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Sweep and Little Sweep 

by Loretta Ellen Brady 

 

Sweep and Little Sweep from Brady's collection, The Green Forest Fairy Book (1920), will spark the 

imagination of young children. 

 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/loretta-ellen-brady
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I 

Once upon a time, in days long ago, there lived a Chimney Sweep and a little Crossing Sweeper. This 

Chimney Sweep was called "Sweep." He had a very black face, from the soot he swept down tall chimneys, 

but he had a kind heart and dearly loved this little Crossing Sweeper, whose name was Little Sweep. Little 

Sweep had a grimy, gray face from the ashes she threw on her muddy crossings, and as for her heart,—I 

suppose it was kind. Sweep thought it kind, and Little Sweep vowed she loved Sweep tenderly. 

Now Sweep was his own master and owned a smart little donkey cart, all filled with brooms and brushes; but 

Little Sweep had a dreadful master, who beat her often and gave her scarcely enough to eat. Sweep lived in a 

snug little garret, and Little Sweep lived in a cold bare attic just across the way. The street was so narrow that 

the two could chat quite easily with one another. On holidays, when Sweep, so black and sooty, and Little 

Sweep, so gray and grimy, rode forth in the smart little donkey cart, the people all stared and vowed it was 

seldom one could see a couple so well matched. 

Every morning Little Sweep was out with her broom, before the sun was up. Her master would beat her if she 

dared lie late abed. Now Sweep had no need to rise so early. His trade of sweeping down tall chimneys did 

not begin until later in the day. Nevertheless this amiable fellow bought himself a clock with a loud ringing 

bell, and when this clock rang out at five each morning, he would throw bread and buns to Little Sweep just 

over the way. Little Sweep would eat the bread and buns most eagerly, for she was always very hungry. 

Sweep bought her red mittens to warm her poor hands, and wept when he learned that her cruel master had 

taken them from her and sold them. 

"Ah, Little Sweep," he would say, "when my golden dollars fill the stocking, we shall be married, and you 

will sweep crossings no longer. Instead, you will sit at home in a neat little cottage and brew me soups and 

make strong soaps to wash my black face. Then on holidays we shall both ride forth, all clean and shining." 

"Oh, please hurry then, and sweep ever so many chimneys, that the stocking may very soon fill with golden 

dollars!" Little Sweep would reply. "My master grows crosser every day, and I cannot bear my life." 

"But you forget me," answered Sweep. "Is not my garret window just across from yours, and do I not throw 

you bread and buns each day?" 

"Indeed, if it were not for your bread and buns, I know that I would die," declared Little Sweep. "My master 

does not give me food enough to feed a robin." 

"And I would buy you more bread and buns," sighed Sweep, "except that bread and buns cost pennies, and if I 

spend too many pennies, the stocking will never fill with golden dollars." 

Now in those olden days, as no doubt you know, kings and queens and noble folk stored all their gold in great 

carved chests of oak and walnut; but humble folk like Sweep hid their savings in a stocking. 

One day when Sweep swept down the chimneys of a rich baker, the rich baker gave him seven tarts and a 

plum cake, for a present. You may be sure that Little Sweep enjoyed a feast that night. Her cruel master had 

gone off for the day and had locked her in her room with only bread and water. When Sweep learned that, his 
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kindly heart was touched; he gave Little Sweep the whole plum cake and kept but one tart for himself. That 

was the manner of man Sweep was. Everything for Little Sweep and nothing for himself. When he swept tall 

chimneys in the shops of merchants, Sweep would buy some bits of linen or some ends of lace for Little 

Sweep. These Little Sweep would fashion into curtains and tidies for the little cottage of their dreams. 

Now it is a curious thing to tell, but nevertheless quite true, that though Sweep's stocking filled at last, and 

there were even two golden dollars more than it could hold, still Little Sweep lived in her cold bare attic. And 

still her master beat her. The reason of it all was this. Sweep and Little Sweep could not agree upon a cottage. 

Sweep wished a cottage with many chimneys, in order that he might work at his trade. Little Sweep, on the 

other hand, who hated ashes and everything to do with chimneys, wished for a house with all glass doors and 

windows and no chimneys at all! Plainly the cottage to suit these two could not be found. Then Sweep 

decided on a sage plan. 

"Now do you be content with a house of fewer glass doors and windows, Little Sweep," said he, "and likewise 

I shall content myself with fewer chimneys." So again they set out, and this time soon found a cottage to 

please them. Little Sweep swept the crossings before it; Sweep swept down the chimneys. Then at the doors 

and windows Little Sweep hung up the curtains she had made, and pinned the tidies to the backs of the chairs. 

Sweep bought a ham and a bacon, and likewise a loaf of white bread, and behold, they were ready to be 

married! 

Sweep was very happy because his darling would sweep no crossings, and neither would her cruel master beat 

her any more. Little Sweep rejoiced because she did not like her trade; she was sure that she would never 

again be hungry, for Sweep would buy her all the bread and buns she could desire. Sweep took the two extra 

golden dollars and spent them both on finery for Little Sweep. He bought her a little gray wedding frock (to 

match her grimy, gray face, you know), some blue cotton stockings, and a red ribbon for her hair. For himself 

he bought only a gay green feather to wear in his hat and a bottle of oil to polish his holiday shoes. Always, 

you will notice, he gave everything to Little Sweep. 

Then the day before their wedding day, some very strange things came to pass. Little Sweep was standing at 

her crossing when a tiny little man, dressed out in green and wearing a bright red cap, flew through the air and 

perched upon her broomstick. 

"Hide me, Little Sweep," cried Red Cap. "My brother is after me." 

"Hide in my pocket," replied Little Sweep, and no sooner had the first Red Cap crawled into her pocket than a 

second little creature, larger than the first, flew through the air and perched upon her broomstick. 

"Tell me, Little Sweep," cried the second little creature angrily, "have you seen my brother flying north or 

east or south or west?" 

Now as Little Sweep had heard that Red Caps often did great things for those who befriended them, she stood 

silent. 

"Stupid!" cried the second little creature, when she did not speak. Then off he flew as suddenly as he had 

appeared, and out from Little Sweep's pocket crawled the first Red Cap. 
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"Ugh!" exclaimed Red Cap, brushing his tiny beard and dusting his green satin suit. "How comes it that your 

pocket is so very dusty?" 

"I must keep ashes in it for my trade of sweeping crossings," replied Little Sweep. "I hate it." 

"Then perhaps I might find you a better trade," said Red Cap, gazing thoughtfully at Little Sweep's gray 

grimy face and raggedy garments. "We Red Caps, although we be very little folk, be very powerful folk, you 

know." 

"Yes, I have heard that you grant wishes to poor folk sometimes," replied Little Sweep; "is that true?" 

"It is," said Red Cap, nodding gravely. "Make three wishes now, and I will grant them for you." 

Now fairy lore is filled with tales of folk who had three wishes given them, and, as you have perhaps 

remarked, these folk have often wished too hastily and consequently wished unwisely. The old woman who 

wished for black puddings is one, and the man who wished his mill to always grind salt is another. And there 

are scores and scores of these unwise folk that I could name. But Little Sweep was not like one of these. She 

leaned upon her broom and paused some time in deepest thought. At last she spoke. 

"First," said she, "I wish to be a beautiful princess, dressed in robes of satin sewn with gold, my face all clean 

and shining, and on my head a coronet of pearls." 

"Second, I wish to dwell within a splendid castle by the sea and have a hundred rooms all filled full of gold 

and treasures, and a thousand slaves to do my bidding. 

"Third, I wish my old master to sweep crossings in my place. That is all." 

"It is enough!" cried Red Cap in amazement. "To look at you, who would ever think you would even know 

enough to wish such powerful wishes! My store of magic power will be quite gone when all you wish is done; 

but even so, I have promised, and we Red Caps always keep our promises. Go home and wait quietly." 

So Little Sweep flung down her broom, although it was but two o'clock in the afternoon and she had yet to 

work until sundown, unless she wished a beating. Her old master was seated in the kitchen, stirring up a bowl 

of porridge, when she entered. 

"Lazy one! Idle one!" he cried out in anger as she entered. "Is it thus you leave your work at midday? But I 

have something to make you lively." He seized the rope. But for once in her life Little Sweep was not afraid. 

"You had better not," said she boldly. The old master heeded her not, however, and raised the rope to strike. 

Before it fell, he screamed in amazement! Little Sweep's rags fell from her suddenly, and she stood before 

him, a beautiful princess robed in satin, and on her haughty brow a coronet of pearls. 

"Oh! Oh!" cried the old master in dismay. "Had I known you were a beautiful princess in disguise, never, 

never would I have beaten you; neither would I have starved you, you may be sure." 
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"That makes no difference now," replied the haughty princess with spirit; "why did you beat me at all?" As 

she spoke, the old master screamed again, this time in wildest terror. His garments changed suddenly to 

sweeper's rags, and into his hands flew the very broom that Little Sweep had just flung down! In this poor 

guise the old master fell upon his knees and humbly begged a penny of the haughty princess. But again she 

would not heed him. 

"Out of my way, simpleton!" she exclaimed. "Now go and sweep crossings in my place, and may your new 

master beat you even as you beat me!" 

With that the new master entered the kitchen, and finding there the old master dressed in sweeper's rags, sent 

him off with a cuff to go about his work. A coach of pearl with silver trimmings drew up before the door, and 

away went the haughty princess to her castle by the sea. 

There, as she had wished, she found a hundred rooms filled full of gold and treasures, and likewise found a 

thousand slaves to do her bidding. But in the midst of all her glory and magnificence, the beautiful princess 

was greatly worried. Can you think what troubled her? It was exactly this. She had not a name suitable for her 

fine situation. "Little Sweep" would never do for a beautiful princess, dwelling in a splendid castle by the sea; 

also she was vexed lest her thousand slaves should perchance learn that she had once swept crossings, and so 

despise her. While she sat thinking thus, and greatly troubled, she heard soft chimes sounding through the 

castle halls. Presently a servant dressed in crimson plush and golden lace entered and bowed low before her. 

"Will the Princess Cendre be pleased to dine?" asked the servant humbly, and so it was that the haughty 

princess learned her new name. From that time forth she quite forgot that she had ever been called "Little 

Sweep." 

"Lead the way, slave," she commanded haughtily, "and the Princess Cendre will follow." 

Then down to a great dining hall she went. Upon the walls were many mirrors, and the table was laid with 

dishes of beaten gold. The Princess Cendre (for we may never again call her Little Sweep, unless we wish to 

make her very angry) gazed with delight at her image reflected in the mirrors and ate with greatest satisfaction 

from the golden dishes. When at last the meal was done, musicians played sweet airs for her pleasure. 

Princess Cendre enjoyed the music, but oh, much more did she enjoy gazing about the splendid hall wherein 

she sat! A thousand tapers made all as bright as day; the walls were hung with silken tapestries, and curtains 

made of lace as fine as cobwebs covered all the windows. It was while she sat gazing thus that Princess 

Cendre suddenly bethought her of the little cottage Sweep had furnished for her. Then it came also to her 

mind that to-morrow was her wedding day. 

"Well, to be sure," thought she, "if all these wondrous things had never happened, I would have married 

Sweep. But now that would never do. Sweep could not expect it. His black face would ill become my 

splendid castle by the sea." 

The musicians then sang good-night songs, and Princess Cendre sought her room once more. There on a table 

she found several books with her title, "Princess Cendre," stamped in golden letters on the covers. She was 

more than pleased to see how it was written; she had been wondering how she would even manage to spell 

this fine new name of hers. Before she slept that night, she took pen and paper and practiced writing "Princess 
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Cendre" a hundred times, that she might do it gracefully forever after. (While she had been a wretched little 

Crossing Sweeper, she had not learned much in books, you know. So it was that she did not know that 

"Princess Cendre" meant naught but "Princess Sweep" in a foreign language.) 

II 

Now we must leave this selfish Princess Cendre sweetly sleeping in her castle by the sea and make our way 

back to Sweep's snug little garret once again. On the night of this eventful day Sweep returned home from his 

labors very late. There was no light in the attic just across the way, but he was quite content. He thought, of 

course, his Little Sweep was safely tucked up there. Before he ate his bread and cheese, he tossed three sugar 

cookies in at her window, and then set about polishing his shoes and making himself extra smart for the 

morrow. Sweep's candle burned very late; but even so, when he lay down to sleep at last, he dreamed such 

dreadful dreams that he was glad when morning came. He dreamed that he had lost his Little Sweep, and that 

he married in her stead her broomstick dressed up in the little gray wedding frock. The clock with the loud 

ringing bell wakened him at last, and Sweep dressed himself in all his holiday attire. Then he called softly to 

the attic just across the way. 

"Wake up, my Little Sweep," said he; "this is your wedding day." He tossed in a bright red apple, and 

presently a head was thrust forth from the attic window opposite. Not Little Sweep's, as of course he had 

expected, but the shocking, tousled head of the old master. 

"Ah, kind Sweep!" exclaimed the old master, "I do most greatly thank thee for the sugar cookies and the red 

apple." 

"But those sugar cookies and red apple were not for you, old villain!" cried Sweep. "They were for my darling 

Little Sweep. Give them to her at once, I say." 

"Oh, pray, good Sweep! I cannot give the sugar cookies or the red apple to Little Sweep, because I have 

already eaten them myself; besides, she is no longer here, you know," replied the old master, and then began 

to tell the tale of wonders he had seen the day before. 

Sweep listened in amazement. "Now if I find you have not told me true," cried he, "I will surely do you a 

mischief!" Then down the stairs he sped, and over across the way. There, as the old master had declared, 

Sweep found the new master in the kitchen. The new master was a pleasant youth, and of amiable manners. 

He invited Sweep to stay and eat breakfast with him, but Sweep, as you may suppose, was of no mind to eat. 

Instead, he begged for news of Little Sweep. 

"Indeed, I have seen no such person here," replied Master Jasper, "but this I did see, which did most greatly 

astonish me. Yesterday, as I came into this kitchen, a beautiful princess robed in shining satin swept past me, 

and stepping into a coach of pearl was whirled from sight. That old villain yonder began to mumble that this 

lovely princess had once been his slave. Of course, I heeded him not, but fetched him a sharp cuff on the ear 

and bade him go about his work." 

Sweep now begged leave to look up in the attic, if the new master would permit. Master Jasper gave him 

leave and led the way himself. Sweep followed him with lagging tread. He now began to fear that this strange 
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tale might be true after all. Sadly he gazed about the cold, bare little room. There in one corner he saw the 

bright-colored pasteboard box that he had made for Little Sweep's poor treasures, and close by, on a peg, 

hung the little gray wedding frock and the red ribbon he had bought her. 

"Alas!" mourned Sweep, "it is all my fault! If my heart had not been thus so stubbornly set upon a cottage 

with many chimneys, Little Sweep and I would have been married long since, and then, of course, all this 

magic would never have happened." The honest fellow wept bitter tears that left great tracks all down his 

sooty face and made him look the very picture of woe. Young Master Jasper felt sorry for him. He too had 

lost his love, it seemed, and so he sought to comfort Sweep as best he could. 

