-like when a rower, whose teeth invariably chattered 

wildly as soon as he ceased his labor, dropped down to sleep. 

The correspondent, as he rowed, looked down at the two men sleeping under-foot. The cook's arm was around 

the oiler's shoulders, and, with their fragmentary clothing and haggard faces, they were the babes of the sea, a 

grotesque rendering of the old babes in the wood. 

Later he must have grown stupid at his work, for suddenly there was a growling of water, and a crest came 

with a roar and a swash into the boat, and it was a wonder that it did not set the cook afloat in his life-belt. 

The cook continued to sleep, but the oiler sat up, blinking his eyes and shaking with the new cold. 

"Oh, I'm awful sorry, Billie," said the correspondent contritely. 

"That's all right, old boy," said the oiler, and lay down again and was asleep. 

Presently it seemed that even the captain dozed, and the correspondent thought that he was the one man afloat 

on all the oceans. The wind had a voice as it came over the waves, and it was sadder than the end. 

There was a long, loud swishing astern of the boat, and a gleaming trail of phosphorescence, like blue flame, 

was furrowed on the black waters. It might have been made by a monstrous knife. 

Then there came a stillness, while the correspondent breathed with the open mouth and looked at the sea. 

Suddenly there was another swish and another long flash of bluish light, and this time it was alongside the 

boat, and might almost have been reached with an oar. The correspondent saw an enormous fin speed like a 

shadow through the water, hurling the crystalline spray and leaving the long glowing trail. 

The correspondent looked over his shoulder at the captain. His face was hidden, and he seemed to be asleep. 

He looked at the babes of the sea. They certainly were asleep. So, being bereft of sympathy, he leaned a little 

way to one side and swore softly into the sea. 

But the thing did not then leave the vicinity of the boat. Ahead or astern, on one side or the other, at intervals 

long or short, fled the long sparkling streak, and there was to be heard the whirroo of the dark fin. The speed 

and power of the thing was greatly to be admired. It cut the water like a gigantic and keen projectile. 

The presence of this biding thing did not affect the man with the same horror that it would if he had been a 

picnicker. He simply looked at the sea dully and swore in an undertone. 

Nevertheless, it is true that he did not wish to be alone. He wished one of his companions to awaken by 

chance and keep him company with it. But the captain hung motionless over the water-jar, and the oiler and 

the cook in the bottom of the boat were plunged in slumber. 
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VI 

"If I am going to be drowned--if I am going to be drowned--if I am going to be drowned, why, in the name of 

the seven mad gods who rule the sea, was I allowed to come thus far and contemplate sand and trees?" 

During this dismal night, it may be remarked that a man would conclude that it was really the intention of the 

seven mad gods to drown him, despite the abominable injustice of it. For it was certainly an abominable 

injustice to drown a man who had worked so hard, so hard. The man felt it would be a crime most unnatural. 

Other people had drowned at sea since galleys swarmed with painted sails, but still-- 

When it occurs to a man that nature does not regard him as important, and that she feels she would not maim 

the universe by disposing of him, he at first wishes to throw bricks at the temple, and he hates deeply the fact 

that there are no brick and no temples. Any visible expression of nature would surely be pelleted with his 

jeers. 

Then, if there be no tangible thing to hoot he feels, perhaps, the desire to confront a personification and 

indulge in pleas, bowed to one knee, and with hands supplicant, saying: "Yes, but I love myself." 

A high cold star on a winter's night is the word he feels that she says to him. Thereafter he knows the pathos 

of his situation. 

The men in the dingey had not discussed these matters, but each had, no doubt, reflected upon them in silence 

and according to his mind. There was seldom any expression upon their faces save the general one of 

complete weariness. Speech was devoted to the business of the boat. 

To chime the notes of his emotion, a verse mysteriously entered the correspondent's head. He had even 

forgotten that he had forgotten this verse, but it suddenly was in his mind. 

"A soldier of the Legion lay dying in Algiers, There was a lack of woman's nursing, there was dearth of 

woman's tears; But a comrade stood beside him, and he took that comrade's hand, And he said: 'I shall never 

see my own, my native land.'" 

In his childhood, the correspondent had been made acquainted with the fact that a soldier of the Legion lay 

dying in Algiers, but he had never regarded the fact as important. Myriads of his school-fellows had informed 

him of the soldier's plight, but the dinning had naturally ended by making him perfectly indifferent. He had 

never considered it his affair that a soldier of the Legion lay dying in Algiers, nor had it appeared to him as a 

matter for sorrow. It was less to him than the breaking of a pencil's point. 

Now, however, it quaintly came to him as a human, living thing. It was no longer merely a picture of a few 

throes in the breast of a poet, meanwhile drinking tea and warming his feet at the grate; it was an actuality--

stern, mournful, and fine. 

The correspondent plainly saw the soldier. He lay on the sand with his feet out straight and still. While his 

pale left hand was upon his chest in an attempt to thwart the going of his life, the blood came between his 
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fingers. In the far Algerian distance, a city of low square forms was set against a sky that was faint with the 

last sunset hues. The correspondent, plying the oars and dreaming of the slow and slower movements of the 

lips of the soldier, was moved by a profound and perfectly impersonal comprehension. He was sorry for the 

soldier of the Legion who lay dying in Algiers. 

The thing which had followed the boat and waited, had evidently grown bored at the delay. There was no 

longer to be heard the slash of the cut-water, and there was no longer the flame of the long trail. The light in 

the north still glimmered, but it was apparently no nearer to the boat. Sometimes the boom of the surf rang in 

the correspondent's ears, and he turned the craft seaward then and rowed harder. Southward, some one had 

evidently built a watch-fire on the beach. It was too low and too far to be seen, but it made a shimmering, 

roseate reflection upon the bluff back of it, and this could be discerned from the boat. The wind came 

stronger, and sometimes a wave suddenly raged out like a mountain-cat, and there was to be seen the sheen 

and sparkle of a broken crest. 

The captain, in the bow, moved on his water-jar and sat erect. "Pretty long night," he observed to the 

correspondent. He looked at the shore. "Those life-saving people take their time." 

"Did you see that shark playing around?" 

"Yes, I saw him. He was a big fellow, all right." 

"Wish I had known you were awake." 

Later the correspondent spoke into the bottom of the boat. 

"Billie!" There was a slow and gradual disentanglement. "Billie, will you spell me?" 

"Sure," said the oiler. 

As soon as the correspondent touched the cold comfortable sea-water in the bottom of the boat, and had 

huddled close to the cook's life-belt he was deep in sleep, despite the fact that his teeth played all the popular 

airs. This sleep was so good to him that it was but a moment before he heard a voice call his name in a tone 

that demonstrated the last stages of exhaustion. "Will you spell me?" 

"Sure, Billie." 

The light in the north had mysteriously vanished, but the correspondent took his course from the wide-awake 

captain. 

Later in the night they took the boat farther out to sea, and the captain directed the cook to take one oar at the 

stern and keep the boat facing the seas. He was to call out if he should hear the thunder of the surf. This plan 

enabled the oiler and the correspondent to get respite together. "We'll give those boys a chance to get into 

shape again," said the captain. They curled down and, after a few preliminary chatterings and trembles, slept 
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once more the dead sleep. Neither knew they had bequeathed to the cook the company of another shark, or 

perhaps the same shark. 

As the boat caroused on the waves, spray occasionally bumped over the side and gave them a fresh soaking, 

but this had no power to break their repose. The ominous slash of the wind and the water affected them as it 

would have affected mummies. 

"Boys," said the cook, with the notes of every reluctance in his voice, "she's drifted in pretty close. I guess one 

of you had better take her to sea again." The correspondent, aroused, heard the crash of the toppled crests. 

As he was rowing, the captain gave him some whisky-and-water, and this steadied the chills out of him. "If I 

ever get ashore and anybody shows me even a photograph of an oar--" 

At last there was a short conversation. 

"Billie.... Billie, will you spell me?" 

"Sure," said the oiler. 

VII 

When the correspondent again opened his eyes, the sea and the sky were each of the grey hue of the dawning. 

Later, carmine and gold was painted upon the waters. The morning appeared finally, in its splendor, with a 

sky of pure blue, and the sunlight flamed on the tips of the waves. 

On the distant dunes were set many little black cottages, and a tall white windmill reared above them. No 

man, nor dog, nor bicycle appeared on the beach. The cottages might have formed a deserted village. 

The voyagers scanned the shore. A conference was held in the boat. "Well," said the captain, "if no help is 

coming we might better try a run through the surf right away. If we stay out here much longer we will be too 

weak to do anything for ourselves at all." The others silently acquiesced in this reasoning. The boat was 

headed for the beach. The correspondent wondered if none ever ascended the tall wind-tower, and if then they 

never looked seaward. This tower was a giant, standing with its back to the plight of the ants. It represented in 

a degree, to the correspondent, the serenity of nature amid the struggles of the individual--nature in the wind, 

and nature in the vision of men. She did not seem cruel to him then, nor beneficent, nor treacherous, nor wise. 

But she was indifferent, flatly indifferent. It is, perhaps, plausible that a man in this situation, impressed with 

the unconcern of the universe, should see the innumerable flaws of his life, and have them taste wickedly in 

his mind and wish for another chance. A distinction between right and wrong seems absurdly clear to him, 

then, in this new ignorance of the grave-edge, and he understands that if he were given another opportunity he 

would mend his conduct and his words, and be better and brighter during an introduction or at a tea. 

"Now, boys," said the captain, "she is going to swamp, sure. All we can do is to work her in as far as possible, 

and then when she swamps, pile out and scramble for the beach. Keep cool now, and don't jump until she 

swamps sure." 
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The oiler took the oars. Over his shoulders he scanned the surf. "Captain," he said, "I think I'd better bring her 

about, and keep her head-on to the seas and back her in." 

"All right, Billie," said the captain. "Back her in." The oiler swung the boat then and, seated in the stern, the 

cook and the correspondent were obliged to look over their shoulders to contemplate the lonely and 

indifferent shore. 

The monstrous in-shore rollers heaved the boat high until the men were again enabled to see the white sheets 

of water scudding up the slanted beach. "We won't get in very close," said the captain. Each time a man could 

wrest his attention from the rollers, he turned his glance toward the shore, and in the expression of the eyes 

during this contemplation there was a singular quality. The correspondent, observing the others, knew that 

they were not afraid, but the full meaning of their glances was shrouded. 

As for himself, he was too tired to grapple fundamentally with the fact. He tried to coerce his mind into 

thinking of it, but the mind was dominated at this time by the muscles, and the muscles said they did not care. 

It merely occurred to him that if he should drown it would be a shame. 

There were no hurried words, no pallor, no plain agitation. The men simply looked at the shore. "Now, 

remember to get well clear of the boat when you jump," said the captain. 

Seaward the crest of a roller suddenly fell with a thunderous crash, and the long white comber came roaring 

down upon the boat. 

"Steady now," said the captain. The men were silent. They turned their eyes from the shore to the comber and 

waited. The boat slid up the incline, leaped at the furious top, bounced over it, and swung down the long back 

of the wave. Some water had been shipped and the cook bailed it out. 

But the next crest crashed also. The tumbling, boiling flood of white water caught the boat and whirled it 

almost perpendicular. Water swarmed in from all sides. The correspondent had his hands on the gunwale at 

this time, and when the water entered at that place he swiftly withdrew his fingers, as if he objected to wetting 

them. 

The little boat, drunken with this weight of water, reeled and snuggled deeper into the sea. 

"Bail her out, cook! Bail her out," said the captain. 

"All right, captain," said the cook. 

"Now, boys, the next one will do for us, sure," said the oiler. "Mind to jump clear of the boat." 

The third wave moved forward, huge, furious, implacable. It fairly swallowed the dingey, and almost 

simultaneously the men tumbled into the sea. A piece of lifebelt had lain in the bottom of the boat, and as the 

correspondent went overboard he held this to his chest with his left hand. 
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The January water was icy, and he reflected immediately that it was colder than he had expected to find it on 

the coast of Florida. This appeared to his dazed mind as a fact important enough to be noted at the time. The 

coldness of the water was sad; it was tragic. This fact was somehow so mixed and confused with his opinion 

of his own situation that it seemed almost a proper reason for tears. The water was cold. 

When he came to the surface he was conscious of little but the noisy water. Afterward he saw his companions 

in the sea. The oiler was ahead in the race. He was swimming strongly and rapidly. Off to the correspondent's 

left, the cook's great white and corked back bulged out of the water, and in the rear the captain was hanging 

with his one good hand to the keel of the overturned dingey. 

There is a certain immovable quality to a shore, and the correspondent wondered at it amid the confusion of 

the sea. 

It seemed also very attractive, but the correspondent knew that it was a long journey, and he paddled leisurely. 

The piece of life-preserver lay under him, and sometimes he whirled down the incline of a wave as if he were 

on a handsled. 

But finally he arrived at a place in the sea where travel was beset with difficulty. He did not pause swimming 

to inquire what manner of current had caught him, but there his progress ceased. The shore was set before him 

like a bit of scenery on a stage, and he looked at it and understood with his eyes each detail of it. 

As the cook passed, much farther to the left, the captain was calling to him, "Turn over on your back, cook! 

Turn over on your back and use the oar." 

"All right, sir." The cook turned on his back, and, paddling with an oar, went ahead as if he were a canoe. 

Presently the boat also passed to the left of the correspondent with the captain clinging with one hand to the 

keel. He would have appeared like a man raising himself to look over a board fence, if it were not for the 

extraordinary gymnastics of the boat. The correspondent marvelled that the captain could still hold to it. 

They passed on, nearer to shore--the oiler, the cook, the captain--and following them went the water-jar, 

bouncing gaily over the seas. 

The correspondent remained in the grip of this strange new enemy--a current. The shore, with its white slope 

of sand and its green bluff, topped with little silent cottages, was spread like a picture before him. It was very 

near to him then, but he was impressed as one who in a gallery looks at a scene from Brittany or Holland. 

He thought: "I am going to drown? Can it be possible Can it be possible? Can it be possible?" Perhaps an 

individual must consider his own death to be the final phenomenon of nature. 

But later a wave perhaps whirled him out of this small, deadly current, for he found suddenly that he could 

again make progress toward the shore. Later still, he was aware that the captain, clinging with one hand to the 

keel of the dingey, had his face turned away from the shore and toward him, and was calling his name. "Come 

to the boat! Come to the boat!" 
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In his struggle to reach the captain and the boat, he reflected that when one gets properly wearied, drowning 

must really be a comfortable arrangement, a cessation of hostilities accompanied by a large degree of relief, 

and he was glad of it, for the main thing in his mind for some months had been horror of the temporary agony. 

He did not wish to be hurt. 

Presently he saw a man running along the shore. He was undressing with most remarkable speed. Coat, 

trousers, shirt, everything flew magically off him. 

"Come to the boat," called the captain. 

"All right, captain." As the correspondent paddled, he saw the captain let himself down to bottom and leave 

the boat. Then the correspondent performed his one little marvel of the voyage. A large wave caught him and 

flung him with ease and supreme speed completely over the boat and far beyond it. It struck him even then as 

an event in gymnastics, and a true miracle of the sea. An over-turned boat in the surf is not a plaything to a 

swimming man. 

The correspondent arrived in water that reached only to his waist, but his condition did not enable him to 

stand for more than a moment. Each wave knocked him into a heap, and the under-tow pulled at him. 

Then he saw the man who had been running and undressing, and undressing and running, come bounding into 

the water. He dragged ashore the cook, and then waded towards the captain, but the captain waved him away, 

and sent him to the correspondent. He was naked, naked as a tree in winter, but a halo was about his head, and 

he shone like a saint. He gave a strong pull, and a long drag, and a bully heave at the correspondent's hand. 

The correspondent, schooled in the minor formulae, said: "Thanks, old man." But suddenly the man cried: 

"What's that?" He pointed a swift finger. The correspondent said: "Go." 

In the shallows, face downward, lay the oiler. His forehead touched sand that was periodically, between each 

wave, clear of the sea. 

The correspondent did not know all that transpired afterward. When he achieved safe ground he fell, striking 

the sand with each particular part of his body. It was as if he had dropped from a roof, but the thud was 

grateful to him. 

It seems that instantly the beach was populated with men with blankets, clothes, and flasks, and women with 

coffeepots and all the remedies sacred to their minds. The welcome of the land to the men from the sea was 

warm and generous, but a still and dripping shape was carried slowly up the beach, and the land's welcome 

for it could only be the different and sinister hospitality of the grave. 

When it came night, the white waves paced to and fro in the moonlight, and the wind brought the sound of the 

great sea's voice to the men on shore, and they felt that they could then be interpreters. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/stephen-crane/short-story/the-open-boat 

https://americanliterature.com/author/stephen-crane/short-story/the-open-boat
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Instructions 

by Eavan Boland 

Issue no. 180 (Spring 2007) 

To write about age you need to take something and  

break it. 

(This is an art that has always loved young women. 

And silent ones.) 

A branch, perhaps, girlish with blossom. Snapped off. 

Close to the sap. 

Then cut through a promised summer. Continue. Cut 

down to the root. 

The spring afternoon will come to your door, angry  

as any mother. Ignore her. 

Now take syntax. Break that too. What is left is for you  

and you only: 

A dead tree. The future. What does not bear fruit. Or  

thinking of. 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=bd67ce8742&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=bd67ce8742&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=bd67ce8742&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=bd67ce8742&e=d538c8f2e0
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A Lifeline for the Hour of Despair: James Baldwin on 4AM, the Fulcrum of Love, and Life as a Moral 

Obligation to the Universe 

“I have always felt that a human being could only be saved by another human being. I am aware that we do 

not save each other very often. But I am also aware that we save each other some of the time.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

“Yesterday has already vanished among the shadows of the past; to-morrow has not yet emerged from the 

future. You have found an intermediate space,” Nathaniel Hawthorne wrote of life’s most haunting hour. But 

what we find in that intermediate space between past and future, between the costumed simulacrum of reality 

we so painstakingly construct with our waking lives and reality laid bare in the naked nocturnal mind, is not 

always a resting place of ease — for there dwells the self at its most elemental, which means the self most 

lucidly awake to its foibles and its finitude. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/08/22/nathaniel-hawthorne-the-haunted-mind/
https://www.amazon.com/Richard-Avedon-James-Baldwin-Personal/dp/3836569531/?tag=braipick-20
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The disquietude this haunted hour can bring, and does bring, is what another titanic writer and rare seer into 

the depths of the human spirit — James Baldwin (August 2, 1924–December 1, 1987) — explored 130 years 

after Hawthorne in one of his least known, most insightful, and most personal essays. 

 

Richard Avedon and James Baldwin. (Photograph courtesy of Taschen.) 

https://www.amazon.com/Richard-Avedon-James-Baldwin-Personal/dp/3836569531/?tag=braipick-20
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In 1964, as the Harlem riots were shaking the foundation of society and selfhood, Baldwin joined talent-

forces with the great photographer Richard Avedon — an old high school friend of his — to hold up an 

uncommonly revelatory cultural mirror with the book Nothing Personal (public library). Punctuating 

Avedon’s signature black-and-white portraits — of Nobel laureates and Hollywood celebrities, of the age- 

and ache-etched face of an elder born under slavery and the idealism-lit young faces of the Student 

Nonviolent Coordinating Committee in Georgia, of the mentally ill perishing in asylums and the newlyweds 

at City Hall ablaze with hope — are four stirring essays by Baldwin, the first of which gave us his famous 

sobering observation that “it has always been much easier (because it has always seemed much safer) to give 

a name to the evil without than to locate the terror within.” 

At no time does the terror within, Baldwin argues in the third essay, bubble to the surface of our being more 

ferociously than in that haunting hour between past and future, between our illusions of permanence and 

perfection, and the glaring fact of our finitude and our fallibility, between being and non-being. He writes: 

Four AM can be a devastating hour. The day, no matter what kind of day it was is indisputably over; almost 

instantaneously, a new day begins: and how will one bear it? Probably no better than one bore the day that is 

ending, possibly not as well. Moreover, a day is coming one will not recall, the last day of one’s life, and on 

that day one will oneself become as irrecoverable as all the days that have passed. 

It is a fearful speculation — or, rather, a fearful knowledge — that, one day one’s eyes will no longer look out 

on the world. One will no longer be present at the universal morning roll call. The light will rise for others, 

but not for you. 

Half a century before the physicist Brian Greene examined how this very awareness is the wellspring of 

meaning to our ephemeral lives and a century after Tchaikovsky found beauty amid the wreckage of the soul 

at 4AM, Baldwin adds: 

Sometimes, at four AM, this knowledge is almost enough to force a reconciliation between oneself and all 

one’s pain and error. Since, anyway, it will end one day, why not try it — life — one more time? 

https://www.amazon.com/Richard-Avedon-James-Baldwin-Personal/dp/3836569531/?tag=braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/nothing-personal-photos/oclc/9527856&referer=brief_results
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/08/14/james-baldwin-nothing-personal-evil/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/08/14/james-baldwin-nothing-personal-evil/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/02/21/brian-greene-until-the-end-of-time/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/02/21/brian-greene-until-the-end-of-time/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/11/19/tchaikovsky-letters-depession/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/11/19/tchaikovsky-letters-depession/
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Art from Trees at Night by Art Young, 1926. Available as a print 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/08/06/trees-at-night-art-young/
https://society6.com/product/weary-and-heavy-laden-from-trees-at-night-by-art-young_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/weary-and-heavy-laden-from-trees-at-night-by-art-young_print?curator=brainpicker
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After singing some beautiful and heartbreaking Bessie Smith lyrics into his essay — lyrics from “Long 

Road,” a song about reconciling the knowledge that one is ultimately alone with the irrepressible impulse to 

reach out for love, “to grasp again, with fearful hope, the unwilling, unloving human hand” — Baldwin 

continues: 

I think all of our voyages drive us there; for I have always felt that a human being could only be saved by 

another human being. I am aware that we do not save each other very often. But I am also aware that we save 

each other some of the time. 

That alone, Baldwin insists, is reason enough to be, as Nietzsche put it, a “yea-sayer” to life — to face the 

uncertainty of our lives with courage, to face the fact of our mortality with courage, and to fill this blink of 

existence bookended by nothingness with the courage of a bellowing aliveness. 

In a passage that calls to mind Galway Kinnell’s lifeline of a poem “Wait,” composed for a young friend on 

the brink of suicide, Baldwin writes: 

For, perhaps — perhaps — between now and the last day, something wonderful will happen, a miracle, a 

miracle of coherence and release. And the miracle on which one’s unsteady attention is focused is always the 

same, however it may be stated, or however it may remain unstated. It is the miracle of love, love strong 

enough to guide or drive one into the great estate of maturity, or, to put it another way, into the apprehension 

and acceptance of one’s own identity. For some deep and ineradicable instinct — I believe — causes us to 

know that it is only this passionate achievement which can outlast death, which can cause life to spring from 

death. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/01/02/nietzsche-new-year-resolution/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/01/figuring/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/01/figuring/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/05/16/wait-galway-kinnell/
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Art by Margaret C. Cook from a rare 1913 English edition of Leaves of Grass by Walt Whitman. Available as 

a print. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/04/11/leaves-of-grass-margaret-cook/
https://society6.com/product/give-me-nights-perfectly-quiet-and-i-looking-up-at-the-stars_framed-print?sku=s6-8967181p21a12v52a13v54?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/give-me-nights-perfectly-quiet-and-i-looking-up-at-the-stars_framed-print?sku=s6-8967181p21a12v52a13v54?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/give-me-nights-perfectly-quiet-and-i-looking-up-at-the-stars_framed-print?sku=s6-8967181p21a12v52a13v54?curator=brainpicker
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Art by from Little Man, Little Man — James Baldwin’s only children’s book, written to foment his own 

young nephew’s self-regard. 

And yet, so often, we lose faith in this miracle, lose the perspective we call faith — so often it slips between 

the fingers fanned with despair or squeezes through the fist clenched with rage. We lose perspective most 

often, Baldwin argues, at four AM: 

At four AM, when one feels that one has probably become simply incapable of supporting this miracle, with 

all one’s wounds awake and throbbing, and all one’s ghastly inadequacy staring and shouting from the walls 

and the floor — the entire universe having shrunk to the prison of the self — death glows like the only light 

on a high, dark, mountain road, where one has, forever and forever! lost one’s way. — And many of us perish 

then. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/10/01/little-man-little-man-james-baldwin/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/10/01/little-man-little-man-james-baldwin/
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What then? A generation after Little Prince author Antoine de Saint-Exupéry composed his beautiful 

manifesto for night as an existential clarifying force for the deepest truths of the heart, Baldwin offers: 

But if one can reach back, reach down — into oneself, into one’s life — and find there some witness, however 

unexpected or ambivalent, to one’s reality, one will be enabled, though perhaps not very spiritedly, to face 

another day… What one must be enabled to recognize, at four o’clock in the morning, is that one has no right, 

at least not for reasons of private anguish, to take one’s life. All lives are connected to other lives and when 

one man goes, much more goes than the man goes with him. One has to look on oneself as the custodian of a 

quantity and a quality — oneself — which is absolutely unique in the world because it has never been here 

before and will never be here again. 

Baldwin — whom U.S. Poet Laureate Gwendolyn Brooks described as “love personified” in introducing his 

last public appearance before his death — wedges into this foundational structure of soul-survival the fact that 

in a culture of habitual separation and institutionalized otherness, such self-regard is immensely difficult. And 

yet, he insists with the passion of one who has proven the truth of his words with his own life, we must try — 

we must reach across the divides within and without, across the abysses of terror and suspicion, with a 

generous and largehearted trust in one another, which is at bottom trust in ourselves. 

Echoing his contemporary and kindred visionary Leonard Bernstein’s insistence that “we must believe, 

without fear, in people,” Baldwin adds what has become, or must become, the most sonorous psychosocial 

refrain bridging his time and ours: 

Where all human connections are distrusted, the human being is very quickly lost. 

More than half a century later, Nothing Personal remains a masterwork of rare insight into and consolation 

for the most elemental aches of the human spirit. For a counterpoint to this nocturnal fragment, savor the great 

nature writer Henry Beston, writing a generation before Baldwin, on how the beauty of night nourishes the 

human spirit, then revisit Baldwin on resisting the mindless of majority, how he learned to truly see, the 

writer’s responsibility in a divided society, his advice on writing, his historic conversation with Margaret 

Mead about forgiveness and responsibility, and his only children’s book. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/23/james-baldwin-nothing-personal-4-

am/?mc_cid=48f014c863&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/05/14/antoine-de-saint-exupery-night/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/19/gwendolyn-brooks-james-baldwin-library-of-congress/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/19/gwendolyn-brooks-james-baldwin-library-of-congress/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/06/23/leonard-bernstein-this-i-believe/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/06/23/leonard-bernstein-this-i-believe/
https://www.amazon.com/Richard-Avedon-James-Baldwin-Personal/dp/3836569531/?tag=braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/06/04/henry-beston-night-outermost-house/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/06/04/henry-beston-night-outermost-house/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/08/02/james-baldwin-a-quarter-century-of-un-americana/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/02/18/james-baldwin-writers-chapbook-revelation/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/11/11/james-baldwin-shakespeare-language-poetry/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/11/11/james-baldwin-shakespeare-language-poetry/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/02/08/james-baldwin-advice-on-writing/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/03/19/a-rap-on-race-margaret-mead-and-james-baldwin/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/03/19/a-rap-on-race-margaret-mead-and-james-baldwin/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/10/01/little-man-little-man-james-baldwin/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/23/james-baldwin-nothing-personal-4-am/?mc_cid=48f014c863&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/23/james-baldwin-nothing-personal-4-am/?mc_cid=48f014c863&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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Twelve-Year Universal Horoscope 
by Charles Bernstein 

Issue no. 230 (Fall 2019) 

Key: A Aries, T Taurus, G Gemini, C Cancer, L Leo, V Virgo, Li Libra, S Scorpio, Sa Sagittarius, Ca 

Capricorn, Aq Aquarius, P Pisces. Each section covers one year, then rotates. 

A2019, T2020, G2021, C2022, L2023, V2024, Li2025, S2026, Sa2027, Ca2028, Aq2029, P2030 
Anticipated reversals occur in unanticipated locations: avoid planar surfaces. As Saturn and Pluto come into 

alignment, prepare for irrepressible nostalgia. Casual attachments provide a medley of diversions from long-

term fantasies. Mix of sulfur and magnesium is at its height on the twelfth and twenty-ninth: stay clear of 

disarticulating headwinds while remaining open to miscalibrated address. Seek pine- and coconut-flavored 

dishes. Preferred alcohol: Anisette (neat). 

T19, G20, C21, L22, V23, Li24, S25, Sa26, Ca27, Aq28, P29, A30 
Reach out to long-estranged family members to say life is better without you. Don’t back away from regrets. 

Outer Andromeda is fragmenting into deep time shallows: Time to stop the ambivalence and say no. 

Midmonth is best time for buying short but avoid other financial transactions. Look over your back before 

making sudden move. Avoid disco. Linger in crinoline. Seek wool products and avoid rayon. Preferred 

alcohol: Pisco (sour). 