"Come, Sweep!" cried Master Jasper when he had heard. "All is not yet lost. If Little Sweep loved you as 

dearly as you say, then she will only love you ten times more, now that she is a princess! The thing for you to 

do is this. Go seek until you find the castle or the palace wherein she dwells. Who knows—why, even at this 

very moment she may be crying her eyes out, because it is her wedding day, and yet Sweep has not come!" 

These words cheered Sweep. His spirits rose, and so he dried his tears at once and then set out to seek the 

castle where his Little Sweep in the guise of some fair princess might be dwelling. But though he sought the 

whole day through, he sought in vain. When it was growing late, he left the crowded city streets and ways and 

found himself among the open fields and lanes. Then by and by, at twilight time, Sweep walked beside the 

borders of the sea. There he sat down to rest, for he was very weary. He tossed aside his cap and sighed to 

think how happy he had been but last night, when he thrust the gay green feather in it. Then he became aware 

of a voice speaking to him. 

"I know where Little Sweep is dwelling," said the voice, and peering down, Sweep saw a tiny Red Cap 

perched upon his knee. (It was the very Red Cap that had hidden in Little Sweep's pocket the day before.) "If 

you wish, I can take you there," continued Red Cap in a friendly fashion. 

"Ah, Red Cap, if you only would!" cried Sweep. "My heart is broken because I cannot find my darling." 

"Then close your eyes and do not open them until I say," commanded Red Cap. 

Sweep closed his eyes and felt himself a-sailing through the air. He sailed so fast that he had scarcely time to 

draw a breath before he felt himself set down upon the earth once more. 

"Now look about you," commanded Red Cap. 

Sweep obeyed. He found himself within a stately hall of marble; the walls were carved with gold and coral, 

all in intricate designs, and there, upon a throne of ivory set with gleaming sapphires, was seated Princess 

Cendre. Her flowing robes of shimmering white seemed made of moonbeams sewn together, so soft and 

luminous were they. Her hair, black as a raven's wing, was bound with ropes of pearls and diamonds. The 

Princess Cendre sat so still that Sweep at first believed she was some lovely carven image he beheld. There 

was little to make one think of Little Sweep, save that when the Princess Cendre spoke, her voice was Little 

Sweep's. 

"What brings you hither, Sweep?" cried Princess Cendre angrily, when she became aware of him. 
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Sweep was astonished, but answered mildly, even so. 

"Ah, Little Sweep," said he, "now who would think that fine new raiment and a face all clean and shining 

would make this wondrous change in you? But perchance, if you had ever worn the new gray frock I bought 

you for our wedding, I would have known about your beauty." 

"My name is Little Sweep no longer, but Princess Cendre, I would have you know," she answered coldly. 

"And what have I to do with gray wedding frocks, I should like to know?" 

"Why, Little Sweep," began Sweep in great surprise, but she interrupted him. 

"Princess Cendre, if you please!" cried she. 

"Well, Princess Cendre, then," said Sweep. "Have you forgot that this is our wedding day? I thought perhaps 

you would be grieved as I that we were parted, and so I came hither to marry thee." 

"To marry me!" exclaimed the Princess Cendre in astonishment. "With your black face, do you suppose that I 

would marry you? I am the Princess Cendre, you must not forget. And Sweep, if this be your wedding day, as 

you say it is, my advice to you is this: Marry the Crossing Sweeper of your choice, and if you cannot find her, 

choose another. The city is full of such poor wretches; there are two or three at every corner." 

Sweep could scarcely believe that he had heard aright. He had not dreamed his Little Sweep would treat him 

thus. He was surprised and pained to hear her use so many harsh words all at once. He had not thought she 

knew any. In the old days when she had swept crossings for a penny she had always been a gentle little 

creature. 

"Surely you are joking, just to try me," cried poor Sweep. "If you had loved truly, as you did often say, then 

though you did become empress of all the world, you would love me still. My face is no blacker to-day than it 

was yesterday or the day before that. Do not treat me thus coldly, Little Sweep, or you will break my heart." 

"And if you call me by that name again, I will have my servants cast you from my topmost turret and break 

your head," replied the Princess Cendre in a towering rage. 

"When I was naught but a Crossing Sweeper, beaten always and half starved, you gave me bread and buns 

and bade me love you. To be sure, I ate the bread and buns because I was hungry. But now that I am become a 

princess and no longer need your gifts, my heart bids me to marry none but a prince. Moreover, the prince 

whom I shall wed must be handsome and charming, and his lands and wealth must be greater than my lands 

and wealth, which are very great indeed. So get you gone, now, Sweep. You see how foolish was your 

errand." 

Poor Sweep stood gazing silently at the haughty princess, so fair to see and yet so hard of heart. Presently Red 

Cap bade him close his eyes again. Sweep closed his eyes and found himself a-sailing through the air, and 

once again he found himself upon the borders of the sea. 
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"Ah, Sweep, I am the cause of all thy misfortune," said Red Cap sadly. 

"How so, my little friend?" asked Sweep. 

"It is this way," said Red Cap. "If I had not vexed my brother yesterday, he would not have chased me so 

fiercely, and I would never have sought shelter in Little Sweep's pocket. Now, if I had not sought shelter in 

Little Sweep's pocket, I would never have given her three wishes, and she would never have become the 

Princess Cendre, but would have married you upon her wedding day." 

"But even so, Red Cap," sighed Sweep sadly, "you are not at fault. Had Little Sweep desired, she might have 

wished me to be something high along with her. But though she has been ungrateful and selfish, too, I love 

her dearly and cannot bear to say a harsh word of her." 

Red Cap was surprised at Sweep's gentle speech. He had expected him to abuse Little Sweep and say unkind 

things of the haughty Princess Cendre. In all his dealings with mortals (and he had many, for Red Cap was 

nearly, if not quite, a thousand years of age), he had noticed that mortals were prone to speak ill of those who 

had injured them. "Without doubt this black-faced Sweep is of noble heart," thought Red Cap, "but I shall try 

him even further." 

Aloud he spoke: "Now, Sweep," said Red Cap, "I have no more magic of the sort that can raise folk to wealth 

or high rank and noble station; but I have still great power to destroy. Say but a word, and in an instant I will 

destroy the castle by the sea. The Princess Cendre in a flash will turn to Little Sweep; the old master will be 

back in the kitchen, and young Master Jasper will be in his uncle's house once more. What do you say to this 

plan?" 

"To that I must say no," said Sweep. "I think it most unworthy." 

"Then, Sweep, since you will have none of my plan, I must be off," said Red Cap. "But hark you; although I 

have not magic power in great store, if you desire aid at any time, make but a simple wish, and I will instantly 

appear to help you. Now farewell!" he cried, and darted off. 

III 

Poor Sweep! Now that his Little Sweep had treated him so cruelly, he became the saddest man that one could 

ever know. For days and days he did nothing, but would sit with his head in his hands, staring at the wall, 

thinking only of his Little Sweep. Nothing could arouse him, until at last Master Jasper stepped across the 

way and scolded him roundly. 

"Now, Sweep, this will not do!" cried Master Jasper. "The bread and cakes and pies will burn in the ovens all 

over the land, if the chimneys be not neatly swept down. Then how the housewives will scold, to be sure! 

Likewise will the merchants say that Sweep is become a lazy fellow, who sits idling all day long." Master 

Jasper, it will be seen, was a sensible youth, as well as amiable and agreeable. 
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So once again Sweep set out with his smart little donkey cart all filled with brooms and brushes. He found 

many a housewife angry because he had delayed her spring house-cleaning; but when these angry housewives 

looked at Sweep's black face, so sad and sorrowful, they had not the heart to upbraid him. Now, strange to 

say, though Sweep was thus so dull and disconsolate, his trade of sweeping down tall chimneys thrived as it 

never had thrived before. He swept tall chimneys in the north of the kingdom, and in the south also. Likewise 

he could often be seen driving his smart little donkey cart to the east or to the west to sweep tall chimneys 

there. The fame of Sweep's skill began to grow; he swept the chimneys in the halls of dukes and earls. Indeed, 

the king and queen commanded Sweep to bring his brooms and brushes and set to work about the palace. 

Their majesties, it seemed, had been greatly troubled because the royal kitchen chimney sent the smoke down 

instead of up and made the royal cooks and maidens sneeze and sputter all day long. So skillfully did Sweep 

deal with this stubborn chimney that ever afterward it sent the smoke sky-high, as proper chimneys should. 

The royal cooks and maidens sneezed and sputtered no more, and their royal majesties were grateful as could 

be. The king with his own hands pinned a royal decoration on Sweep's sooty sleeve. (But if I am to tell the 

truth, I must tell too that from much soot and grime and dust this royal decoration soon became as black as 

Sweep's own sooty sleeve and could not be seen unless one looked quite closely.) 

Now that his trade was thriving thus excellently and he had no longer need to buy bread and buns for Little 

Sweep, Sweep's pennies grew to golden dollars very rapidly. The golden dollars in their turn soon filled the 

second stocking full, and even filled a third before Sweep was well aware of it. But even so, he took no 

pleasure in his wealth; he sighed instead because he had no longer Little Sweep to share it with him. Then, 

lest he become a miser hoarding gold and spending it not, Sweep at last bethought him of a kindly plan. 

Throughout the kingdom there were thousands and thousands of other little Crossing Sweepers, two or three 

at every corner waiting for a penny. These wretches, Sweep knew well, were just as poor and miserable as his 

own Little Sweep had been in days gone by. According to his kindly plan, Sweep now began to change his 

store of golden dollars back to pennies once again. Then when he met a little Crossing Sweeper standing 

broom in hand, Sweep would fling a handful of pennies to the little creature. Sometimes he filled his donkey 

cart with bread and buns and bright red apples to feed these little Crossing Sweepers, in memory of his own 

lost Little Sweep. Until at last from these good practices Sweep became known as the friend of all Crossing 

Sweepers, and was greatly loved throughout the land. 

So seven years passed by. Meanwhile Sweep and Master Jasper continued friends. Sometimes Sweep stayed 

to supper in Master Jasper's comfortable kitchen; other times Sweep would bid Master Jasper step across and 

smoke a pipe or two with him. Then, one evening just at dusk, Sweep returned from his labors and found 

young Master Jasper packed and ready for a journey. 

"Where are you off?" asked Sweep, and pointed to a musket flung beside a knapsack. 

"Have you not heard the news?" cried Master Jasper eagerly. "A whole year since, a savage tribe invaded 

Yelvaland and carried off as prisoner the young and lovely Empress Yelva. Now as this lovely empress has 

neither father nor husband nor brothers to protect her, and her people cry for aid, all youths who long for 

noble adventure are urged to fight beneath her banners. Come join me, Sweep." 

But Sweep shook his head. "It is not suitable that I should fight for Empress Yelva," he replied. "My black 

face fits me for naught but my trade of sweeping down tall chimneys." 
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"But you are wrong, Sweep," argued Master Jasper; "a black face in battle is no great matter. Stout hearts and 

strong arms are sorely needed. Come, and we shall march and fight together as brothers." 

Again Sweep shook his head. "Indeed, good Master Jasper," answered he, "I wish with all my heart that I 

might fight with thee against this savage tribe and aid the lovely Empress Yelva; but alas! Who, save thee, 

would care to march and fight beside a black-faced sweep?" 

"A thousand would! Two thousand would—Nay! ten thousand would be glad to march with thee, Sweep!" 

exclaimed a shrill small voice beside them. On peering down, Sweep beheld a tiny Red Cap perched upon the 

poker; it was the same that had befriended him so long ago. 

"Ah, Sweep!" continued Red Cap briskly, "I took a fancy to you when we first met, seven years ago, and had 

a notion then that I would like to know you better. However, since in all these years you have not wished a 

wish of me, I could not have the joy of your acquaintance. We Red Caps," he explained, "although we be such 

powerful folk, cannot appear to mortals without they wish for us, you know." 

"I had not known that," answered Sweep politely, "or I would have wished some simple thing just for the 

pleasure of a chat with thee. But tell me, how is it that you thus appear before me now?" 

"Have you so soon forgot your wish?" asked Red Cap. "Did I not hear you wish a moment since to fight 

beneath the banners of the Empress Yelva? It is to grant that wish that I now come. And mark, since in seven 

years you have wished no wish of me, my magic now has grown to power tremendous. Behold thine army!" 

Sweep heard the measured tramp of many feet, and looking through the gathering gloom, beheld a line of 

forms that marched by, four and four, and all were singing gayly as they went. At first Sweep could not tell 

what manner of soldiers these might be, but presently his eyes became accustomed to the dusk, and he 

perceived that this vast army was composed of Crossing Sweepers armed with brooms instead of muskets. 

Perched atop of every broomstick he could see a tiny creature similar in looks and dress to the Red Cap 

perched upon the poker. 

"My brothers and my cousins and likewise all my friends and uncles have come to help thee too, Sweep," said 

Red Cap. "And thou, good Master Jasper, throw aside thy musket, for in Sweep's army, muskets and such like 

will be useless things." 

Good Master Jasper quickly did as Red Cap had commanded and followed after Sweep. Sweep shouldered his 

long brush and marched proudly at the head of his strange army. And thus began the journey into Yelvaland. 

Now of that journey there is not much to tell. To be sure, whenever it was time for breakfast, dinner, or 

supper, the Red Caps clapped their hands and there appeared a thousand tables spread with all good fare. 

When night fell, or when storms arose, the Red Caps likewise caused a city of ten thousand tents to spring up 

on the plains. The Crossing Sweepers enjoyed the whole march as a holiday. In all their wretched lives before 

they had not had such good things to eat. Their hollow cheeks grew plump and rosy with the winds and sun, 

and Sweep's heart rejoiced to see the happy changes that came upon his friends. At night when they sat 

grouped about their campfires, the Crossing Sweepers sang songs loud in praise of Sweep, whom they 

declared had always been their friend and who now was the cause of their pleasant holiday. 
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Now while Sweep and his strange army were marching thus toward Yelvaland, the people there were plunged 

in deep despair. The savage troops had given their soldiers so many drubbings and such bitter punishments in 

battle that they had quite lost heart. Judge then of their great joy when they beheld a friendly force marching 

to their aid. But as this horde drew near, and they perceived what manner of army it really was, their hearts 

sank again. 

"Alas!" sighed these discouraged folk of Yelvaland, "of what avail against the savage troops will be this 

ragged rabble that approaches?" 

But when Sweep's army entered into Yelvaland and began to lay about them with their broomsticks, that was 

another story. Aided by the magic power of the Red Caps, each broomstick fell with the force of fifty giant 

fists and resounded loud as thunder on the mountain tops. The savage troops stood their ground but a short 

time and then fled in terror before these strange and powerful weapons which they had never seen before. 

(Savages do not sweep their houses, you know, and so they knew nothing of the useful broomstick.) Sweep, 

gallantly leading his vast army, pursued the flying savages and gave them battle all the while. So dextrously 

and well did the little Crossing Sweepers wield their brooms that on the third night, when both armies had 

agreed to rest, these savage troops rose up and stole off. Over the hills and far away they fled and never again 

were heard or seen from that day to this. The glorious part of Sweep's great victory was that he had not lost a 

single follower in battle! 

"And now to free the young and lovely Empress Yelva," said Sweep to Red Cap, "and then our work is done." 

"In all good time that too will be accomplished," answered Red Cap. "The Empress Yelva lies hidden deep 

down in a well of her own tears. This well lies close beside the gates of Yelvaland, and so you had best face 

your army right about and march there." 

Then once again the Crossing Sweepers shouldered their brooms and marched gayly off to Yelvaland. They 

reached the gates of the kingdom just as the moon was sinking slowly in the sky, and Sweep gave orders that 

they wait until the dawn to enter. 

"Come with me, Sweep," whispered Red Cap; "the time has come to seek the Empress Yelva," and led him to 

a well within a grove of trees. 

"Now, Sweep, attend me closely," warned Red Cap, "for if you do not as I say, all will be lost. When the 

moon's last ray will light the waters of this well, plunge down into its depths and bring the Empress Yelva up 

with you. Lose not a second's time, for if the moonbeam leave the well before you, the lovely Empress Yelva 

must forever remain prisoner and yourself likewise. Do you think that you are nimble enough to try?" 

"I know not of my nimbleness, but I will try," said Sweep, and plunged down headlong, as a pale moonbeam 

shone down and silvered the dark waters. Before the winking of an eye, it seemed, he rose again, clasping the 

Empress Yelva by the hand. The moonbeam tarried long enough for Sweep to see the lovely maiden he had 

rescued. Her eyes like two blue violets shone with kindliness, her golden hair fell rippling like a cloak about 

her, and when she spoke her voice was like the chime of silver bells. 
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"Ah, sir!" exclaimed the lovely Empress Yelva. "Although from your poor dress I know that you are naught 

but a humble Sweep, I honor you for your brave deed, and I shall wed you." 

At this poor Sweep was covered with confusion. He had not dreamed the lovely Empress Yelva would so 

much as deign to thank him; had not the haughty Princess Cendre scorned him? But even so his heart still 

longed for his first love, and knowing nothing better to do, the honest fellow told his sad tale to the empress, 

as they stood beside the well. She listened closely all the while. 

"You have a noble heart, good Sweep," said she when he had done, "and though you do not choose to wed 

me, I bear you no malice, but instead shall help you win your Little Sweep, who has become the Princess 

Cendre." 

"Alas, your worship!" said Sweep sadly, "that can never be. The Princess Cendre would scorn my black face, 

no matter what my fame or fortune." 

"Why as to that, Sweep," cried Red Cap, "have no more concern. The Empress Yelva's tears, it would seem, 

are magic, for since you have plunged down the well, your face is become clean and white as though 'twere 

scrubbed a dozen times. You are now a handsome fellow." 

"And when I have rewarded you suitably, the Princess Cendre will be more than glad to wed you, rest 

assured, good Sweep," said Empress Yelva. "But now the dawn is here, so let us hasten that I may see my 

people and my own dear Yelvaland once more." 

You may imagine that there was wild rejoicing when Sweep and his vast strange army knocked upon the 

gates of the kingdom and demanded that they open wide for Empress Yelva. A holiday that lasted seven days 

was set, and there were games and sports and pleasures. The people sang and danced upon the highways, and 

oxen were roasted whole upon great bonfires. Sweep and all the Crossing Sweepers were praised and honored 

throughout the length and breadth of Yelvaland, and all was merry as could be. 

When this great holiday was passed, as holidays all do, the business of the court began again. The Empress 

Yelva ordered that a cottage and a piece of ground, as well as two bags filled with gold, be given to each 

Crossing Sweeper in reward for their brave deeds. The Crossing Sweepers were so delighted with their gifts 

that they never again returned to their own land but dwelled in Yelvaland for all their days. The Red Caps 

likewise were so pleased with lovely Empress Yelva and so admired her kind heart and sense of gratitude that 

they decided from that day to make their home among the forests of her realm. 

"And now, Sweep," said the Empress Yelva, when all this was done, "I have not forgot the promise that I 

made thee." Accordingly she made him prince. His title was Prince Sweepmore and his domain of Sweepmost 

was twice as great and twice as rich as was the domain of haughty Princess Cendre. Sweep now was dressed 

in crimson velvet. The Empress Yelva from her treasure store gave him a golden sword all set with rubies that 

flashed forth flame and fire in the sun. A hundred horses laden all with bags of gold and pearls were also 

given him, as well as a like number of servants to attend him. Then once again Sweep set forth to marry 

Princess Cendre. 
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"I grieve to see thee go, good Sweep," sighed Empress Yelva as they parted, "but even so I do admire thy 

faithful heart that bids thee go." 

"And I likewise do grieve to go; and I thank thee for thy gifts," Sweep answered. He bade young Master 

Jasper farewell too. Young Master Jasper had fallen deep in love with a noble maiden of the Empress Yelva's 

court and was about to marry her. 

A royal messenger had been sent before to tell these tidings to the Princess Cendre. Now, strange to say, 

though the haughty Princess was thus beautiful and wealthy, she was still unwed. To be sure, many princes of 

small fortunes had sought her hand, but of these the haughty creature would have none. However, her selfish 

ways had not pleased princes whom she had desired to please, and so it was she sat alone within her splendid 

castle by the sea. You may be sure that she rejoiced when she learned that Sweep was now a prince with land 

and riches in good store. 

"Ah!" she exclaimed, "his face is clean and shining too, I hear, which is excellent. I could not tolerate him 

otherwise; but as it is, I shall delight to wed him." And so the haughty princess sent for milliners and jewelers 

and for bootmakers and dressmakers too. She bought such silken hose and high-heeled shoes as must have 

cost a fortune, and had her wedding dress sewn thick with diamonds. When word was brought that the new 

prince was come, she donned this sparkling robe and received him with great courtesy. 

"Ah, Sweep!" cried she, "although I know full well that Empress Yelva hath given thee a fine new title, I love 

to call thee by the dear old name I used to know. Tell me of thy life since last we parted. I have heard the 

Empress Yelva desired to marry thee herself. The forward creature! I blush for her that she should be so bold. 

She must be very plain of face indeed if she must go a-seeking for a husband." 

To these sharp words Sweep made reply: "Indeed, the Empress Yelva is so fair of face that neither tongue nor 

pen can well describe her beauty. Moreover, she is so kind of heart and gentle of manner that though she were 

as plain as plain, I still would think her lovely!" 

"Indeed!" returned the haughty Princess Cendre and gazed with satisfaction in her mirror. "However, it is not 

to chat about this forward creature that you have come hither; it is to wed me. Come, my bishops are in 

readiness; my guests are waiting." 

Now, when Sweep at last beheld this haughty Princess after seven years of longing, he found a curious change 

had come upon him. He became aware that he no longer loved her, and that her haughty manner and her 

spiteful speech distressed him. At last he saw her as she really was, an ungrateful, cold-hearted creature who 

thought of no one but herself. (Although Sweep knew it not, the waters of the well had wrought this change in 

him. You may be sure that Red Cap was aware of it!) So though his heart was grieved to give another pain, 

Sweep determined to speak his mind quite plainly. 

"Ah, Princess Cendre," said he, "I fear me you must tell your guests that you have changed your mind and bid 

your bishops go. For since my black face has been changed as though by magic, it would seem my heart and 

mind by magic were changed too. I know now that thou art too cold and proud to be my princess; a princess 

should delight to make folk happy, and that I fear me you would never do." 
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The Princess Cendre was enraged at this talk. We well know that she had a dreadful temper when it was 

aroused, and she chose to rouse it now. She stormed and she scolded; she threatened Sweep and she 

denounced him; but she could not move his resolution. 

"You have come hither to wed me. This is my wedding day, and you shall not ride away!" cried she. 

"Nay, but I will," returned Sweep. "Once before I came hither to wed thee on thy wedding day, and once 

before I rode away. And so farewell!" 

Away rode Sweep with all his train, and stopped nor stayed until he reached the gates of Yelvaland. A herald 

told the news of his approach, and Empress Yelva with her noble lords and ladies went forth to welcome him. 

Sweep fell upon his knee and humbly begged the lovely maiden's hand in marriage, and Empress Yelva 

smilingly consented. 

"Indeed, dear Sweep!" declared the Empress Yelva, "I had a notion all the while that you would soon return, 

and had our wedding feast prepared!" (Now could it have been that the Red Caps whispered of the magic 

change the well of her own tears had caused?) 

Then straightway Sweep and Empress Yelva were married. Young Master Jasper and the noble maiden were 

married too; it was a double wedding. Another feast was held, so bounteous and so magnificent that all 

previous feasts seemed poor and mean by comparison. Sports and games were set, and prizes of great value 

were awarded. Each nobleman received a bag of diamonds as a gift, each noble lady a rope of pearls. The 

common people, one and all, were given each a bag of golden coins that they too might make merry. The 

lords and dukes danced on the highways with the dairymaids; the Empress Yelva and her ladies trod minuets 

with shepherd lads and farmer boys, and all was merry as a marriage feast should be. 

Sweep now was Emperor. He wore a robe of purple bordered deep with ermine, and held a sceptre clustered 

thick with diamonds when he sat at court. With Empress Yelva by his side, he now rode forth in a splendid 

chariot of gold and royal enamels. But though he was thus raised to high rank and great wealth, Sweep was as 

amiable and as kind of heart as he had been when he swept down tall chimneys for his living and drove his 

donkey cart all filled with brooms and brushes. To tell the truth, however, Sweep had little opportunity to do 

kind deeds. There were no poor folk to be found in Yelvaland. The Empress Yelva governed her realm too 

well and wisely for that. Now it happened on one winter's day, when all the ground was white, Sweep noticed 

that the frost hung thick and glistened on the branches of the firs and cedars. 

"It seems to me, my dear," said Sweep to Empress Yelva, "that it would be most suitable if we should build 

some houses for our little friends, the Red Caps, who are dwelling in our forest. I fear me that they suffer 

greatly from the cold." 

The Empress Yelva thought this plan most excellent, and soon the royal carpenters and joiners were set to 

making tiny little houses. When these were made, the royal painters colored them bright green with bright red 

roofs, which was quite like the costume of the Red Caps, if you will remark. The Empress Yelva and her 

noble lords and ladies then hung these tiny houses in the branches of the firs and cedars, and they looked like 

so many brightly colored bird-houses. When the Red Caps flew home that night, they were delighted; they 
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guessed at once for whom these tiny houses were meant. They praised Sweep and complimented him on his 

kind heart and his thoughtful ways. 

"We Red Caps do many kind things for mortals," they remarked most sagely to each other, "but it is seldom 

mortals ever think to do kind things for us. It is quite fitting that Sweep should be Emperor; he hath a noble 

heart, as sovereigns all should have." 

It happened then upon another day, while still the snow lay thick upon the ground, that Princess Cendre and 

her servants went a-riding through this forest. The haughty princess marked the tiny brightly colored houses, 

and asked what they might be. A forester near by made answer thus: 

"Now if your royal highness please," said he, "Sweep, our good Emperor, hath caused these to be made for 

our little friends, the Red Caps. They suffered greatly with the cold, he thought." 

"Indeed!" exclaimed the Princess Cendre. "Then your little friends, the Red Caps, must suffer from the cold 

again, I fear. I have taken a great fancy to these pretty toys and mean to hang them in my own forests, that my 

goldfinches and nightingales may dwell therein in winter, instead of flying to the southland." She then desired 

her servants to cut down the tiny, brightly colored houses and rode off, little thinking of the mischief she had 

done. 

That night, when the Red Caps flew home, they were agitated and buzzed about like so many angry little 

bees. They missed their tiny comfortable houses and shivered with the cold. They knew, of course, who had 

done this. They knew all things—these Red Caps of the olden days. 

"Now this haughty Princess Cendre is impossible!" they declared most wrathfully. "She cares not though we 

freeze to death; although we have done noble things for her, she has quite forgot them. She has been princess 

long enough!" they cried. "Let her be Little Sweep again," and they clapped their hands in anger. 

Then in that instant vanished the splendid castle by the sea, and Princess Cendre's robes of satin fell from her. 

She found herself dressed out in sweeper's rags, and once more, broom in hand, standing on her corner. The 

old master, back within his comfortable kitchen again, was disposed to treat her no better than he had before; 

and so, for all her days, Little Sweep was forced to dwell within her cold, bare attic. But there was no kind 

Sweep to toss her bread and buns each day nor buy her bright red apples or plum cake. 

Sweep, on the other hand, lived long and happily as Emperor. He and the lovely Empress Yelva, it is said, 

were blessed with twenty children, all of whom inherited Sweep's noble nature and his kindly heart. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/loretta-ellen-brady/fairy-tale/sweep-and-little-sweep 
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The Osbick Bird: Edward Gorey’s Tender and Surprising Vintage Illustrated Allegory About the 

Meaning of True Love 

A subversive Victorian-tinted infusion of romantic realism. 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

Great loves, like great works of art, live at the crossing point of the improbable and the inevitable. That, at 

least, has been my experience, both as a scholar of history and as a private participant in the lives of the heart. 

Such loves come unbidden, without warning or presentiment, and that is their supreme insurance against the 

projectionist fantasy that so frequently disguises not-love — infatuation, obsession, jealousy, longing — as 

love. But when they do come, with all the delirium of the improbable, they enter the house of the heart as if 

they have always lived there, instantly at home; they enter like light bending at a certain angle to reveal, 

without fuss or fanfare, some corner of the universe for the very first time — but the corner has always been 

there, dusty and dim, and the light has always been ambient, unlensed and unbent into illumination. For great 

love, as the Nobel-winning Polish poet Wisława Szymborska observed in her splendid meditation on its 

mystery, is “never justified” but is rather “like the little tree that springs up in some inexplicable fashion on 

the side of a cliff: where are its roots, what does it feed on, what miracle produces those green leaves?” 

That improbable and inexplicable miracle is what Edward Gorey (February 22, 1925–April 15, 2000) 

celebrates with his signature faux-terse tenderness and soulful oddness in the vintage gem The Osbick 

Bird (public library). 

Written in 1969 — several years after Gorey created his now-iconic Gashlycrumb Tinies, but well before his 

work for PBS and his fantastical reimagining of Dracula made him a household name — it was originally 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/08/09/wislawa-symborska-great-love/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/08/09/wislawa-symborska-great-love/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/076496335X/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/076496335X/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/osbick-bird/oclc/1041397984&referer=brief_results
https://www.brainpickings.org/2011/01/19/edward-gorey-the-gashlycrumb-tinies/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/07/22/edward-gorey-dracula/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/076496335X/braipick-20
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published under Gorey’s own Fantod Press, whose author list included such venerated names as Ogdred 

Weary, Madame Groeda Weyrd, O. Müde, Mrs. Regera Dowdy, Raddory Gewe, Garrod Weedy, and the 

Oprah-like first-name-only Om — Gorey’s delightful menagerie of pseudonyms. 

Edward Gorey by Richard Avedon (Richard 

Avedon Foundation) 

This tiny treasure of a book, itself improbable and inevitable given its subject and its creator’s nature, lay 

dormant and forgotten for decades, until Pomegranate Press, heroic stewards of Gorey’s legacy, resurrected it 

twelve years after he became the posthumous author he had always lived as. 