G19, C20, L21, V22, Li23, S24, Sa25, Ca26, Aq27, P28, A29, T30 
Pegasus wars with Orion, but zones of calm when Pyxis is rising. Smells intensify in arboreal regions. Old 

lovers come to mind, posing immediate threat. Keep eyes on interstitial aggravations. Turmeric and clove in 

seventh and thirteenth week will ward off transvirtual infection. Travel southward when possible but not 

before 6 a.m. local time. Persons from Uruguay will offer gift: not necessary to return favor but wait one 

week before opening. Seek volcanic dust. Preferred alcohol: Koskenkorva (with bitters). 

C19, L20, V21, Li22, S23, Sa24, Ca25, Aq26, P27, A28, T29, G30 
Turbulence in the nebula. Dark Matter in retrovariance. Take only third offers. Dress in chartreuse on even-

numbered days and in mute orchid on odd days. Friendships cement in near term on days with “3” (3, 13, 30, 

31) but stay at sea level on days with “5” (5, 15). Your horse will “place” on “0” days (10, 20, 30). Moods 

conform with waning and waxing moon, great calm at new moon. Avoid sexual contact at full moon. Seek 

bougainvillea. Preferred alcohol: Slivovitz (with orange peel). 

L19, V20, Li21, S22, Sa23, Ca24, Aq25, P26, A27, T28, G29, C30 
Turn no one away. Gold is buried just beyond shoreline. Emotional tides are uneven but stay with them or 

undercurrent will pull you down. Magnetic fields from the melting polar caps run roughshod over love life. 

Avoid newspapers in second weeks; at other times start with recipes, when available. Jupiter crosses Saturn in 

perfect Equinity Semblance: keep measured distance from newcomers. Saturn is lodestar whose course tracks 

in avoirdupois: pound for feckless, dram for egress, stone for gravitation. Seek cantilevers. Preferred alcohol: 

Aguardiente (over ice). 

V19, Li20, S21, Sa22, Ca23, Aq24, P25, A26, T27, G28, C29, L30 
“The seraph / Is satyr in Saturn, according to his thoughts” (Wallace Stevens). Close call becomes near miss. 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=5b3aa3c5b7&e=d538c8f2e0
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Bounty holds only when seared. Jade is talisman of recusal and redaction. Aspiration punctuates lunar flares. 

Retreat in hollow days, parry on pivots. “The genius of misfortune / Is not a sentimentalist”: defy writ to rend. 

The tally is incendiary, but fortune comes in buckets. Disable charms to charm. The following day rips away 

the scuff of last. Cleave to presenting, adjacent insistence deems purpose. Seek such sentiment (not 

sentimental). Preferred alcohol: Drambuie (splits). 

Li19, S20, Sa21, Ca22, Aq23, P24, A25, T26, G27, C28, L29, V30 
Cold mouth, hot lips. Perpetuate fevered state, outlives livid transiencies. Dig hard but cede ground. Solar 

flares quash unspoken dreams but open path for development. Meteor showers in the south inflate currency. 

Lucky numbers: 8, 13, 331. Orient Eastward for repose, Westward for reflection. Scent: basil. Keep cool, 

under 60 degrees Fahrenheit, on first and last days of every month except first and last months. Eat soup 

weekly, alternating hot and cold. Seek predisposition. Preferred alcohol: moonshine (with rum). 

S19, Sa20, Ca21, Aq22, P23, A24, T25, G26, C27, L28, V29, Li30 
Watch for mid-Pacific squalls. Stay totally clear on such days. Even the smallest thought can betray you. 

Confide only in friends from past five years and only about matters that occurred over that time. Signs of 

incompatibility include swift and frequent eyelid clatter, extravagant hand motion, and midday drowsiness. 

Signs of compatibility include sudden rain, heightened gait, and tender elbow. High risk of falling into Dark 

Matter. Vigilance pays off on third, twelfth, and nineteenth day. Seek vermilion. Preferred alcohol: Trappist 

brandy (spritz). 

Sa19, Ca20, Aq21, P22, A23, T24, G25, C26, L27, V28, Li29, S30 
“What is most full seems empty. Yet its use will never fail. What is most straight seems bent. The greatest 

skill seems like clumsiness. The greatest eloquence like stuttering.” (Tao Te Ching) Climb to the tallest point 

within your reach then lie flat at the lowest point, saying these words. Saturn’s rings surround your despair: 

have courage! Sing a song of childhood when you feel farthest from it. Every crack of thunder speaks with the 

voice of your dearest lost loves. Seek oak. Preferred alcohol: rice wine (chilled). 

Ca19, Aq20, P21, A22, T23, G24, C25, L26, V27, Li28, S29, Sa30 
Settled matters unravel: time to take the advantage. Tropical depressions complicate unfamiliar liaisons 

providing opportunities for needed adventure. Catch a falling star and put it in your pocket. Uranus rising: 

auspicious for small-bore improvements but not major renovation. Act as if “there is no use in a center” 

(Stein): galvanize desire against regret and regret against compulsory well-being. Bird song provides big tip 

on holiday parties. Seek negative velocity. Preferred alcohol: mescal (with lemon). 

Aq19, P20, A21, T22, G23, C24, L25, V26, Li27, S28, Sa29, Ca30 
Sharp descent of Calypso Cluster drags Marmolean Veil into direct imbrication. Lucky numbers: −6, −18, 

−871. Lucky colors: maroon, dead-island blue, mustard gray. Stay pressurized: do not leave capsule. 

Pseudoglossia is music from outer spheres but do not interpret or translate. Live in, not for, the moment. Seal 

the deal (resistance is a form of divination). Seek adjacency. Preferred alcohol: cachaça (with lime and sugar). 

P19, A20, T21, G22, C23, L24, V25, Li26, S27, Sa28, Ca29, Aq30 
Let envy propel you to eternity. Otherwise, duck and cover. Orion lays bare prognosis: structure treatment in 

response. Anxiety cools to fermenting antagonism: perpetuate memorialization. Sylvan linings pocket outsize 

payouts. Scatter in flutter, halt then heave hard. Use thyme and ginger on sixth and eighth days of month, 

otherwise paprika (except in first and last days). Time will stand still at last moment. Follow the radiant sound 
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of whoosh and whap. Declare insolvency as metaphysical foundation: blur affinities and self-identifications. 

Midmonths probe deep into shadows: reject false bottoms. Seek inardency. Preferred alcohol: absinthe (with 

Bénédictine). 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=5b3aa3c5b7&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=5b3aa3c5b7&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=5b3aa3c5b7&e=d538c8f2e0
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I Looked on My Right Hand and Beheld 

 

 

Zoë Hitzig  

a hand made out of all that it touched— 

fingers of syringes packed with soiled 

polyester blankets nails cut from 

a plastic bottle cap knuckles 

shaped by rinds of other knuckles 

and details layered in delicate ash— 

ruddy, colorful, clothed. But the left, 

flesh and grey, poured like the concrete 

surrounding it and sanded at the edges 

careful as geometry allows with 

dried skin creeping through contours. 

Naked hands. Beating knuckles on the ground 

https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=baa4360b6f&e=29a6ecd6d1
https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=edad89c1c9&e=29a6ecd6d1


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 529  august 2020 

 

59 

 

wondering will it crack the concrete finally 

will it crumble under opposing forces— 

material, economy as simple as concrete 

is simple, simple to explain but difficult 

to understand without explanation. 

As plates in our deep crust skid past 

one another. One might wonder who 

thinks to pour a building of mostly 

liquid. Such is the logic of conviction 

we are told before the terms are defined. 

Dysfunction of episodic memory. 

Episode of memory of dysfunction. 

Hands that are not our hands. 

And so convinced are we of 

our own demise we devise it. 

 

https://poets.us20.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=baa4360b6f&e=29a6ecd6d1 

  

https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=baa4360b6f&e=29a6ecd6d1
https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=baa4360b6f&e=29a6ecd6d1
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Rare metalloid quadruples lifespan of lithium-sulfur batteries 

By Nick Lavars 

 

A device used by University of Texas at Austin researchers to test a new lithium-sulfur battery, which offered 

a four-fold increase in lifespan over conventional designs  

University of Texas at Austin 

Lithium-ion batteries are the backbone of modern energy storage in consumer devices, but there are 

alternatives in the pipeline that could offer us considerable advantages moving forward. Among the 

candidates are lithium-sulfur batteries, which can hold many times the energy of their lithium-ion counterparts 

but quickly degrade and die. Scientists at University of Texas at Austin have devised a solution to this 

problem, integrating a protective layer that enables the lithium-sulfur battery to last four times longer. 

A battery that relies on a lithium-sulfur chemistry rather than the conventional lithium-ion one could store 

five times the energy, raising the prospect of smartphones that run for days or electric cars that can travel 

much further on each charge. But efforts to get these devices out of the lab and into the real world have been 

stifled by how rapidly the materials deteriorate, significantly reducing the cycle life of the battery. 

https://newatlas.com/author/nick-lavars/
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This demise can be due to mossy, needle-shaped deposits called dendrites that form on the battery’s negative 

electrode, which is made from lithium-metal. These can in turn break down the electrolyte solution that 

carries the charge back and forth between the negative and positive electrodes, ultimately leading to the 

battery short-circuiting and possibly even catching fire. 

We’ve looked at a number of promising tweaks to lithium-sulfur batteries that could shore up their longevity. 

These include new types of architectures that bind key components together, semi-solid cupcake-shaped 

electrolytes, and the use of hybrid electrodes. 

The University of Texas at Austin team believe they have uncovered another promising pathway forward, 

developing a lithium-sulfur battery featuring a protective layer of a rare metalloid called tellurium, which is 

most often used in photovoltaic solar cell production. This sits atop the lithium-metal electrode and limits the 

dendrites, leading to a substantially longer battery lifespan. 

“The layer formed on lithium surface allows it to operate without breaking down the electrolyte, and that 

makes the battery last much longer,” says co-author Amruth Bhargav. 

Testing an experimental version of the battery in the lab, the team was able to demonstrate that this new 

design could last four times as long as a typical lithium-sulfur battery. They note that the manufacturing 

method involves no expensive or complicated procedures, which dovetails nicely with the cost-effective 

nature of lithium-sulfur batteries more generally. 

“Sulfur is abundant and environmentally benign with no supply chain issues in the US,” says Arumugam 

Manthiram, study author. “But there are engineering challenges. We’ve reduced a problem to extend the cycle 

life of these batteries.” 

The scientists have filed a provisional patent for the technology, while the research was published in the 

journal Joule. 

Source: University of Texas at Austin 

We recommend 

1. New Zealand Funds Research Pairing Ubiquitome, Oxford Nanopore Devices for SARS-CoV-2 

Detection 

Ben Butkus, GenomeWeb, 2020 

2. Pocket-Sized Point-of-Care Device Leverages Smartphone for Sensitive DNA Detection, 

Amplification 

Leo O'Connor, GenomeWeb, 2020 

https://newatlas.com/energy/lithium-sulfur-battery-smartphone-five-days/
https://newatlas.com/energy/lithium-sulfur-battery-safety-reliability-cupcake-electrolyte/
https://newatlas.com/energy/lithium-sulfur-battery-safety-reliability-cupcake-electrolyte/
https://newatlas.com/hybrid-cathode-lithium-sulfur-battery-energy-density/59014/
https://pubs.usgs.gov/fs/2014/3077/pdf/fs2014-3077.pdf
https://www.cell.com/joule/fulltext/S2542-4351(20)30135-5
https://news.utexas.edu/2020/04/27/next-generation-batteries-take-major-step-toward-commercial-viability/
https://www.genomeweb.com/pcr/new-zealand-funds-research-pairing-ubiquitome-oxford-nanopore-devices-sars-cov-2-detection?utm_campaign=gw_covid19_trendmd&utm_medium=CPC&utm_source=TrendMD
https://www.genomeweb.com/pcr/new-zealand-funds-research-pairing-ubiquitome-oxford-nanopore-devices-sars-cov-2-detection?utm_campaign=gw_covid19_trendmd&utm_medium=CPC&utm_source=TrendMD
https://www.genomeweb.com/molecular-diagnostics/pocket-sized-point-care-device-leverages-smartphone-sensitive-dna-detection?utm_campaign=gw_covid19_trendmd&utm_medium=CPC&utm_source=TrendMD
https://www.genomeweb.com/molecular-diagnostics/pocket-sized-point-care-device-leverages-smartphone-sensitive-dna-detection?utm_campaign=gw_covid19_trendmd&utm_medium=CPC&utm_source=TrendMD
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1. Tackling the Pivotal Issues in Heart Failure: Emerging Best Practices and Innovative Care-Delivery 

Models 

Clyde W. Yancy, MD, myCME, 2019 

Powered by 

 

Nick Lavars 

Nick has been writing and editing at New Atlas for over six years, where he has covered everything from 

distant space probes to self-driving cars to oddball animal science. He previously spent time at The 

Conversation, Mashable and The Santiago Times, earning a Masters degree in communications from 

Melbourne’s RMIT University along the way. 

https://newatlas.com/energy/rare-metalloid-tellurium-lithium-sulfur-

battery/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=0f7163f5c1-

EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_04_29_08_19&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-0f7163f5c1-

92970593 

  

https://www.mycme.com/courses/tackling-the-pivotal-issues-in-heart-failure-emerging-best-practices-and-innovative-care-delivery-models-5925/?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=myCME_TrendMD_1
https://www.mycme.com/courses/tackling-the-pivotal-issues-in-heart-failure-emerging-best-practices-and-innovative-care-delivery-models-5925/?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=myCME_TrendMD_1
https://www.trendmd.com/how-it-works-readers
https://newatlas.com/author/nick-lavars/
https://newatlas.com/energy/rare-metalloid-tellurium-lithium-sulfur-battery/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=0f7163f5c1-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_04_29_08_19&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-0f7163f5c1-92970593
https://newatlas.com/energy/rare-metalloid-tellurium-lithium-sulfur-battery/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=0f7163f5c1-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_04_29_08_19&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-0f7163f5c1-92970593
https://newatlas.com/energy/rare-metalloid-tellurium-lithium-sulfur-battery/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=0f7163f5c1-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_04_29_08_19&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-0f7163f5c1-92970593
https://newatlas.com/energy/rare-metalloid-tellurium-lithium-sulfur-battery/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=0f7163f5c1-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_04_29_08_19&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-0f7163f5c1-92970593
https://newatlas.com/author/nick-lavars/
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Physicist Brian Greene on Mortality, Our Search for Meaning, and the Most Important Fact of the 

Universe 

“When you see all of those stories nested together in one narrative arc… it gives a deeper understanding of 

where we came from, and what’s happening at the moment, and ultimately where we’re going.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

“Death is our friend precisely because it brings us into absolute and passionate presence with all that is here, 

that is natural, that is love,” Rainer Maria Rilke wrote in letter to his grief-stricken friend, the Countess 

Margot Sizzo-Noris-Crouy, in 1923 — the year he published, after a decade of work, his miraculous Duino 

Elegies. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/12/10/joanna-macy-a-year-with-rilke-death-mortality/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0307473732/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0307473732/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1524731676/braipick-20
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Nearly a century after Rilke’s death, the theoretical physicist and mathematician Brian Greene — who is 

reading and reflecting on the ninth of Rilke’s ten elegies at the 2020 Universe in Verse — brought the poetics 

of science to this life-expanding perspective on mortality in his equally miraculous book Until the End of 

Time: Mind, Matter, and Our Search for Meaning in an Evolving Universe (public library), which he 

launched in dialogue with his Columbia colleague, Pioneer Works Director of Sciences, and poetry-

performer Janna Levin. 

Brian Greene. (Photograph by Michael Avedon for Pioneer Works Science Studios.) 

In this fragment from their altogether revelatory conversation, Greene bridges Shakespeare and science to 

consider how facing the elemental fact of our finitude — facing it with the courage that only comes from 

lucidity, from “absolute and passionate presence with all that is here” — dilates our subjective experience of 

time and broadens our being, so that while we may not live any longer than we do, we may live wider: 

https://www.brainpickings.org/the-universe-in-verse/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/02/21/brian-greene-until-the-end-of-time/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1524731676/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1524731676/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/until-the-end-of-time-mind-matter-and-our-search-for-meaning-in-an-evolving-universe/oclc/1129694677&referer=brief_results
https://pioneerworks.org/science
https://www.brainpickings.org/tag/janna-levin/
https://www.brainpickings.org/tag/janna-levin/
https://pioneerworks.org/broadcast/brian-greene-in-conversation-with-janna-levin/
https://pioneerworks.org/broadcast/brian-greene-in-conversation-with-janna-levin/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/24/brian-greene-janna-levin-conversation/?mc_cid=48f014c863&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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Elsewhere in the conversation, and throughout his excellent book, Greene echoes the sentiment at the heart of 

Richard Feynman’s iconic Ode to a Flower, insisting that a knowledge of what we are made of, a knowledge 

of the fundamental laws — the laws that govern the atoms that make the molecules that make the cells that 

make the conscious, self-reflective beings that examine these laws in conversation and contemplation — helps 

us tell a fuller story of who and what we are. “When you see all of those stories nested together in one 

narrative arc,” he says, “it gives a deeper understanding of where we came from, and what’s happening at the 

moment, and ultimately where we’re going.” 

He makes an elegant argument for this necessity of self-cohesion in another fragment of the conversation: 

When you recognize that we are the product of purposeless, mindless laws of physics playing themselves out 

on our particles — because we are, all, bags of particles — it changes the way you search for meaning and 

purpose: You recognize that looking out to the cosmos to find some answer that’s sort of floating out there in 

the void is just facing the wrong direction. At the end of the day, we have to manufacture our own meaning, 

our own purpose — we have to manufacture coherence… to make sense of existence. And when you 

manufacture purpose, that doesn’t make it artificial — that makes it so much more noble than accepting 

purpose that is thrust upon you from the outer world. 

This recognition, Greene reminds us, is the very thing that makes our humanity and the consciousness from 

which it springs such a wondrous triumph of nature, chance, and evolution: 

If we’re used to thinking of consciousness as this pristine, spectacular quality that we are endowed with from 

something magical in the external world, to frame it in a reductionist way might feel like we’re flattening it. 

However, I think it’s utterly spectacular that the very same physical processes that are responsible for this 

pitcher of water or the structure of this table are what’s responsible for conscious self-awareness — how 

miraculous that collections of particles can do and think and feel what we do. That, I think, is the conclusion 

— it amplifies and elevates the wonder of it all, it doesn’t take away from it. 

In the full conversation, in which Greene goes on to explore consciousness, free will, evolution, storytelling, 

and more, is well worth savoring and can be savored on Broadcast — the wonderful new digital initiative my 

friends at Pioneer Works have launched to open to the world their archive of uncommon treasures featuring 

some of the world’s fiercest and most fertile minds — scientists and artists, Nobel laureates and Pulitzer-

winning authors — in conversation and contemplation at the edge of our search for truth, our longing for 

beauty, and our hunger for meaning. 

Join us on Saturday, April 25, for the 2020 Universe in Verse, streaming around the world from Pioneer 

Works, to hear readings of and reflections on poems celebrating the science and splendor of reality by a 

portable galaxy of radiant minds, including Brian Greene, Janna Levin, Patti Smith, Amanda Palmer, Neil 

Gaiman, Rosanne Cash, and other seekers of truth, makers of beauty, and cartographers of meaning. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/24/brian-greene-janna-levin-

conversation/?mc_cid=48f014c863&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/02/21/brian-greene-until-the-end-of-time/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/01/01/ode-to-a-flower-richard-feynman/
https://pioneerworks.org/broadcast/brian-greene-in-conversation-with-janna-levin/
https://pioneerworks.org/broadcast/brian-greene-in-conversation-with-janna-levin/
https://www.brainpickings.org/the-universe-in-verse/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/24/brian-greene-janna-levin-conversation/?mc_cid=48f014c863&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/24/brian-greene-janna-levin-conversation/?mc_cid=48f014c863&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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This Morning 

 

 

Luci Tapahonso 

 

The screech of the recycling truck jolted me awake. 

It was just after dawn and the huge trucks were already tearing 

through the neighborhood, shrieking brakes keeping rhythm 

with shattering glass and clinking cans amidst barking dogs. 

I panicked then remembered the bins were out. 

The little dogs shot out of the room, their tiny bodies 

quivering with excitement and pent-up barking. 

Before this moment I dreamt of Shimá, my mother: 

she slept under a calico quilt, made with squares of tiny purple                                   and yellow 

flowers. 

She made our clothes from such fabric when we were children, 

In my dream, I covered her carefully and patted her sleeping shoulder; 

her breathing was soft and labored. 

I smoothed her hair and caressed her forehead. 

I sat at the foot of the bed and listened to her slumber; 

her breathing evened out as the dream filament settled around us. 

Perhaps as she slept, she relived the old Fort Wingate Boarding School days, 

or maybe she and my father conversed as in all those decades past. 

https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=0e16573245&e=29a6ecd6d1
https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=36abf88add&e=29a6ecd6d1
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Maybe she relived everyday events—cooking meals, soothing children, 

or visiting with relatives at the kitchen table. 

In the final weeks of her life, I could not fathom her dreams 

or waking thoughts, but in this morning dream, Shimá and I 

were joined by our quiet breathing and lingering gestures. 

In this dream, my mother and I were alone and silent. 

We were alone and silent. 

Soon the flurry of the recycling truck faded 

and the usual morning calm returned, the sleek little dogs 

came back to bed panting from a job well done; they licked my arm in unison. 

I said, “Biighaah, Nizhoon,” praise for a job well done. 

They fell asleep instantly, sinking into deep borderline snoring. 

Outside the bedroom window, the morning was bright and still, 

save for the cool breezes and calling of birds; 

their innate songs encircled the quiet houses and scattered cacti. 

Down the street garage doors slid shut as neighbors 

maneuvered out of curved driveways to begin the workday. 

Just then I longed to return to this first dream of Shimá. 

I longed for the serene space she created, 

now I knew she could do so, even in dreams. 

How I yearned to make coffee for her one more time, 

to cook breakfast—boiled eggs, black coffee and hash browns. 

In her final weeks, my sisters and I fed her spoon by spoonful. 

She would smile as we recounted childhood memories; 

listening then talking, murmuring and remembering. 

Now the morning sunlight sweeps through the house. 

I put on coffee, go outside to stretch and pray. 

The Holy People had already passed through 

yet fulfilled my yearning to be with my mother. 

They reassured me that she and other loved ones 

are with them, and they exist in an arc of quiet solace. 

The Holy Ones graced me with a glimpse of our future together; 

the dream, a reprieve from the lonely, seemingly bereft present. 

https://poets.us20.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=0e16573245&e=29a6ecd6d1 
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Scientists use mushroom DNA to produce permanently-glowing plants 

By Ben Coxworth 

 

A batch of young glowing tobacco plants 

Planta 

While bioluminescent mushrooms certainly are fascinating, getting the things to grow in your home or garden 

can be challenging. Thanks to a new study, however, it may soon be possible to buy glowing versions of 

otherwise-conventional easily grown plants. 

The research is being carried out mainly via a collaboration between Moscow-based biotech startup Planta, 

the Institute of Bioorganic Chemistry of the Russian Academy of Sciences, MRC (Medical Research Council) 

London Institute of Medical Sciences, and the Institute of Science and Technology Austria. 

Building upon a new understanding of the manner in which bioluminescent mushrooms are able to sustain 

their glow, the scientists started by extracting DNA from those mushrooms, and inserting it into tobacco 

https://newatlas.com/author/ben-coxworth/
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plants. Although the process should reportedly work on a wide variety of other plants, tobacco was chosen 

because it grows rapidly and is genetically simple. 

The resulting genetically-manipulated tobacco plants were found to continuously emit visible green light from 

their stems, roots, leaves and flowers, throughout all phases of their growth. And while we have previously 

seen temporarily glowing plants that incorporated enzymes obtained from fireflies, the mushroom-DNA 

plants are reportedly 10 times brighter, and they glow consistently. 

 

Adding the mushroom DNA appears not to harm the plants 

Planta 

The glowing action comes thanks to a molecule known as caffeic acid, which occurs both in bioluminescent 

mushrooms and in the lignin that makes up much of the cell walls of plants. In the mushrooms, two enzymes 

convert the acid into a luminescent molecule called luciferin, which is then oxidized by a third enzyme, 

producing a photon (light particle). Finally, a fourth enzyme converts the oxidized molecule back to caffeic 

acid, so the whole process can begin again. 

Putting it very basically, the addition of the mushroom DNA to the tobacco plants allows them to do the same 

thing with their caffeic acid. In fact, the intensity of the glow given off by the plants mirrors metabolic 

https://newatlas.com/glowing-plants-mit/52613/
https://newatlas.com/biology/mushroom-dna-glowing-plants/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=0f7163f5c1-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_04_29_08_19&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-0f7163f5c1-92970593#gallery:1


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 529  august 2020 

 

70 

processes taking place within them. For instance, younger parts of the plants, along with their flowers, are 

particularly bright. Additionally, if a ripe banana skin is placed near the plants, their glow will increase due to 

the ethylene growth hormone being emitted by that skin. 

Working with Planta, biotech company Light Bio is now working on commercializing the technology, with 

plans to ultimately offer a range of glowing houseplants. 

A paper on the research was recently published in the journal Nature Biotechnology. 

Source: MRC London Institute of Medical Sciences via EurekAlert 

We recommend 

1. Association of Short-Chain Fatty Acids in the Gut Microbiome With Clinical Response to Treatment 

With Nivolumab or Pembrolizumab in Patients With Solid Cancer Tumors 

Motoo Nomura et al., JAMA Network Open, 2020 

2. Analysis of Ingredients of Supplements in the National Institutes of Health Supplement Database 

Marketed as Containing a Novel Alternative to Anabolic Steroids 

Pieter A. Cohen et al., JAMA Network Open, 2020 

3. Peering Through the Haze of Smoked vs Vaporized Cannabis—To Vape or Not to Vape? 

Nadia Solowij et al., JAMA Network Open, 2018 

1. Association of β-Blocker Use With Heart Failure Hospitalizations and Cardiovascular Disease 

Mortality Among Patients With Heart Failure With a Preserved Ejection Fraction: A Secondary 

Analysis of the TOPCAT Trial 

Daniel N. Silverman et al., JAMA Network Open, 2019 

2. Association Between Environmental Factors and Toxigenic Clostridioides difficile Carriage at 

Hospital Admission 

L. Silvia Muñoz-Price et al., JAMA Network Open, 2020 

3. Comparison of the Health Benefits of Different Types of Nature 

Sjerp de Vries et al., JAMA Network Open, 2019 

https://planta.bio/
https://www.nature.com/articles/s41587-020-0500-9
http://www.csc.mrc.ac.uk/
https://www.eurekalert.org/pub_releases/2020-04/mlio-sla042420.php
https://jamanetwork.com/journals/jamanetworkopen/fullarticle/2764580?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=JAMA_Network_Open_TrendMD_1
https://jamanetwork.com/journals/jamanetworkopen/fullarticle/2764580?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=JAMA_Network_Open_TrendMD_1
https://jamanetwork.com/journals/jamanetworkopen/fullarticle/2764399?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=JAMA_Network_Open_TrendMD_1
https://jamanetwork.com/journals/jamanetworkopen/fullarticle/2764399?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=JAMA_Network_Open_TrendMD_1
https://jamanetwork.com/journals/jamanetworkopen/fullarticle/2716984?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=JAMA_Network_Open_TrendMD_1
https://jamanetwork.com/journals/jamanetworkopen/fullarticle/2756254?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=JAMA_Network_Open_TrendMD_1&utm_content=wklyforyou&utm_term=12042019
https://jamanetwork.com/journals/jamanetworkopen/fullarticle/2756254?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=JAMA_Network_Open_TrendMD_1&utm_content=wklyforyou&utm_term=12042019
https://jamanetwork.com/journals/jamanetworkopen/fullarticle/2756254?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=JAMA_Network_Open_TrendMD_1&utm_content=wklyforyou&utm_term=12042019
https://jamanetwork.com/journals/jamanetworkopen/fullarticle/2758478?preview=true&utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=JAMA_Network_Open_TrendMD_1
https://jamanetwork.com/journals/jamanetworkopen/fullarticle/2758478?preview=true&utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=JAMA_Network_Open_TrendMD_1
https://jamanetwork.com/journals/jamanetworkopen/fullarticle/2739042?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=JAMA_Network_Open_TrendMD_1
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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/mushroom-dna-glowing-

plants/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=0f7163f5c1-

EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_04_29_08_19&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-0f7163f5c1-

92970593 

  

https://newatlas.com/author/ben-coxworth/
https://newatlas.com/biology/mushroom-dna-glowing-plants/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=0f7163f5c1-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_04_29_08_19&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-0f7163f5c1-92970593
https://newatlas.com/biology/mushroom-dna-glowing-plants/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=0f7163f5c1-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_04_29_08_19&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-0f7163f5c1-92970593
https://newatlas.com/biology/mushroom-dna-glowing-plants/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=0f7163f5c1-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_04_29_08_19&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-0f7163f5c1-92970593
https://newatlas.com/biology/mushroom-dna-glowing-plants/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=0f7163f5c1-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_04_29_08_19&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-0f7163f5c1-92970593
https://newatlas.com/author/ben-coxworth/
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Struggle Itself 

 

 

Cedar Sigo 

 

for Diane di Prima 

                          Just that piece 

     of the poem you could hear 

     the groundswell, 

     and written in such a way, numbered 

            left in-tact  

            on the back  

            of a flat-bed truck 

                                           amplified 

                                  taking up 

https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=6e1889a90c&e=29a6ecd6d1
https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=7959115739&e=29a6ecd6d1
https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=dbbf410e52&e=29a6ecd6d1
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                   space  

                   in offering out 

                   strategy with every form 

                                       of art  

                   stacking the trucks 

                   and sending them out… 

new music/new poetry 

                    Survival—courting the elements 

(Divination) to be reliably great, what is clearly my job 

the impulsive unending twist 

in hell, groundswells 

            sounds of film spinning on an old reel 

sweeping up, 

                     glyph like tracks 

                     on a white page (reproduced) 

                     Phones held close 

                                  against the light 

                                  deranged pleas 

                                  hopeful songs 

                                  gospel noble truths 

Poems that we hold 

                               beyond our bodies, a joy 

                               we can keep ringing at eternities fold 

 melted in the hot brick 

                                     or crucible 

                                     as Audre Lorde would have it 

   that longest arc in the edges 

          before they join 

 

https://poets.us20.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=6e1889a90c&e=29a6ecd6d1 

https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=6e1889a90c&e=29a6ecd6d1
https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=6e1889a90c&e=29a6ecd6d1
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Breast cancer drug slows prostate cancer progression in major trial 

By Nick Lavars 

 

A drug used to treat breast and ovarian cancer has shown real promise in slowing prostate cancer 

progression in a major clinical trial 

Ugreen/Depositphotos 

Scientists are reporting some promising findings from a large prostate cancer trial, where patients were 

administered a drug typically used to treat breast cancer. The drug proved more effective than standard 

hormone treatments at applying the brakes to the disease, with the scientists hopeful it can lead to approval 

this year of the first gene-targeted drug to tackle prostate cancer. 

https://newatlas.com/author/nick-lavars/
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The drug investigated in this study is called Olaparib, and is already licensed for use as a treatment for breast 

and ovarian cancers. Taken as a pill, the drug works by inhibiting a protein called PARP, which plays an 

important role in repairing damaged DNA. 