In spare lines and spare verses, Gorey tells the singsong story of the osbick bird — a creature of his wild and 

wondrous imagination — who alights one day to lonely, dignified Emblus Figby’s bowler hat, out of the blue, 

or rather, out of the sky-implying negative space of Gorey’s minimalist, consummately cross-hatched black-

and-white worldscapes. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/11/26/edward-gorey-anagrams-pseudonyms/
https://www.pomegranate.com/a212.html
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And then, just like that, Emblus Figby and the osbick bird commence a life together — as if life was always 

meant to be lived in this particular tandem; as if each of the two was written into being just to complete the 

other’s rhyme. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/076496335X/braipick-20
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This charmingly eccentric shared life unspools in Gorey’s playful verses, evocative of Victorian nursery 

rhymes, and when the spool runs out, Gorey’s romantic realism takes over — the osbick bird flits out of the 

frame just like it had flitted into it, by that miraculous consonance of the improbable and the inevitable. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/076496335X/braipick-20
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“There is grandeur in this view of life,” Darwin had written a century earlier in the final passage of On the 

Origin of Species — in the view that death is the very mechanism ensuring the unstoppable ongoingness of 

life, the fulcrum by which ever shifts into after. There is grandeur, too, in Gorey’s subversive ending. There is 

beauty and bravery in its counterpoint to our incomplete happily-ever-after cultural mythos and its deep-

seated denial of death as an integral part of life, and therefore of love; beauty and bravery in the reminder that 

the measure of a great love — as of a great life — is not in the happy ending, for all endings followed to the 

ultimate finality are the same, but in all the happy durings. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/24/brian-greene-janna-levin-conversation/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/076496335X/braipick-20
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Complement The Osbick Bird with Shell Silverstein’s tender line-drawn allegory for the simple secret of true 

love, then revisit Hannah Arendt on love and how to live with the fundamental fear of its loss and W.H. 

Auden on what it means to be the more loving one. 

Illustrations © The Edward Gorey Charitable Trust courtesy of Pomegranate Press. Photographs by Maria 

Popova. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/05/28/the-osbick-bird-edward-

gorey/?mc_cid=b649e27f3a&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 
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https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/02/25/love-and-saint-augustine-hannah-arendt/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/02/04/janna-levin-w-h-auden-the-more-loving-one/
http://www.pomegranate.com/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/05/28/the-osbick-bird-edward-gorey/?mc_cid=b649e27f3a&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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Thuvia, Maid of Mars 

by Edgar Rice Burroughs 

 

Next Chapter 

Chapter I: Carthoris and Thuvia 

 

Upon a massive bench of polished ersite beneath the gorgeous blooms of a giant pimalia a woman sat. Her 

shapely, sandalled foot tapped impatiently upon the jewel-strewn walk that wound beneath the stately sorapus 

trees across the scarlet sward of the royal gardens of Thuvan Dihn, Jeddak of Ptarth, as a dark-haired, red- 

skinned warrior bent low toward her, whispering heated words close to her ear. 

"Ah, Thuvia of Ptarth," he cried, "you are cold even before the fiery blasts of my consuming love! No harder 

than your heart, nor colder is the hard, cold ersite of this thrice happy bench which supports your divine and 

fadeless form! Tell me, O Thuvia of Ptarth, that I may still hope--that though you do not love me now, yet 

some day, some day, my princess, I--" 

The girl sprang to her feet with an exclamation of surprise and displeasure. Her queenly head was poised 

haughtily upon her smooth red shoulders. Her dark eyes looked angrily into those of the man. 

"You forget yourself, and the customs of Barsoom, Astok," she said. "I have given you no right thus to 

address the daughter of Thuvan Dihn, nor have you won such a right." 

The man reached suddenly forth and grasped her by the arm. 

"You shall be my princess!" he cried. "By the breast of Issus, thou shalt, nor shall any other come between 

Astok, Prince of Dusar, and his heart's desire. Tell me that there is another, and I shall cut out his foul heart 

and fling it to the wild calots of the dead sea-bottoms!" 

At touch of the man's hand upon her flesh the girl went pallid beneath her coppery skin, for the persons of the 

royal women of the courts of Mars are held but little less than sacred. The act of Astok, Prince of Dusar, was 

profanation. There was no terror in the eyes of Thuvia of Ptarth--only horror for the thing the man had done 

and for its possible consequences. 

"Release me." Her voice was level--frigid. 

The man muttered incoherently and drew her roughly toward him. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/edgar-rice-burroughs/book/thuvia-maid-of-mars/summary
https://americanliterature.com/author/edgar-rice-burroughs
https://americanliterature.com/author/edgar-rice-burroughs/book/thuvia-maid-of-mars/chapter-ii-slavery
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"Release me!" she repeated sharply, "or I call the guard, and the Prince of Dusar knows what that will mean." 

Quickly he threw his right arm about her shoulders and strove to draw her face to his lips. With a little cry she 

struck him full in the mouth with the massive bracelets that circled her free arm. 

"Calot!" she exclaimed, and then: "The guard! The guard! Hasten in protection of the Princess of Ptarth!" 

In answer to her call a dozen guardsmen came racing across the scarlet sward, their gleaming long-swords 

naked in the sun, the metal of their accoutrements clanking against that of their leathern harness, and in their 

throats hoarse shouts of rage at the sight which met their eyes. 

But before they had passed half across the royal garden to where Astok of Dusar still held the struggling girl 

in his grasp, another figure sprang from a cluster of dense foliage that half hid a golden fountain close at hand. 

A tall, straight youth he was, with black hair and keen grey eyes; broad of shoulder and narrow of hip; a 

clean-limbed fighting man. His skin was but faintly tinged with the copper colour that marks the red men of 

Mars from the other races of the dying planet--he was like them, and yet there was a subtle difference greater 

even than that which lay in his lighter skin and his grey eyes. 

There was a difference, too, in his movements. He came on in great leaps that carried him so swiftly over the 

ground that the speed of the guardsmen was as nothing by comparison. 

Astok still clutched Thuvia's wrist as the young warrior confronted him. The new-comer wasted no time and 

he spoke but a single word. 

"Calot!" he snapped, and then his clenched fist landed beneath the other's chin, lifting him high into the air 

and depositing him in a crumpled heap within the centre of the pimalia bush beside the ersite bench. 

Her champion turned toward the girl. "Kaor, Thuvia of Ptarth!" he cried. "It seems that fate timed my visit 

well." 

"Kaor, Carthoris of Helium!" the princess returned the young man's greeting, "and what less could one expect 

of the son of such a sire?" 

He bowed his acknowledgment of the compliment to his father, John Carter, Warlord of Mars. And then the 

guardsmen, panting from their charge, came up just as the Prince of Dusar, bleeding at the mouth, and with 

drawn sword, crawled from the entanglement of the pimalia. 

Astok would have leaped to mortal combat with the son of Dejah Thoris, but the guardsmen pressed about 

him, preventing, though it was clearly evident that naught would have better pleased Carthoris of Helium. 

"But say the word, Thuvia of Ptarth," he begged, "and naught will give me greater pleasure than meting to this 

fellow the punishment he has earned." 
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"It cannot be, Carthoris," she replied. "Even though he has forfeited all claim upon my consideration, yet is he 

the guest of the jeddak, my father, and to him alone may he account for the unpardonable act he has 

committed." 

"As you say, Thuvia," replied the Heliumite. "But afterward he shall account to Carthoris, Prince of Helium, 

for this affront to the daughter of my father's friend." As he spoke, though, there burned in his eyes a fire that 

proclaimed a nearer, dearer cause for his championship of this glorious daughter of Barsoom. 

The maid's cheek darkened beneath the satin of her transparent skin, and the eyes of Astok, Prince of Dusar, 

darkened, too, as he read that which passed unspoken between the two in the royal gardens of the jeddak. 

"And thou to me," he snapped at Carthoris, answering the young man's challenge. 

The guard still surrounded Astok. It was a difficult position for the young officer who commanded it. His 

prisoner was the son of a mighty jeddak; he was the guest of Thuvan Dihn--until but now an honoured guest 

upon whom every royal dignity had been showered. To arrest him forcibly could mean naught else than war, 

and yet he had done that which in the eyes of the Ptarth warrior merited death. 

The young man hesitated. He looked toward his princess. She, too, guessed all that hung upon the action of 

the coming moment. For many years Dusar and Ptarth had been at peace with each other. Their great 

merchant ships plied back and forth between the larger cities of the two nations. Even now, far above the 

gold-shot scarlet dome of the jeddak's palace, she could see the huge bulk of a giant freighter taking its 

majestic way through the thin Barsoomian air toward the west and Dusar. 

By a word she might plunge these two mighty nations into a bloody conflict that would drain them of their 

bravest blood and their incalculable riches, leaving them all helpless against the inroads of their envious and 

less powerful neighbors, and at last a prey to the savage green hordes of the dead sea-bottoms. 

No sense of fear influenced her decision, for fear is seldom known to the children of Mars. It was rather a 

sense of the responsibility that she, the daughter of their jeddak, felt for the welfare of her father's people. 

"I called you, Padwar," she said to the lieutenant of the guard, "to protect the person of your princess, and to 

keep the peace that must not be violated within the royal gardens of the jeddak. That is all. You will escort me 

to the palace, and the Prince of Helium will accompany me." 

Without another glance in the direction of Astok she turned, and taking Carthoris' proffered hand, moved 

slowly toward the massive marble pile that housed the ruler of Ptarth and his glittering court. On either side 

marched a file of guardsmen. Thus Thuvia of Ptarth found a way out of a dilemma, escaping the necessity of 

placing her father's royal guest under forcible restraint, and at the same time separating the two princes, who 

otherwise would have been at each other's throat the moment she and the guard had departed. 

Beside the pimalia stood Astok, his dark eyes narrowed to mere slits of hate beneath his lowering brows as he 

watched the retreating forms of the woman who had aroused the fiercest passions of his nature and the man 

whom he now believed to be the one who stood between his love and its consummation. 
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As they disappeared within the structure Astok shrugged his shoulders, and with a murmured oath crossed the 

gardens toward another wing of the building where he and his retinue were housed. 

That night he took formal leave of Thuvan Dihn, and though no mention was made of the happening within 

the garden, it was plain to see through the cold mask of the jeddak's courtesy that only the customs of royal 

hospitality restrained him from voicing the contempt he felt for the Prince of Dusar. 

Carthoris was not present at the leave-taking, nor was Thuvia. The ceremony was as stiff and formal as court 

etiquette could make it, and when the last of the Dusarians clambered over the rail of the battleship that had 

brought them upon this fateful visit to the court of Ptarth, and the mighty engine of destruction had risen 

slowly from the ways of the landing-stage, a note of relief was apparent in the voice of Thuvan Dihn as he 

turned to one of his officers with a word of comment upon a subject foreign to that which had been uppermost 

in the minds of all for hours. 

But, after all, was it so foreign? 

"Inform Prince Sovan," he directed, "that it is our wish that the fleet which departed for Kaol this morning be 

recalled to cruise to the west of Ptarth." 

As the warship, bearing Astok back to the court of his father, turned toward the west, Thuvia of Ptarth, sitting 

upon the same bench where the Prince of Dusar had affronted her, watched the twinkling lights of the craft 

growing smaller in the distance. Beside her, in the brilliant light of the nearer moon, sat Carthoris. His eyes 

were not upon the dim bulk of the battleship, but on the profile of the girl's upturned face. 

"Thuvia," he whispered. 

The girl turned her eyes toward his. His hand stole out to find hers, but she drew her own gently away. 

"Thuvia of Ptarth, I love you!" cried the young warrior. "Tell me that it does not offend." 

She shook her head sadly. "The love of Carthoris of Helium," she said simply, "could be naught but an honour 

to any woman; but you must not speak, my friend, of bestowing upon me that which I may not reciprocate." 

The young man got slowly to his feet. His eyes were wide in astonishment. It never had occurred to the Prince 

of Helium that Thuvia of Ptarth might love another. 

"But at Kadabra!" he exclaimed. "And later here at your father's court, what did you do, Thuvia of Ptarth, that 

might have warned me that you could not return my love?" 

"And what did I do, Carthoris of Helium," she returned, "that might lead you to believe that I DID return it?" 

He paused in thought, and then shook his head. "Nothing, Thuvia, that is true; yet I could have sworn you 

loved me. Indeed, you well knew how near to worship has been my love for you." 
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"And how might I know it, Carthoris?" she asked innocently. "Did you ever tell me as much? Ever before 

have words of love for me fallen from your lips?" 

"But you MUST have known it!" he exclaimed. "I am like my father--witless in matters of the heart, and of a 

poor way with women; yet the jewels that strew these royal garden paths--the trees, the flowers, the sward-- 

all must have read the love that has filled my heart since first my eyes were made new by imaging your 

perfect face and form; so how could you alone have been blind to it?" 

"Do the maids of Helium pay court to their men?" asked Thuvia. 

"You are playing with me!" exclaimed Carthoris. "Say that you are but playing, and that after all you love me, 

Thuvia!" 

"I cannot tell you that, Carthoris, for I am promised to another." 

Her tone was level, but was there not within it the hint of an infinite depth of sadness? Who may say? 

"Promised to another?" Carthoris scarcely breathed the words. His face went almost white, and then his head 

came up as befitted him in whose veins flowed the blood of the overlord of a world. 

"Carthoris of Helium wishes you every happiness with the man of your choice," he said. "With--" and then he 

hesitated, waiting for her to fill in the name. 

"Kulan Tith, Jeddak of Kaol," she replied. "My father's friend and Ptarth's most puissant ally." 

The young man looked at her intently for a moment before he spoke again. 

"You love him, Thuvia of Ptarth?" he asked. 

"I am promised to him," she replied simply. 

He did not press her. "He is of Barsoom's noblest blood and mightiest fighters," mused Carthoris. "My father's 

friend and mine--would that it might have been another!" he muttered almost savagely. What the girl thought 

was hidden by the mask of her expression, which was tinged only by a little shadow of sadness that might 

have been for Carthoris, herself, or for them both. 

Carthoris of Helium did not ask, though he noted it, for his loyalty to Kulan Tith was the loyalty of the blood 

of John Carter of Virginia for a friend, greater than which could be no loyalty. 

He raised a jewel-encrusted bit of the girl's magnificent trappings to his lips. 

"To the honour and happiness of Kulan Tith and the priceless jewel that has been bestowed upon him," he 

said, and though his voice was husky there was the true ring of sincerity in it. "I told you that I loved you, 
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Thuvia, before I knew that you were promised to another. I may not tell you it again, but I am glad that you 

know it, for there is no dishonour in it either to you or to Kulan Tith or to myself. My love is such that it may 

embrace as well Kulan Tith--if you love him." There was almost a question in the statement. 

"I am promised to him," she replied. 

Carthoris backed slowly away. He laid one hand upon his heart, the other upon the pommel of his long-sword. 

"These are yours--always," he said. A moment later he had entered the palace, and was gone from the girl's 

sight. 

Had he returned at once he would have found her prone upon the ersite bench, her face buried in her arms. 

Was she weeping? There was none to see. 

 

Carthoris of Helium had come all unannounced to the court of his father's friend that day. He had come alone 

in a small flier, sure of the same welcome that always awaited him at Ptarth. As there had been no formality in 

his coming there was no need of formality in his going. 