While boosting the activity of PARP would normally be a desirable outcome, and may open up exciting 

opportunities when it comes to anti-aging or treating radiation damage, the opposite is true of this protein in 

cancer cells. Some cancer cells shaped by genetic mutations rely on PARP to maintain healthy DNA and 

continue to grow, which presents researchers with a golden opportunity to intervene. 

Olaparib is a drug that specifically targets cells bearing these DNA repair mutations, blocking the activity of 

the PARP protein and causing the cancer cells to die. The international team behind the new study, including 

scientists from London’s Institute of Cancer Research and Northwestern University in the US, set out to see if 

it could have similar effects on well-progressed prostate cancer. 

The scientists enlisted 387 male subjects with advanced prostate cancer, all with alterations in 15 DNA repair 

genes. The patients were randomly administered either olaparib or the standard treatment of hormone therapy, 

which involves drugs called abiraterone and enzalutamide. 

All subjects who received olaparib experienced a delayed progression of the disease, with the average length 

of time before the cancer got worse being 5.8 months, compared to 3.5 months in those receiving the 

conventional hormone treatment. 

The results were even more impressive among patients with three mutations in particular that affect the 

BRCA1, BRCA2 or ATM genes. Here, progression of the disease was delayed by an average of 7.4 months, 

compared to just 3.6 months among the control group. 

Survival of these men was 19 months when receiving olaparib, and just 15 months for those using the 

hormone treatment, even though 80 percent of those subjects switched to olaparib when the cancer began to 

progress. However, the scientists note the need for further studies over longer time frames to draw solid 

conclusions regarding survival rates. 

The team believes these results place olaparib on the precipice of approval as the first genetically targeted 

treatment for prostate cancer in Europe and the US later this year, though the researchers will carry out further 

research as the next steps. 

“It’s exciting to see a drug which is already extending the lives of many women with ovarian and breast 

cancer now showing such clear benefits in prostate cancer too,” says study co-leader Professor Johann de 

Bono from the The Institute of Cancer Research. “I can’t wait to see this drug start reaching men who could 

benefit from it on the NHS (National Health Service) – hopefully in the next couple of years. Next, we will be 

assessing how we can combine olaparib with other treatments, which could help men with prostate cancer and 

faulty DNA repair genes live even longer.” 

The research was published in The New England Journal of Medicine. 

Source: Prostate Cancer Foundation 

https://newatlas.com/dna-repairing-drug-nmn/48584/
https://www.nejm.org/doi/10.1056/NEJMoa1911440
https://www.pcf.org/news/major-trial-shows-breast-cancer-drug-can-hit-prostate-cancer-achilles-heel/
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2. Magnetic Resonance Imaging–Based Prostate Cancer Screening: Is High-Value Care Achieved or 

Does the Holy Grail Remain Elusive? 

Timothy J. Wilt et al., JAMA Network Open, 2018 

3. The Evolving Paradigm of Prostate Cancer Screening 

Peter C. Albertsen et al., JAMA Network Open, 2019 

1. Estimation of the Percentage of US Patients With Cancer Who Are Eligible for Immune Checkpoint 

Inhibitor Drugs 

Alyson Haslam et al., JAMA Network Open, 2020 

2. Comparison of Drugs Used for Adjuvant and Metastatic Therapy of Colon, Breast, and Nonâ€“Small 

Cell Lung Cancers 

Scott Parsons et al., JAMA Network Open, 2020 

3. Afatinib for the Treatment of Non-Small Cell Lung Cancer Harboring Uncommon EGFR Mutations: 

A Database of 693 Cases 

James Chih-Hsin Yang et. al., JTO, 2020 

 LinkedIn 

 

Nick Lavars 

https://jamanetwork.com/journals/jamanetworkopen/fullarticle/2747749?guestAccessKey=6ff8c308-5f5a-4229-bbd9-e99629759205&utm_source=TrendMD&utm_campaign=JAMA_Network_Open_TrendMD_1&utm_content=onc_weekly_highlights&cmp=1&utm_medium=cpc
https://jamanetwork.com/journals/jamanetworkopen/fullarticle/2683948?resultClick=1&utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=JAMA_Network_Open_TrendMD_1
https://jamanetwork.com/journals/jamanetworkopen/fullarticle/2683948?resultClick=1&utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=JAMA_Network_Open_TrendMD_1
https://jamanetwork.com/journals/jamanetworkopen/fullarticle/2747472?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=JAMA_Network_Open_TrendMD_1
https://jamanetwork.com/journals/jamanetworkopen/fullarticle/2762389?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=JAMA_Network_Open_TrendMD_1
https://jamanetwork.com/journals/jamanetworkopen/fullarticle/2762389?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=JAMA_Network_Open_TrendMD_1
https://jamanetwork.com/journals/jamanetworkopen/fullarticle/2764295?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=JAMA_Network_Open_TrendMD_1
https://jamanetwork.com/journals/jamanetworkopen/fullarticle/2764295?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=JAMA_Network_Open_TrendMD_1
https://www.jto.org/article/S1556-0864(20)30014-9/fulltext?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=JTO_TrendMD_1
https://www.jto.org/article/S1556-0864(20)30014-9/fulltext?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=JTO_TrendMD_1
https://www.linkedin.com/shareArticle?url=https%3A%2F%2Fnewatlas.com%2Fmedical%2Fbreast-cancer-drug-prostate-cancer-progression%2F&mini=true&title=Breast%20cancer%20drug%20slows%20prostate%20cancer%20progression%20in%20major%20trial&summary=Scientists%20are%20reporting%20some%20promising%20findings%20from%20a%20large%20prostate%20cancer%20trial%2C%20where%20patients%20were%20administered%20a%20drug%20typically%20used%20to%20treat%20breast%20cancer.%20The%20drug%20proved%20more%20effective%20than%20standard%20hormone%20treatments%20at%20applying%20the%20brakes%20to%20the%20disease%2C%20with%20the%20scientists%20hopeful%20it%20can%20lead%20to%20approval%20this%20year%20of%20the%20first%20gene-targeted%20drug%20to%20tackle%20prostate%20cancer.&source=New%20Atlas
https://newatlas.com/author/nick-lavars/
https://newatlas.com/author/nick-lavars/
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Nick has been writing and editing at New Atlas for over six years, where he has covered everything from 

distant space probes to self-driving cars to oddball animal science. He previously spent time at The 

Conversation, Mashable and The Santiago Times, earning a Masters degree in communications from 

Melbourne’s RMIT University along the way. 

https://newatlas.com/medical/breast-cancer-drug-prostate-cancer-

progression/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=0f7163f5c1-

EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_04_29_08_19&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-0f7163f5c1-

92970593 

  

https://newatlas.com/medical/breast-cancer-drug-prostate-cancer-progression/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=0f7163f5c1-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_04_29_08_19&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-0f7163f5c1-92970593
https://newatlas.com/medical/breast-cancer-drug-prostate-cancer-progression/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=0f7163f5c1-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_04_29_08_19&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-0f7163f5c1-92970593
https://newatlas.com/medical/breast-cancer-drug-prostate-cancer-progression/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=0f7163f5c1-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_04_29_08_19&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-0f7163f5c1-92970593
https://newatlas.com/medical/breast-cancer-drug-prostate-cancer-progression/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=0f7163f5c1-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_04_29_08_19&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-0f7163f5c1-92970593
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Letter to My Great, Great Grandchild 

 

 

J.P. Grasser 

 

               after Matthew Olzmann      

Oh button, don’t go thinking we loved pianos 

more than elephants, air conditioning more than air.   

We loved honey, just loved it, and went into stores 

to smell the sweet perfume of unworn leather shoes. 

Did you know, on the coast of Africa, the Sea Rose 

and Carpenter Bee used to depend on each other? 

The petals only opened for the Middle C their wings 

beat, so in the end, we protested with tuning forks. 

https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=87bc7ca8cf&e=29a6ecd6d1
https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=a22f11ee1d&e=29a6ecd6d1
https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=acd938971c&e=29a6ecd6d1
https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=eee8970cb1&e=29a6ecd6d1
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You must think we hated the stars, the empty ladles, 

because they conjured thirst. We didn’t. We thanked 

them and called them lucky, we even bought the rights 

to name them for our sweethearts. Believe it or not, 

most people kept plants like pets and hired kids 

like you to water them, whenever they went away. 

And ice! Can you imagine? We put it in our coffee 

and dumped it out at traffic lights, when it plugged up 

our drinking straws. I had a dog once, a real dog, 

who ate venison and golden yams from a plastic dish. 

He was stubborn, but I taught him to dance and play 

dead with a bucket full of chicken livers. And we danced 

too, you know, at weddings and wakes, in basements 

and churches, even when the war was on. Our cars 

we mostly named for animals, and sometimes we drove 

just to drive, to clear our heads of everything but wind. 

https://poets.us20.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=87bc7ca8cf&e=29a6ecd6d1 

  

https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=87bc7ca8cf&e=29a6ecd6d1
https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=87bc7ca8cf&e=29a6ecd6d1
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Success is Counted Sweetest 

by Emily Dickinson 

 

Success is Counted Sweetest is one of less than a dozen poems published during her lifetime, this one 

anonymously in 1864 in the Brooklyn Daily Union. Dickinson's sister found over eighteen hundred poems 

after her death, most of which were published posthumously. 

 

 

Success is counted sweetest 

https://americanliterature.com/author/emily-dickinson
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By those who ne'er succeed. 

To comprehend a nectar 

Requires sorest need. 

 

Not one of all the purple host 

Who took the flag today 

Can tell the definition, 

So clear, of victory. 

 

As he, defeated, dying, 

On whose forbidden ear 

The distant strains of triumph 

Break agonized and clear! 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/emily-dickinson/poem/success-is-counted-sweetest 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/emily-dickinson/poem/success-is-counted-sweetest
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Are there places in the body where SARS-CoV-2 can hide from the immune system 

Does coronavirus linger in the body? What we know about how viruses in general hang on in the brain 

and testicles 

Author 

1. William Petri 

Professor of Medicine, University of Virginia 

Disclosure statement 

William Petri receives funding from NIH and Gates. 

Partners 

 

University of Virginia provides funding as a member of The Conversation US. 

View all partners 

 

We believe in the free flow of information 

Republish our articles for free, online or in print, under a Creative Commons license. 

https://theconversation.com/profiles/william-petri-947533
https://theconversation.com/institutions/university-of-virginia-752
https://theconversation.com/us/partners
https://theconversation.com/profiles/william-petri-947533
https://theconversation.com/institutions/university-of-virginia-752
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As millions of people are recovering from COVID-19, an unanswered question is the extent to which the 

virus can “hide out” in seemingly recovered individuals. If it does, could this explain some of the lingering 

symptoms of COVID-19 or pose a risk for transmission of infection to others even after recovery? 

I am a physician-scientist of infectious diseases at the University of Virginia, where I care for patients with 

infections and conduct research on COVID-19. Here I will briefly review what is known today about chronic 

or persistent COVID-19. 

What is a chronic or persistent viral infection? 

A chronic or persistent infection continues for months or even years, during which time virus is being 

continually produced, albeit in many cases at low levels. Frequently these infections occur in a so-called 

immune privileged site. 

What is an immune privileged site? 

There are a few places in the body that are less accessible to the immune system and where it is difficult to 

eradicate all viral infections. These include the central nervous system, the testes and the eye. It is thought 

that the evolutionary advantage to having an immune privileged region is that it protects a site like the brain, 

for example, from being damaged by the inflammation that results when the immune system battles an 

infection. 

An immune privileged site not only is difficult for the immune system to enter, it also limits proteins that 

increase inflammation. The reason is that while inflammation helps kill a pathogen, it can also damage an 

organ such as the eye, brain or testes. The result is an uneasy truce where inflammation is limited but 

infection continues to fester. 

A latent infection versus a persistent viral infection 

But there is another way that a virus can hide in the body and reemerge later. 

A latent viral infection occurs when the virus is present within an infected cell but dormant and not 

multiplying. In a latent virus, the entire viral genome is present, and infectious virus can be produced if 

latency ends and the infections becomes active. The latent virus may integrate into the human genome – as 

does HIV, for example – or exist in the nucleus as a self-replicating piece of DNA called an episome. 

A latent virus can reactivate and produce infectious viruses, and this can occur months to decades after the 

initial infection. Perhaps the best example of this is chickenpox, which although seemingly eradicated by the 

immune system can reactivate and cause herpes zoster decades later. Fortunately, chickenpox and zoster are 

now prevented by vaccination. To be infected with a virus capable of producing a latent infection is to be 

infected for the rest of your life. 

https://www.nytimes.com/interactive/2020/us/coronavirus-us-cases.html
https://uvahealth.com/findadoctor/profile/william-petri#About
https://theconversation.com/what-doctors-know-about-lingering-symptoms-of-coronavirus-141029
https://theconversation.com/what-doctors-know-about-lingering-symptoms-of-coronavirus-141029
https://europepmc.org/article/med/8769158
http://doi.org/10.3389/fimmu.2012.00296
http://doi.org/10.3389/fimmu.2012.00296
https://www.cdc.gov/chickenpox/index.html
http://doi.org/10.3390/pathogens6030028
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Latent infection (left) is when a cell is infected and the virus has inserted its genetic code into our human 

DNA. The immune system cannot detect this cell as being infected. An HIV infection can shift from latent to 

active if the infected cell is producing new viruses. ttsz / Getty Images 

How does a virus become a latent infection? 

Herpes viruses are by far the most common viral infections that establish latency. 

This is a large family of viruses whose genetic material, or genome, is encoded by DNA (and not RNA such 

as the new coronavirus). Herpes viruses include not only herpes simplex viruses 1 and 2 – which cause oral 

and genital herpes – but also chickenpox. Other herpes viruses, such as Epstein Barr virus, the cause 

of mononucleosis, and cytomegalovirus, which is a particular problem in immunodeficient individuals, can 

also emerge after latency. 

Retroviruses are another common family of viruses that establish latency but by a different mechanism than 

the herpes viruses. Retroviruses such as HIV, which causes AIDS, can insert a copy of their genome into the 

human DNA that is part of the human genome. There the virus can exist in a latent state indefinitely in the 

infected human since the virus genome is copied every time DNA is replicated and a cell divides. 

https://www.gettyimages.com/detail/illustration/latent-and-active-hiv-infection-royalty-free-illustration/509422191?adppopup=true
https://www.cdc.gov/std/herpes/stdfact-herpes.htm
https://www.cdc.gov/chickenpox/index.html
https://www.cdc.gov/epstein-barr/about-mono.html
https://www.cdc.gov/cmv/
https://www.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/books/NBK19382/
http://doi.org/10.1021/acs.chemrev.6b00125
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Viruses that establish latency in humans are difficult or impossible for the immune system to eradicate. That 

is because during latency there can be little or no viral protein production in the infected cell, making the 

infection invisible to the immune system. Fortunately coronaviruses do not establish a latent infection. 

Is it safe for a man to have sex after recovering from COVID-19? Andrey Zhuravlev / Getty Images 

Could you catch SARS-CoV-2 from a male sexual partner who has recovered from COVID-19? 

In one small study, the new coronavirus has been detected in semen in a quarter of patients during active 

infection and in a bit less than 10% of patients who apparently recovered. In this study, viral RNA was what 

was detected, and it is not yet known if this RNA was from still infectious or dead virus in the semen; and if 

alive whether the virus can be sexually transmitted. So many important questions remain unanswered. 

Ebola is a very different virus from SARS-C0V-2 yet serves as an example of viral persistence in immune 

privileged sites. In some individuals, Ebola virus survives in immune privileged sites for months after 

resolution of the acute illness. Survivors of Ebola have been documented with persistent infections in the 

testes, eyes, placenta and central nervous system. 

The WHO recommends for male Ebola survivors that semen be tested for virus every three months. They also 

suggest that couples abstain from sex for 12 months after recovery or until their semen tests negative for 

http://doi.org/10.1007/978-1-4939-2438-7_1
https://www.gettyimages.com/detail/photo/couple-kissing-in-bed-in-medical-mask-family-royalty-free-image/1249152242?adppopup=true
http://doi.org/10.1001/jamanetworkopen.2020.8292
https://www.who.int/reproductivehealth/topics/rtis/ebola-virus-semen/en/
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Ebola twice. As noted above, we need to learn more about persistent new coronavirus infections before 

similar recommendations can be considered. 

Could persistent symptoms after COVID-19 be due to viral persistence? 

Recovery from COVID-19 is delayed or incomplete in many individuals, with symptoms including cough, 

shortness of breath and fatigue. It seems unlikely that these constitutional symptoms are due to viral 

persistence as the symptoms are not coming from immune privileged sites. 

Where else could the new coronavirus persist after recovery from COVID-19? 

Other sites where coronavirus has been detected include the placenta, intestines, blood and of course the 

respiratory tract. In women who catch COVID-19 while pregnant, the placenta develops defects in the 

mother’s blood vessels supplying the placenta. However, the significance of this on fetal health is yet to be 

determined. 

[Deep knowledge, daily. Sign up for The Conversation’s newsletter.] 

The new coronavirus can also infect the fetus via the placenta. Finally, the new coronavirus is also present in 

the blood and the nasal cavity and palate for up to a month or more after infection. 

The mounting evidence suggests that SARS-CoV-2 can infect immune privileged sites and, from there, result 

in chronic persistent – but not latent – infections. It is too early to know the extent to which these persistent 

infections affect the health of an individual like the pregnant mother, for example, nor the extent to which 

they contribute to the spread of COVID-19. 

Like many things in the pandemic, what is unknown today is known tomorrow, so stay tuned and be cautious 

so as not to catch the infection or, worse yet, spread it to someone else. 

https://theconversation.com/does-coronavirus-linger-in-the-body-what-we-know-about-how-viruses-in-

general-hang-on-in-the-brain-and-testicles-

142878?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20August%

203%202020%20-

%201694416347&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20August%203%202020

%20-

%201694416347+Version+A+CID_15f9937b261e28a3ca3e365d99f24f03&utm_source=campaign_monitor_

us&utm_term=Does%20coronavirus%20linger%20in%20the%20body%20What%20we%20know%20about

%20how%20viruses%20in%20general%20hang%20on%20in%20the%20brain%20and%20testicles 

  

http://doi.org/10.1001/jama.2020.12603
https://doi.org/10.1093/ajcp/aqaa089
https://doi.org/10.1093/ajcp/aqaa089
https://theconversation.com/us/newsletters/the-daily-3?utm_source=TCUS&utm_medium=inline-link&utm_campaign=newsletter-text&utm_content=deepknowledge
https://doi.org/10.1038/s41467-020-17436-6
https://doi.org/10.3201/eid2608.201097
https://theconversation.com/does-coronavirus-linger-in-the-body-what-we-know-about-how-viruses-in-general-hang-on-in-the-brain-and-testicles-142878?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20August%203%202020%20-%201694416347&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20August%203%202020%20-%201694416347+Version+A+CID_15f9937b261e28a3ca3e365d99f24f03&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Does%20coronavirus%20linger%20in%20the%20body%20What%20we%20know%20about%20how%20viruses%20in%20general%20hang%20on%20in%20the%20brain%20and%20testicles
https://theconversation.com/does-coronavirus-linger-in-the-body-what-we-know-about-how-viruses-in-general-hang-on-in-the-brain-and-testicles-142878?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20August%203%202020%20-%201694416347&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20August%203%202020%20-%201694416347+Version+A+CID_15f9937b261e28a3ca3e365d99f24f03&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Does%20coronavirus%20linger%20in%20the%20body%20What%20we%20know%20about%20how%20viruses%20in%20general%20hang%20on%20in%20the%20brain%20and%20testicles
https://theconversation.com/does-coronavirus-linger-in-the-body-what-we-know-about-how-viruses-in-general-hang-on-in-the-brain-and-testicles-142878?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20August%203%202020%20-%201694416347&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20August%203%202020%20-%201694416347+Version+A+CID_15f9937b261e28a3ca3e365d99f24f03&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Does%20coronavirus%20linger%20in%20the%20body%20What%20we%20know%20about%20how%20viruses%20in%20general%20hang%20on%20in%20the%20brain%20and%20testicles
https://theconversation.com/does-coronavirus-linger-in-the-body-what-we-know-about-how-viruses-in-general-hang-on-in-the-brain-and-testicles-142878?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20August%203%202020%20-%201694416347&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20August%203%202020%20-%201694416347+Version+A+CID_15f9937b261e28a3ca3e365d99f24f03&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Does%20coronavirus%20linger%20in%20the%20body%20What%20we%20know%20about%20how%20viruses%20in%20general%20hang%20on%20in%20the%20brain%20and%20testicles
https://theconversation.com/does-coronavirus-linger-in-the-body-what-we-know-about-how-viruses-in-general-hang-on-in-the-brain-and-testicles-142878?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20August%203%202020%20-%201694416347&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20August%203%202020%20-%201694416347+Version+A+CID_15f9937b261e28a3ca3e365d99f24f03&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Does%20coronavirus%20linger%20in%20the%20body%20What%20we%20know%20about%20how%20viruses%20in%20general%20hang%20on%20in%20the%20brain%20and%20testicles
https://theconversation.com/does-coronavirus-linger-in-the-body-what-we-know-about-how-viruses-in-general-hang-on-in-the-brain-and-testicles-142878?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20August%203%202020%20-%201694416347&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20August%203%202020%20-%201694416347+Version+A+CID_15f9937b261e28a3ca3e365d99f24f03&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Does%20coronavirus%20linger%20in%20the%20body%20What%20we%20know%20about%20how%20viruses%20in%20general%20hang%20on%20in%20the%20brain%20and%20testicles
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The Bridal March 

by Bjørnstjerne Bjørnson 

 

The Bridal March (Brude-Slaatten) was written in Christiania in 1872. It was originally published in the 

second volume of the first popular edition of Bjoernson's collected tales, issued in Copenhagen in that year. 

In November 1873, a small edition was published in separate form, and this was followed by an illustrated 

issue, of which a second edition appeared in 1877. The Bridal Marchwas originally composed as the text to 

four designs by the Norwegian painter, Tidemand. It was dedicated to Hans Christian Andersen. 

Vocabulary: "Vardoeger" -- there is an old Scandanavian superstition that every man is followed a 

vardoeger, an invisible animal resembling him in character. 

Translated from the Norwegian by William Neinemann, 1896, London, England. 

 

There lived last century, in one of the high-lying inland valleys of Norway, a fiddler, who has become in 

some degree a legendary personage. Of the tunes and marches ascribed to him, some are said to have been 

inspired by the Trolls, one he heard from the devil himself, another he made to save his life, &c., &c. But the 

most famous of all is a Bridal March; and _its_ story does not end with the story of his life. 

Fiddler Ole Haugen was a poor cottar high among the mountains. He had a daughter, Aslaug, who had 

inherited his cleverness. Though she could not play his fiddle, there was music in everything she did--in her 

talk, her singing, her walk, her dancing. 

At the great farm of Tingvold, down in the valley, a young man had come home from his travels. He was the 

third son of the rich peasant owner, but his two elder brothers had been drowned in a flood, so the farm was to 

come to him. He met Aslaug at a wedding and fell in love with her. In those days it was an unheard-of thing 

that a well-to-do peasant of old family should court a girl of Aslaug's class. But this young fellow had been 

long away, and he let his parents know that he had made enough out in the world to live upon, and that if he 

could not have what he wanted at home, he would let the farm go. It was prophesied that this indifference to 

the claims of family and property would bring its own punishment. Some said that Ole Haugen had brought it 

about, by means only darkly hinted at. 

So much is certain, that while the conflict between the young man and his parents was going on, Haugen was 

in the best of spirits. When the battle was over, he said that he had already made them a Bridal March, one 

that would never go out of the family of Tingvold--but woe to the girl, he added, whom it did not play to 

church as happy a bride as the cottar's daughter, Aslaug Haugen! And here again people talked of the 

influence of some mysterious evil power. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/bjrnstjerne-bjrnson
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So runs the story. It is a fact that to this day the people of that mountain district have a peculiar gift of music 

and song, which then must have been greater still. Such a thing is not kept up without some one caring for and 

adding to the original treasure, and Ole Haugen was the man who did it in his time. 

Tradition goes on to tell that just as Ole Haugen's Bridal March was the merriest ever heard, so the bridal pair 

that it played to church, that were met by it again as they came from the altar, and that drove home with its 

strain in their ears, were the happiest couple that had ever been seen. And though the race of Tingvold had 

always been a handsome race, and after this were handsomer than ever, it is maintained that none, before or 

after, could equal this particular couple. 

With Ole Haugen legend ends, and now history begins. Ole's bridal march kept its place in the house of 

Tingvold. It was sung, and hummed, and whistled, and fiddled, in the house and in the stable, in the field and 

on the mountain-side. The only child born of the marriage, little Astrid, was rocked and sung to sleep with it 

by mother, by father, and by servants, and it was one of the first things she herself learned. There was music 

in the race, and this bright little one had her full share of it, and soon could hum her parent's triumphal march, 

the talisman of her family, in quite a masterly way. 

It was hardly to be wondered at that when she grew up, she too wished to choose her lover. Many came to 

woo, but at the age of twenty-three the rich and gifted girl was still single. The reason came out at last. In the 

house lived a quick-witted youth, whom Aslaug had taken in out of pity. He went by the name of the tramp or 

gipsy, though he was neither. But Aslaug was ready enough to call him so when she heard that Astrid and he 

were betrothed. They had pledged faith to each other in all secrecy out on the hill pastures, and had sung the 

bridal march together, she on the height, he answering from below. 

The lad was sent away at once. No one could now show more pride of race than Aslaug, the poor cottar's 

daughter. Astrid's father called to mind what was prophesied when he broke the tradition of his family. Had it 

now come to a husband being taken in from the wayside? Where would it end? And the neighbours said much 

the same. 

"The tramp," Knut by name, soon became well known to every one, as he took to dealing in cattle on his own 

account. He was the first in that part of the country to do it to any extent, and his enterprise had begun to 

benefit the whole district, raising prices, and bringing in capital. But he was apt to bring drinking bouts, and 

often fighting, in his train; and this was all that people talked of as yet; they had not begun to understand his 

capabilities as a business man. 

Astrid was determined, and she was twenty-three, and her parents came to see that either the farm must go out 

of the family or Knut must come into it; through their own marriage they had lost the moral authority that 

might have stood them in good stead now. So Astrid had her way. One fine day the handsome, merry Knut 

drove with her to church. The strains of the family bridal march, her grandfather's masterpiece, were wafted 

back over the great procession, and the two seemed to be sitting humming it quietly, and very happy they 

looked. And every one wondered how the parents looked so happy too, for they had opposed the marriage 

long and obstinately. 

After the wedding Knut took over the farm, and the old people retired on their allowance. It was such a liberal 

one that people could not understand how Knut and Astrid were able to afford it; for though the farm was the 
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largest in the district, it was not well-cultivated. But this was not all. Three times the number of workpeople 

were taken on, and everything was started in a new way, with an outlay unheard of in these parts. Certain ruin 

was foretold. But "the tramp"--for his nickname had stuck to him--was as merry as ever, and seemed to have 

infected Astrid with his humour. The quiet, gentle girl became the lively, buxom wife. Her parents were 

satisfied. At last people began to understand that Knut had brought to Tingvold what no one had had there 

before, working capital! And along with it he had brought the experience gained in trading, and a gift of 

handling commodities and money, and of keeping servants willing and happy. 

In twelve years one would hardly have known Tingvold again. House and outbuildings were different; there 

were three times as many workpeople, they were three times as well off, and Knut himself, in his broadcloth 

coat, sat in the evenings and smoked his meerschaum pipe and drank his glass of toddy with the Captain and 

the Pastor and the Bailiff. To Astrid he was the cleverest and best man in the world, and she was fond of 

telling how in his young days he had fought and drunk just to get himself talked about, and to frighten her; 

"for he was so cunning!" 

She followed him in everything except in leaving off peasant dress and customs; to these she always kept. 

Knut did not interfere with other people's ways, so this caused no trouble between them. He lived with his 

"set," and his wife saw to their entertainment, which was, however, modest enough, for he was too prudent a 

man to make unnecessary show or outlay of any kind. Some said that he gained more by the card-playing, and 

by the popularity this mode of life won for him, than all he laid out upon it, but this was probably pure 

malevolence. 

They had several children, but the only one whose history concerns us is the eldest son, Endrid, who was to 

inherit the farm and carry on the honour of the house. He had all the good looks of his race, but not much in 

the way of brains, as is often the case with children of specially active-minded parents. His father soon 

observed this, and tried to make up for it by giving him a very good education. A tutor was brought into the 

house for the children, and when Endrid grew up he was sent to one of the agricultural training schools that 

were now beginning to flourish in Norway, and after that to finish off in town. He came home again a quiet 

young fellow, with a rather over-burdened brain and fewer town ways than his father had hoped for. But 

Endrid was a slow-witted youth. 

The Pastor and the Captain, both with large families of daughters, had their eye on him. But if this was the 

reason of the increased attention they paid to Knut, they made a great mistake; the idea of a marriage between 

his son and a poor pastor's or captain's daughter, with no training to fit her for a rich farmer's wife, was so 

ridiculous to him that he did not even think it necessary to warn Endrid. And indeed no warning was needed, 

for the lad saw as well as his father that, though there was no need for his bringing more wealth into the 

family through his marriage, it would be of advantage if he could again connect it with one of equal birth and 

position. But, as ill-luck would have it, he was but an awkward wooer. The worst of it was that he began to 

get the name of being a fortune-hunter; and when once a young man gets this reputation, the peasants fight 

shy of him. Endrid soon noticed this himself; for though he was not particularly quick, to make up for it he 

was very sensitive. He saw that it did not improve his position that he was dressed like a townsman, and "had 

learning," as the country people said. The boy was sound at heart, and the result of the slights he met with was 

that by degrees he left off his town dress and town speech, and began to work on his father's great farm as a 

simple labourer. His father understood--he had begun to understand before the lad did--and he told his wife to 

take no notice. So they said nothing about marriage, nor about the change in Endrid's ways; only his father 

was more and more friendly to him, and consulted him in everything connected with the farm and with his 
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other trade, and at last gave the management of the farm altogether into his hands. And of this they never 

needed to repent. 

So the time passed till Endrid was thirty-one. He had been steadily adding to his father's wealth and to his 

own experience and independence; but had never made the smallest attempt at courtship; had not looked at a 

girl, either in their own district or elsewhere. And now his parents were beginning to fear that he had given up 

thoughts of it altogether. But this was not the case. 

On a neighbouring farm lived in good circumstances another well-descended peasant family, that had at 

different times intermarried with the race of Tingvold. A girl was growing up there whom Endrid had been 

fond of since she was a little child; no doubt he had quietly set his heart on her, for only six months after her 

confirmation he spoke. She was seventeen then and he thirty-one. Randi, that was the girl's name, did not 

know at first what to answer; she consulted her parents, but they said she must decide for herself. He was a 

good man, and from a worldly point of view she could not make a better match, but the difference in their 

ages was great, and she must know herself if she had the courage to undertake the new duties and cares that 

would come upon her as mistress of the large farm. The girl felt that her parents would rather have her say 

Yes than No, but she was really afraid. She went to his mother, whom she had always liked, and found to her 

surprise that she knew nothing. But the mother was so delighted with the idea that with all her might she 

urged Randi to accept him. "I'll help you," she said. "Father will want no allowance from the farm. He has all 

he needs, and he doesn't wish his children to be longing for his death. Things will be divided at once, and the 

little that we keep to live on will be divided too when we are gone. So you see there will be no trouble with 

us." Yes, Randi knew all along that Knut and Astrid were kind and nice. "And the boy," said Astrid, "is good 

and thoughtful about everything." Yes, Randi had felt that too; she was not afraid but that she would get on 

with him--if she were only capable enough herself! 

A few days later everything was settled. Endrid was happy, and so were his parents; for this was a much 

respected family that he was marrying into, and the girl was both nice-looking and clever; there was not a 

better match for him in the district. The parents on both sides consulted together, and settled that the wedding 

should be just before harvest, as there was nothing to wait for. 

The neighbourhood generally did not look on the engagement in the same light as the parties concerned. It 

was said that the pretty young girl had "sold herself." She was so young that she hardly knew what marriage 

was, and the sly Knut had pushed forward his son before any other lovers had the chance. Something of this 

came to Randi's ears, but Endrid was so loving to her, and in such a quiet, almost humble way, that she would 

not break off with him; only it made her a little cool. Both his and her parents heard what was said, but took 

no notice. 

Perhaps just because of this talk they determined to hold the wedding in great style, and this, for the same 

reason, was not unacceptable to Randi. Knut's friends, the Pastor, the Captain, and the Bailiff, with their large 

families, were to be among the guests, and some of them were to accompany the pair to church. On their 

account Knut wanted to dispense with the fiddlers--it was too old-fashioned and peasant-like. But Astrid 

insisted that they must be played to church and home again with the Bridal March of her race. It had made her 

and her husband so happy; they could not but wish to hear it again on their dear children's great festival day. 

There was not much sentiment about Knut; but he let his wife have her way. The bride's parents got a hint that 

they might engage the fiddlers, who were asked to play the old March, the family Bridal March, that had lain 

quiet now for a time, because this generation had worked without song. 
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But alas! on the wedding day the rain poured hard. The players had to wrap up their fiddles as soon as they 

had played the bridal party away from the farm, and they did not take them out again till they came within 

sound of the church-bells. Then a boy had to stand up at the back of the cart and hold an umbrella over them, 

and below it they sat huddled together and sawed away. The March did not sound like itself in such weather, 

naturally enough, nor was it a very merry-looking bridal procession that followed. The bridegroom sat with 

the high bridegroom's hat between his legs and a sou'-wester on his head; he had on a great fur coat, and he 

held an umbrella over the bride, who, with one shawl on the top of another, to protect the bridal crown and the 

rest of her finery, looked more like a wet hayrick than a human being. On they came, carriage after carriage, 

the men dripping, the women hidden away under their wrappings. It looked like a sort of bewitched 

procession, in which one could not recognise a single face; for there was not a face to be seen, nothing but 

huddled-up heaps of wool or fur. A laugh broke out among the specially large crowd gathered at the church 

on account of the great wedding. At first it was stifled, but it grew louder with each carriage that drove up. At 

the large house where the procession was to alight and the dresses were to be arranged a little for going into 

church, a hay-cart had been drawn out of the way, into the corner formed by the porch. Mounted on it stood a 

pedlar, a joking fellow, Aslak by name. Just as the bride was lifted down he called: "Devil take me if Ole 

Haugen's Bridal March is any good to-day!" 

He said no more, but that was plenty. The crowd laughed, and though many of them tried not to let it be seen 

that they were laughing, it was clearly felt what all were thinking and trying to hide. 

When they took off the bride's shawls they saw that she was as white as a sheet. She began to cry, tried to 

laugh, cried again--and then all at once the feeling came over her that she could not go into the church. 

Amidst great excitement she was laid on a bed in a quiet room, for such a violent fit of crying had seized her 

that they were much alarmed. Her good parents stood beside the bed, and when she begged them to let her go 

back, they said that she might do just as she liked. Then her eyes fell on Endrid. Any one so utterly miserable 

and helpless she had never seen before; and beside him stood his mother, silent and motionless, with the tears 

running down her face and her eyes fixed on Randi's. Then Randi raised herself on her elbow and looked 

straight in front of her for a little, still sobbing after the fit of crying. "No, no,!" she said, "I'm going to 

church." Once more she lay back and cried for a little, and then she got up. She said that she would have no 

more music, so the fiddlers were dismissed--and the story did not lose in their telling when they got among 

the crowd. 

It was a mournful bridal procession that now moved on towards the church. The rain allowed of the bride and 

bridegroom hiding their faces from the curiosity of the onlookers till they got inside; but they felt that they 

were running the gauntlet, and they felt too that their own friends were annoyed at being laughed at as part of 

such a foolish procession. 

The grave of the famous fiddler, Ole Haugen, lay close by the church-door. Without saying much about it, the 

family had always tended it, and a new head-board had been put up when the old one had rotted away below. 

The upper part of it was in the shape of a wheel, as Ole himself had desired. The grave was in a sunny spot, 

and was thickly overgrown with wild flowers. Every churchgoer that had ever stood by it had heard from 

some one or other how a botanist in government pay, making a collection of the plants and flowers of the 

valley and the mountains round about, had found flowers on that grave that did not grow anywhere else in the 

neighbourhood. And the peasants, who as a rule cared little about what they called "weeds," took pride in 

these particular ones--a pride mixed with curiosity and even awe. Some of the flowers were remarkably 

beautiful. But as the bridal pair passed the grave, Endrid, who was holding Randi's hand, felt that she 
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shivered; immediately she began to cry again, walked crying into the church, and was led crying to her place. 

No bride within the memory of man had made such an entrance into that church. 

She felt as she sat there that all this was helping to confirm the report that she had been sold. The thought of 

the shame she was bringing on her parents made her turn cold, and for a little she was able to stop crying. But 

at the altar she was moved again by some word of the priest's, and immediately the thought of all she had 

gone through that day came over her; and for the moment she had the feeling that never, no, never again, 

could she look people in the face, and least of all her own father and mother. 

Things got no better as the day went on. She was not able to sit with the guests at the dinner-table; in the 

evening she was half coaxed, half forced to appear at supper, but she spoiled every one's pleasure, and had to 

be taken away to bed. The wedding festivities, that were to have gone on for several days, ended that evening. 

It was given out that the bride was ill. 

Though neither those who said this nor those who heard it believed it, it was only too true. She was really ill, 

and she did not soon recover. One consequence of this was that their first child was sickly. The parents were 

not the less devoted to it from understanding that they themselves were to a certain extent the cause of its 

suffering. They never left that child. They never went to church, for they had got shy of people. For two years 

God gave them the joy of the child, and then He took it from them. 

The first thought that struck them after this blow was that they had been too fond of their child. That was why 

they had lost it. So, when another came, it seemed as if neither of them dared to show their love for it. But this 

little one, though it too was sickly at first, grew stronger, and was so sweet and bright that they could not 

restrain their feelings. A new, pure happiness had come to them; they could almost forget all that had 

happened. When this child was two years old, God took it too. 

Some people seem to be chosen out by sorrow. They are the very people that seem to us to need it least, but at 

the same time they are those that are best fitted to bear trials and yet to keep their faith. These two had early 

sought God together; after this they lived as it were in His presence. The life at Tingvold had long been a 

quiet one; now the house was like a church before the priest comes in. The work went on perfectly steadily, 

but at intervals during the day Endrid and Randi worshipped together, communing with those "on the other 

side." It made no change in their habits that Randi, soon after their last loss, had a little daughter. The children 

that were dead were boys, and this made them not care so much for a girl. Besides they did not know if they 

were to be allowed to keep her. But the health and happiness that the mother had enjoyed up to the time of the 

death of the last little boy, had benefited this child, who soon showed herself to be a bright little girl, with her 

mother's pretty face. The two lonely people again felt the temptation to be hopeful and happy in their child; 

but the fateful two years were not over, and they dared not. As the time drew near, they felt as if they had only 

been allowed a respite. 

Knut and Astrid kept a good deal to themselves. The way in which the young people had taken things did not 

allow of much sympathy or consolation being offered them. Besides, Knut was too lively and worldly-minded 

to sit long in a house of mourning or to be always coming in upon a prayer meeting. He moved to a small 

farm that he had bought and let, but now took back into his own hands. There he arranged everything so 

comfortably and nicely for his dear Astrid, that people whose intention it was to go to Tingvold, rather stayed 

and laughed with him than went on to cry with his children. 
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One day when Astrid was in her daughter-in-law's house, she noticed how little Mildrid went about quite 

alone; it seemed as if her mother hardly dared to touch her. When the father came in, she saw the same 

mournful sort of reserve towards his own, only child. She concealed her thoughts, but when she got home to 

her own dear Knut, she told him how things stood at Tingvold, and added: "Our place is there now. Little 

Mildrid needs some one that dares to love her; pretty, sweet little child that she is!" Knut was infected by her 

eagerness, and the two old people packed up and went home. 

Mildrid was now much with her grandparents, and they taught her parents to love her. When she was five 

years old her mother had another daughter, who was called Beret; and after this Mildrid lived almost 

altogether with the old people. The anxious parents began once more to feel as if there might yet be pleasure 

for them in life, and a change in the popular feeling towards them helped them. 

After the loss of the second child, though there were often the traces of tears on their faces, no one had ever 

seen them weep--their grief was silent. There was no changing of servants at Tingvold, that was one result of 

the peaceful, God-fearing life there; nothing but praise of master and mistress was ever heard. They 

themselves knew this, and it gave them a feeling of comfort and security. Relations and friends began to visit 

them again; and went on doing so, even though the Tingvold people made no return. 

But they had not been at church since their wedding-day! They partook of the Communion at home, and held 

worship there. But when the second girl was born, they were so desirous to be her godparents themselves that 

they made up their minds to venture. They stood together at their children's graves; they passed Ole Haugen's 

without word or movement; the whole congregation showed them respect. But they continued to keep 

themselves very much to themselves, and a pious peace rested over their house. 

One day in her grandmother's house little Mildrid was heard singing the Bridal March. Old Astrid stopped her 

work in a fright, and asked her where in the world she had learned that. The child answered: "From you, 

grandmother." Knut, who was sitting in the house, laughed heartily, for he knew that Astrid had a habit of 

humming it when she sat at work. But they both said to little Mildrid that she must never sing it when her 

parents were within hearing. Like a child, she asked "Why?" But to this question she got no answer. One 

evening she heard the new herd-boy singing it as he was cutting wood. She told her grandmother, who had 

heard it too. All grandmother said was: "He'll not grow old here!"--and sure enough he had to go next day. No 

reason was given; he got his wages and was sent about his business. Mildrid was so excited about this, that 

grandmother had to try to tell her the story of the Bridal March. The little eight year old girl understood it well 

enough, and what she did not understand then became clear to her later. It had an influence on her child-life, 

and especially on her conduct towards her parents, that nothing else had or could have had. 

She had always noticed that they liked quietness. It was no hardship to her to please them in this; they were so 

gentle, and talked so much and so sweetly to her of the children's great Friend in heaven, that it cast a sort of 

charm over the whole house. The story of the Bridal March affected her deeply, and gave her an 

understanding of all that they had gone through. She carefully avoided recalling to them any painful 

memories, and showed them the tenderest affection, sharing with them their love of God, their truthfulness, 

their quietness, their industry. And she taught Beret to do the same. 

In their grandfather's house the life that had to be suppressed at home got leave to expand. Here there was 

singing and dancing and play and story-telling. So the sisters' young days passed between devotion to their 

melancholy parents in the quiet house, and the glad life they were allowed to take part in at their 
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grandfather's. The families lived in perfect understanding. It was the parents who told them to go to the old 

people and enjoy themselves, and the old people who told them to go back again, "and be sure to be good 

girls." 

When a girl between the age of twelve and sixteen takes a sister between seven and eleven into her full 

confidence, the confidence is rewarded by great devotion. But the little one is apt to become too old for her 

years. This happened with Beret, while Mildrid only gained by being forbearing and kind and sympathetic--

and she made her parents and grandparents happy. 

There is no more to tell till Mildrid was in her fifteenth year; then old Knut died, suddenly and easily. There 

seemed almost no time between the day when he sat joking in the chimney-corner and the day when he lay in 

his coffin. 

After this, grandmother's greatest pleasure was to have Mildrid sitting on a stool at her feet, as she had done 

ever since she was a little child, and to tell her stories about Knut, or else to get her to hum the Bridal March. 

As Astrid sat listening to it, she saw Knut's handsome dark head as she used to see it in her young days; she 

followed him out to the mountain-side, where he blew the March on his herd-boy's horn, she drove to church 

by his side--all his brightness and cleverness lived again for her! 

But in Mildrid's soul a new feeling began to stir. Whilst she sat and sang for grandmother, she asked herself: 

"Will it ever be played for me?" The thought grew upon her, the March spoke to her of such radiant 

happiness. She saw a bride's crown glittering in its sunshine, and a long, bright future beyond that. Sixteen--

and she asked herself: "Shall I, shall I ever have some one sitting beside me, with the Bridal March shining in 

his eyes? Only think, if father and mother were one day to drive with me in such a procession, with the people 

greeting us on every side, on to the house where mother was jeered at that day, past Ole Haugen's flower-

covered grave, up to the altar, in a glory of happiness! Think what it would be if I could give father and 

mother that consolation!" And the child's heart swelled, imagining all this to herself, swelled with pride and 

with devotion to those dear parents who had suffered so much. 

These were the first thoughts that she did not confide to Beret. Soon there were more. Beret, who was now 

eleven, noticed that she was left more to herself, but did not understand that she was being gradually shut out 

from Mildrid's confidence, till she saw another taken into her place. This was Inga, from the neighbouring 

farm, a girl of eighteen, their own cousin, newly betrothed. When Mildrid and Inga walked about in the fields, 

whispering and laughing, with their arms round each other, as girls love to go, poor Beret would throw herself 

down and cry with jealousy. 

The time came on for Mildrid to be confirmed; she made acquaintance with other young people of her own 

age, and some of them began to come up to Tingvold on Sundays. Mildrid saw them either out of doors or in 

her grandmother's room. Tingvold had always been a forbidden, and consequently mysteriously attractive 

place to the young people. But even now, only those with a certain quietness and seriousness of disposition 

went there, for it could not be denied that there was something subdued about Mildrid, that did not attract 

every one. 
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At this particular time there was a great deal of music and singing among the youth of the district. For some 

reason or other there are such periods, and these periods have their leaders. One of the leaders now was, 

curiously enough, again of the race of Haugen. 

Amongst a people where once on a time, even though it were hundreds of years ago, almost every man and 

woman sought and found expression for their intensest feelings and experiences in song, and were able 

themselves to make the verses that gave them relief--amongst such a people the art can never quite die out. 

Here and there, even though it does not make itself heard, it must exist, ready on occasion to be awakened to 

new life. But in this district songs had been made and sung from time immemorial. It was by no mere chance 

that Ole Haugen was born here, and here became what he was. Now it was his grandson in whom the gift had 

reappeared. 

Ole's son had been so much younger than the daughter who had married into the Tingvold family, that the 

latter, already a married woman, had stood godmother to her little brother. After a life full of changes, this 

son, as an old man, had come into possession of his father's home and little bit of land far up on the mountain-

side; and, strangely enough, not till then did he marry. He had several children, among them a boy called 

Hans, who seemed to have inherited his grandfather's gifts--not exactly in the way of fiddle-playing, though 

he did play--but he sang the old songs beautifully and made new ones himself. People's appreciation of his 

songs was not a little added to by the fact that so few knew himself; there were not many that had even seen 

him. His old father had been a hunter, and while the boys were quite small, the old man took them out to the 

hillside and taught them to load and aim a gun. They always remembered how pleased he was when they were 

able to earn enough with their shooting to pay for their own powder and shot. He did not live long after this, 

and soon after his death their mother died too, and the children were left to take care of themselves, which 

they managed to do. The boys hunted and the girls looked after the little hill farm. People turned to look at 

them when they once in a way showed themselves in the valley; they were so seldom there. It was a long, bad 

road down. In winter they occasionally came to sell or send off the produce of their hunting; in summer they 

were busy with the strangers. Their little holding was the highest lying in the district, and it became famed for 

having that pure mountain air which cures people suffering from their lungs or nerves, better than any yet 

discovered medicine; every year they had as many summer visitors, from town, and even from abroad, as they 

could accommodate. They added several rooms to their house, and still it was always full. So these brothers 

and sisters, from being poor, very poor, came to be quite well-to-do. Intercourse with so many strangers had 

made them a little different from the other country people--they even knew something of foreign languages. 

Hans was now twenty-seven. Some years before he had bought up his brothers' and sisters' shares, so that the 

whole place belonged to him. 

Not one of the family had ever set foot in the house of their relations at Tingvold. Endrid and Randi Tingvold, 

though they had doubtless never put the feeling into words, could just as little bear to hear the name of 

Haugen as to hear the Bridal March. These children's poor father had been made to feel this, and in 

consequence, Hans had forbidden his brothers and sisters ever to go to the house. But the girls at Tingvold, 

who loved music, longed to make acquaintance with Hans, and when they and their girl friends were together, 

they talked more about the family at Haugen than about anything else. Hans's songs and tunes were sung and 

danced to, and they were for ever planning how they could manage to meet the young farmer of Haugen. 

After this happy time of young companionship came Mildrid's confirmation. Just before it there was a quiet 

pause, and after it came another. Mildrid, now about seventeen, spent the autumn almost alone with her 

parents. In spring, or rather summer, she was, like all the other girls after their confirmation, to go to the 
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soeter in charge of cattle. She was delighted at the thought of this, especially as her friend Inga was to be at 

the next soeter. 

At last her longing for the time to come grew so strong that she had no peace at home, and Beret, who was to 

accompany her, grew restless too. When they got settled in the soeter Beret was quite absorbed in the new, 

strange life, but Mildrid was still restless. She had her busy times with the cattle and the milk, but there were 

long idle hours that she did not know how to dispose of. Some days she spent them with Inga, listening to her 

stories of her lover, but often she had no inclination to go there. She was glad when Inga came to her, and 

affectionate, as if she wanted to make up for her faithlessness. She seldom talked to Beret, and often when 

Beret talked to her, answered nothing but Yes or No. When Inga came, Beret took herself off, and when 

Mildrid went to see Inga, Beret went crying away after the cows, and had the herd-boys for company. Mildrid 

felt that there was something wrong in all this, but with the best will she could not set it right. 

She was sitting one day near the soeter, herding the goats and sheep, because one of the herd-boys had played 

truant and she had to do his work. It was a warm midday; she was sitting in the shade of a hillock overgrown 

with birch and underwood; she had thrown off her jacket and taken her knitting in her hand, and was 

expecting Inga. Something rustled behind her. "There she comes," thought Mildrid, and looked up. 

But there was more noise than Inga was likely to make, and such a breaking and cracking among the bushes. 

Mildrid turned pale, got up, and saw something hairy and a pair of eyes below it--it must be a bear's head! She 

wanted to scream, but no voice would come; she wanted to run, but could not stir. The thing raised itself up--

it was a tall, broad-shouldered man with a fur cap, a gun in his hand. He stopped short among the bushes and 

looked at her sharply for a second or two, then took a step forward, a jump, and stood in the field beside her. 

Something moved at her feet, and she gave a little cry; it was his dog, that she had not seen before. 

"Oh, dear!" she said; "I thought it was a bear breaking through the bushes, and I got such a fright!" And she 

tried to laugh. 

"Well, it might almost have been that," said he, speaking in a very quiet voice; "Kvas and I were on the track 

of a bear; but now we have lost it; and if I have a 'Vardoeger,' it is certainly a bear." 

He smiled. She looked at him. Who can he be? Tall, broad-shouldered, wiry; his eyes restless, so that she 

could not see them rightly; besides, she was standing quite close to him, just where he had suddenly appeared 

before her with his dog and his gun. 

She felt the inclination to say, "Go away!" but instead she drew back a few steps, and asked: "Who are you?" 

She was really frightened. 

"Hans Haugen," answered the man rather absently; for he was paying attention to the dog, which seemed to 

have found the track of the bear again. He was just going to add, "Good-bye!" but when he looked at her she 

was blushing; cheeks, neck, and bosom crimson. 

"What's the matter?" said he, astonished. 

She did not know what to do or where to go, whether to run away or to sit down. 
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"Who are you?" asked Hans in his turn. 

Once again she turned crimson, for to tell him her name was to tell him everything. 

"Who are you?" he repeated, as if it were the most natural question in the world, and deserved an answer. 

And she could not refuse the answer, though she felt ashamed of herself, and ashamed of her parents, who had 

neglected their own kindred. The name had to be said. "Mildrid Tingvold," she whispered, and burst into 

tears. 

It was true enough; the Tingvold people had given him little reason to care for them. Of his own free will he 

would scarcely have spoken to one of them. But he had never foreseen anything like this, and he looked at the 

girl in amazement. He seemed to remember some story of her mother having cried like that in church on her 

wedding-day. "Perhaps it's in the family," he thought, and turned to go. "Forgive me for having frightened 

you," he said, and took his way up the hillside after his dog. 

By the time she ventured to look up he had just reached the top of the ridge, and there he turned to look at her. 

It was only for an instant, for at that moment the dog barked on the other side. Hans gave a start, held his gun 

in readiness, and hurried on. Mildrid was still gazing at the place where he had stood, when a shot startled her. 

Could that be the bear? Could it have been so near her? 

Off she went, climbing where he had just climbed, till she stood where he had stood, shading her eyes with 

her hand, and--sure enough, there he was, half hidden by a bush, on his knees beside a huge bear! Before she 

knew what she was doing, she was down beside him. He gave her a smile of welcome, and explained to her, 

in his low voice, how it had happened that they had lost the track and the dog had not scented the animal till 

they were almost upon it. By this time she had forgotten her tears and her bashfulness, and he had drawn his 

knife to skin the bear on the spot. The flesh was of no value at this time; he meant to bury the carcass and take 

only the skin. So she held, and he skinned; then she ran down to the soeter for an axe and a spade; and 

although she still felt afraid of the bear, and it had a bad smell, she kept on helping him till all was finished. 

By this time it was long past twelve o'clock, and he invited himself to dinner at the soeter. He washed himself 

and the skin, no small piece of work, and then came in and sat beside her while she finished preparing the 

food. 

He chatted about one thing and another, easily and pleasantly, in the low voice that seems to become natural 

to people who are much alone. Mildrid gave the shortest answers possible, and when it came to sitting 

opposite him at the table, she could neither speak nor eat, and there was often silence between them. When 

she had finished he turned round his chair and filled and lit his pipe. He too was quieter now, and presently he 

got up. "I must be going," he said, holding out his hand, "it's a long way home from here." Then added, in a 

still lower voice: "Do you sit every day where you were to-day?" He held her hand for a moment, expecting 

an answer; but she dared not look up, much less speak. Then she felt him press her hand quickly. "Good-bye, 

then, and thank you!" he said in a louder tone, and before she could collect herself, she saw him, with the 

bearskin over his shoulder, the gun in his hand, and the dog at his side, striding away over the heather. There 

was a dip in the hills just there, and she saw him clear against the sky; his light, firm step taking him quickly 

away. She watched till he was out of sight, then came outside and sat down, still looking in the same 

direction. 
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Not till now was she aware that her heart was beating so violently that she had to press her hands over it. In a 

minute or two she lay down on the grass, leaning her head on her arm, and began to go carefully over every 

event of the day. She saw him start up among the bushes and stand before her, strong and active, looking 

restlessly round. She felt over again the bewilderment and the fright, and her tears of shame. She saw him 

against the sun, on the height; she heard the shot, and was again on her knees before him, helping him with 

the skinning of the bear. She heard once more every word that he said, in that low voice that sounded so 

friendly, and that touched her heart as she thought of it; she listened to it as he sat beside the hearth while she 

was cooking, and then at table with her. She felt that she had no longer dared to look into his face, so that at 

last she had made him feel awkward too; for he had grown silent. Then she heard him speak once again, as he 

took her hand; and she felt his clasp--felt it still, through her whole body. She saw him go away over the 

heather--away, away! 

Would he ever come back? Impossible, after the way she had behaved. How strong, and brave, and self-

reliant was everything she had seen of him, and how stupid and miserable all that he had seen of her, from her 

first scream of fright when the dog touched her, to her blush of shame and her tears; from the clumsy help she 

gave him, to her slowness in preparing the food. And to think that when he looked at her she was not able to 

speak; not even to say No, when he asked her if she sat under the hill every day--for she didn't sit there every 

day! Might not her silence then have seemed like an invitation to him to come and see? Might not her whole 

miserable helplessness have been misunderstood in the same way? What shame she felt now! She was hot all 

over with it, and she buried her burning face deeper and deeper in the grass. Then she called up the whole 

picture once more; all his excellences and her shortcomings; and again the shame of it all overwhelmed her. 