To Thuvan Dihn he explained that he had been but testing an invention of his own with which his flier was 

equipped--a clever improvement of the ordinary Martian air compass, which, when set for a certain 

destination, will remain constantly fixed thereon, making it only necessary to keep a vessel's prow always in 

the direction of the compass needle to reach any given point upon Barsoom by the shortest route. 

Carthoris' improvement upon this consisted of an auxiliary device which steered the craft mechanically in the 

direction of the compass, and upon arrival directly over the point for which the compass was set, brought the 

craft to a standstill and lowered it, also automatically, to the ground. 

"You readily discern the advantages of this invention," he was saying to Thuvan Dihn, who had accompanied 

him to the landing-stage upon the palace roof to inspect the compass and bid his young friend farewell. 

A dozen officers of the court with several body servants were grouped behind the jeddak and his guest, eager 

listeners to the conversation--so eager on the part of one of the servants that he was twice rebuked by a noble 

for his forwardness in pushing himself ahead of his betters to view the intricate mechanism of the wonderful 

"controlling destination compass," as the thing was called. 

"For example," continued Carthoris, "I have an all- night trip before me, as to-night. I set the pointer here 

upon the right-hand dial which represents the eastern hemisphere of Barsoom, so that the point rests upon the 

exact latitude and longitude of Helium. Then I start the engine, roll up in my sleeping silks and furs, and with 

lights burning, race through the air toward Helium, confident that at the appointed hour I shall drop gently 

toward the landing-stage upon my own palace, whether I am still asleep or no." 

"Provided," suggested Thuvan Dihn, "you do not chance to collide with some other night wanderer in the 

meanwhile." 
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Carthoris smiled. "No danger of that," he replied. "See here," and he indicated a device at the right of the 

destination compass. "This is my `obstruction evader,' as I call it. This visible device is the switch which 

throws the mechanism on or off. The instrument itself is below deck, geared both to the steering apparatus 

and the control levers. 

"It is quite simple, being nothing more than a radium generator diffusing radio-activity in all directions to a 

distance of a hundred yards or so from the flier. Should this enveloping force be interrupted in any direction a 

delicate instrument immediately apprehends the irregularity, at the same time imparting an impulse to a 

magnetic device which in turn actuates the steering mechanism, diverting the bow of the flier away from the 

obstacle until the craft's radio-activity sphere is no longer in contact with the obstruction, then she falls once 

more into her normal course. Should the disturbance approach from the rear, as in case of a faster-moving 

craft overhauling me, the mechanism actuates the speed control as well as the steering gear, and the flier 

shoots ahead and either up or down, as the oncoming vessel is upon a lower or higher plane than herself. 

"In aggravated cases, that is when the obstructions are many, or of such a nature as to deflect the bow more 

than forty-five degrees in any direction, or when the craft has reached its destination and dropped to within a 

hundred yards of the ground, the mechanism brings her to a full stop, at the same time sounding a loud alarm 

which will instantly awaken the pilot. You see I have anticipated almost every contingency." 

Thuvan Dihn smiled his appreciation of the marvellous device. The forward servant pushed almost to the 

flier's side. His eyes were narrowed to slits. 

"All but one," he said. 

The nobles looked at him in astonishment, and one of them grasped the fellow none too gently by the 

shoulder to push him back to his proper place. Carthoris raised his hand. 

"Wait," he urged. "Let us hear what the man has to say--no creation of mortal mind is perfect. Perchance he 

has detected a weakness that it will be well to know at once. Come, my good fellow, and what may be the one 

contingency I have overlooked?" 

As he spoke Carthoris observed the servant closely for the first time. He saw a man of giant stature and 

handsome, as are all those of the race of Martian red men; but the fellow's lips were thin and cruel, and across 

one cheek was the faint, white line of a sword-cut from the right temple to the corner of the mouth. 

"Come," urged the Prince of Helium. "Speak!" 

The man hesitated. It was evident that he regretted the temerity that had made him the centre of interested 

observation. But at last, seeing no alternative, he spoke. 

"It might be tampered with," he said, "by an enemy." 

Carthoris drew a small key from his leathern pocket-pouch. 
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"Look at this," he said, handing it to the man. "If you know aught of locks, you will know that the mechanism 

which this unlooses is beyond the cunning of a picker of locks. It guards the vitals of the instrument from 

crafty tampering. Without it an enemy must half wreck the device to reach its heart, leaving his handiwork 

apparent to the most casual observer." 

The servant took the key, glanced at it shrewdly, and then as he made to return it to Carthoris dropped it upon 

the marble flagging. Turning to look for it he planted the sole of his sandal full upon the glittering object. For 

an instant he bore all his weight upon the foot that covered the key, then he stepped back and with an 

exclamation as of pleasure that he had found it, stooped, recovered it, and returned it to the Heliumite. Then 

he dropped back to his station behind the nobles and was forgotten. 

A moment later Carthoris had made his adieux to Thuvan Dihn and his nobles, and with lights twinkling had 

risen into the star-shot void of the Martian night. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/edgar-rice-burroughs/book/thuvia-maid-of-mars/chapter-i-carthoris-and-

thuvia 
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Plasmonic nanocrystals-cellulose hybrid 

ByDIPC   

When we consider the variety of possible wonder applications of plasmonic nanoparticles we usually forget a 

key aspect: how these laboratory results can be transformed into something really usable in everyday life. For 

that to occur some not-that-simple problems must be resolved first. 

For example, plasmonic nanoparticles exhibit excellent light-harvesting properties in the visible spectral 

range. Wonderful, we think, this could be a way for the conversion of light into useful chemical fuel, just like 

plants do. The problem is that, in order to achieve this, nanoparticles need to be, well, nanoparticles. If 

nanoparticles, fabricated in liquid phase, aggregate, they are no longer nanoparticles, but microparticles or 

miliparticles, or whatever, you get the idea. So, we have to maintain nanoparticles as such: enter the colloidal 

solution. 

In order to maintain the nanoparticles as a colloid, we need to stabilize them, usually using surface ligands. 

Now, we have nanoparticles but not the promised light-harvesting properties, as ligands inhibit their 

photochemical performance, due to the insulating molecular shell hindering the carrier transport. 

How to solve this? Ideally, we would need an easy to manipulate, cheap, abundantly available, inert from the 

plasmonic point of view material that we could use as a scaffold for our nanoparticles. Does something like 

this exist ? Now, a team of researchers think 1 they have found a candidate: cellulose. 

 

https://mappingignorance.org/2020/05/28/plasmonic-nanocrystals-cellulose-hybrid/#author
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Of course, the strategy of immobilizing nanocrystals on solid substrates is not new. Several types of substrates 

have been proposed so far, including TiO2, CeO2, ZrO2, Al2O3, SiO2, MoS2, glass or, why not, graphene. The 

electronic properties of those materials, however, as the surface ligands before, also alter the dynamics of 

carriers flow. 

Cellulose is an excellent scaffold candidate for the plasmonic catalyst because of its availability, chemical 

robustness, and high-surface area. Interestingly, the combination of cellulose with semiconducting 

nanoparticles has been shown to produce an efficient photocatalyst for the generation of hydrogen or the 

degradation of an organic dye when irradiated with visible light. 

On the other hand, the shape anisotropy of cellulose fibers has been exploited in a templated self-assembly of 

plasmonic nanoparticles leading to chiral optical properties, or serving as a substrate for plasmon-based 

biosensing. 

The researchers show now that a combination of cellulose with metal nanocrystals (Pd-coated gold nanorods) 

renders a composite with photocatalytic activity in the dehydrogenation of sodium formate and the 

simultaneous reduction of NAD+to NADH under visible-infrared light irradiation. 

The excess of cationic surfactants on the surface of the particles likecetyltrimethylammonium bromide 

(CTAB) alters the metal-cellulose interactions. The fabrication of a functional composite was possible by the 

rational screening of the concentrations of CTAB, nanoparticles, and cellulose in the mix, thus obtaining 

processable materials in the form of gels, viscous solutions, two-phase systems or stable colloidal solutions. 

The initial optical and photocatalytic properties of the palladium-gold nanocrystals were kept by fine-tuning 

the metal-cellulose interactions, even after the removal of the CTAB surfactant. 

The resulting functional composite was implemented in a bioinspired photocatalytic process involving 

dehydrogenation of sodium formate and simultaneous photoregeneration of cofactor molecules (NADH, 

nicotinamide adenine dinucleotide) using visible light as an energy source. 

The functionality of this new plasmonic nanocrystals-cellulose hybrid system brings processable macroscopic 

materials closer to a reality. Including the use of 3D printing technology. 

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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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/2020/05/28/plasmonic-nanocrystals-cellulose-

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

Mapping+Ignorance%29 

  

https://mappingignorance.org/author/dipc/
http://dipc.ehu.es/
https://twitter.com/DIPCehu
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/05/28/plasmonic-nanocrystals-cellulose-hybrid/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/05/28/plasmonic-nanocrystals-cellulose-hybrid/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29
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The Anabasis of Godspeed 

by Ishion Hutchinson 

Issue no. 229 (Summer 2019) 

i. 

Now these were the embarkations they made to the holy places of egypt sinai  

palestine and syria in the years of furies 1916–17 unto the last 1918. Godspeed under the schoolyard’s 

cherry tree scrawled his anabasis marred by dust and the red smell of the sea. 

ii. 

Disembarked for alexandria shuck camp and enchained at moascar and proceeded to el 

ferdan where it dechained and proceeded to reduit camp where it encamped and took over duties and 

post defenses in the sun. 

iii. 

And was shuck off the strength accordingly. england. Heavy-clouded. That was the month of  

the death of the late Field Marshal Right Honourable H. H. Earl Kitchener of Khartoum K.G.  G.C.B. 

 O.M.  G.C.S.I.  G.C.M.G.  G.C.I.E. Colonel Commandant Royal Engineers Colonel Irish Guards 

Secretary of State for war that for a period of one week officers of the army shall wear mourning with 

their uniforms on this melancholy occasion. The boy wiped cherry on his lionized shirt in bad faith. 

iv. 

Section drill and extended order drill and artillery drill and artillery formation and attack  

formations and the training of runners and observers and scouts and musketry and embodying fire 

control and discipline and description and recognition of targets and visual training and judging 

distance and instructions in Lewis gun work and bombing and rifle grenades and bayonet fighting and 

rapid firing and intensive digging and hangar construction. These were their school of instructions for 

the new year. 

v. 

Easterly to the sea.  

Waters of prophets at their feet after trampling the fragile roads of reeds over el burn. They dipped and 

one was lost to save the life of a comrade. Afterward the body of 5640 Pte. G. C. Sealey “D” boy found 

on the beach and buried in a small orchard south of the waters of prophets. 

The battalion less one company moved to their new camp along the cliffs on the seashore and  

proceeded to dig dugouts. 

vi. 

Easterly in the heavy lands of the sinai desert and proceeded to deir el belah to guard 

over prisoners of war which was biblical with grief. They were burying wires for artillery at queens hill 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=c130c13497&e=d538c8f2e0
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and they were shelled off their work. Godspeed wrote and knew the hell-ravaging pantomime cannot 

be rehearsed. The silvered sea appeared to be one vast coffin. 

vii. 

And it was at this time a gift of locks from the ladies of barbados was presented to the  

commanding officer to the men of the battalion and a gift of tobacco and cigarettes from the leeward 

islands was presented to the men of the battalion by the commanding officer who did not understand 

why the men of the battalion wept over such sour goods. 

The battalion moved from ballah to dueidar to kantara and there by light rail to  

gilban. Marched from gilban to dueidar leaving “A” and “C” boys at hill 70 and enchained for suez to 

embark for basra to mesopotamia to join the dead already there. 

If you enjoyed this poem, why not read … 

 more of Ishion Hutchinson’s poetry as published in The Paris Review over the years? 

  

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=c130c13497&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=155a641d7d&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=c130c13497&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=c130c13497&e=d538c8f2e0
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What makes Germans so orderly? 

For centuries, Germany has been synonymous with order. So how can a rule-abiding nation also have 

an anything-goes spirit? 

 

The idea that Germans love rules and order has been a global stereotype for generations (Credit: Rudy 

Balasko/Getty Images) 

 

 By Joe Baur 

On the high-speed train gliding smoothly from Berlin to Düsseldorf, a young man started chatting to me. He 

eventually asked, “What are some of the cultural differences you’ve noticed between Germans and 

Americans?” 

https://ichef.bbci.co.uk/wwfeatures/wm/live/1600_900/images/live/p0/8f/gq/p08fgqd4.jpg
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As if on cue, a middle-aged woman hovered over us and gave a harsh, “Shh!” with her finger pressed against 

her lips. She pointed to a sign of a mobile phone with a cross through it, indicating that we were in 

the Ruhebereich, the quiet carriage of the train. 

“You must be quiet,” she said, before returning to her seat. 

“That,” I said to the man sitting next to me. “That’s different.” 

In the nearly four years I’ve lived in Germany, that woman’s reprimand was just one of many examples I’ve 

experienced of Germans strictly adhering to the rules in the name of preserving Ordnung (order). Because in 

Germany, as the famous expression goes, “Ordnung muss sein” (“there must be order”). In fact, this 

proverbial saying is so well-ingrained in the German psyche that it’s become a cultural cliché for Germans 

around the world, and a way of life for them at home. 

 

At first glance, Germans' trademark tidiness seems to influence most aspects of the country's culture (Credit: 

bluejayphoto/Getty Images) 

 

This proverbial saying is so well-ingrained in the German psyche that it’s become a cultural cliché for 

Germans around the world, and a way of life for them at home 

https://ichef.bbci.co.uk/wwfeatures/wm/live/1600_900/images/live/p0/8f/gq/p08fgqkq.jpg
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In Germany, your brown bottles must be recycled separately from your clear ones. You must be quiet after 

22:00. You must always obey the red man at a crossing, even if no cars are coming. And if you want to get 

anything done in this country, you need to print and fill out the proper forms, make an appointment, take your 

number and wait to be called to find out if you followed the rules or missed something in the fine print – 

which you probably did. 

On the surface, “Ordnung muss sein” seems to be the foundation of German personal and social conduct. But, 

stereotypes aside, is Germany really “orderly”? 

As with many things “German”, the answer may go back to Martin Luther. In addition to forever changing 

how Germany (and the world) worships, many of the humble Reformationist’s personal preferences (from a 

love of beer to books to severe Bauhaus-inspiring design) have continued to shape German culture for the last 

500 years. In fact, according to volume 67 of his Sämmtliche Werke text, it was the jowly monk himself 

who appears to have first written the earliest iteration of the expression. 

'Ordnung' is in the water supply 

Luther wrote, “Ordnung muss sein unter den Leuten” (literally: “There must be order among the people”). But 

Dr Wolfram Pyta, director of the Department of Modern History at the University of Stuttgart, contends that 

Luther wasn’t referring to the virtue highlighted in the contemporary use of “Ordnung muss sein”. 

“Luther called for obedience to authority in his theological writings,” said Pyta. “But this isn't identical with 

… the expression ‘Ordnung muss sein’, which isn’t necessarily aimed at state order, but rather at order in 

one’s private life.” 