She was still lying there when the sound of the bells told her that the cattle were coming home; then she 

jumped up and began to work. Beret saw as soon as she came that something had happened. Mildrid asked 

such stupid questions and gave such absurd answers, and altogether behaved in such an extraordinary way, 

that she several times just stopped and stared at her. When it came to supper-time, and Mildrid, instead of 

taking her place at the table, went and sat down outside, saying that she had just had dinner, Beret was as 

intensely on the alert as a dog who scents game at hand. She took her supper and went to bed. The sisters slept 

in the same bed, and, as Mildrid did not come, Beret got up softly once or twice to look if her sister were still 

sitting out there, and if she were alone. Yes, she was there, and alone. 

Eleven o'clock, and then twelve, and then one, and still Mildrid sat and Beret waked. She pretended to be 

asleep when Mildrid came at last, and Mildrid moved softly, so softly; but her sister heard her sobbing, and 

when she had got into bed she heard her say her usual evening prayer so sadly, heard her whisper: "O God, 

help me, help me!" It made Beret so unhappy that she could not get to sleep even now. She felt her sister 

restlessly changing from one position to another; she saw her at last giving it up, throwing aside the covering, 

and lying open-eyed, with her hands below her head, staring into vacancy. She saw and heard no more, for at 

last she fell asleep. 

When she awoke next morning Mildrid's place was empty. Beret jumped up; the sun was high in the sky; the 

cattle were away long ago. She found her breakfast set ready, took it hurriedly, and went out and saw Mildrid 

at work, but looking ill. Beret said that she was going to hurry after the cattle. Mildrid said nothing in answer, 

but gave her a glance as though of thanks. The younger girl stood a minute thinking, and then went off. 

Mildrid looked round; yes, she was alone. She hastily put away the dishes, leaving everything else as it was. 

Then she washed herself and changed her dress, took her knitting, and set off up the hill. 
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She had not the new strength of the new day, for she had hardly slept or eaten anything for twenty-four hours. 

She walked in a dream, and knew nothing clearly till she was at the place where she had sat yesterday. 

Hardly had she seated herself when she thought: "If he were to come and find me here, he would believe--" 

She started up mechanically. There was his dog on the hillside. It stood still and looked at her, then rushed 

down to her, wagging its tail. Her heart stopped beating. There--there he stood, with his gun gleaming in the 

sun, just as he had stood yesterday. To-day he had come another way. He smiled to her, ran down, and stood 

before her. She had given a little scream and sunk down on the grass again. It was more than she could do to 

stand up; she let her knitting drop, and put her hands up to her face. He did not say a word. He lay down on 

the grass in front of her, and looked up at her, the dog at his side with its eyes fixed on him. She felt that 

though she was turning her head away, he could see her hot blush, her eyes, her whole face. She heard him 

breathing quickly; she thought she felt his breath on her hand. She did not want him to speak, and yet his 

silence was dreadful. She knew that he must understand why she was sitting there; and greater shame than this 

no one had ever felt. But it was not right of him, either, to have come, and still worse of him to be lying there. 

Then she felt him take one of her hands and hold it tight, then the other, so that she had to turn a little that 

way; he drew her gently, but strongly and firmly towards him with eye and hand, till she was at his side, her 

head fallen on his shoulder. She felt him stroke her hair with one hand, but she dared not look up. Presently 

she broke into passionate weeping at the thought of her shameful behaviour. 

"Yes, you may cry," said he, "but I will laugh; what has happened to us two is matter both for laughter and for 

tears." 

His voice shook. And now he bent over her and whispered that the farther away he went from her yesterday 

the nearer he seemed to be to her. The feeling overmastered him so, that when he reached his little shooting 

cabin, where he had a German officer with him this summer, recruiting after the war, he left the guest to take 

care of himself, and wandered farther up the mountain. He spent the night on the heights, sometimes sitting, 

sometimes wandering about. He went home to breakfast, but away again immediately. He was twenty-eight 

now, no longer a boy, and he felt that either this girl must be his or it would go badly with him. He wandered 

to the place where they had met yesterday; he did not expect that she would be there again; but when he saw 

her, he felt that he must make the venture; and when he came to see that she was feeling just as he was--

"Why, then"--and he raised her head gently. And she had stopped crying, and his eyes shone so that she had to 

look into them, and then she turned red and put her head down again. 

He went on talking in his low, half-whispering voice. The sun shone through the tree-tops, the birches 

trembled in the breeze, the birds mingled their song with the sound of a little stream rippling over its stony 

bed. 

How long the two sat there together, neither of them knew. At last the dog startled them. He had made several 

excursions, and each time had come back and lain down beside them again; but now he ran barking down the 

hill. They both jumped up and stood for a minute listening. But nothing appeared. Then they looked at each 

other again, and Hans lifted her up in his arms. She had not been lifted like this since she was a child, and 

there was something about it that made her feel helpless. When he looked up beaming into her face, she bent 

and put her arms round his neck--he was now her strength, her future, her happiness, her life itself--she 

resisted no longer. 
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Nothing was said. He held her tight; she clung to him. He carried her to the place where she had sat at first, 

and sat down there with her on his knee. She did not unloose her arms, she only bent her head close down to 

his so as to hide her face from him. He was just going to force her to let him look into it, when some one right 

in front of them called in a voice of astonishment: "Mildrid!" 

It was Inga, who had come up after the dog. Mildrid sprang to her feet, looked at her friend for an instant, 

then went up to her, put one arm round her neck, and laid her head on her shoulder. Inga put her arm round 

Mildrid's waist. "Who is he?" she whispered, and Mildrid felt her tremble, but said nothing. Inga knew who 

he was--knew him quite well--but could not believe her own eyes. Then Hans came slowly forward, "I 

thought you knew me," he said quietly; "I am Hans Haugen." When she heard his voice, Mildrid lifted her 

head. How good and true he looked as he stood there! He held out his hand; she went forward and took it, and 

looked at her friend with a flush of mingled shame and joy. 

Then Hans took his gun and said good-bye, whispering to Mildrid: "You may be sure I'll come soon again!" 

The girls walked with him as far as the soeter, and watched him, as Mildrid had done yesterday, striding away 

over the heather in the sunlight. They stood as long as they could see him; Mildrid, who was leaning on Inga, 

would not let her go; Inga felt that she did not want her to move or speak. From time to time one or the other 

whispered: "He's looking back!" When he was out of sight Mildrid turned round to Inga and said: "Don't ask 

me anything. I can't tell you about it!" She held her tight for a second, and then they walked towards the 

soeter-house. Mildrid remembered now how she had left all her work undone. Inga helped her with it. They 

spoke very little, and only about the work. Just once Mildrid stopped, and whispered: "Isn't he handsome?" 

She set out some dinner, but could eat little herself, though she felt the need both of food and sleep. Inga left 

as soon as she could, for she saw that Mildrid would rather be alone. Then Mildrid lay down on her bed. She 

was lying, half asleep already, thinking over the events of the morning, and trying to remember the nicest 

things that Hans had said, when it suddenly occurred to her to ask herself what she had answered. Then it 

flashed upon her that during their whole meeting she had not spoken, not said a single word! 

She sat up in bed and said to herself: "He could not have gone far till this must have struck him too--and what 

can he have thought? He must take me for a creature without a will, going about in a dream. How can he go 

on caring for me? Yesterday it was not till he had gone away from me that he found out he cared for me at all-

-what will he find out to-day?" she asked herself with a shiver of dread. She got up, went out, and sat down 

where she had sat so long yesterday. 

All her life Mildrid had been accustomed to take herself to account for her behaviour; circumstances had 

obliged her to walk carefully. Now, thinking over what had happened these last two days, it struck her 

forcibly that she had behaved without tact, without thought, almost without modesty. She had never read or 

heard about anything happening like this; she looked at it from the peasant's point of view, and none take 

these matters more strictly than they. It is seemly to control one's feelings--it is honourable to be slow to show 

them. She, who had done this all her life, and consequently been respected by every one, had in one day given 

herself to a man she had never seen before! Why, he himself must be the first to despise her! It showed how 

bad things were, that she dared not tell what had happened, not even to Inga! 
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With the first sound of the cow-bells in the distance came Beret, to find her sister sitting on the bench in front 

of the soeter-house, looking half dead. Beret stood in front of her till she was forced to raise her head and look 

at her. Mildrid's eyes were red with crying, and her whole expression was one of suffering. But it changed to 

surprise when she saw Beret's face, which was scarlet with excitement. 

"Whatever is the matter with you?" she exclaimed. 

"Nothing!" answered Beret, standing staring fixedly at Mildrid, who at last looked away, and got up to go and 

attend to the cows. 

The sisters did not meet again till supper, when they sat opposite to each other. Mildrid was not able to eat 

more then a few mouthfuls. She sat and looked absently at the others, oftenest at Beret, who ate on steadily, 

gulping down her food like a hungry dog. 

"Have you had nothing to eat to-day?" asked Mildrid. 

"No!" answered Beret, and ate on. Presently Mildrid spoke again: "Have you not been with the herds then?" 

"No!" answered her sister and both of the boys. Before them Mildrid would not ask more, and afterwards her 

own morbid reflections took possession of her again, and along with them the feeling that she was no fit 

person to be in charge of Beret. This was one more added to the reproaches she made to herself all that long 

summer evening and far into the night. 

There she sat, on the bench by the door, till the blood-red clouds changed gradually to cold grey, no peace and 

no desire for sleep coming to her. The poor child had never before been in real distress. Oh, how she prayed! 

She stopped and she began again; she repeated prayers that she had learned, and she made up petitions of her 

own. At last, utterly exhausted, she went to bed. 

There she tried once more to collect her thoughts for a final struggle with the terrible question, Should she 

give him up or not? But she had no strength left; she could only say over and over again: "Help me, O God! 

help me!" She went on like this for a long time, sometimes saying it in to herself, sometimes out loud. All at 

once she got such a fright that she gave a loud scream. Beret was kneeling up in bed looking at her; her 

sparkling eyes, hot face, and short breathing showing a terrible state of excitement. 

"Who is he?" she whispered, almost threateningly. Mildrid, crushed by her self-torture, and worn out in soul 

and body, could not answer; she began to cry. 

"Who is he?" repeated the other, closer to her face; "you needn't try to hide it any longer; I was watching you 

to-day the whole time!" 

Mildrid held up her arms as if to defend herself, but Beret beat them back, looked straight into her eyes, and 

again repeated, "Who is he, I say?" 
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"Beret, Beret!" moaned Mildrid; "have I ever been anything but kind to you since you were a little child. Why 

are you so cruel to me now that I am in trouble?" 

Then Beret, moved by her tears, let go her arms; but her short hard breathing still betrayed her excitement. "Is 

it Hans Haugen?" she whispered. 

There was a moment of breathless suspense, and then Mildrid whispered back: "Yes"--and began to cry again. 

Beret drew down her arms once more; she wanted to see her face. "Why did you not tell me about it, 

Mildrid?" she asked, with the same fierce eagerness. 

"Beret, I didn't know it myself. I never saw him till yesterday. And as soon as I saw him I loved him, and let 

him see it, and that is what is making me so unhappy, so unhappy that I feel as if I must die of it!" 

"You never saw him before yesterday?" screamed Beret, so astonished that she could hardly believe it. 

"Never in my life!" replied Mildrid. "Isn't it shameful, Beret?" 

But Beret threw her arms round her sister's neck, and kissed her over and over again. 

"Dear, sweet Mildrid, I'm so glad!" she whispered, now radiant with joy. "I'm so glad, so glad!" and she 

kissed her once more. "And you'll see how I can keep a secret, Mildrid!" She hugged her to her breast, but sat 

up again, and said sorrowfully: "And you thought I couldn't do it; O Mildrid! not even when it was about 

you!" 

And now it was Beret's turn to cry. "Why have you put me away? Why have you taken Inga instead of me? 

You've made me so dreadfully unhappy, Mildrid! O Mildrid, you don't know how I love you!" and she clung 

to her. Then Mildrid kissed her, and told her that she had done it without thinking what she was doing, but 

that now she would never again put her aside, and would tell her everything, because she was so good and 

true and faithful. 

The sisters lay for a little with their arms round each other; then Beret sat up again; she wanted to look into 

her sister's face in the light of the summer night, that was gradually taking a tinge of red from the coming 

dawn. Then she burst out with: "Mildrid, how handsome he is! How did he come? How did you see him first? 

What did he say? Do tell me about it!" 

And Mildrid now poured out to her sister all that a few hours ago it had seemed to her she could never tell to 

anybody. She was sometimes interrupted by Beret's throwing her arms round her and hugging her, but she 

went on again with all the more pleasure. It seemed to her like a strange legend of the woods. They laughed 

and they cried. Sleep had gone from them both. The sun found them still entranced by this wonderful tale--

Mildrid lying down or resting on one elbow and talking, Beret kneeling beside her, her mouth half open, her 

eyes sparkling, from time to time giving a little cry of delight. 
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They got up together and did their work together, and when they had finished, and for the sake of appearances 

taken a little breakfast, they prepared for the meeting with Hans. He was sure to come soon! They dressed 

themselves out in their best, and went up to Mildrid's place on the hill. Beret showed where she had lain 

hidden yesterday. The dog had found her out, she said, and paid her several visits. The weather was fine to-

day too, though there were some clouds in the sky. The girls found plenty to say to each other, till it was about 

the time when Hans might be expected. Beret ran once or twice up to the top of the hill, to see if he were in 

sight, but there was no sign of him. Then they began to grow impatient, and at last Mildrid got so excited that 

Beret was frightened. She tried to soothe her by reminding her that Hans was not his own master; that he had 

left the German gentleman two whole days to fish and shoot alone, and prepare food for himself; and that he 

would hardly dare to leave him a third. And Mildrid acknowledged that this might be so. 

"What do you think father and mother will say to all this?" asked Beret, just to divert Mildrid's thoughts. She 

repented the moment the words were uttered. Mildrid turned pale and stared at Beret, who stared back at her. 

Beret wondered if her sister had never thought of this till now, and said so. Yes; she had thought of it, but as 

of something very far off. The fear of what Hans Haugen might think of her, the shame of her own weakness 

and stupidity, had so occupied her mind that they had left no room for anything else. But now things suddenly 

changed round, and she could think of nothing but her parents. 

Beret again tried to comfort her. Whenever father and mother saw Hans, they would feel that Mildrid was 

right--they would never make her unhappy who had given them their greatest happiness. Grandmother would 

help her. No one could say a word against Hans Haugen, and _he_ would never give her up! Mildrid heard all 

this, but did not take it in, for she was thinking of something else, and to get time to think it out rightly, she 

asked Beret to go and prepare the dinner. And Beret walked slowly away, looking back several times. 

Mildrid wanted to be left alone a little to make up her mind whether she should go at once and tell her parents. 

It seemed a terrible matter to her in her excited, exhausted state. She felt now that it would be a sin if she saw 

Hans again without their knowledge. She had done very wrong in engaging herself to him without having 

their consent; but she had been in a manner surprised into that; it had come about almost without her will. Her 

duty now, though, was clearly to go and tell them. 

She rose to her feet, with a new light in her eyes. She would do what was right. Before Hans stood there 

again, her parents should know all. "That's it!" she said, aloud, as if some one were there, and then hurried 

down to the soeter to tell Beret. But Beret was nowhere to be seen. "Beret! Beret!" shouted Mildrid, but only 

the echoes gave answer. Excited Mildrid was already, but now she got frightened too. Beret's great eyes, as 

she asked: "What do you think father and mother will say to this?" seemed to grow ever greater and more 

threatening. Surely _she_ could never have gone off to tell them? Yet it would be just like her hasty way to 

think she would settle the thing at once, and bring comfort to her sister. To be sure that was it! And if Beret 

reached home before her, father and mother would get a wrong idea of everything! 

Off Mildrid went, down the road that led to the valley. She walked unconsciously faster and faster, carried 

away by ever-increasing excitement; till her head began to turn and her breathing to get oppressed. She had to 

sit down for a rest. Sitting did not seem to help her, so she stretched herself out, resting her head on her arm, 

and lay there, feeling forsaken, helpless, almost betrayed--by affection it was true--but still betrayed. 

In a few moments she was asleep! For two days and nights she had hardly slept or eaten; and she had no idea 

of the effect this had had on her mind and body--the child who till now had eaten and slept so regularly and 
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peacefully in her quiet home. How was it possible that she could understand anything at all of what had 

happened to her? All that she had been able to give to her affectionate but melancholy parents out of her 

heart's rich store of love, was a kind of watchful care; in her grandmother's brighter home longings for 

something more had often come over her, but there was nothing even there to satisfy them. So now when 

love's full spring burst upon her, she stood amidst its rain of blossoms frightened and ashamed. 

Tormented by her innocent conscience, the poor tired child had run a race with herself till she fell--now she 

slept, caressed by the pure mountain breeze. 

Beret had not gone home, but away to fetch Hans Haugen. She had far to go, and most of the way was 

unknown to her. It went first by the edge of a wood, and then higher over bare flats, not quite safe from wild 

animals, which she knew had been seen there lately. But she went on, for Hans really must come. If he did 

not, she was sure things would go badly with Mildrid; she seemed so changed to-day. 

In spite of her anxiety about Mildrid, Beret's heart was light, and she stepped merrily on, her thoughts running 

all the time on this wonderful adventure. She could think of no one better or grander than Hans Haugen, and 

none but the very best was good enough for Mildrid. There was nothing whatever to be surprised at in 

Mildrid's giving herself up to him at once; just as little as in his at once falling in love with her. If father and 

mother could not be brought to understand this, they must just be left to do as they chose, and the two must 

fight their own battle as her great-grandparents had done, and her grandparents too--and she began to sing the 

old Bridal March. Its joyful tones sounded far over the bare heights and seemed to die away among the 

clouds. 

When she got right on the top of the hill she was crossing, she stood and shouted "Hurrah!" From here she 

could see only the last strip of cultivated land on the farther side of their valley; and on this side the upper 

margin of the forest, above it stretches of heather, and where she stood, nothing but boulders and flat rocks. 

She flew from stone to stone in the light air. She knew that Hans's hut lay in the direction of the snow 

mountain whose top stood out above all the others, and presently she thought that she must be getting near it. 

To get a better look around she climbed up on to an enormous stone, and from the top of it she saw a 

mountain lake just below. Whether it was a rock or a hut she saw by the water's edge she could not be sure; 

one minute it looked like a hut, the next like a big stone. But she knew that his cabin lay by a mountain lake. 

Yes, that must be it, for there came a boat rowing round the point. Two men were in the boat--they must be 

Hans and the German officer. Down she jumped and off again. But what had looked so near was really far off, 

and she ran and ran, excited by the thought of meeting Hans Haugen. 

Hans sat quietly in his boat with the German, ignorant of all the disturbance he had caused. _He_ had never 

known what it was to be frightened; nor had he ever till now known the feeling of being in love. As soon as 

he did feel it, it was intolerable to him until he had settled the matter. Now it was settled, and he was sitting 

there setting words to the Bridal March! 

He was not much of a poet, but he made out something about their ride to church, and the refrain of every 

verse told of their meeting in the wood. He whistled and fished and felt very happy; and the German fished 

away quietly and left him in peace. 
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A halloo sounded from the shore, and both he and the bearded German looked up and saw a girl waving. They 

exchanged a few words and rowed ashore. Hans jumped out and tied up the boat, and they lifted out the guns, 

coats, fish, and fishing tackle; the German went away towards the cabin, but Hans with his load came up to 

Beret, who was standing on a stone a little way off. 

"Who are you?" he asked gently. 

"Beret, Mildrid's sister," she answered, blushing, and he blushed too. But the next moment he turned pale. 

"Is there anything the matter?" 

"No! just that you must come. She can't bear to be left alone just now." 

He stood a minute and looked at her, then turned and went towards the hut. The German was standing outside, 

hanging up his fishing tackle; Hans hung up his, and they spoke together, and then went in. Ever since Beret's 

halloo, two dogs, shut up in the cabin, had been barking with all their might. When the men opened the door 

they burst out, but were at once sternly called back. It was some time before Hans came out again. He had 

changed his clothes, and had his gun and dog with him. The German gentleman came to the door, and they 

shook hands as if saying good-bye for a considerable time. Hans came up quickly to Beret. 

"Can you walk fast?" he asked. 

"Of course I can." 

And off they went, she running, the dog far ahead. 

Beret's message had entirely changed the current of Hans's thoughts. It had never occurred to him before that 

Mildrid might not have the same happy, sure feeling about their engagement that he had. But now he saw how 

natural it was that she should be uneasy about her parents; and how natural, too, that she should feel alarmed 

by the hurried rush in which everything had come about. He understood it so well now that he was perfectly 

astonished at himself for not having thought of it before--and on he strode. 

Even on him the suddenness of the meeting with Mildrid, and the violence of their feelings, had at first made 

a strange impression; what must she, a child, knowing nothing but the quiet reserve of her parents' house, 

have felt, thus launched suddenly on the stormy sea of passion!--and on he strode. 

While he was marching along, lost in these reflections, Beret was trotting at his side, always, when she could, 

with her face turned towards his. Now and then he had caught a glimpse of her big eyes and flaming cheeks; 

but his thoughts were like a veil over his sight; he saw her indistinctly, and then suddenly not at all. He turned 

round; she was a good way behind, toiling after him as hard as she could. She had been too proud to say that 

she could not keep up with him any longer. He stood and waited till she made up to him, breathless, with tears 

in her eyes. "Ah! I'm walking too fast," and he held out his hand. She was panting so that she could not 

answer. "Let us sit down a little," he said, drawing her to him; "come!" and he made her sit close to him. If 

possible she got redder than before, and did not look at him; and she drew breath so painfully that it seemed 
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as if she were almost choking. "I'm so thirsty!" was the first thing she managed to say. They rose and he 

looked round, but there was no stream near. "We must wait till we get a little farther on," he said; "and 

anyhow it wouldn't be good for you to drink just now." 

So they sat down again, she on a stone in front of him. 

"I ran the whole way," she said, as if to excuse herself--and presently added, "and I have had no dinner," and 

after another pause--"and I didn't sleep last night." 

Instead of expressing any sympathy with her, he asked sharply: "Then I suppose Mildrid did not sleep last 

night either? And she has not eaten, I saw that myself, not for"--he thought a little--"not for ever so long." 

He rose. "Can you go on now?" 

"I think so." 

He took her hand, and they set off again at a tremendous pace. Soon he saw that she could not keep it up, so 

he took off his coat, gave it to her to hold, and lifted her up and carried her. She did not want him to do it, but 

he just went easily off with her, and Beret held on by his neckerchief, for she dared not touch him. Soon she 

said that she had got her breath and could run quite well again, so he put her down, took his coat and hung it 

over his gun--and off they went! When they came to a stream they stopped and rested a little before she took a 

drink. As she got up he gave her a friendly smile, and said: "You're a good little one." 

Evening was coming on when they reached the soeter. They looked in vain for Mildrid, both there and at her 

place on the hillside. Their calls died away in the distance, and when Hans noticed the dog standing snuffing 

at something they felt quite alarmed. They ran to look--it was her little shawl. At once Hans set the dog to 

seek the owner of the shawl. He sprang off, and they after him, across the hill and down on the other side, 

towards Tingvold. Could she have gone home? Beret told of her own thoughtless question and its 

consequences, and Hans said he saw it all. Beret began to cry. 

"Shall we go after her or not?" said Hans. 

"Yes, yes!" urged Beret, half distracted. But first they would have to go to the next soeter, and ask their 

neighbours to send some one to attend to the cows for them. While they were still talking about this, and at 

the same time following the dog, they saw him stop and look back, wagging his tail. They ran to him, and 

there lay Mildrid! 

She was lying with her head on her arm, her face half buried in the heather. They stepped up gently; the dog 

licked her hands and cheek, and she stretched herself and changed her position, but slept on. "Let her sleep!" 

whispered Hans; "and you go and put in the cows. I hear the bells." As Beret was running off he went after 

her. "Bring some food with you when you come back," he whispered. Then he sat down a little way from 

Mildrid, made the dog lie down beside him, and sat and held him to keep him from barking. 
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It was a cloudy evening. The near heights and the mountain-tops were grey; it was very quiet; there was not 

even a bird to be seen. He sat or lay, with his hand on the dog. He had soon settled what to arrange with 

Mildrid when she awoke. There was no cloud in their future; he lay quietly looking up into the sky. He knew 

that their meeting was a miracle. God Himself had told him that they were to go through life together. 

He fell to working away at the Bridal March again, and the words that came to him now expressed the quiet 

happiness of the hour. 

It was about eight o'clock when Beret came back, bringing food with her. Mildrid was still sleeping. Beret set 

down what she was carrying, looked at them both for a minute, and then went and sat down a little way from 

them. Nearly an hour passed, Beret getting up from time to time to keep herself from falling asleep. Soon 

after nine Mildrid awoke. She turned several times, at last opened her eyes, saw where she was lying, sat up, 

and noticed the others. She was still bewildered with sleep, so that she did not take in rightly where she was or 

what she saw, till Hans rose and came smiling towards her. Then she held out her hands to him. 

He sat down beside her: 

"You've had a sleep now, Mildrid?" 

"Yes, I've slept now." 

"And you're hungry?" 

"Yes, I'm hungry----" and Beret came forward with the food. She looked at it and then at them. "Have I slept 

long?" she asked. 

"Well, it's almost nine o'clock; look at the sun!" 

Not till now did she begin to remember everything. 

"Have you sat here long?" 

"No, not very long--but you must eat!" She began to do so. "You were on your way down to the valley?" 

asked Hans gently, with his head nearer hers. She blushed and whispered, "Yes." 

"To-morrow, when you've really had a good sleep and rest, we'll go down together." 

Her eyes looked into his, first in surprise, then as if she were thanking him, but she said nothing. 

After this she seemed to revive; she asked Beret where _she_ had been, and Beret told that she had gone to 

fetch Hans, and he told all the rest. Mildrid ate and listened, and yielded gradually once again to the old 

fascination. She laughed when Hans told her how the dog had found her, and had licked her face without 

wakening her. He was at this moment greedily watching every bite she took, and she began to share with him. 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 529  august 2020 

 

108 

As soon as she had finished, they went slowly towards the soeter--and Beret was soon in bed. The two sat on 

the bench outside the door. Small rain was beginning to fall, but the broad eaves kept them from feeling it. 

The mist closed round the soeter, and shut them in in a sort of magic circle. It was neither day nor night, but 

dark rather than light. Each softly spoken word brought more confidence into their talk. Now for the first time 

they were really speaking to each other. He asked her so humbly to forgive him for not having remembered 

that she must feel differently from him, and that she had parents who must be consulted. She confessed her 

fear, and then she told him that he was the first real, strong, self-reliant man she had ever known, and that this, 

and other things she had heard about him, had--she would not go on. 

But in their trembling happiness everything spoke, to the slightest breath they drew. That wonderful 

intercourse began of soul with soul, which in most cases precedes and prepares for the first embrace, but with 

these two came after it. The first timid questions came through the darkness, the first timid answers found 

their way back. The words fell softly, like spirit sounds on the night air. At last Mildrid took courage to ask 

hesitatingly if her behaviour had not sometimes struck him as very strange. He assured her that he had never 

thought it so, never once. Had he not noticed that she had not said one word all the time they were together 

yesterday? No, he had not noticed that. Had he not wondered at her going off down to her parents? No, he had 

thought it only right of her. Had he not thought (for a long time she would not say this, but at last the words 

came, in a whisper, with her face turned away), had he not thought that she had let things go too quickly? No, 

he had only thought how beautifully everything had happened. But what had he thought of the way she had 

cried at their first meeting? Well, at the time it had puzzled him, but now he understood it, quite well--and he 

was glad she was like that. 

All these answers made her so happy that she felt she wanted to be alone. And as if he had guessed this, he 

got up quietly and said that now she must go to bed. She rose. He nodded and went off slowly towards the 

shed where he was to sleep; she hurried in, undressed, and when she had got into bed she folded her hands 

and thanked God. Oh, how she thanked Him! Thanked Him for Hans's love, and patience, and kindness--she 

had not words enough! Thanked Him for all, all, everything--even for the suffering of the last two days--for 

had it not made the joy all the greater? Thanked Him for their having been alone up there at this time, and 

prayed Him to be with her to-morrow when she went down to her parents, then turned her thoughts again to 

Hans, and gave thanks for him once more, oh, how gratefully! 

When she came out of the soeter-house in the morning, Beret was still sleeping. Hans was standing in the 

yard. He had been punishing the dog for rousing a ptarmigan, and it was now lying fawning on him. When he 

saw Mildrid he let the dog out of disgrace; it jumped up on him and her, barked and caressed them, and was 

like a living expression of their own bright morning happiness. Hans helped Mildrid and the boys with the 

morning work. By the time they had done it all and were ready to sit down to breakfast, Beret was up and 

ready too. Every time Hans looked at her she turned red, and when Mildrid after breakfast stood playing with 

his watch chain while she spoke to him, Beret hurried out, and was hardly to be found when it was time for 

the two to go. 

"Mildrid," said Hans, coming close to her and walking slowly, when they had got on a little way, "I have been 

thinking about something that I didn't say to you yesterday." His voice sounded so serious that she looked up 

into his face. He went on slowly, without looking at her; "I want to ask you if--God granting that we get each 

other--if you will go home with me after the wedding and live at Haugen." 

She turned red, and presently answered evasively: 
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"What will father and mother say to that?" 

He walked on without answering for a minute, and then said: 

"I did not think that mattered so much, if we two were agreed about it." 

This was the first time he had said a thing that hurt her. She made no reply. He seemed to be waiting for one, 

and when none came, added gently: 

"I wanted us two to be alone together, to get accustomed to each other." 

Now she began to understand him better, but she could not answer. He walked on as before, not looking at 

her, and now quite silent. She felt uneasy, stole a glance at him, and saw that he had turned quite pale. 

"Hans!" she cried, and stood still without being conscious of doing it. Hans stopped too, looked quickly at 

her, and then down at his gun, which he was resting on the ground and turning in his hand. 

"Can you not go with me to my home?" His voice was very low, but all at once he looked her straight in the 

face. 

"Yes, I can!" she answered quickly. Her eyes looked calmly into his, but a faint blush came over her cheeks. 

He changed his gun into his left hand, and held out the right to her. 

"Thank you!" he whispered, holding hers in a firm clasp; Then they went on. 

She was brooding over one thought all the time, and at last could not keep it in: "You don't know my father 

and mother." 

He went on a little before he answered: "No, but when you come and live at Haugen, I'll have time then to get 

to know them." 

"They are so good!" added Mildrid. 

"So I have heard from every one." He said this decidedly, but coldly. 

Before she had time to think or say anything more, he began to tell about _his_ home, his brothers and sisters, 

and their industry, affectionateness, and cheerfulness; about the poverty they had raised themselves from; 

about the tourists who came and all the work they gave; about the house, and especially about the new one he 

would now build for her and himself. She was to be the mistress of the whole place--but they would help her 

in everything; they would all try to make her life happy, he not least. As he talked they walked on faster; he 

spoke warmly, came closer to her, and at last they walked hand in hand. 
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It could not be denied that his love for his home and his family made a strong impression on her, and there 

was a great attraction in the newness of it all; but behind this feeling lay one of wrong-doing towards her 

parents, her dear, kind parents. So she began again: "Hans! mother is getting old now, and father is older; they 

have had a great deal of trouble--they need help; they've worked so hard, and--" she either would not or could 

not say more. 

He walked slower and looked at her, smiling. "Mildrid, you mean that they have settled to give you the 

farm?" 

She blushed, but did not answer. 

"Well, then--we'll let that alone till the time comes. When they want us to take their places, it's for them to ask 

us to do it." He said this very gently and tenderly, but she felt what it meant. Thoughtful of others, as she 

always was, and accustomed to consider their feelings before her own, she yielded in this too. But very soon 

they came to where they could see Tingvold in the valley below them. She looked down at it, and then at him, 

as if it could speak for itself. 

The big sunny fields on the hill slope, with the wood encircling and sheltering them, the house and farm 

buildings a little in the shadow, but big and fine--it all looked so beautiful. The valley, with its rushing, 

winding river, stretched away down beyond, with farm after farm in the bottom and on its slopes on both 

sides--but none, not one to equal Tingvold--none so fertile or so pleasant to the eye, none so snugly sheltered, 

and yet commanding the whole valley. When she saw that Hans was struck by the sight, she reddened with 

joy. 

"Yes," he said, in answer to her unspoken question--"yes, it is true; Tingvold is a fine place; it would be hard 

to find its equal." 

He smiled and bent down to her. "But I care more for you, Mildrid, than for Tingvold; and perhaps--you care 

more for me than for Tingvold?" 

When he took it this way she could say no more. He looked so happy too; he sat down, and she beside him. 

"Now I'm going to sing something for you," he whispered. 

She felt glad. "I've never heard you sing," she said. 

"No, I know you have not; and though people talk about my singing, you must not think it's anything very 

great. There's only this about it, that it comes upon me sometimes, and then I _must_ sing." 

He sat thinking for a good while, and then he sang her the song that he had made for their own wedding to the 

tune of her race's Bridal March. Quite softly he sang it, but with such exultation as she had never heard in any 

voice before. She looked down on her home, the house she was to drive away from on that day; followed the 

road with her eyes down to the bridge across the river, and along on the other side right up to the church, 

which lay on a height, among birch-trees, with a group of houses near it. It was not a very clear day, but the 
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subdued light over the landscape was in sympathy with the subdued picture in her mind. How many hundred 

times had she not driven that road in fancy, only she never knew with whom! The words and the tune 

entranced her; the peculiar warm, soft voice seemed to touch the very depths of her being; her eyes were full, 

but she was not crying; nor was she laughing. She was sitting with her hand on his, now looking at him, now 

over the valley, when she saw smoke beginning to rise from the chimney of her home; the fire was being lit 

for making the dinner. This was an omen; she turned to Hans and pointed. He had finished his song now, and 

they sat still and looked. 

Very soon they were on their way down through the birch wood, and Hans was having trouble with the dog, 

to make him keep quiet. Mildrid's heart began to throb. Hans arranged with her that he would stay behind, but 

near the house; it was better that she should go in first alone. He carried her over one or two marshy places, 

and he felt that her hands were cold. "Don't think of what you're to say," he whispered; "just wait and see how 

things come." She gave no sound in answer, nor did she look at him. 

They came out of the wood--the last part had been big dark fir-trees, among which they had walked slowly, he 

quietly telling her about her great-grandfather's wooing of his father's sister, Aslaug; an old, strange story, 

which she only half heard, but which all the same helped her--came out of the wood into the open fields and 

meadows; and he became quiet too. Now she turned to him, and her look expressed such a great dread of what 

was before her that it made him feel wretched. He found no words of encouragement; the matter concerned 

him too nearly. They walked on a little farther, side by side, some bushes between them and the house 

concealing them from its inhabitants. When they got so near that he thought she must now go on alone, he 

whistled softly to the dog, and she took this as the sign that they must part. She stopped and looked utterly 

unhappy and forlorn; he whispered to her: "I'll be praying for you here, Mildrid--and I'll come when you need 

me." She gave him a kind of distracted look of thanks; she was really unable either to think or to see clearly. 

Then she walked on. 

As soon as she came out from the bushes she saw right into the big room of the main building--right through 

it--for it had windows at both ends, one looking up towards the wood and one down the valley. Hans had 

seated himself behind the nearest bush, with the dog at his side, and he too could see everything in the room; 

at this moment there was no one in it. Mildrid looked back once when she came to the barn, and he nodded to 

her. Then she went round the end of the barn, into the yard. 

Everything stood in its old, accustomed order, and it was very quiet. Some hens were walking on the barn-

steps. The wooden framework for the stacks had been brought out and set up against the storehouse wall since 

she was there last; that was the only change she saw. She turned to the right to go first into grandmother's 

house, her fear tempting her to take this little respite before meeting her parents; when, just between the two 

houses, at the wood-block, she came on her father, fitting a handle to an axe. He was in his knitted jersey with 

the braces over it, bareheaded, his thin long hair blowing in the breeze that was beginning to come up from 

the valley. He looked well, and almost cheerful at his work, and she took courage at the sight. He did not 

notice her, she had come so quietly and cautiously over the flagstones. 

"Good morning!" she said in a low voice. 

He looked at her in surprise for a moment. 
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"Is that you, Mildrid? Is there anything the matter?" he added hastily, examining her face. 

"No," she said, and blushed a little. But he kept his eyes on hers, and she did not dare to look up. 

Then he put down the axe, saying: 

"Let us go in to mother!" 

On the way he asked one or two questions about things up at the soeter, and got satisfactory answers. 

"Now Hans sees us going in," thought Mildrid, as they passed a gap between the barn and some of the smaller 

outhouses. 

When they got into the living-room, her father went to the door leading into the kitchen, opened it, and called: 

"Come here, mother! Mildrid has come down." 

"Why, Mildrid, has anything gone wrong?" was answered from the kitchen. 

"No," replied Mildrid from behind her father, and then coming to the door herself, she went into the kitchen 

and stood beside her mother, who was sitting by the hearth paring potatoes and putting them in the pot. 

Her mother now looked as inquiringly at her as her father had done, with the same effect. Then Randi set 

away the potato dish, went to the outer door and spoke to some one there, came back again, took off her 

kitchen apron and washed her hands, and they went together into the room. 

Mildrid knew her parents, and knew that these preparations meant that they expected something unusual. She 

had had little courage before, but now it grew less. Her father took his raised seat close to the farthest away 

window, the one that looked down the valley. Her mother sat on the same bench, but nearer the kitchen. 

Mildrid seated herself on the opposite one, in front of the table. Hans could see her there; and he could see her 

father, right in the face, but her mother he could hardly see. 

Her mother asked, as her father had done before, about things at the soeter; got the same information and a 

little more; for she asked more particularly. It was evident that both sides were making this subject last as 

long as possible, but it was soon exhausted. In the pause that came, both parents looked at Mildrid. She 

avoided the look, and asked what news there was of the neighbours. This subject was also drawn out as long 

as possible, but it came to an end too. The same silence, the same expectant eyes turned on the daughter. 

There was nothing left for her to ask about, and she began to rub her hand back and forwards on the bench. 

"Have you been in at grandmother's?" asked her mother, who was beginning to get frightened. 

No, she had not been there. This meant then that their daughter had something particular to say to _them_, 

and it could not with any seemliness be put off longer. 
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"There is something that I must tell you," she got out at last, with changing colour and downcast eyes. 

Her father and mother exchanged troubled looks. Mildrid raised her head and looked at them with great 

imploring eyes. 

"What is it, my child?" asked her mother anxiously. 

"I am betrothed," said Mildrid; hung her head again, and burst into tears. 

No more stunning blow could have fallen on the quiet circle. The parents sat looking at each other, pale and 

silent. The steady, gentle Mildrid, for whose careful ways and whose obedience they had so often thanked 

God, had, without asking their advice, without their knowledge, taken life's most important step, a step that 

was also decisive for _their_ past and future. Mildrid felt each thought along with them, and fear stopped her 

crying. 

Her father asked gently and slowly: "To whom, my child?" 

After a silence came the whispered answer: "To Hans Haugen." 

No name or event connected with Haugen had been mentioned in that room for more than twenty years. In her 

parents' opinion nothing but evil had come to Tingvold from there. Mildrid again knew their thoughts: she sat 

motionless, awaiting her sentence. 

Her father spoke again mildly and slowly: "We don't know the man, neither I nor your mother--and we didn't 

know that you knew him." 

"And I didn't know him either," said Mildrid. 

The astonished parents looked at each other. "How did it happen then?" It was her mother who asked this. 

"That is what I don't know myself," said Mildrid. 

"But, my child, surely you're mistress of your own actions?" 

Mildrid did not answer. 

"We thought," added her father gently, "that we could be quite sure of _you_." 

Mildrid did not answer. 

"But how did it happen?" repeated her mother more impatiently; "you must know that!" 
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"No, I don't know it--I only know that I could not help it--no, I couldn't!" She was sitting holding on to the 

bench with both hands. 

"God forgive and help you! Whatever came over you?" 

Mildrid gave no answer. 

Her father calmed their rising excitement by saying in a gentle, friendly voice: "Why did you not speak to one 

of us, my child?" 

And her mother controlled herself, and said quietly: "You know how much we think of our children, we who 

have lived such a lonely life; and--yes, we may say it, especially of you, Mildrid; for you have been so much 

to us." 

Mildrid felt as if she did not know where she was. 

"Yes, we did not think you would desert us like this." 

It was her father who spoke last. Though the words came gently, they did not hurt the less. 

"I will not desert you!" she stammered. 

"You must not say that," he answered, more gravely than before, "for you have done it already." 

Mildrid felt that this was true, and at the same time that it was not true, but she could not put her feeling into 

words. 

Her mother went on: "Of what good has it all been, the love that we have shown our children, and the fear of 

God that we have taught them? In the first temptation--" for her daughter's sake she could say no more. 

But Mildrid could bear it no longer. She threw her arms over the table, laid her head on them, her face 

towards her father, and sobbed. 

Neither father nor mother was capable of adding by another reproachful word to the remorse she seemed to 

feel. So there was silence. 

It might have lasted long--but Hans Haugen saw from where he sat that she was in need of help. His hunter's 

eye had caught every look, seen the movement of their lips, seen her silent struggle; now he saw her throw 

herself on the table, and he jumped up, and soon his light foot was heard in the passage. He knocked; they all 

looked up, but no one said, "Come in!" Mildrid half rose, blushing through her tears; the door opened, and 

Hans with his gun and dog stood there, pale but quite composed. He turned and shut the door, while the dog, 

wagging its tail, went up to Mildrid. Hans had been too preoccupied to notice that it had followed him in. 
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"Good morning!" said he. Mildrid fell back on her seat, drew a long breath, and looked at him with relief in 

her eyes; her fear, her bad conscience--all gone! _She was right, yes; she was right_--let come now whatever 

it pleased God to send! 

No one had answered Hans's greeting, nor had he been asked to come forward. 

"I am Hans Haugen," he said quietly; lowered his gun and stood holding it. After the parents had exchanged 

looks once or twice, he went on, but with a struggle: "I came down with Mildrid, for if she has done wrong, it 

was my fault." 

Something had to be said. The mother looked at the father, and at last he said that all this had happened 

without their knowing anything of it, and that Mildrid could give them no explanation of how it had come 

about. Hans answered that neither could he. "I am not a boy," he said, "for I am twenty-eight; but yet it came 

this way, that I, who never cared for any one before, could think of nothing else in the world from the time I 

saw her. If she had said No--well, I can't tell--but I shouldn't have been good for much after that." 

The quiet, straightforward way he said this made a good impression. Mildrid trembled; for she felt that this 

gave things a different look. Hans had his cap on, for in their district it was not the custom for a passer-by to 

take off his hat when he came in; but now he took it off unconsciously, hung it on the barrel of his gun, and 

crossed his hands over it. There was something about his whole appearance and behaviour that claimed 

consideration. 

"Mildrid is so young," said her mother; "none of us had thought of anything like this beginning with her 

already." 

"That is true enough, but to make up I am so much older," he answered; "and the housekeeping at home, in 

my house, is no great affair; it will not task her too hard--and I have plenty of help." 

The parents looked at each other, at Mildrid, at him. "Do you mean her to go home with you?" the father 

asked incredulously, almost ironically. 

"Yes," said Hans; "it is not the farm that I am coming after." He reddened, and so did Mildrid. 

If the farm had sunk into the ground the parents could not have been more astonished than they were at 

hearing it thus despised, and Mildrid's silence showed that she agreed with Hans. There was something in this 

resolution of the young people, unintentional on their part, that, as it were, took away from the parents the 

right of decision; they felt themselves humbled. 

"And it was you who said that you would not forsake us," said her mother in quiet reproach, that went to 

Mildrid's heart. But Hans came to her assistance: 

"Every child that marries has to leave its parents." 
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He smiled, and added in a friendly way: "But it's not a long journey to Haugen from here--just a little over 

four miles." 

Words are idle things at a time like this; thoughts take their own way in spite of them. The parents felt 

themselves deserted, almost deceived by the young ones. They knew that there was no fault to be found with 

the way of living at Haugen; the tourists had given the place a good name; from time to time it had been 

noticed in the newspapers; but Haugen was Haugen, and that their dearest child should wish to carry their race 

back to Haugen was more than they could bear! In such circumstances most people would likely have been 

angry, but what these two desired was to get quietly away from what pained them. They exchanged a look of 

understanding, and the father said mildly: 

"This is too much for us all at once; we can't well give our answer yet." 

"No," continued the mother; "we were not expecting such great news--nor to get it like this." 

Hans stood quiet for a minute before he said: 

"It is true enough that Mildrid should first have asked her parents' leave. But remember that neither of us 

knew what was happening till it was too late. For that is really the truth. Then we could do no more than come 

at once, both of us, and that we have done. You must not be too hard on us." 

This left really nothing more to be said about their behaviour, and Hans's quiet manner made his words sound 

all the more trustworthy. Altogether Endrid felt that he was not holding his own against him, and the little 

confidence he had in himself made him the more desirous to get away. 

"We do not know you," he said, and looked at his wife. "We must be allowed to think it over." 

"Yes, that will certainly be best," went on Randi; "we ought to know something about the man we are to give 

our child to." 

Mildrid felt the offence there was in these words, but looked imploringly at Hans. 

"That is true," answered Hans, beginning to turn his gun under the one hand; "although I don't believe there 

are many men in the district much better known than I am. But perhaps some one has spoken ill of me?" He 

looked up to them. 

Mildrid sat there feeling ashamed on her parents' account, and they themselves felt that they had perhaps 

awakened a false suspicion, and this they had no desire to do. So both said at once: 

"No, we have heard nothing bad of you." 

And the mother hastened to add that it was really the case that they hardly knew anything about him, for they 

had so seldom asked about the Haugen people. She meant no harm at all by saying this, and not till the words 
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had passed her lips, did she notice that she had expressed herself unfortunately, and she could see that both 

her husband and Mildrid felt the same. It was a little time before the answer came: 

"If the family of Tingvold have never asked after the Haugen people, the fault is not ours; we have been poor 

people till these last years." 

In these few words lay a reproach that was felt by all three to be deserved, and that thoroughly. But never till 

now had it occurred to either husband or wife that they had been in this case neglecting a duty; never till now 

had they reflected that their poor relations at Haugen should not have been made to suffer for misfortunes of 

which they had been in no way the cause. They stole an awkward glance at each other, and sat still, feeling 

real shame. Hans had spoken quietly, though Randi's words must have been very irritating to him. This made 

both the old people feel that he was a fine fellow, and that they had two wrongs to make good again. Thus it 

came about that Endrid said: 

"Let us take time and think things over; can't you stay here and have dinner with us? Then we can talk a 

little." 

And Randi added: "Come away here and sit down." 

Both of them rose. 

Hans set away the gun with his cap on it, and went forward to the bench on which Mildrid was sitting, 

whereupon she at once got up, she did not know why. Her mother said she had things to see to in the kitchen, 

and went out. Her father was preparing to go too; but Mildrid did not wish to be alone with Hans as long as 

her parents withheld their consent, so she went towards the other door, and they presently saw her crossing 

the yard to her grandmother's house. As Endrid could not leave Hans alone, he turned and sat down again. 

The two men talked together about indifferent matters--first it was about the hunting, about the Haugen 

brothers' arrangements in the little summer huts they had high up on the mountains, about the profits they 

made by this sort of thing, &c. &c. From this they came to Haugen itself, and the tourists, and the farm 

management; and from all he heard Endrid got the impression of there being prosperity there now, and plenty 

of life. Randi came backwards and forwards, making preparations for the dinner, and often listened to what 

was being said; and it was easy to see that the two old people, at first so shy of Hans, became by degrees a 

little surer of him; for the questions began to be more personal. 

They did not fail to observe his good manners at the dinner-table. He sat with his back to the wall, opposite 

Mildrid and her mother; the father sat at the end of the table on his high seat. The farm people had dined 

earlier, in the kitchen, where indeed all in the house generally took their meals together. They were making 

the difference to-day because they were unwilling that Hans should be seen. Mildrid felt at table that her 

mother looked at her whenever Hans smiled. He had one of those serious faces that grow very pleasant when 

they smile. One or two such things Mildrid added together in her mind, and brought them to the sum she 

wanted to arrive at. Only she did not feel herself so sure, but that the strain in the room was too great for her, 

and she was glad enough to escape from it by going after dinner again to her grandmother's. 
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The men took a walk about the farm, but they neither went where the people were working, nor where 

grandmother could see them. Afterwards they came and sat in the room again, and now mother had finished 

her work and could sit with them. By degrees the conversation naturally became more confidential, and in 

course of time (but this was not till towards evening) Randi ventured to ask Hans how it had all come about 

between him and Mildrid; Mildrid herself had been able to give no account of it. Possibly it was principally 

out of feminine curiosity that the mother asked, but the question was a very welcome one to Hans. 

He described everything minutely, and with such evident happiness, that the old people were almost at once 

carried away by his story. And when he came to yesterday--to the forced march Beret had made in search of 

him because Mildrid was plunged in anguish of mind on her parents' account--and then came to Mildrid 

herself, and told of her ever-increasing remorse because her parents knew nothing; told of her flight down to 

them, and how, worn-out in soul and body, she had had to sit down and rest and had fallen asleep, alone and 

unhappy--then the old people felt that they recognised their child again. And the mother especially began to 

feel that she had perhaps been too hard with her. 

While the young man was telling about Mildrid, he was telling too, without being aware of it, about himself; 

for his love to Mildrid showed clearly in every word, and made her parents glad. He felt this himself at last, 

and was glad too--and the old couple, unaccustomed to such quiet self-reliance and strength, felt real 

happiness. This went on increasing, till the mother at last, without thinking, said smilingly: 

"I suppose you've arranged everything right up to the wedding, you two--before asking either of us?" 

The father laughed too, and Hans answered, just as it occurred to him at the moment, by softly singing a 

single line of the Wedding March, 

"Play away! speed us on! we're in haste, I and you!" 

and laughed; but was modest enough at once to turn to something else. He happened accidentally to look at 

Randi, and saw that she was quite pale. He felt in an instant that he had made a mistake in recalling that tune 

to her. Endrid looked apprehensively at his wife, whose emotion grew till it became so strong that she could 

not stay in the room; she got up and went out. 

"I know I have done something wrong," said Hans anxiously. 

Endrid made no reply. Hans, feeling very unhappy, got up to go after Randi and excuse himself, but sat down 

again, declaring that he had meant no harm at all. 

"No, you could hardly be expected to understand rightly about that," said Endrid. 

"Can't _you_ go after her and put it right again!" 

He had already such confidence in this man that he dared ask him anything. 

But Endrid said: "No; rather leave her alone just now; I know her." 
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Hans, who a few minutes before had felt himself at the very goal of his desires, now felt himself cast into the 

depths of despair, and would not be cheered up, though Endrid strove patiently to do it. The dog helped by 

coming forward to them; for Endrid went on asking questions about him, and afterwards told with real 

pleasure about a dog he himself had had, and had taken much interest in, as is generally the way with people 

leading a lonely life. 

Randi had gone out and sat down on the doorstep. The thought of her daughter's marriage and the sound of 

the Bridal March together had stirred up old memories too painfully. _She_ had not, like her daughter, given 

herself willingly to a man she loved! The shame of her wedding-day had been deserved; and that shame, and 

the trouble, and the loss of their children--all the suffering and struggle of years came over her again. 

And so all her Bible-reading and all her praying had been of no avail! She sat there in the most violent 

agitation! Her grief that she could thus be overcome caused her in despair to begin the bitterest self-

accusation. Again she felt the scorn of the crowd at her foolish bridal procession; again she loathed herself for 

her own weakness--that she could not stop her crying then, nor her thinking of it now--that with her want of 

self-control she had cast undeserved suspicion on her parents, destroyed her own health and through this 

caused the death of the children she bore, and lastly that with all this she had embittered the life of a loving 

husband, and feigned a piety that was not real, as her present behaviour clearly showed! 

How dreadful that she still felt it in this way--that she had got no farther! 

Then it burst upon her--both her crying in church and the consuming bitterness that had spoiled the early 

years of her married life had been _wounded vanity_. It was wounded vanity that was weeping now; and that 

might at any moment separate her from God, her happiness in this world and the world to come! 

So worthless, so worthless did she feel herself that she dared not look up to God; for oh! how great were her 

shortcomings towards Him! But why, she began to wonder, why had she succumbed just now--at the moment 

when her daughter, in all true-heartedness and overflowing happiness, had given herself to the man she loved? 

Why at this moment arouse all the ugly memories and thoughts that lay dormant in her mind? Was she 

envious of Mildrid; envious of her own daughter? No, _that_ she knew she was not--and she began to recover 

herself. 

What a grand thought it was that her daughter was perhaps going to atone for _her_ fault! Could children do 

that? Yes, as surely as they themselves were a work of ours, they could--but we must help too, with 

repentance, with gratitude! And before Randi knew what was happening, she could pray again, bowing in 

deep humility and contrition before the Lord, who had once more shown her what she was without Him. She 

prayed for grace as one that prays for life; for she felt that it was life that was coming to her again! Now her 

account was blotted out; it was just the last settling of it that had unnerved her. 

She rose and looked up through streaming tears; she knew that things had come right now; there was One who 

had lifted the burden of pain from her! 

Had she not had the same feeling often before? No, never a feeling like this--not till now was the victory won. 

And she went forward knowing that she had gained the mastery over herself. Something was broken that till 

now had bound her--she felt with every movement that she was free both in soul and body. And if, after God, 
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she had her daughter to thank for this, that daughter should in return be helped to enjoy her own happiness to 

the full. 

By this time she was in the passage of grandmother's house; but no one in the house recognised her step. She 

took hold of the latch and opened the door like a different person. "Mildrid, come here!" she said; and Mildrid 

and her grandmother looked at each other, for that was not mother. Mildrid ran to her. What could be 

happening? Her mother took her by the arm, shut the door behind her, so that they were alone, then threw her 

arms round her neck, and wept and wept, embracing her with a vehemence and happiness which Mildrid, 

uplifted by her love, could return right heartily. 

"God for ever bless and recompense you!" whispered the mother. 

The two sitting in the other house saw them coming across the yard, hand in hand, walking so fast that they 

felt sure something had happened. The door opened and both came forward. But instead of giving her to 

Hans, or saying anything to him or Endrid, the mother just put her arms once more round her daughter, and 

repeated with a fresh burst of emotion: "God for ever bless and reward you!" 

Soon they were all sitting in grandmother's room. The old woman was very happy. She knew quite well who 

Hans Haugen was--the young people had often spoken about him; and she at once understood that this union 

wiped out, as it were, much that was painful in the life of her son and his wife. Besides, Hans's good looks 

rejoiced the cheery old woman's heart. They all stayed with her, and the day ended with father, after a psalm, 

reading from a prayer-book a portion beginning: "The Lord has been in our house!" 

* * * * * 

I shall only tell of two days in their life after this, and in each of these days only of a few minutes. 

The first is the young people's wedding-day. Inga, Mildrid's cousin, herself a married woman now, had come 

to deck out the bride. This was done in the store-house. The old chest which held the family's bridal silver 

ornaments--crown, girdle, stomacher, brooches, rings--was drawn from its place. Grandmother had the key of 

it, and came to open it, Beret acting as her assistant. Mildrid had put on her wedding-dress and all the 

ornaments that belonged to herself, before this grandeur (well polished by Beret and grandmother the week 

before) came to light, glittering and heavy. One after another each ornament was tried. Beret held the mirror 

in front of the bride. Grandmother told how many of her family had worn these silver things on their 

wedding-day, the happiest of them all her own mother, Aslaug Haugen. 

Presently they heard the Bridal March played outside; they all stopped, listened, and then hurried to the door 

to see what it meant. The first person they saw was Endrid, the bride's father. He had seen Hans Haugen with 

his brothers and sisters coming driving up the road to the farm. It was not often that any idea out of the 

common came to Endrid, but on this occasion it did occur to him that these guests ought to be received with 

the March of their race. He called out the fiddlers and started them; he was standing beside them himself, and 

some others had joined him, when Hans and his good brothers and sisters, in two carriages, drove into the 

yard. It was easily seen that this reception touched them. 
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An hour later the March of course struck up again. This was when the bride and bridegroom, and after them 

the bride's parents, came out, with the players going before them, to get into the carriages. At some great 

moments in our lives all the omens are propitious; to-day the bridal party drove away from Tingvold in 

glorious spring weather. The crowd at the church was so great that no one remembered having seen the like of 

it, on any occasion. And in this gathering each person knew the story of the family, and its connection with 

the Bridal March which was sounding exultantly in the sunshine over the heads of bride and bridegroom. 

And because they were all thinking of the one thing, the pastor took a text for his address that allowed him to 

explain how our children are our life's crown, bearing clear witness to our honour, our development, our 

work. 

On the way back from the altar Hans stopped just outside the church-door; he said something; the bride, in her 

superhuman happiness, did not hear it; but she felt what it was. He wished her to look at Ole Haugen's grave, 

how richly clad in flowers it lay to-day. She looked, and they passed out almost touching his headstone; the 

parents following them. 

The other incident in their life that must be recalled is the visit of Endrid and Randi as grandparents. Hans had 

carried out his determination that they were to live at Haugen, although he had to promise that he would take 

Tingvold when the old people either could or would no longer manage it, and when the old grandmother was 

dead. But in their whole visit there is only one single thing that concerns us here, and that is that Randi, after a 

kind reception and good entertainment, when she was sitting with her daughter's child on her knee, began 

rocking it and crooning something--and what she crooned was the Bridal March. Her daughter clasped her 

hands in wonder and delight, but controlled herself at once and kept silence; Hans offered Endrid more to 

drink, which he declined; but this was on both sides only an excuse for exchanging a look. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/bjrnstjerne-bjrnson/short-story/the-bridal-march 
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Flipping a protein switch could help hearts heal after an attack 

By Michael Irving 

 

Researchers have identified three proteins that play a role in enabling heart cells to replenish themselves 

again 

lightsource/Depositphotos 

The human body is good at replenishing cells to repair damage, but one vital organ lacks this ability – the 

heart. But now, researchers at the University of Texas Southwestern Medical Center have uncovered a suite of 

proteins in mice that could be switched off to induce heart cells to begin replicating again temporarily. 