While there's not much documentation of the phrase in the centuries after Luther, a 1930 article published 

in The New York Times claimed that Paul von Hindenburg, the last president of the Weimar Republic, had 

made the phrase “world famous”. The expression became further tied to German culture when Hindenburg 

graced the cover of TIME magazine in 1934 with the exclamation “Ordnung muss sein!” printed underneath 

his photo. The cover story, "Germany: Crux of Crisis", quotes Hindenburg shouting his “useful aphorism 

which serves him on all occasions” at Adolf Hitler while discussing politics. 

 “Order is considered to be a Prussian value on equal standing with fulfilling obligations, punctuality, hard 

work and honesty,” said Christina Röttgers, a German culture expert who helps international companies 

understand the German mindset to work with them effectively. 

Order is considered to be a Prussian value on equal standing with fulfilling obligations, punctuality, hard 

work and honesty 

Whatever the expression’s true origins, “Ordnung muss sein” is certainly embedded within the fabric of 

German society. But interestingly, Germans don’t discuss it, because according to Röttgers, the values and 

rules associated with it have already been internalised. Nobody needs to talk about the rules because it’s 

assumed everyone already knows them. 

http://www.bbc.com/travel/story/20171023-how-martin-luthers-ideas-lasted-500-years
https://books.google.de/books?id=egARAAAAIAAJ&dq=%22ordnung%20mu%C3%9F%20sein%22%20%22martin%20luther%22&pg=PA58#v=onepage&q=%22ordnung%20mu%C3%9F%20sein%22%20%22martin%20luther%22&f=false
https://www.nytimes.com/1930/11/09/archives/german-pilots-course-is-a-long-hard-grind-work-at-transport-school.html
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Order is not something most Germans discuss, because they have already internalised the rules associated 

with it (Credit: Freeartist/Getty Images) 

“Ordnung is in the water supply,” quipped Joachim Krüger, a German professor of psychology at Brown 

University. “Every child learns this saying in the context of cleaning their room,” added Röttgers. “For 

Germans themselves, it's part of their everyday lives, but they don't think about it any more than someone 

thinks about grammar while they’re speaking." 

Verena Netscher, a personnel consultant from Cologne, agreed. “I think it’s something that exists in the minds 

of people in Germany,” she said. “But I don’t think anyone is especially striving to achieve this ideal.” 

Around the country, every German I asked agreed with Netscher’s sentiments. “There’s order and that’s a 

good thing,” Lukas Pietrek, a law student in Düsseldorf, wrote to me. “But a lot of people are nevertheless too 

orderly and stuffy.” 

https://ichef.bbci.co.uk/wwfeatures/wm/live/1600_900/images/live/p0/8f/gq/p08fgqnz.jpg
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To help enforce order, Germany employs a Public Order Police force (Credit: Joe Baur) 

Needless to say, Ordnung has slipped into everyday German vocabulary. If you seem distraught, a passerby 

might ask, “Alles in Ordnung?”. In English, that’s, “Are you OK?”, but literally, they’re asking, “Is 

everything in order?”. If everything is as it should be, then you’re “in Ordnung”. 

It’s also stitched on uniforms of the men and women who work for the Ordnungsamt (Germany’s Public 

Order Office). This is essentially a special police force that focuses on misdemeanours, which in Germany 

includes playing loud music during quiet hours, parking violations and enforcing when and how long your 

dog is allowed to bark (10 minutes at a time and no more than 30 minutes a day outside of quiet hours, 

according to a court decision). If you’re caught on the wrong side of the Ordnungsamt, you’ll get 

an Ordnungswidrigkeit – a misdemeanour. 

Yet, whenever you mention “Ordnung muss sein”, Germans are quick to mention another expression, 

“Ordnung ist das halbe Leben” (“Order is half of life”). And when they tack on the rest of the expression, it 

turns Germans’ trademark tidiness on its head: “Unordnung die andere Hälfte” (“And disorder the other 

half”). 

https://hund-bellt.de/wie-lange-duerfen-hunde-bellen/
https://ichef.bbci.co.uk/wwfeatures/wm/live/1600_900/images/live/p0/8f/gq/p08fgqr9.jpg
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"Ordnung" is everywhere in Germany, but Germans selectively choose when and where to be disorderly 

(Credit: Joe Baur) 

Nobody will deny that there are splashes of disorder in Germany. Commuters across the country burst onto 

trains before people have a chance to get out; people routinely vandalise rubbish bins bearing the word, 

“Ordnung!” on them; and the nation’s “newest” airport is finally set for take off in October after a nine-year 

delay due to design flaws, scandals and general chaos. 

In fact, for more than 100 years – from the hedonistic parties of the Weimar Republic to the boho-squat raves 

before unification to the techno temples of today – my home of Berlin has been renowned around the world as 

an anything-goes lab of cultural experimentation. Nearly 20 years after the city’s former mayor called it “poor 

but sexy”, people from around the world still move here precisely to free themselves of rigid life plans and to 

be whoever and whatever they want without a judgmental glance. 

But even in a city legendary for its libertine tolerance and anarchistic spirit, there are still strict, unwritten 

rules. Want to grab spray paint and tag part of the Berlin Wall? There’s a designated section of Mauerpark 

where you can do that. Want to go au natural? There are unmarked swaths of the city’s central Tiergarten park 

and surrounding lakes where clothing is severely frowned upon. And want to do drugs and have sex with 

strangers? No-one will bat an eye at most Berlin clubs – so long as you do your business in the right room. 

https://www.bbc.com/news/world-europe-52470012
https://ichef.bbci.co.uk/wwfeatures/wm/live/1600_900/images/live/p0/8f/gq/p08fgqvz.jpg
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Even in Berlin, a city renowned for its anything-goes spirit, there are unwritten rules around where and when 

disorder is acceptable (Credit: Sean Gallup/Getty Images) 

Berlin may be a special beast, but the deeper you dive, the more you’ll see this carefree cultural attitude 

across Germany. Frankfurt has its growing Bahnhofsviertel neighbourhood full of brothels and clubs. 

Hamburg’s St Pauli area is one of Europe’s most raucous red-light districts. Even the most conservative 

corners of Bavaria and the former East Germany embrace the Freikörperkultur (free-body culture) of relaxing 

in the buff at certain campsites, beaches and resorts. 

Of course, each of these examples still fits neatly within Germany’s specific sense of order: it’s less about 

banning certain things and more about making sure you’re doing them in the proper, assigned place. Chat 

softly on the quiet carriage of a train and you’re likely to get scolded. But drink a beer on Berlin’s subway and 

no-one will say a word because of another unwritten rule that public drinking – and even public transit 

drinking – is generally deemed acceptable. 

"Most hold themselves to the rules because they've learned that the rules are reasonable,” explained Röttgers. 

“But everyone has their own interpretation of the rules because people are individuals.” 

https://ichef.bbci.co.uk/wwfeatures/wm/live/1600_900/images/live/p0/8f/gq/p08fgqym.jpg
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Want to grab a spray can and tag the Berlin Wall on a nice day? Sure! There's a designated space for that 

(Credit: Tom Stoddart/Getty Images) 

Of course, if you run afoul of someone’s interpretation of the rules, many strangers may gladly let you know 

that you’ve disrupted their Ordnung. “Germans aren't shy about pointing out when others break the rules,” 

said Röttgers. “Strangers will rebuke you because there’s an expectation that everyone will follow the rules.” 

That explains why a neighbour of mine shared a video of how to properly deconstruct a cardboard box for the 

recycling bin in my apartment building’s WhatsApp chat. “In five seconds, a box is made small. If I can do it, 

you all can, too.” The message was signed with a kissy-face emoji. 

But on the whole, German order is rather pragmatic. “Ordnung muss sein” doesn’t mean building a false 

reality. It means Germans demand that systems are in place to prevent the worst from happening, 

like Kurzarbeit (short work) – a programme that allows businesses to decrease the hours of their employees 

during times of crisis (like the 2008 financial crash and the ongoing coronavirus pandemic) and the 

government will pay 60% of the remaining salary to avoid mass unemployment. 

https://ichef.bbci.co.uk/wwfeatures/wm/live/1600_900/images/live/p0/8f/gr/p08fgr20.jpg
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The German sense of order is much more pragmatic and progressive than most people think (Credit: Johannes 

Eisele/Getty Images) 

Having travelled extensively through all of Germany’s 16 states, I have seen Ordnung operate swiftly and 

smoothly, from the Black Forest to the Baltic Sea. But I’ve also seen Germans throwing this order overboard 

at “acceptable” times – be it embracing their carnal core at Carnival, screaming at hordes of armoured guards 

at football matches or launching fireworks from crowded streets and balconies on New Year’s Eve. 

In the end, Germany – like any country – is more than just one phrase. 

“There are a lot of expressions that, when put together, build a picture of a culture,” Röttgers said. “‘Ordnung 

muss sein’ is just an excerpt.” 

Now if you’ll excuse me, I have some cardboard boxes to “make small” and ensure my dog isn’t barking 

more than his daily allotted limit. 

https://ichef.bbci.co.uk/wwfeatures/wm/live/1600_900/images/live/p0/8f/gr/p08fgr6j.jpg
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The German idea that "There must be order" goes back roughly 500 years to Martin Luther (Credit: 

AVTG/Getty Images) 

 

http://www.bbc.com/travel/story/20200531-what-makes-germans-so-orderly?xtor=ES-213-

[BBC%20Features%20Newsletter]-2020June5-[Travel%7c+Button] 

  

http://www.bbc.com/travel/story/20200531-what-makes-germans-so-orderly?xtor=ES-213-%5bBBC%20Features%20Newsletter%5d-2020June5-%5bTravel%7c+Button%5d
http://www.bbc.com/travel/story/20200531-what-makes-germans-so-orderly?xtor=ES-213-%5bBBC%20Features%20Newsletter%5d-2020June5-%5bTravel%7c+Button%5d
https://ichef.bbci.co.uk/wwfeatures/wm/live/1600_900/images/live/p0/8f/gq/p08fgqmw.jpg
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Wonder and the Sacred Search for Truth: Ann Druyan on Why the Scientific Method Is Like Love 

An invitation “to feel more intensely the romance of science and the wonder of being alive right now, at these 

particular coordinates in spacetime, less alone, more at home, here in the cosmos.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

“We, this people, on a small and lonely planet / Traveling through casual space / Past aloof stars, across the 

way of indifferent suns / To a destination where all signs tell us / It is possible and imperative that we learn / 

A brave and startling truth…” So begins Maya Angelou’s cosmic clarion call to humanity, one of the most 

beautiful and poignant poems ever written — a poem that flew to space, a poem that came from space: a 

poem inspired by Carl Sagan’s Pale Blue Dot — his lyrical meditation on the landmark photograph of Earth, 

which the Voyager spacecraft took in 1990 as an afterthought upon completing its unprecedented 

photographic survey of our Solar System, and which Sagan spent years petitioning NASA to permit. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/09/a-brave-and-startling-truth-maya-angelou/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2012/12/10/pale-blue-dot-motion-graphics/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1426219083/braipick-20
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The “Pale Blue Dot” photograph captured by the Voyager 1 (NASA/JPL) 
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The Voyager, which had sailed into space thirteen years earlier, carried alongside its instruments The Golden 

Record — a visionary, intensely poetic effort to capture the essence of Earth in sounds and images that would 

convey to another planetary civilization across spacetime, and, perhaps even more vitally in the middle of the 

Cold War, mirror back to us who and what we are: a single symphonic species. 

Tasked with the impossible, inspired work of distilling that essence was the project’s creative director, Ann 

Druyan. In the course of composing the record, Sagan and Druyan, to their own wonder-stricken surprise, 

found themselves composing a stunning love story with their lives. They spent the remaining two decades of 

Sagan’s life fathoming and figuring the universe together — writing poetic inquiries into the origin of comets, 

dreaming up children’s book ideas, collaborating on the iconic 1980 television series turned book Cosmos, 

which The Library of Congress listed among 88 books to have shaped the country’s conscience, alongside 

epoch-making triumphs of courage and vision that have changed the course of culture and the understanding 

of nature — books like Rachel Carson’s Silent Spring and Walt Whitman’s Leaves of Grass. 

 

Art by Margaret C. Cook for a rare 1913 edition of Leaves of Grass. (Available as a print.) 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/02/10/murmurs-of-earth-sagan-golden-record/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/02/10/murmurs-of-earth-sagan-golden-record/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/01/11/kometenbuch-the-comet-book/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/01/27/rachel-carson-silent-spring-dorothy-freeman/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/03/26/crossing-brooklyn-ferry-janna-levin-walt-whitman/
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
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Two decades after Sagan’s death — decades coruscating with dazzling scientific discoveries that have 

disquieted us into shedding more myths and beholding more of reality — Druyan picked up the thread of 

wonder to write and produce a continuation of Cosmos, starring astrophysicist Neil deGrasse Tyson and 

soaring into these new frontiers of our ever-evolving understanding of space and time. In the companion 

book, Cosmos: Possible Worlds (public library), she extends an invitation “to feel more intensely the 

romance of science and the wonder of being alive right now, at these particular coordinates in spacetime, less 

alone, more at home, here in the cosmos.” 

Tracing our cosmic story — from the cyanobacteria through which life first bloomed on our rocky world 

billions of years ago to our search for life on possible worlds many lightyears away; from the cave walls on 

which early humans first mapped their spatial coordinates to the Rube Goldberg machine of discoveries that 

led to the lasers with which these caves are now studied; from the symbiotic evolution of plants and the 

pollinators that feast on them to the Russian scientists who starved to death in a murderous dictatorship to 

protect their precious collection of seeds ensuring our planet’s biodiversity far beyond their lifetimes — 

Druyan takes up the mission not as a scientist herself but as a lifelong student and steward of the scientific 

mindscape, a self-described “hunter-gatherer of stories”: stories that begin with the human, with individual 

scientists or teams of scientists, and beget the cosmic, parting the curtain to let in a few more golden rays of 

reality, chiseling some precious fragment of knowledge from the immense monolith of the unknown. 

At the center of her expansive reach into past and future is a lucid, luminous look at the realities and 

responsibilities the present is calling us to rise to — an inquiry into what it would take for us to transcend our 

human limitations and foibles so that we may endure as stewards rather than destroyers of this irreplaceable 

planet. In a testament to the fundamental fact that science is “a truly human endeavor,” Druyan writes: 

Science, like love, is a means to that transcendence, to that soaring experience of the oneness of being fully 

alive. The scientific approach to nature and my understanding of love are the same: Love asks us to get 

beyond the infantile projections of our personal hopes and fears, to embrace the other’s reality. This kind of 

unflinching love never stops daring to go deeper, to reach higher. 

This is precisely the way that science loves nature. This lack of a final destination, an absolute truth, is what 

makes science such a worthy methodology for sacred searching. It is a never ending lesson in humility. The 

vastness of the universe — and love, the thing that makes the vastness bearable — is out of reach to the 

arrogant. This cosmos only fully admits those who listen carefully for the inner voice reminding us to 

remember we might be wrong. What’s real must matter more to us than what we wish to believe. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1426219083/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/cosmos-possible-worlds/oclc/1140112941&referer=brief_results
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/11/29/janna-levin-black-hole-blues-science/
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Art by the Brothers Hilts from A Velocity of Being: Letters to a Young Reader. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/20/a-velocity-of-being-letters-to-a-young-reader/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/20/a-velocity-of-being-letters-to-a-young-reader/
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Learning not to confuse the strength of our beliefs for the strength of the evidence is, of course, one of the 

greatest, most difficult triumphs of our growth — as individuals, as societies, and as a species. In consonance 

with the tenets of Sagan’s timeless Baloney Detection Kit for critical thinking, Druyan offers her simple, 

elegant formula for telling the two apart: 

Test ideas by experiment and observation. Build on those ideas that pass the test. Reject the ones that fail. 