Part of what makes heart disease so deadly is that even if a person survives the initial heart attack, the organ’s 

function is permanently impaired. Damaged cells can’t be replaced so instead scar tissue forms, which doesn’t 

beat and eventually leads to further attacks. 

https://newatlas.com/author/michael-irving/
https://depositphotos.com/8732035/stock-photo-heart-and-ekg-ecg-graph.html
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But that may not always be the case. Previous studies by the team found that, in mice at least, the heart can 

regenerate for the first few days after birth, but the function grinds to a halt after about a week. The 

researchers wanted to find out why that was, and whether it could be undone. 

For the new study, the team identified a set of proteins that appear to stop heart cell division – and found that 

switching them off can restart the division process temporarily. The proteins in question are transcription 

factors called Meis1 and Hoxb13, and another protein called calcineurin. 

The team originally thought that Meis1 acted alone, and in earlier work they deleted the gene that encodes this 

protein in mice. That did extend how long the hearts of the young mice could replenish cells, but not for too 

much longer. 

 

Adult heart cells in mice with two genes deleted showed improved regeneration  

https://newatlas.com/medical/heart-cell-regeneration-protein-switch/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=aa38271fc7-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_04_23_08_36&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-aa38271fc7-92970593#gallery:2
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UT Southwestern 

The researchers later found a related protein, Hoxb13, that acts as a kind of chaperone for Meis1. When this 

was deleted, the young mice had a similar extended period of heart cell division, but not long enough to be 

much use. 

Next, the team tested switching off Hoxb13 in adult mice after inducing heart attacks. Heart cells began 

dividing again for a short time but, while it prevented deterioration, it wasn’t enough to help the mice fully 

recover. 

Interestingly, switching off both Meis1 and Hoxb13 worked better. In this case, the team noted that heart cells 

shrank and began multiplying at a faster rate, mimicking an earlier stage of development. That helped the 

animals regain almost normal heart function after an induced heart attack. 

While this study is of course only applicable to mice at the moment, the long-term hope is that scientists may 

be able to develop drugs that can be given to a patient after a heart attack to help heal the organ and prevent 

further damage. Even just a temporary boost in the ability for heart cells to divide could drastically improve 

patient outcomes. 

The best bet for this may come from a third protein, calcineurin, which the team found to regulate Meis1 and 

Hoxb13. Drugs already exist to target this protein, since it plays a role in many other diseases, so it could be 

adapted for heart attack patients. 

“By building up the story of the fundamental mechanisms of heart cell division and what blocks it, we are 

now significantly closer to being able to harness these pathways to save lives,” says Hesham Sadek, lead 

researcher on the study. 

Other experimental methods to get heart cells replenishing themselves again involve using placental stem 

cells, applying nanofiber patches, reprogramming structural cells to become heart muscle cells, or ramping up 

expression of certain genes. 

The new research was published in the journal Nature. 

Source: UT Southwestern 
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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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Solar farms, power stations and water treatment plants can be attractions instead of eyesores 
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Infrastructure as art: Jacob van Ruisdael, ‘Windmill at Wijk bij Duurstede,’ c. 1670. Rijksmuseum, 

Amsterdam, CC BY-ND 

Amid the economic and social fallout of the COVID-19 pandemic, many people see the process of restarting 

society as a chance to do things differently. Some organizations are calling for big investments in 

infrastructure, both to generate jobs and to promote green economic growth. 

But projects that sound worthy in the abstract can meet stiff resistance when it’s time to break ground locally. 

For example, in 2012 I served on a committee tasked with choosing an energy provider to build a solar farm 

on an old landfill in the progressive town of Amherst, Massachusetts. Neighbors, who were not consulted, 

fought to preserve a bucolic meadow that had grown up on the landfill site. After several lawsuits, the project 

died an unhappy death. 

https://hart.amsterdam/collectie/object/amcollect/38744
https://hart.amsterdam/collectie/object/amcollect/38744
http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nd/4.0/
https://www.spglobal.com/en/research-insights/featured/infrastructure-productivity-boost-coronavirus
https://www.weforum.org/agenda/2020/03/a-green-reboot-after-the-pandemic/
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This debacle got me thinking. As an architectural historian, I knew that Americans had not always been so 

disconnected from facilities that produced necessities like food, energy and clean water. My new book, 

“Landscape and Infrastructure: Re-Imagining the Pastoral Paradigm for the 21st Century,” explores how 

Western views of the systems that sustain society have evolved. It also highlights contemporary projects that 

successfully marry infrastructure and community into places where people want to be. 

Art objects and tourist attractions 

In European landscape paintings from the 17th and 18th centuries, such as Jacob Ruisdael’s Dutch 

landscapes, windmills compete with church spires for prominence on the skyline. This wasn’t just an aesthetic 

choice. Painters focused on windmills because they generated wealth and prosperity. 

 

The ha-ha in front of Heaton Hall, Heaton Park, Manchester, U.K. Richerman/English Wikipedia, CC BY-SA 

Classic English landscape gardens include a feature called a ha-ha – a grassy trench running across a lawn, 

reinforced by a sunken wall that was invisible from the main house. This created a view of what looked like 

unbroken lawn, grazed by sheep and cattle – key sources of wealth and prosperity – while separating visitors 

from the animals and their waste. 

https://scholar.google.com/citations?user=K9EF21oAAAAJ&hl=en
https://www.bloomsbury.com/us/landscape-and-infrastructure-9781350071094/
https://www.nationalgallery.org.uk/artists/jacob-van-ruisdael
https://www.nationalgallery.org.uk/artists/jacob-van-ruisdael
https://images.theconversation.com/files/334805/original/file-20200513-156665-uw4kqo.jpeg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/334805/original/file-20200513-156665-uw4kqo.jpeg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://upload.wikimedia.org/wikipedia/commons/9/9c/Heaton_Hall_Ha-Ha_%28filtered%29.JPG
http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-sa/4.0/
https://www.nationaltrust.org.uk/features/what-is-a-ha-ha
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In the 19th and 20th centuries a handful of architects and artists wrangled with weaving infrastructure and 

nature together. Frederick Graff’s 1823 Fairmount Water Works protected Philadelphia’s water supply and 

drew hordes of visitors to admire its Neo-Palladian architecture and landscape park along the Schuylkill 

River. 

 

Thomas Doughty, ‘View of the Fairmount Waterworks, Philadelphia, from the West Bank of the Schuylkill 

River,’ 1826. Philadelphia Museum of Art, CC BY-ND 

And in the 1930s Frank Lloyd Wright envisioned a utopian community called Broadacre City – his 

Depression-era answer to urban planning. This project, which was never built at scale, wove together gardens, 

industry and residences into what he called a Usonian society – one that offered Americans deeper 

connections with nature and productivity. 

Going industrial 

https://www.visitphilly.com/things-to-do/attractions/water-works-restaurant-and-lounge/
https://images.theconversation.com/files/334816/original/file-20200513-156641-seia91.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/334816/original/file-20200513-156641-seia91.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://www.philamuseum.org/collections/permanent/343835.html?mulR=64047836%7C6
http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nd/4.0/
https://franklloydwright.org/revisiting-frank-lloyd-wrights-vision-broadacre-city/
https://99percentinvisible.org/episode/usonia-the-beautiful/
https://images.theconversation.com/files/334816/original/file-20200513-156641-seia91.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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Yet as societies industrialized, artists and landscape architects began to downplay or separate industry and 

infrastructure from their views of nature. People came to understand nature as something unspoiled and 

separate from modern communities – a view that still dominates today. 

As cities and suburbs expanded in the 19th and 20th centuries, so did power stations, water treatment plants 

and waste facilities. Increasingly, these structures were built on the industrial fringes of metropolitan areas, 

out of sight and out of mind. Often they were located in underserved communities that lacked the political 

clout to object. 

 

A solar farm in Hadley, Massachusetts, that produces renewable electricity but does nothing for the land it sits 

on. Margaret Vickery, CC BY-ND 

Even renewable energy systems, for all of their green cachet, often perpetuate this destructive tradition. Many 

solar farms across the U.S. are lifeless slabs encircled by chain link fences, taking up land and habitat. For 

most of us, the idea that infrastructure can be inviting and aesthetic seems contradictory. 

Productive and attractive 

https://images.theconversation.com/files/329536/original/file-20200421-82654-17b5ujt.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/329536/original/file-20200421-82654-17b5ujt.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nd/4.0/
https://images.theconversation.com/files/329536/original/file-20200421-82654-17b5ujt.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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What’s the alternative? In my book I highlight recent infrastructure projects whose creative teams included 

artists, architects or landscape architects and invited community input. These facilities don’t just generate 

electricity or process waste: They also offer recreation and education, and connect visitors to the sources of 

their energy and drinking water. 

Hampden, Connecticut’s water filtration plant, completed in 2005, is one such ecological and aesthetic asset. 

The structure, which resembles an inverted silver teardrop, emerges from a landscape carefully designed to 

mimic the filtering processes that happen within the building. Paths and ponds around the site provide 

recreation, education and wildlife habitat. 

 

Lake Whitney Water Purification Plant, Hamden, Connecticut, 2005. Steven Holl Architects, Michael van 

Valkenburgh Landscape Architects. Elizabeth Felicella, CC BY-ND 

The Solar Strand at the University at Buffalo, New York, designed in 2012, is a dramatic contrast to fields of 

solar panels arranged in unbroken rows. Laid out like a strand of DNA, irregular placement of arrays creates 

breakout spaces for outdoor classrooms. Paths meander through, wildflowers bloom and rabbits graze. It is a 

place of learning and recreation that showcases the school’s commitment to clean energy. 

Landscape architect Walter Hood describes his concept for the UB Solar Strand. 

Copenhagen’s Amager Bakke waste-to-energy plant, completed in 2019, converts trash to electricity and 

provides an artificial ski slope and climbing walls for visitors who come to recycle their washing machines, 

paper and plastics. The ski track on the plant’s sloping roof is bordered by green plantings that spread seeds 

https://sah-archipedia.org/buildings/CT-01-009-0098
https://images.theconversation.com/files/335141/original/file-20200514-77235-1ro2zib.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/335141/original/file-20200514-77235-1ro2zib.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nd/4.0/
http://www.hooddesignstudio.com/solarstrand
http://www.volund.dk/Waste_to_Energy/References/ARC_Amager_Bakke_Copenhagen
https://archinect.com/news/article/150162866/big-s-waste-to-energy-ski-slope-amager-bakke-is-now-open
https://images.theconversation.com/files/335141/original/file-20200514-77235-1ro2zib.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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across the surrounding landscape. Waste-to-energy plants are highly unpopular in many places, but 

developers built a new apartment complex near Amager Bakke to take advantage of the recreational 

opportunities it offers. 

 

On the sloping roof of the Amager Bakke Waste to Energy Plant, Copenhagen, 2018 (artist’s rendition). © 

SLA Landscape Architects, CC BY-ND 

The Solrøgård Energy, Climate and Environmental Park, opened in 2019 in Hillerød, Denmark, is home to a 

recycling center, geothermal energy system and state-of-the-art wastewater treatment plant. The plant features 

two buildings, bifurcated by rainwater gardens and flowering trees, tucked within the landscape. Paths lead 

over their grassy roofs, and large windows offer views of the treatment processes taking place inside. 

https://theconversation.com/garbage-in-garbage-out-incinerating-trash-is-not-an-effective-way-to-protect-the-climate-or-reduce-waste-84182
https://images.theconversation.com/files/335144/original/file-20200514-77239-ms84yq.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/335144/original/file-20200514-77239-ms84yq.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nd/4.0/
https://www.cfmoller.com/p/Energy-Climate-and-Environmental-Park-i3034.html
https://www.designraid.net/11126/solrodgard-water-treatment-plant-by-henning-larsen-architects/
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=uHj3kA2Ay_E&feature=youtu.be
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=uHj3kA2Ay_E&feature=youtu.be
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Hillerød Renseanlaeg Water Treatment Plant, 2019. © Henning Larsen Architects A/S/, CC BY-ND 

All of these facilities involve the surrounding community, educate the public and include nature and the 

landscape. Such creative approaches could have avoided the bitter dispute Amherst experienced in 2012. 

Projects like these demonstrate that infrastructure can do more than provide energy and water: It can also 

create aesthetically welcoming spaces for society. As U.S. leaders consider how to restart the economy, I 

believe they should consider investing in projects that are not only productive, but enhance and revitalize the 

communities around them. 

 

https://theconversation.com/solar-farms-power-stations-and-water-treatment-plants-can-be-attractions-

instead-of-eyesores-136168 
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Billions could be living in Sahara-like heat within 30 years, new study finds 

By AJ Dellinger 

The Sahara Desert is one of the hottest and driest regions of the planet, experiencing average temperatures of 

over 100 degrees Farenheit during the day and highs that can reach 136 degrees. It's not surprising, given the 

extreme heat, that the Sahara has one of the lowest population densities on Earth. Unfortunately, the type of 

heat that has made the area a less than ideal destination to call home is coming to places where a large chunk 

of the world's population has already set up shop. According to a study published this week in 

the Proceedings of the National Academy of Sciences that used modeling to extrapolate out the potential 

conditions created by human-caused climate change, current greenhouse gas emissions levels could bring 

Sahara-like heat to billions of people by 2050. 

The doomsday scenario painted by researchers of widespread temperature increases is based on the 

assumption that we continue on our current path without cutting back on carbon emissions. Were emissions to 

remain at current levels, which would mean that most of the planet is still heavily reliant on fossil fuels for 

everything from transportation to generating electricity, then as much as 20 percent of the world could 

experience types of heat that are essentially unbearable for day-to-day life. The estimates project that as many 

as three billion people, nearly 40 percent of the earth's population, would be affected by the significant uptick 

in heat and would likely be displaced and forced to seek out more livable conditions, leading to an almost 

unimaginable climate refugee crisis. Countries including India, Nigeria, Pakistan, Indonesia, Sudan, Niger, 

https://www.mic.com/profile/aj-dellinger-17944492
https://earthobservatory.nasa.gov/experiments/biome/biodesert.php
https://earthobservatory.nasa.gov/experiments/biome/biodesert.php
https://www.livescience.com/19700-hottest-place-earth.html
https://www.streetdirectory.com/travel_guide/213038/travel_and_leisure/sahara_desert_has_one_of_the_lowest_population_densities.html
https://www.pnas.org/content/early/2020/04/28/1910114117
https://www.mic.com/p/climate-change-threats-are-grounds-for-seeking-asylum-un-says-21734620
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the Philippines, Bangladesh, Burkina Faso, and Thailand are all projected to be victims of the rising 

temperatures. 

Humans, like most living creatures, have a preferred "climate niche" or necessary conditions that enable the 

species to survive. According to researchers, who examined more than 6,000 years of data to see where 

humans have called home over time, the biggest determining factor for the species is heat. While humans 

have managed to make due in regions with little rainfall and less than fertile soil, the one thing that they 

typically cannot abide is severe heat. Most of humankind occupies regions where the average annual 

temperature remains between 43 and 82 degrees Fahrenheit — with the optimal range more narrowly 51.8 to 

59 degrees Fahrenheit. Not only do those conditions typically prove comfortable for people, but they also 

enable food production through staple crops and livestock. An event like the one warned of in the study would 

represent a significant shrinking of humanity's climate niche on earth. 

If there is good news to be found in the study, it's that our current levels of greenhouse gas emissions are not 

likely to remain steady. Greenhouse gas emissions leveled off globally last year despite economic growth, 

suggesting that reliance on fossil fuels might start declining, and the coronavirus pandemic has provided 

a temporary reprieve from carbon emissions as millions of people shelter in place. However, researchers 

accounted for recent trends and still project that the unbearable heat will affect more than one billion people 

by 2070. Prior research has suggested that the planet is actually warming quicker than expected, which does 

not bode well for people trying to remain within the human climate niche. While much of the temperature 

rises projected by the latest study will affect Asia and Africa, other regions of the planet are likely to feel the 

effects, as well. Experts have previously warned that extreme heat could plague more than 250 major cities in 

the US by 2050, with temperatures climbing above 100 degrees Fahrenheit for at least one month out of the 

year, if not more. Human activity is quickly starting to shrink the human climate niche, and something has to 

change before billions of people across the globe are living outside of conditions needed for our survival. 

 

https://www.mic.com/p/billions-could-be-living-in-sahara-like-heat-within-30-years-new-study-finds-

22873680 

  

https://www.mic.com/p/global-greenhouse-gas-emissions-leveled-off-in-2019-but-we-still-need-more-progress-21801502
https://www.mic.com/p/chinas-carbon-emissions-drop-by-100-million-metric-tons-due-to-coronavirus-21817991
https://www.mic.com/p/climate-change-models-are-running-hotter-than-expected-scientists-arent-sure-why-21770646
https://www.mic.com/p/union-of-concerned-scientists-report-warns-of-extreme-heat-coming-for-us-cities-in-less-than-20-years-18203887
https://www.mic.com/p/union-of-concerned-scientists-report-warns-of-extreme-heat-coming-for-us-cities-in-less-than-20-years-18203887
https://www.mic.com/p/billions-could-be-living-in-sahara-like-heat-within-30-years-new-study-finds-22873680
https://www.mic.com/p/billions-could-be-living-in-sahara-like-heat-within-30-years-new-study-finds-22873680
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What is it about creepy kids in horror? 

S.F. Whitaker Apr 15, 2020 

Why are kids in horror novels so creepy? Is it horrible lines delivered with an adorable gap toothed lisp? Is it 

a tiny cherubic face gnawing on a femur?  Perhaps it’s the corruption of innocence. They should be playing 

hopscotch or digging for worms rather than wholesale slaughtering a town or terrorizing a governess. I’m not 

talking about child protagonists in novels, not poor little side characters who are just trying to survive along 

with their panic stricken parents. We will take a closer look at those poor souls and their respective therapy 

bills in another article. For now let’s explore what it is about these angelic little monsters that really makes 

our skin crawl. 

What if it isn’t the kids? What if the horror really lies in the depths parents will go to for their little ones? 

Parents are largely wired to protect their progeny. What happens to that ingrained need to see these tiny 

creatures survive when we add a supernatural element to the mix? Suffer the Children by Craig DiLouie is a 

prime example of what happens when the children of loving parents are put in an extreme situation. It 

highlights what regular people may be willing to do in times of crisis for their kids. Sure, the majority of 

violence is at the hands of tiny teeth that should be left for the tooth fairy, and little hands that in the sickness 

are far stronger than they should be. I would argue that the parents, however, commit the truly monstrous acts. 

Even the voice of reason cannot penetrate the panicked masses. It’s truly amazing the lengths to which 

parents will go for the safety of their children. Can you say you would do any different?  

https://bookriot.com/author/s-f-whitaker/
https://bookriot.com/category/horror/
http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/1476739633/ref=as_li_tf_il?ie=UTF8&tag=boorio-20&linkCode=as2&camp=217145&creative=399349&creativeASIN=1476739633
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There is something deeply disturbing about a child behaving as an adult with levels of maturity belied by their 

tiny forms. A popular example of such a character is Claudia from Anne Rice’s Interview With the Vampire. 

When we first meet the timeless child she’s only six years old, clinging to the corpse of her plague ridden 

mother. In the beginning she’s happy with her fathers, playing the part of the tearful lost urchin to hunt. 

However, as the years slip by she ages on the inside while frozen in time on the outside. She’ll never grow up. 

She’ll never reach maturity and grow into a woman. She’ll forever be an adorable child. 

 

In The Turn of The Screw a governess encounters two disturbing children. They’re oddly beautiful and 

distant. But there is something deeper and more sinister to these siblings in their own little world. Their 

interactions are too adult, as adult as the spirits who want fresh bodies to inhabit. To make matters worse, the 

children aren’t phased in the slightest by the prospect of possession and seem to want it just as much as the 

lurking spirits. 

http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/0345337662/ref=as_li_tf_il?ie=UTF8&tag=boorio-20&linkCode=as2&camp=217145&creative=399349&creativeASIN=0345337662
http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/166167285X/ref=as_li_tf_il?ie=UTF8&tag=boorio-20&linkCode=as2&camp=217145&creative=399349&creativeASIN=166167285X
http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/1476739633/ref=as_li_tf_il?ie=UTF8&tag=boorio-20&linkCode=as2&camp=217145&creative=399349&creativeASIN=1476739633
http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/0345337662/ref=as_li_tf_il?ie=UTF8&tag=boorio-20&linkCode=as2&camp=217145&creative=399349&creativeASIN=0345337662
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We want to see children as innocent rather than tiny people all their own. Like it or not, some characters are 

just born bad. In these cases, society seeks to place blame on anything. The system, parents, schools, etc. At 

the end of the day, however, what’s done is done. Take Lionel Shriver’s We Need to Talk About Kevin. Our 

main character Eva drifts in the wake of the aftermath of her son Kevin’s actions. This gut wrenching book 

takes us through her strained interactions with Kevin from an early age through the incident and after. Who’s 

really to blame? Was Kevin just capable of those things from the word go? 

In 1954 Willam March gave us arguably one of the most disturbing child villains of all time in the saccharin 

sweet 8-year-old Rhoda Penmark in The Bad Seed. The angelic smile hides a vicious drive to get what she 

wants. Whether it’s a music box or a medal, no one will stand in her way. Her mother, much to her horror, 

begins connecting the dots regarding why bad things happen when little Rhoda is around. The bright eyes and 

perfect pigtails seem to pull the wool over every other adult’s eyes. Whatever, is a mother to do when she 

suspects her daughter is a dangerous psychopath? 

What about when parental love isn’t enough, or too much? In some cases these little monsters are left to their 

own devices, and if books have taught us anything it’s that children with no oversight is never a good thing. Is 

any look into the world of creepy kids complete without Children of the Corn by Stephen King? Oh, Burt and 

http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B01DRXF5C4/ref=as_li_tf_il?ie=UTF8&tag=boorio-20&linkCode=as2&camp=217145&creative=399349&creativeASIN=B01DRXF5C4
http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/1250170761/ref=as_li_tf_il?ie=UTF8&tag=boorio-20&linkCode=as2&camp=217145&creative=399349&creativeASIN=1250170761
http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/1250170761/ref=as_li_tf_il?ie=UTF8&tag=boorio-20&linkCode=as2&camp=217145&creative=399349&creativeASIN=1250170761
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Vicky, if only you’d paid attention to the road and not to whatever shallow fight you had going when the story 

begins, you wouldn’t have run over the body in the middle of the road. You wouldn’t have had to find help in 

the nearby town of Gatlin. You wouldn’t have met the children. The children of Gatlin and their strange child-

evangelist leader had it with their heathen parents, and He Who Walks Behind the Rows has deemed all adults 

unworthy. We have seen religious zealots in other stories, but fire and brimstone proselytizing through lisping 

gaped teeth is disturbing to the core. 

THE FRIGHT STUFF NEWSLETTER 

The latest and greatest from the world of horror 

Let's Do This
 

By signing up you agree to our terms of use 

In Baby Teeth by Zoje Stage the pendulum swings the other way and we find Hanna, who loves her daddy just 

a little too much and sees her mother Suzette as an obstacle to her father’s full affection. 

So in any of these cases, what’s a parent to do? Sometimes monsters come in unexpected shapes and sizes. 

They could even have a sweet smile, adorable pigtails, and dark secrets hidden behind those big eyes. 

https://bookriot.com/2020/04/15/what-is-it-about-creepy-kids-in-horror/ 

  

https://bookriot.com/termsofuse/
http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/1250170761/ref=as_li_tf_il?ie=UTF8&tag=boorio-20&linkCode=as2&camp=217145&creative=399349&creativeASIN=1250170761
https://bookriot.com/2020/04/15/what-is-it-about-creepy-kids-in-horror/
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After Callimachus 
by Stephanie Burt 

Issue no. 230 (Fall 2019) 

Epigrams, 56 

When I began writing I felt like a constellation, 

                                some new fixture in the sky, 

a lamp with twenty wicks, or at least 

                                an eternal flame. It was mostly a lie 

I told myself, though a few 

                                of my friends bought in. Now 

look at me. I am, at best, 

                                a little candle under glass, 

a strip of magnesium you might 

                                ignite for a demonstration in chemistry class, 

or else a meteorite, fast 

                                becoming invisible, something you’d point out 

to a child, a faint 

                                thing everyone knows can’t last. 

If you enjoyed this poem, why not read … 

 our latest feature on the Daily, Poets on Couches? In this new series of videograms, poets read and 

discuss the poems getting them through these strange times—broadcasting straight from their 

couches to yours. First up: Stephanie Burt reads “Untitled [There are more of us]” by Killarney 

Clary. 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=41f996300e&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=41f996300e&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=9c6f13b971&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=41f996300e&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=41f996300e&e=d538c8f2e0
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How to investigate the effect of climate change on multiple species without a mechanistic model 

ByBCAM   

Species distribution models (SDM) are computer algorithms that relate species distribution, occurrence or 

abundance, with information on environmental conditions and spatial characteristics of locations where the 

species has been, or is suspected to be, found. These models can be used to predict or to have a better 

understanding of the species distribution, and are widely used in ecology, evolutionary biology and 

conservation. 

With climate emergency becoming a reality, in recent years there has been an increased interest in 

understanding how future environmental changes may impact species distribution. As a result, novel methods 

to better predict environmental suitability for species have been developed, accompanied by a drive to 

improve performance of existing models. 

A variety of statistical methods have been applied to species distribution modelling, from regression-based 

models or neural networks to maximum entropy models. The problem with most of these methods is that 

species responses along environmental gradients are not ecologically meaningful or otherwise difficult to 

interpret. 

It seems evident that species distribution models need a stronger theoretical background. One key point is 

clarifying the relationship between species distribution models and the concept of ecological niche, resulting 

in a statistical model that should be ecologically plausible. 

According to ecological niche theory, species distributions should have a single peak with respect to 

environmental gradients, i.e., they are unimodal relationships. This is a technical way of saying that when 

environmental conditions become less favourable, for example, various stages of the life cycle (feeding, 

growth and reproduction) are affected, resulting in lower presence of the species. If species data are scarce 

and there is a heterogeneous distribution of species occurrence along gradients, we find the problem of the 

models providing multimodal and ecologically non-meaningful relationships with environmental variables. 

Thus, species distribution models need to combine environmental variables that are expected to meet the 

ecological niche theory with other explanatory variables that do not interact dynamically with the species and 

hence are not affected by species abundance, the so-called scenopoetic variables, which have no shape 

(modality) restrictions. 

Commonly used methods to build species distribution models in the ecological niche theory framework 

include regression-based methods, such as Generalized Linear Models (GLMs) and Generalized Additive 

Models (GAMs). Shape-constrained generalized additive models (SC-GAMs) are based on the same 

statistical framework as GLMs and GAMs regression methods, but they allow, as the name suggests, to 

incorporate shape-constraints. Imposing some constraints should be an effective alternative to fitting certain 

response curves, while retaining the unimodality constraint, required by ecological niche theory, for direct 

variables and limiting factors. 

https://mappingignorance.org/2020/03/30/how-to-investigate-the-effect-of-climate-change-on-multiple-species-without-a-mechanistic-model/#author
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ecological_niche
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Spawning habitats of 3 pelagic species are modelled as a multivariate case study. Predicted occurrence 

probabilities (p) in each map cell along with presences (circles) and absences (small dots) for each species in 

the north-east Atlantic. 

Now, a team of researchers has assessed 1 the performance of SC-GAMs in fitting species distribution models 

under the ecological niche theory in comparison with other approaches. Two different implementations of SC-

GAMs were evaluated: the maximum likelihood implementation from the scam R Core Team package and the 

component-wise boosting approach from the mboost R package. Both methods have been also tested in two 

different real case studies. 

They conclude that the proposed SC-GAMs can be readily applied for fitting distribution models and are 

useful tools for modelling communities of large number of species, as they result in a good balance between 

goodness of fit and agreement with ecological niche theory. They can incorporate multiple explanatory 

variables with or without interaction, both shape-constrained and unconstrained, depending on the nature of 

the variables involved. 

https://mappingignorance.org/2020/03/30/how-to-investigate-the-effect-of-climate-change-on-multiple-species-without-a-mechanistic-model/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-6636-1


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 529  august 2020 

 

143 

Therefore, SC-GAMs offer the possibility of investigating, for example, the effect of climate change on 

multiple species without requiring sophisticated and time-consuming mechanistic models that depend on 

detailed knowledge of vital rates and life traits for each species. 

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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BCAM, The Basque Centre for Applied Mathematics, is the research center on applied mathematics created 

with the support of the Basque Government and the University of the Basque Country. It performs 

interdisciplinary research in the frontiers of mathematics, training and attracting talented scientists in the 

process. 

 Website 

 @BCAMBilbao 
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MIT's "living drug factories" produce insulin from inside the body 

By Nick Lavars 

 

MIT researchers hope to better treat diabetics with what they describe as "living drug factories" 

MIT 

For type 1 diabetics, regular injections of insulin are an unfortunate reality of life, necessary to keep their 

blood-sugar levels in check in lieu of a healthy pancreas. Scientists at MIT have developed a new type of 

implantable cell that could handle the heavy lifting by overcoming rejection by the host’s immune system to 

go on producing the key hormone from within the body. 

For the last couple of decades, a relatively small amount of diabetics have benefited from what’s known as 

pancreatic islet cell transplantation. These are the cells that produce insulin in a functional pancreas and by 

implanting them into sufferers of diabetes, they can take on their traditional role and negate the need for 

regular insulin injections. 

https://newatlas.com/author/nick-lavars/
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The reason this form of therapy isn’t used more widely is that the great majority of recipients experience 

complications, as their immune system mistakes the transplanted cells for dangerous invaders and goes on the 

attack. Drugs that suppress this immune response are one solution, but they invite their own risks such as 

vulnerability to infection or more serious side effects. 

So getting pancreatic islet cells to survive transplantation and function as normal is seen as a key objective by 

researchers in the field. Converting the patient's own liver cells into islet cells, wrapping them in seaweed-

based capsules and organizing them into clusters are just a few of the ways the process may be improved, and 

now scientists at MIT have come up with another. 

The technology involves encapsulating the cells in a protective shell made from a silicon-based elastomer, 

combined with a porous membrane. These pores are large enough that nutrients, oxygen and insulin can move 

freely through the membrane, but small enough to keep out immune cells that seek to attack the cell. 

The team drew up some experiments to test the viability of the technology, enlisting diabetic mice and 

implanting them with islets packed inside the protective shells. The technology maintained healthy blood 

glucose levels in mice for more than 10 weeks. 

Another experiment involved human embryonic kidney cells that had been engineered to produced EPO, the 

hormone that drives red blood cell production. These encapsulated cells survived after transplantation in mice 

for more than 19 weeks, leading to an increase in red blood cell count throughout. 

Taking things one step further, the team found the encapsulated cells could be triggered by certain drugs to 

produce certain proteins. In one experiment, the scientists were able to have the cells only produce EPO once 

the mice had been administered the drug doxycycline, suggesting the technology could serve as a kind of 

“living drug factory” that offers on-demand hormones and proteins as needed. 

While team is currently focused on using the technology to treat diabetics and improve the viability of 

transplanted islet cells, they hope it could eventually serve as a valuable tool to treat any kind of chronic 

disease. 

“The vision is to have a living drug factory that you can implant in patients, which could secrete drugs as-

needed in the patient,” says Daniel Anderson associate professor of chemical engineering and senior author of 

the study. 

The research was published in the journal Nature Biomedical Engineering. 

Source: MIT 

https://newatlas.com/orgenesis-liver-cells-diabetes/33510/
https://newatlas.com/seaweed-capsule-insulin/41085/
https://newatlas.com/seaweed-capsule-insulin/41085/
https://newatlas.com/stem-cells-insulin-producers-diabetes-cure/58437/
https://www.nature.com/articles/s41551-020-0538-5
http://news.mit.edu/2020/living-drug-factories-diabetes-0330
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Nick Lavars 

Nick has been writing and editing at New Atlas for over six years, where he has covered everything from 

distant space probes to self-driving cars to oddball animal science. He previously spent time at The 

Conversation, Mashable and The Santiago Times, earning a Masters degree in communications from 

Melbourne’s RMIT University along the way. 
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body/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=e3268b4039-

EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_03_31_08_18&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-e3268b4039-

92970593 

  

https://newatlas.com/author/nick-lavars/
https://newatlas.com/medical/mit-living-drug-factories-insulin-body/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=e3268b4039-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_03_31_08_18&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-e3268b4039-92970593
https://newatlas.com/medical/mit-living-drug-factories-insulin-body/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=e3268b4039-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_03_31_08_18&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-e3268b4039-92970593
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A Capitalist 

by George Gissing 

 

 

 

From The House of Cobwebs and Other Stories (1906). 

 

Among the men whom I saw occasionally at the little club in Mortimer Street,--and nowhere else,--was one 

who drew my attention before I had learnt his name or knew anything about him. Of middle age, in the 

fullness of health and vigour, but slenderly built; his face rather shrewd than intellectual, interesting rather 

than pleasing; always dressed as the season's mode dictated, but without dandyism; assuredly he belonged to 

the money-spending, and probably to the money-getting, world. At first sight of him I remember resenting his 

cap-a-pie perfection; it struck me as bad form--here in Mortimer Street, among fellows of the pen and the 

palette. 

'Oh,' said Harvey Munden, 'he's afraid of being taken for one of us. He buys pictures. Not a bad sort, I believe, 

if it weren't for his snobbishness.' 

'His name?' 

'Ireton. Has a house in Fitzjohn Avenue, and a high-trotting wife.' 

Six months later I recalled this description of Mrs. Ireton. She was the talk of the town, the heroine of the 

newest divorce case. By that time I had got to know her husband; perhaps once a fortnight we chatted at the 

club, and I found him an agreeable acquaintance. Before the Divorce Court flashed a light of scandal upon his 

home, I felt that there was more in him than could be discovered in casual gossip; I wished to know him 

better. Something of shyness marked his manner, and like all shy men he sometimes appeared arrogant. He 

had a habit of twisting his moustache nervously and of throwing quick glances in every direction as he talked; 

if he found some one's eye upon him, he pulled himself together and sat for a moment as if before a 

photographer. One easily perceived that he was not a man of liberal education; he had rather too much of the 

'society' accent; his pronunciation of foreign names told a tale. But I thought him good-hearted, and when the 

penny-a-liners began to busy themselves with his affairs, I felt sorry for him. 

Nothing to his dishonour came out in the trial. He and his interesting spouse had evidently lived a cat-and-dog 

life throughout the three years of their marriage, but the countercharges brought against him broke down 

completely. It was abundantly proved that he had not kept a harem somewhere near Leicester Square; that he 

had not thrown a decanter at Mrs. Ireton. She, on the other hand, left the court with tattered reputation. Ireton 

got his release, and the weekly papers applauded. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/george-gissing
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But in Mortimer Street we saw him no more. Some one said that he had gone to live in Paris; some one else 

reported that he had purchased an estate in Bucks. Presently he was forgotten. 

Some three years went by, and I was spending the autumn at a village by the New Forest. One day I came 

upon a man kneeling under a hedge, examining some object on the ground,--fern or flower, or perhaps insect. 

His costume showed that he was no native of the locality; I took him for a stray townsman, probably a 

naturalist. He wore a straw hat and a rough summer suit; a wallet hung from his shoulder. The sound of my 

steps on crackling wood caused him to turn and look at me. After a moment's hesitation I recognised Ireton. 

And he knew me; he smiled, as I had often seen him smile, with a sort of embarrassment. We greeted each 

other. 

'Look here,' he said at once, when the handshaking was over, 'can you tell me what this little flower is?' 

I stooped, but was unable to give him the information he desired. 

'You don't go in for that kind of thing?' 

'Well, no.' 

'I'm having a turn at it. I want to know the flowers and ferns. I have a book at my lodgings, and I look the 

things up when I get home.' 

His wallet contained a number of specimens; he plucked up the little plant by the root, and stowed it away. I 

watched him with curiosity. Perhaps I had seen only his public side; perhaps even then he was capable of 

dressing roughly, and of rambling for his pleasure among fields and wood. But such a possibility had never 

occurred to me. I wondered whether his brilliant wife had given him a disgust for the ways of town. If so, he 

was a more interesting man than I had supposed. 

'Where are you staying?' he asked, after a glance this way and that. 

I named the village, two miles away. 

'Working?' 

'Idling merely.' 

In a few minutes he overcame his reserve and began to talk of the things which he knew interested me. We 

discussed the books of the past season, the exhibitions, the new men in letters and art. Ireton said that he had 

been living at a wayside inn for about a week; he thought of moving on, and, as I had nothing to do, suppose 

he came over for a few days to the village where I was camped? I welcomed the proposal. 
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'There's an inn, I dare say? I like the little inns in this part of the country. Dirty, of course, and the cooking 

hideous; but it's pleasant for a change. I like to be awoke by the cock crowing, and to see the grubby little 

window when I open my eyes.' 

I began to suspect that he had come down in the world. Could his prosperity have been due to Mrs. Treton? 

Had she carried off the money? He might affect a liking for simple things when grandeur was no longer in his 

reach. Yet I remembered that he had undoubtedly been botanising before he knew of my approach, and such a 

form of pastime seemed to prove him sincere. 

By chance I witnessed his arrival the next morning. He drove up in a farmer's trap, his luggage a couple of 

large Gladstone-bags. That day and the next we spent many hours together. His vanity, though not outgrown, 

was in abeyance; he talked with easy frankness, yet never of what I much desired to know, his own history 

and present position. It was his intellect that he revealed to me. I gathered that he had given much time to 

study during the past three years, and incidentally it came out that he had been living abroad; his improved 

pronunciation of the names of French artists was very noticeable. At his age--not less than forty-five--this 

advance argued no common mental resources. Whether he had suffered much, I could not determine; at 

present he seemed light-hearted enough. 

Certainly there was no affectation in his pursuit of botany; again and again I saw him glow with genuine 

delight when he had identified a plant. After all, this might be in keeping with his character, for even in the 

old days he had never exhibited--at all events to me--a taste for the ignobler luxuries, and he had seemed to 

me a very clean-minded man. I never knew any one who refrained so absolutely from allusion, good or bad, 

to his friends or acquaintances. He might have stood utterly alone in the world, a simple spectator of 

civilisation. 

At length I ventured upon a question. 

'You never see any of the Mortimer Street men?' 

'No,' he answered carelessly, 'I haven't come in their way lately, somehow.' 

That evening our ramble led us into an enclosure where game was preserved. We had lost our way, and 

Ireton, scornful of objections, struck across country, making for a small plantation which he thought he 

remembered. Here, among the trees, we were suddenly face to face with an old gentleman of distinguished 

bearing, who regarded us sternly. 

'Is it necessary,' he said, 'to tell you that you are trespassing?' 

The tone was severe, but not offensive. I saw my companion draw himself to his full height. 

'Not at all necessary,' he answered, in a voice that surprised me, it was so nearly insolent. 'We are making our 

way to the road as quickly as possible.' 
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'Then be so good as to take the turning to the right when you reach the field,' said our admonisher coldly. And 

he turned his back upon us. 

I looked at Ireton. To my astonishment he was pallid, the lines of his countenance indicating fiercest wrath. 

He marched on in silence till we had reached the field. 

'The fellow took us for cheap-trippers, I suppose,' then burst from his lips. 

'Not very likely.' 

'Then why the devil did he speak like that?' 

The grave reproof had exasperated him; he was flushed and his hands trembled. I observed him with the 

utmost interest, and it became clear from the angry words he poured forth that he could not endure to be 

supposed anything but a gentleman at large. Here was the old characteristic; it had merely been dormant. I 

tried to laugh him out of his irritation, but soon saw that the attempt was dangerous. On the way home he 

talked very little; the encounter in the wood had thoroughly upset him. 

Next morning he came into my room with a laugh that I did not like; he seated himself stiffly, looked at me 

from beneath his knitted brows, and said in an aggressive tone: 

'I have got to know all about that impudent old fellow.' 

'Indeed? Who is he?' 

'A poverty-stricken squire, with an old house and a few acres--the remnants of a large estate gambled away by 

his father. I know him by name, and I'm quite sure that he knows me. If I had offered him my card, as I 

thought of doing, I dare say his tone would have changed.' 

This pettishness amused me so much that I pretended to be a little sore myself. 

'His poverty, I suppose, has spoilt his temper.' 

'No doubt,--I can understand that,' he added, with a smile. 'But I don't allow people to treat me like a tramp. I 

shall go up and see him this afternoon.' 

'And insist on an apology?' 

'Oh, there'll be no need of insisting. The fellow has several unmarried daughters.' 

It seemed to me that my companion was bent on showing his worst side. I returned to my old thoughts of him; 

he was snobbish, insolent, generally detestable; but a man to be studied, and I let him talk as he would. 
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The reduced squire was Mr. Humphrey Armitage, of Brackley Hall. For my own part, the demeanour of this 

gentleman had seemed perfectly adapted to the occasion; we were strangers plunging through his preserves, 

and his tone to us had nothing improper; it was we who owed an apology. In point of breeding, I felt sure that 

Ireton could not compare with Mr. Armitage for a moment, and it seemed to me vastly improbable that the 

invader of Brackley Hall would meet with the kind of reception he anticipated. 

I saw Ireton when he set out to pay his call. His Gladstone-bags had provided him with the costume of 

Piccadilly; from shining hat to patent-leather shoes, he was immaculate. Seeing that he had to walk more than 

a mile, that the month was September, and that he could not pretend to have come straight from town, this 

apparel struck me as not a little inappropriate; I could only suppose that the man had no social tact. 

At seven in the evening he again sought me. His urban glories were exchanged for the ordinary attire, but I at 

once read in his face that he had suffered no humiliation. 

'Come and dine with me at the inn,' he exclaimed cordially; 'if one may use such a word as dine under the 

circumstances.' 

'With pleasure.' 

'To-morrow I dine with the Armitages.' 

He regarded me with an air of infinite satisfaction. Surprised, I held my peace. 'It was as I foresaw. The old 

fellow welcomed me with open arms. His daughters gave me tea. I had really a very pleasant time.' 

I mused and wondered. 

'You didn't expect it; I can see that.' 

'You told me that Mr. Armitage would recognise your name,' I answered evasively. 

'Precisely. Not long ago I gave him, through an agent, a very handsome price for some pictures he had to sell.' 

Again he looked at me, watching the effect of his words. 

'Of course,' he continued, 'there were ample apologies for his treatment of us yesterday. By the bye, I take it 

for granted you don't carry a dress-suit in your bag?' 

'Heaven forbid!' 

'To be sure--pray don't misunderstand me. I meant that you had expressly told me of your avoidance of all 

such formalities. Therefore you will be glad that I excused you from dining at the Hall.' 
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For a moment I felt uncomfortable, but after all I was glad not to have the trouble of refusing on my own 

account. 

'Thanks,' I said, 'you did the right thing.' 

We walked over to the inn, and sat down at a rude but not unsatisfying table. After dinner, Ireton proposed 

that we should smoke in the garden. 'It's quiet, and we can talk.' The sun had just set; the sky was magnificent 

with afterglow. Ireton's hint about privacy led me to hope that he was going to talk more confidentially than 

hitherto, and I soon found that I was not mistaken. 

'Do you know,' he began, calling me by my name, 'I fancy you have been criticising me--yes, I know you 

have. You think I made an ass of myself about that affair in the wood. Well, I have no doubt I did. Now that it 

has turned out pleasantly, I can see and admit that there was nothing to make a fuss about.' 

I smiled. 

'Very well. Now, you're a writer. You like to get at the souls of men. Suppose I show you a bit of mine.' 

He had drunk freely of the potent ale, and was now sipping a strong tumbler of hot whisky. Possibly this 

accounted in some measure for his communicativeness. 

'Up to the age of five-and-twenty I was clerk in a drug warehouse. To this day even the faintest smell of drugs 

makes my heart sink. If I can help it, I never go into a chemist's shop. I was getting a pound a week, and I not 

only lived on it, but kept up a decent appearance. I always had a good suit of clothes for Sundays and 

holidays--made at a tailor's in Holborn. Since he disappeared I've never been able to find any one who fitted 

me so well. I paid six-and-six a week for a top bedroom in a street near Gray's Inn Road. Did you suppose I 

had gone through the mill?' 

I made no answer, and, after looking at me for a moment, Ireton resumed: 

'Those were damned days! It wasn't the want of good food and good lodgings that troubled me most,--but the 

feeling that I was everybody's inferior. There's no need to tell you how I was brought up; I was led to expect 

better things, that's enough. I never got used to being ordered about. When I was told to do this or that, I 

answered with a silent curse,--and I wonder it didn't come out sometimes. That's my nature. If I had been born 

the son of a duke, I couldn't have resented a subordinate position more fiercely than I did. And I used to rack 

my brain with schemes for getting out of it. Many a night I have lain awake for hours, trying to hit on some 

way of earning my living independently. I planned elaborate forgeries. I read criminal cases in the newspapers 

to get a hint that I might work upon. Well, that only means that I had exhausted all the honest attempts, and 

found them all no good. I was in despair, that's all.' 

He finished his whisky and shouted to the landlord, who presently brought him another glass. 

'What's that bird making the strange noise?' 
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'A night-jar, I think.' 

'Nice to be sitting here, isn't it? I had rather be here than in the swellest London club. Well, I was going to tell 

you how I got out of that beastly life. You know, I'm really a very quiet fellow. I like simple things; but all my 

life, till just lately, I never had a chance of enjoying them; of living as I chose. The one thing I can't stand is to 

feel that I am looked down upon. That makes a madman of me.' 

He drank, and struck a match to relight his pipe. 

'One Saturday afternoon I went to an exhibition in Coventry Street. The pictures were for sale, and admission 

was free. I have always been fond of water-colours; at that time it was one of my ambitions to possess a really 

good bit of landscape in water-colour but, of course, I knew that the prices were beyond me. Well, I walked 

through the gallery, and there was one thing that caught my fancy; I kept going back to it again and again. It 

was a bit of sea-coast by Ewart Merry,--do you know him? He died years ago; his pictures fetch a fairly good 

price now. As I was looking at it, the fellow who managed the show came up with a man and woman to talk 

about another picture near me; he tried his hardest to persuade them to buy, but they wouldn't, and I dare say 

it disturbed his temper. Seeing him stand there alone, I stepped up to him, and asked the price of the water-

colour. He just gave a look at me, and said, "Too much money for you." 

'Now, you must remember that I was in my best clothes, and I certainly didn't look like a penniless clerk. If 

the fellow had struck a blow at me, I couldn't have been more astonished than I was by that answer. 

Astonishment was the first feeling, and it lasted about a second; then my heart gave a great leap, and began to 

beat violently, and for a moment I couldn't see anything, and I felt hot and cold by turns. I can remember this 

as well as if it happened yesterday; I must have gone through it in memory many thousands of times.' 

I observed his face, and saw that even now he suffered from the recollection. 

'When he had spoken, the blackguard turned away. I couldn't move, and the wonder is that I didn't swallow 

his insult, and sneak out of the place,--I was so accustomed, you see, to repress myself. But of a sudden 

something took hold of me, and pushed me forward,--it really didn't seem to be my own will. I said, "Wait a 

minute"; and the man turned round. Then I stood looking him in the eyes. "Are you here," I said, "to sell 

pictures, or to insult people who come to buy?" I must have spoken in a voice he didn't expect; he couldn't 

answer, and stared at me. "I asked you the price of that water-colour, and you will be good enough to answer 

me civilly." Those were my very words. They came without thinking, and afterwards I felt satisfied with 

myself when I remembered them. It wouldn't have been unnatural if I had sworn at him, but this was the 

turning-point of my life, and I behaved in a way that surprised myself. At last he replied, "The price is forty 

guineas," and he was going off again, but I stopped him. "I will buy it. Take my name and address." "When 

will it be paid for?" he asked. "On Monday." 

'I followed him to the table, and he entered my name and address in a book. Then I looked straight at him 

again. "Now, you understand," I said, "that that picture is mine, and I shall either come or send for it about 

one o'clock on Monday. If I hadn't wanted it specially, you would have lost a sale by your impertinence." And 

I marched out of the room. 
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'But I was in a fearful state. I didn't know where I was going,--I walked straight on, street after street, and just 

missed being run over half a dozen times. Perspiration dripped from me. The only thing I knew was that I had 

triumphed over a damned brute who had insulted me. I had stopped his mouth; he believed he had made a 

stupid mistake; he could never have imagined that a fellow without a sovereign in the world was speaking to 

him like that. If I had knocked him down the satisfaction would have been very slight in comparison.' 

The gloom of nightfall had come upon us, and I could no longer see his face distinctly, but his voice told me 

that he still savoured that triumph. He spoke with exultant passion. I was beginning to understand Ireton. 

'Isn't the story interesting?' he asked, after a pause. 

'Very. Pray go on.' 

'Well, you mustn't suppose that it was a mere bit of crazy bravado. I knew how I was going to get the money--

the forty guineas. And as soon as I could command myself, I went to do the business. 

'A fellow-clerk in the drug warehouse had been badly in want of money not long before that, and I knew he 

had borrowed twenty pounds from a loan office, paying it back week by week, with heavy interest, out of his 

screw, poor devil. I could do the same. I went straight off to the lender. It was a fellow called Crowther; he 

lived in Dean Street, Soho; in a window on the ground floor there was a card with "Sums from One pound to 

a Hundred lent at short notice." I was lucky enough to find him at home; we did our business in a little back 

room, where there was a desk and a couple of chairs, and nothing else but dirt. I expected to find an oldish 

man, but he seemed about my own age, and on the whole I didn't dislike the look of him,--a rather handsome 

young fellow, fairly well dressed, with a taking sort of smile. I began by telling him where I was employed, 

and mentioned my fellow-clerk, whom he knew. That made him quite cheerful; he offered me a drink, and we 

got on very well. But he thought forty guineas a big sum; would I tell him what I wanted it for? No, I wouldn't 

do that. Well, how long would it take me to pay it back? Could I pay a pound a week? No, I couldn't. He 

began to shake his head and to look at me thoughtfully. Then he asked no end of questions, to find out who I 

was and what people I had belonging to me, and what my chances were. Then he made me have another 

drink, and at last I was persuaded into telling him the whole story. First of all he stared, and then he laughed; I 

never saw a man laugh more heartily. At last he said, "Why didn't you tell me you had value in hand? See 

here, I'll look at that picture on Monday morning, and I shouldn't wonder if we can do business." This alarmed 

me,--I was afraid he might get talking to the picture-dealer. But he promised not to say a word about me. 

'On Sunday I sent a note to the warehouse, saying that I should not be able to come to business till Monday 

afternoon. It was the first time I had ever done such a thing, and I knew I could invent some story to excuse 

myself. Most of that day I spent in bed; I didn't feel myself, yet it was still a great satisfaction to me that I had 

got the better of that brute. On Monday at twelve I kept the appointment in Dean Street. Crowther hadn't 

come in, and I sat for a few minutes quaking. When he turned up, he was quite cheerful. "Look here!" he said, 

"will you sell me that picture for thirty pounds?" "What then?" I asked. "Why, then you can pay me another 

thirty pounds, and I'll give you twelve months to do it in. You shall have your forty guineas at once." I tried to 

reflect, but I was too agitated. However, I saw that to pay thirty pounds in a year meant that I must live on 

about eight shillings a week. "I don't know how I'm to do it," I said. He looked at me. "Well, I won't be hard 

on you. Look here, you shall pay me six bob a week till the thirty quid's made up. Now, you can do that?" Yes 

I could do that, and I agreed. In another ten minutes our business was settled,--my signature was so shaky that 
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I might safely have disowned it afterwards. Then we had a drink at a neighbouring pub, and we walked 

together towards Coventry Street. Crowther was to wait for me near the picture-dealer's. 

'I entered with a bold step, promising myself pleasure in a new triumph over the brute. But he wasn't there. I 

saw only an under-strapper. I had no time to lose, for I must be at business by two o'clock. I paid the money--

notes and gold--and took away the picture under my arm. Of course, it had been removed from the frame in 

which I first saw it, and the assistant wrapped it up for me in brown paper. At the street corner I surrendered it 

to Crowther. "Come and see me after business to-morrow," he said, "I should like to have a bit more talk with 

you." 

'So I had come out of it gloriously. I cared nothing about losing the picture, and I didn't grieve over the six 

shillings a week that I should have to pay for the next two years. If I went into that gallery again, I should be 

treated respectfully--that was sufficient.' 

He laughed, and for a minute or two we sat silent. From the inn sounded rustic voices; the village worthies 

were gathered for their evening conversation. 

'That's the best part of my story,' said Ireton at length. 'What followed is commonplace. Still, you might like to 

hear how I bridged the gulf, from fourteen shillings a week to the position I now hold. Well, I got very 

intimate with Crowther, and found him really a very decent fellow. He had a good many irons in the fire. 

Besides his loan office, which paid much better than you would imagine, he had a turf commission agency, 

which brought him in a good deal of money, and shortly after I met him he became part proprietor of a club in 

Soho. He very soon talked to me in the frankest way of all his doings; I think he was glad to be on friendly 

terms with me simply because I was better educated and could behave decently. I don't think he ever did 

anything illegal, and he had plenty of good feeling,--but that didn't prevent him from squeezing eighty per 

cent, or so out of many a poor devil who had borrowed to save himself or his family from starvation. That was 

all business; he drew the sharpest distinctions between business and private relations, and was very ignorant. I 

never knew a man so superstitious. Every day he consulted signs and omens. For instance, to decide whether 

the day was to be lucky for him--in betting and so on--he would stand at a street corner and count the number 

of white horses that passed in five minutes; if he had made up his mind on an even number, and an even 

number passed, then he felt safe in following his impulses for the day; if the number were odd, he would do 

little or no speculation. When he was going to play cards for money, he would find a beggar and give him 

something, even if he had to walk a great distance to do it. He often used to visit an Italian who kept fortune-

telling canaries, and he always followed the advice he got. It put him out desperately if he saw the new moon 

through glass, or over his left shoulder. There was no end to his superstitions, and, whether by reason of them 

or in spite of them, he certainly prospered. When he died, ten or twelve years ago, he left fifteen thousand 

pounds. 

'I have to thank him for my own good luck. "Look here," he said to me, "it's only duffers that go on quill-

driving at a quid a week. A fellow like you ought to be doing better." "Show me the way," I said. And I was 

ready to do whatever he told me. I had a furious hunger for money; the adventure in Coventry Street had 

thoroughly unsettled me, and I would have turned burglar rather than go on much longer as a wretched slave, 

looked down upon by everybody, and exposed to insult at every corner. I dreamed of money-making, and 

woke up feverish with determination. At last Crowther gave me a few jobs to do for him in my off-time. They 

weren't very nice jobs, and I shouldn't like to explain them to you; but they brought me in half a sovereign 

now and then. I began to get an insight into the baser modes of filling one's pocket. Then something 
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happened; my mother died, and I became the owner of a house at Notting Hill of fifty pounds rental. I talked 

over my situation with Crowther, and he advised me, as it turned out, thoroughly well. I was to raise money 

on this house,--not to sell it,--and take shares in a new music-hall which Crowther was connected with. 

There's no reason why I shouldn't tell you; it was the Marlborough. I did take shares, and at the end of the 

second twelve months I was drawing a dividend of sixty per cent. I have never drawn less than thirty, and the 

year before last we touched seventy-five. At present I am a shareholder in three other halls,--and they don't do 

badly. 

'I suppose it isn't only good luck; no doubt I have a sort of talent for money-making, but I never knew it 

before I met Crowther. By just opening my eyes to the fact that money could be earned in other ways than at 

the regular kinds of employment, he gave me a start, and I went ahead. There isn't a man in the world has 

suffered more than I have for want of money, and no one ever worked with a fiercer resolve to get out of the 

hell of contemptible poverty. It would fill a book, the history of my money-making. The first big sum I ever 

was possessed of came to me at the age of two-and-thirty, when I sold a proprietary club (the one Crowther 

had a share in and which I had ultimately got into my own hands) for nine thousand pounds; but I owed about 

half of this. I went on and on, and I got into society; that came through the Marlborough,--a good story, but I 

mustn't tell it. At last I married--a rich woman.' 

He paused, and I thought, but was not quite sure, that I heard him sigh. 

'We won't talk about that either. I shall not marry a rich woman again, that's all. In fact, I don't care for such 

people; my best friends, real friends, are all more or less strugglers, and perhaps there's no harm in saying that 

it gives me pleasure to help them when I've a chance. I like to buy a picture of a poor devil artist. I like to 

smoke my pipe with good fellows who never go out of their way for money's sake. All the same, it's a good 

thing to be well off. But for that, now, I couldn't make the acquaintance of such people as these at Brackley 

Hall. I more than half like them. Old Armitage is a gentleman, and looks back upon generations of gentlemen, 

his ancestors. Ah! you can't buy that! And his daughters are devilish nice girls, with sweet soft voices. I'm 

glad the old fellow met us yesterday.' 

It was now dark; I looked up and saw the stars brightening. We sat for another quarter of an hour, each busy 

with his own thoughts, then rose and parted for the night. 

A week later, when I returned to London, Ireton was still living at the little inn, and a letter I received from 

him at the beginning of October told me he had just left. 'The country was exquisite that last week,' he wrote;-

-and it struck me that 'exquisite' was a word he must have caught from some one else's lips. 

I heard from him again in the following January. He wrote from the Isle of Wight, and informed me that in the 

spring he was to be married to Miss Ethel Armitage, second daughter of Humphrey Armitage, Esq., of 

Brackley Hall. 

 

THE END. 
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