Follow the evidence wherever it leads. And question everything, including authority. Do these things and the 

cosmos is yours. 

She opens and closes the book with the words of Albert Einstein, spoken at the 1939 World’s Fair, where he 

had gone to leave a time-capsule of wisdom for posterity: 

If science, like art, is to perform its mission truly and fully, its achievements must enter not only superficially 

but with their inner meaning into the consciousness of the people. 

I am reminded — by Einstein’s words, by Druyan’s endeavor — of John F. Kennedy’s miraculous defense of 

poetry: “We must never forget that art is not a form of propaganda; it is a form of truth.” The man whose 

unassailable vision had landed the first human foot on another celestial body understood that in the poetry of 

reality, every portal of wonder, be it art or science, is a portal to truth. Sometimes — if our passion and 

persistence are great enough, if chance rolls its impartial dice suitably enough — it is a portal to “a brave and 

starling truth.” 

What emerges from Druyan’s Cosmos: Possible Worlds is a rosary of such shimmering sometimeses. 

Complement it with poet Marie Howe’s stunning ode to the singularity of our cosmic belonging, then revisit 

physicist Brian Greene on wresting the poetry of existence from an aloof universe and Carl Sagan on how to 

live with the unknown. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/05/20/ann-druyan-cosmos-possible-

worlds/?mc_cid=b649e27f3a&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/01/03/baloney-detection-kit-carl-sagan/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/03/14/einstein-worlds-fair-time-capsule/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/05/01/jfk-amherst-speech/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/05/01/jfk-amherst-speech/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/09/a-brave-and-startling-truth-maya-angelou/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/09/a-brave-and-startling-truth-maya-angelou/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1426219083/braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/23/singularity-marie-howe-animated/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/02/21/brian-greene-until-the-end-of-time/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/04/05/carl-sagan-jonathan-cott-rolling-stone-interview/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/04/05/carl-sagan-jonathan-cott-rolling-stone-interview/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/05/20/ann-druyan-cosmos-possible-worlds/?mc_cid=b649e27f3a&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/05/20/ann-druyan-cosmos-possible-worlds/?mc_cid=b649e27f3a&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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A Wagner Matinee 

by Willa Cather 

 

A Wagner Matinee was first published in Scribner's Magazine in 1903, before publication in Cather's 

collection, The Troll Garden in 1905. "When the horns drew out the first strain of the Pilgrim's chorus my 

Aunt Georgiana clutched my coat sleeve. Then it was I first realized that for her this broke a silence of thirty 

years; the inconceivable silence of the plains." 

 

Wagner, The 

Flying Dutchman, Senta is faithful until death, 1917 

I received one morning a letter, written in pale ink on glassy, blue-lined notepaper, and bearing the postmark 

of a little Nebraska village. This communication, worn and rubbed, looking as though it had been carried for 

some days in a coat pocket that was none too clean, was from my Uncle Howard and informed me that his 

wife had been left a small legacy by a bachelor relative who had recently died, and that it would be necessary 

for her to go to Boston to attend to the settling of the estate. He requested me to meet her at the station and 

render her whatever services might be necessary. On examining the date indicated as that of her arrival I 

https://americanliterature.com/author/willa-cather
https://americanliterature.com/author/willa-cather/book/the-troll-garden/summary


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 531  september 2020 

 

66 

found it no later than tomorrow. He had characteristically delayed writing until, had I been away from home 

for a day, I must have missed the good woman altogether. 

The name of my Aunt Georgiana called up not alone her own figure, at once pathetic and grotesque, but 

opened before my feet a gulf of recollection so wide and deep that, as the letter dropped from my hand, I felt 

suddenly a stranger to all the present conditions of my existence, wholly ill at ease and out of place amid the 

familiar surroundings of my study. I became, in short, the gangling farm boy my aunt had known, scourged 

with chilblains and bashfulness, my hands cracked and sore from the corn husking. I felt the knuckles of my 

thumb tentatively, as though they were raw again. I sat again before her parlor organ, fumbling the scales with 

my stiff, red hands, while she, beside me, made canvas mittens for the huskers. 

The next morning, after preparing my landlady somewhat, I set out for the station. When the train arrived I 

had some difficulty in finding my aunt. She was the last of the passengers to alight, and it was not until I got 

her into the carriage that she seemed really to recognize me. She had come all the way in a day coach; her 

linen duster had become black with soot, and her black bonnet gray with dust, during the journey. When we 

arrived at my boardinghouse the landlady put her to bed at once and I did not see her again until the next 

morning. 

Whatever shock Mrs. Springer experienced at my aunt's appearance she considerately concealed. As for 

myself, I saw my aunt's misshapen figure with that feeling of awe and respect with which we behold explorers 

who have left their ears and fingers north of Franz Josef Land, or their health somewhere along the Upper 

Congo. My Aunt Georgiana had been a music teacher at the Boston Conservatory, somewhere back in the 

latter sixties. One summer, while visiting in the little village among the Green Mountains where her ancestors 

had dwelt for generations, she had kindled the callow fancy of the most idle and shiftless of all the village 

lads, and had conceived for this Howard Carpenter one of those extravagant passions which a handsome 

country boy of twenty-one sometimes inspires in an angular, spectacled woman of thirty. When she returned 

to her duties in Boston, Howard followed her, and the upshot of this inexplicable infatuation was that she 

eloped with him, eluding the reproaches of her family and the criticisms of her friends by going with him to 

the Nebraska frontier. Carpenter, who, of course, had no money, had taken a homestead in Red Willow 

County, fifty miles from the railroad. There they had measured off their quarter section themselves by driving 

across the prairie in a wagon, to the wheel of which they had tied a red cotton handkerchief, and counting off 

its revolutions. They built a dugout in the red hillside, one of those cave dwellings whose inmates so often 

reverted to primitive conditions. Their water they got from the lagoons where the buffalo drank, and their 

slender stock of provisions was always at the mercy of bands of roving Indians. For thirty years my aunt had 

not been further than fifty miles from the homestead. 

But Mrs. Springer knew nothing of all this, and must have been considerably shocked at what was left of my 

kinswoman. Beneath the soiled linen duster which, on her arrival, was the most conspicuous feature of her 

costume, she wore a black stuff dress, whose ornamentation showed that she had surrendered herself 

unquestioningly into the hands of a country dressmaker. My poor aunt's figure, however, would have 

presented astonishing difficulties to any dressmaker. Originally stooped, her shoulders were now almost bent 

together over her sunken chest. She wore no stays, and her gown, which trailed unevenly behind, rose in a sort 

of peak over her abdomen. She wore ill-fitting false teeth, and her skin was as yellow as a Mongolian's from 

constant exposure to a pitiless wind and to the alkaline water which hardens the most transparent cuticle into a 

sort of flexible leather. 
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I owed to this woman most of the good that ever came my way in my boyhood, and had a reverential affection 

for her. During the years when I was riding herd for my uncle, my aunt, after cooking the three meals--the 

first of which was ready at six o'clock in the morning-and putting the six children to bed, would often stand 

until midnight at her ironing board, with me at the kitchen table beside her, hearing me recite Latin 

declensions and conjugations, gently shaking me when my drowsy head sank down over a page of irregular 

verbs. It was to her, at her ironing or mending, that I read my first Shakespeare', and her old textbook on 

mythology was the first that ever came into my empty hands. She taught me my scales and exercises, too--on 

the little parlor organ, which her husband had bought her after fifteen years, during which she had not so 

much as seen any instrument, but an accordion that belonged to one of the Norwegian farmhands. She would 

sit beside me by the hour, darning and counting while I struggled with the "Joyous Farmer," but she seldom 

talked to me about music, and I understood why. She was a pious woman; she had the consolations of religion 

and, to her at least, her martyrdom was not wholly sordid. Once when I had been doggedly beating out some 

easy passages from an old score of Euryanthe I had found among her music books, she came up to me and, 

putting her hands over my eyes, gently drew my head back upon her shoulder, saying tremulously, "Don't 

love it so well, Clark, or it may be taken from you. Oh, dear boy, pray that whatever your sacrifice may be, it 

be not that." 

When my aunt appeared on the morning after her arrival she was still in a semi-somnambulant state. She 

seemed not to realize that she was in the city where she had spent her youth, the place longed for hungrily half 

a lifetime. She had been so wretchedly train-sick throughout the journey that she bad no recollection of 

anything but her discomfort, and, to all intents and purposes, there were but a few hours of nightmare between 

the farm in Red Willow County and my study on Newbury Street. I had planned a little pleasure for her that 

afternoon, to repay her for some of the glorious moments she had given me when we used to milk together in 

the straw-thatched cowshed and she, because I was more than usually tired, or because her husband had 

spoken sharply to me, would tell me of the splendid performance of the Huguenots she had seen in Paris, in 

her youth. At two o'clock the Symphony Orchestra was to give a Wagner program, and I intended to take my 

aunt; though, as I conversed with her I grew doubtful about her enjoyment of it. Indeed, for her own sake, I 

could only wish her taste for such things quite dead, and the long struggle mercifully ended at last. I suggested 

our visiting the Conservatory and the Common before lunch, but she seemed altogether too timid to wish to 

venture out. She questioned me absently about various changes in the city, but she was chiefly concerned that 

she had forgotten to leave instructions about feeding half-skimmed milk to a certain weakling calf, "old 

Maggie's calf, you know, Clark," she explained, evidently having forgotten how long I had been away. She 

was further troubled because she had neglected to tell her daughter about the freshly opened kit of mackerel in 

the cellar, which would spoil if it were not used directly. 

I asked her whether she had ever heard any of the Wagnerian operas and found that she had not, though she 

was perfectly familiar with their respective situations, and had once possessed the piano score of The Flying 

Dutchman. I began to think it would have been best to get her back to Red Willow County without waking 

her, and regretted having suggested the concert. 

From the time we entered the concert hall, however, she was a trifle less passive and inert, and for the first 

time seemed to perceive her surroundings. I had felt some trepidation lest she might become aware of the 

absurdities of her attire, or might experience some painful embarrassment at stepping suddenly into the world 

to which she had been dead for a quarter of a century. But, again, I found how superficially I had judged her. 

She sat looking about her with eyes as impersonal, almost as stony, as those with which the granite Rameses 

in a museum watches the froth and fret that ebbs and flows about his pedestal-separated from it by the lonely 
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stretch of centuries. I have seen this same aloofness in old miners who drift into the Brown Hotel at Denver, 

their pockets full of bullion, their linen soiled, their haggard faces unshaven; standing in the thronged 

corridors as solitary as though they were still in a frozen camp on the Yukon, conscious that certain 

experiences have isolated them from their fellows by a gulf no haberdasher could bridge. 

We sat at the extreme left of the first balcony, facing the arc of our own and the balcony above us, veritable 

hanging gardens, brilliant as tulip beds. The matinee audience was made up chiefly of women. One lost the 

contour of faces and figures-- indeed, any effect of line whatever-and there was only the color of bodices past 

counting, the shimmer of fabrics soft and firm, silky and sheer: red, mauve, pink, blue, lilac, purple, ecru, 

rose, yellow, cream, and white, all the colors that an impressionist finds in a sunlit landscape, with here and 

there the dead shadow of a frock coat. My Aunt Georgiana regarded them as though they had been so many 

daubs of tube-paint on a palette. 

When the musicians came out and took their places, she gave a little stir of anticipation and looked with 

quickening interest down over the rail at that invariable grouping, perhaps the first wholly familiar thing that 

had greeted her eye since she had left old Maggie and her weakling calf. I could feel how all those details 

sank into her soul, for I had not forgotten how they had sunk into mine when I came fresh from plowing 

forever and forever between green aisles of corn, where, as in a treadmill, one might walk from daybreak to 

dusk without perceiving a shadow of change. The clean profiles of the musicians, the gloss of their linen, the 

dull black of their coats, the beloved shapes of the instruments, the patches of yellow light thrown by the 

green- shaded lamps on the smooth, varnished bellies of the cellos and the bass viols in the rear, the restless, 

wind-tossed forest of fiddle necks and bows-I recalled how, in the first orchestra I had ever heard, those long 

bow strokes seemed to draw the heart out of me, as a conjurer's stick reels out yards of paper ribbon from a 

hat. 

The first number was the Tannhauser overture. When the horns drew out the first strain of the Pilgrim's 

chorus my Aunt Georgiana clutched my coat sleeve. Then it was I first realized that for her this broke a 

silence of thirty years; the inconceivable silence of the plains. With the battle between the two motives, with 

the frenzy of the Venusberg theme and its ripping of strings, there came to me an overwhelming sense of the 

waste and wear we are so powerless to combat; and I saw again the tall, naked house on the prairie, black and 

grim as a wooden fortress; the black pond where I had learned to swim, its margin pitted with sun-dried cattle 

tracks; the rain-gullied clay banks about the naked house, the four dwarf ash seedlings where the dishcloths 

were always hung to dry before the kitchen door. The world there was the flat world of the ancients; to the 

east, a cornfield that stretched to daybreak; to the west, a corral that reached to sunset; between, the conquests 

of peace, dearer bought than those of war. 

The overture closed; my aunt released my coat sleeve, but she said nothing. She sat staring at the orchestra 

through a dullness of thirty years, through the films made little by little by each of the three hundred and 

sixty-five days in every one of them. What, I wondered, did she get from it? She had been a good pianist in 

her day I knew, and her musical education had been broader than that of most music teachers of a quarter of a 

century ago. She had often told me of Mozart's operas and Meyerbeer's, and I could remember hearing her 

sing, years ago, certain melodies of Verdi's. When I had fallen ill with a fever in her house she used to sit by 

my cot in the evening--when the cool, night wind blew in through the faded mosquito netting tacked over the 

window, and I lay watching a certain bright star that burned red above the cornfield--and sing "Home to our 

mountains, O, let us return!" in a way fit to break the heart of a Vermont boy near dead of homesickness 

already. 
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I watched her closely through the prelude to Tristan and Isolde, trying vainly to conjecture what that seething 

turmoil of strings and winds might mean to her, but she sat mutely staring at the violin bows that drove 

obliquely downward, like the pelting streaks of rain in a summer shower. Had this music any message for 

her? Had she enough left to at all comprehend this power which had kindled the world since she had left it? I 

was in a fever of curiosity, but Aunt Georgiana sat silent upon her peak in Darien. She preserved this utter 

immobility throughout the number from The Flying Dutchman, though her fingers worked mechanically upon 

her black dress, as though, of themselves, they were recalling the piano score they had once played. Poor old 

hands! They had been stretched and twisted into mere tentacles to hold and lift and knead with; the palms 

unduly swollen, the fingers bent and knotted--on one of them a thin, worn band that had once been a wedding 

ring. As I pressed and gently quieted one of those groping hands I remembered with quivering eyelids their 

services for me in other days. 

Soon after the tenor began the "Prize Song," I heard a quick drawn breath and turned to my aunt. Her eyes 

were closed, but the tears were glistening on her cheeks, and I think, in a moment more, they were in my eyes 

as well. It never really died, then-- the soul that can suffer so excruciatingly and so interminably; it withers to 

the outward eye only; like that strange moss which can lie on a dusty shelf half a century and yet, if placed in 

water, grows green again. She wept so throughout the development and elaboration of the melody. 

During the intermission before the second half of the concert, I questioned my aunt and found that the "Prize 

Song" was not new to her. Some years before there had drifted to the farm in Red Willow County a young 

German, a tramp cowpuncher, who had sung the chorus at Bayreuth, when he was a boy, along with the other 

peasant boys and girls. Of a Sunday morning he used to sit on his gingham-sheeted bed in the hands' bedroom 

which opened off the kitchen, cleaning the leather of his boots and saddle, singing the "Prize Song," while my 

aunt went about her work in the kitchen. She had hovered about him until she had prevailed upon him to join 

the country church, though his sole fitness for this step, insofar as I could gather, lay in his boyish face and his 

possession of this divine melody. Shortly afterward he had gone to town on the Fourth of July, been drunk for 

several days, lost his money at a faro table, ridden a saddled Texan steer on a bet, and disappeared with a 

fractured collarbone. All this my aunt told me huskily, wanderingly, as though she were talking in the weak 

lapses of illness. 

"Well, we have come to better things than the old Trovatore at any rate, Aunt Georgie?" I queried, with a 

well-meant effort at jocularity. 

Her lip quivered and she hastily put her handkerchief up to her mouth. From behind it she murmured, "And 

you have been hearing this ever since you left me, Clark?" Her question was the gentlest and saddest of 

reproaches. 

The second half of the program consisted of four numbers from the Ring, and closed with Siegfried's funeral 

march. My aunt wept quietly, but almost continuously, as a shallow vessel overflows in a rainstorm. From 

time to time her dim eyes looked up at the lights which studded the ceiling, burning softly under their dull 

glass globes; doubtless they were stars in truth to her. I was still perplexed as to what measure of musical 

comprehension was left to her, she who had heard nothing but the singing of gospel hymns at Methodist 

services in the square frame schoolhouse on Section Thirteen for so many years. I was wholly unable to gauge 

how much of it had been dissolved in soapsuds, or worked into bread, or milked into the bottom of a pail. 
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The deluge of sound poured on and on; I never knew what she found in the shining current of it; I never knew 

how far it bore her, or past what happy islands. From the trembling of her face I could well believe that before 

the last numbers she had been carried out where the myriad graves are, into the gray, nameless burying 

grounds of the sea; or into some world of death vaster yet, where, from the beginning of the world, hope has 

lain down with hope and dream with dream and, renouncing, slept. 

The concert was over; the people filed out of the hall chattering and laughing, glad to relax and find the living 

level again, but my kinswoman made no effort to rise. The harpist slipped its green felt cover over his 

instrument; the flute players shook the water from their mouthpieces; the men of the orchestra went out one 

by one, leaving the stage to the chairs and music stands, empty as a winter cornfield. 

I spoke to my aunt. She burst into tears and sobbed pleadingly. "I don't want to go, Clark, I don't want to go!" 

I understood. For her, just outside the door of the concert hall, lay the black pond with the cattle-tracked 

bluffs; the tall, unpainted house, with weather-curled boards; naked as a tower, the crook-backed ash 

seedlings where the dishcloths hung to dry; the gaunt, molting turkeys picking up refuse about the kitchen 

door. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/willa-cather/short-story/a-wagner-matinee 
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“Now More Than Ever” 

by Morgan Parker 

Issue no. 223 (Winter 2017) 

Phrase used by Whites to express their surprise and disapproval of social or political conditions which, to the 

Negro, are devastatingly usual. Often accompanied by an unsolicited touch on the forearm or shoulder, this 

expression is a favorite among the most politically liberal but socially comfortable of Whites. Its origins and 

implications are necessarily vague and undefined. In other words, the source moment of separation between 

“now” and “ever” must never be specified. In some cases, it is also accompanied by a solicitation for unpaid 

labor from the Negro, often in the form of time, art, or an intimate and lengthy explanation of the Negro’s life 

experiences, likely not dissimilar to a narrative the Negro has relayed before to dead ears. Otherwise, in 

response to the circumstances occurring “now,” as ever, but suddenly and inexplicably “more” than ever, this 

is an utterance to be met with a solemn nod of the head and, eventually and most importantly, absolution, 

which all Good Whites are convinced they deserve. When a time or era achieves “more than ever” status, 

many Negroes will assume duties kindred to those of priesthood, e.g., receiving confessions, distributing 

mercy, et cetera. Though, as noted above, the precise connotation of this phrase is quite obscured in its usage, 

it seems to be uttered in moments of “Aha!” or, more bluntly, “I straight up did not believe you before,” 

wherein “before” = “ever.” (See also: Negro Lexicon entries #42 & #43: “same shit, different day” and “samo 

samo.”) Subtexts, then, underscoring this phrase are quite sinister in nature, varying from “Your usefulness, 

Negro, is married to your misfortune” and “Time is linear,” the implications of which are that (1) value is 

time sensitive, (2) conditions of despair are temporary, and (3) anything at all can be new, belonging 

exclusively to “now” and untethered to “ever” (i.e., past, future). These understandings of time versus import 

are likely due to the fact that spurs to action and empathy for the Whites are often directly correlated to any 

present dangers facing their individual freedoms, or even simply when one “feels like it.” (See also: Case 

Study #5: “Empathy.”) This reveals in Whites a compulsion to reformation based upon desire, excitement, 

guilt, or otherwise self-indulgent emotions, whereas it would appear that the Negro must live the life of the 

Negro ever, now, and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever 

and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever 

and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever 

and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever 

and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever 

and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever 

and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever 

and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever 

and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever 

[. . .] and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever and 

ever and ever (cont.) 

If you enjoyed this poem, why not read … 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=4fc22f764d&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=4fc22f764d&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=4fc22f764d&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=4fc22f764d&e=d538c8f2e0
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The International Photography Awards celebrate the marvels of motion 

By Rich Haridy 

 

2nd Place / Oneshot : Movement/Nature 

Claudio Piccoli 

This year’s International Photography Awards (IPA) One-Shot contest focused on how a single image can 

profoundly convey the concept of movement. The incredible array of celebrated shots illustrate the sheer 

spectacle of humans, animals and machines in various states of motion. 

“The idea that everything moves, changes, and evolves, is such a great concept to explore through 

photography,” says Hossein Farmani, founder of the IPA. “It’s been inspiring to see how photographers of all 

levels of expertise have captured this concept in its many forms – universal, abstract, human, and machine.” 

Honorable Mention, Nature. Streaks of lightning blazed through columns of ashes amid Taal Volcano’s 

eruption as seen from Nasugbu, Batangas, Philippines 

https://newatlas.com/author/rich-haridy/
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Domcar Lagto 

The IPA’s One-Shot contest stands apart from its larger annual competition. Every year the One-Shot contest 

tasks photographers, both professional and amateur, with composing a single image inspired by one theme. In 

the past the contest has asked for shots illustrating topics such as Home, The City and Climate Change. This 

year’s Movement theme beautifully highlights how photographers can artistically convey sensations of 

movement using just a single succinct snap. 

 

1st Place / Overall, 1st Place / Oneshot : Movement/Fine Art. Multiple scan data combined with digital 

camera data of a Wild Carrot, scientific name being Daucus carota 

Anne Mason-Hoerter 

The Grand Prize this year went to Canadian photographer Anne Mason-Hoerter for an impressive composite 

image of wild carrot plants. Mason-Hoerter’s technique involves taking a plant apart, scanning different 

components, and then combining the elements alongside digital camera shots of the plant as a whole, to create 

https://newatlas.com/digital-cameras/international-photography-awards-oneshot-movement-winners-gallery/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=0198dfdb94-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_06_03_08_27&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-0198dfdb94-92970593#gallery:2
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compositions that could never be captured in the wild. Her final winning image took over a month to 

complete and combines over 50 different images and elements, all designed to visualize the movement of 

these plants at night. 

One category in the competition, focusing on technology and machines, features a fantastic collection of man-

made objects in action. Leaves rustling into the air show the world’s fastest mono-wheel vehicle zooming 

along, while another shot leans on marvelous water patterns to illustrate the powerful movement of helicopter 

rotor blades. 

 

Honorable Mention, Technology/Machine 

Alain Ernoult 

“Even though it seems the whole planet has almost come to a standstill, through these images we see that life 

goes on and moves forward,” says Farmani. “Congratulations to all the talented photographers who [have] 

been a part of this great event.” 

Other highlights include animals hunting, basketballers hovering, and rockets zooming up into space. Take a 

look through our gallery at more stunning shots of movement from the IPA One-Shot contest. 

https://newatlas.com/digital-cameras/international-photography-awards-oneshot-movement-winners-gallery/#gallery
https://newatlas.com/digital-cameras/international-photography-awards-oneshot-movement-winners-gallery/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=0198dfdb94-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_06_03_08_27&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-0198dfdb94-92970593#gallery:17
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Source: International Photography Awards 
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3. New Obi robotic dining device wins internationally renowned ‘Oscar of Innovation’ 

Abigail Esposito, Med Design and Outsourcing, 2016 

1. Management of Renal Carcinoma During Pregnancy 

The Doctor's Channel, 2019 

2. Smith & Nephew shareholders shoot down $3m bonus for executives 

Brad Perriello, Mass Device 

3. Safety of Immune Checkpoint Inhibitors With Nephrectomy in mRCC 

The Doctor's Channel 

Powered by 

 

Rich Haridy 

With interests in film, new media, and the new wave of psychedelic science, Rich has written for a number of 

online and print publications over the last decade and was Chair of the Australian Film Critics Association 

https://www.photoawards.com/
https://www.massdevice.com/judge-nixes-medtronic-nuvasive-motions-ahead-hearing/?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=Mass_Device_TrendMD_1
https://www.massdevice.com/judge-bars-injunction-against-covidien-kimberly-clark-patent-case/?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=Mass_Device_TrendMD_1
https://www.medicaldesignandoutsourcing.com/new-obi-robotic-dining-device-wins-internationally-renowned-oscar-of-innovation/?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=Med_Design_and_Outsourcing_TrendMD_1
https://www.thedoctorschannel.com/view/management-of-renal-carcinoma-during-pregnancy/?utm_source=trend&utm_medium=text-link&utm_campaign=content-hub-RCC&utm_content=v1
https://www.massdevice.com/smith-nephew-shareholders-shoot-3m-bonus-executives/?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=Mass_Device_TrendMD_1
https://www.thedoctorschannel.com/view/safety-of-immune-checkpoint-inhibitors-with-nephrectomy-in-mrcc/?utm_source=trend&utm_medium=text-link&utm_campaign=content-hub-RCC&utm_content=v1
https://www.trendmd.com/how-it-works-readers
https://newatlas.com/author/rich-haridy/
https://newatlas.com/author/rich-haridy/
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from 2013-2015. Since joining New Atlas Rich’s interests have broadened to encompass the era-defining 

effects of new technology on culture and life in the 21st century. 
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Reactions of a Reserve Officer 

by Gerald Chittenden 

 

Of the thousand problems which face the reserve officer, that of discipline is probably the most interesting, 

the most perplexing, and the most novel. In general, he has not had much to do with it since he left school, 

and there his point of view toward it was most often hostile. The mechanics of it—the matters of justice, 

punishment, and reward—are simple enough, and at first he does not see beyond them. Presently, the more 

complicated elements of the problem confront him, and he begins to perceive that it is not a physical one, but 

almost purely psychological. Considered as a whole, it is made up of an infinity of details; it is a dangerously 

personal matter, for every case that comes before him for decision has contained in it the factor of his own 

personality, the factor of the offender’s personality, and the factor of the offense. If he tries to follow the easy 

platitude that he must treat all men alike, he is doomed; the object of discipline in the army is to get the best 

work out of each individual, and to produce at the same time an absolutely uniform result throughout the 

military unit. Instant obedience is imperative; it cannot be secured from all men in the same way. 

The reserve officer, then, finds himself on the horns of a dilemma; he hesitates between the accurate 

individual treatment of men, which may make him appear unjust, and the unwavering adherence to 

mechanical standards, which will in the long run make him ineffective. From considering the problem an easy 

one, he passes to the stage where he believes it to be almost insurmountable in difficulty. Gradually the fog 

clears, however, if he proceeds with courage and tries to satisfy no man save himself. 

Offenses divide themselves into two classes—the simple infraction of established regulations, for which the 

penalty is standardized, and the complex cases arising among men who are constitutionally hostile to the law 

simply because it is the law. The first class needs no lengthy consideration, for it causes no serious trouble, 

sets up no psychological reactions, and can be dealt with on a purely impersonal basis. The man dances, and 

pays the piper; the just corporate mind of his company will give him no sympathy, and in general he expects 

none. 

The case of the chronic kicker is more subtle. Often he avoids breaches of regulations, and confines his 

activities to the undermining of the more important qualities of espirit de corps and morale. These qualities 

are the result of intelligence applied to discipline, and are incomparably more important to a command than 

discipline itself; the man who is constantly in clandestine conflict with them is therefore incomparably more 

menacing to an organization than the man who is frequently drunk and disorderly or absent without leave. On 

the other hand, the chronic kicker has often the makings of a good soldier, just as the leader of a gang of bad 

boys is often potentially an excellent citizen. Since it is the business of all officers to make good soldiers out 

of the material at hand, they must treat such men as individuals and not as military molecules. No two of them 

can be treated exactly alike; some must be beaten with rods, and others tickled with straws; some must be 

given positions of responsibility, and some must be used as kitchen police. In dealing with them, the officer’s 

knowledge of psychology, and his desire to achieve in his unit a sort of discipline which shall be constructive 

and not superficial, are of the highest importance to the service. Before he can proceed intelligently, he must 

make up his mind what he wants; that is, he must furnish himself with an adequate definition of discipline. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/gerald-chittenden
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It has been, in general, most abominably defined. A writer in a recent magazine said that it was ‘doing what 

you don’t want to do,’ and italicized the statement because he was so sure he was right. If he was right, the 

mere fact that a man did not want to beat his wife would be proof positive that he ought to do it; and the 

streets in front of our jails would be full of crowds clamoring for entrance because they would rather live 

almost anywhere else. Printing the statement in italics is nothing less than a crime, because the man in the 

street habitually believes everything he sees in italics. It is doubly harmful in these days, showing as it does a 

hidebound misunderstanding of the drafted man and the drafted man’s mind: our soldiers are busy learning 

how to do what they want to do, — kill Germans, to wit, and get the filthy job finished as soon as possible, — 

and they have no time to bother their heads with speculations as to whether they want to obey orders or not. In 

fact they rather like the orders before they have been in the service many weeks. That they are disciplined 

requires no proof, since they have been in action overseas; undisciplined troops win no battles. The processes 

of discipline, pleasant or not as the case may be, are to them unimportant, because they know without thinking 

about it that discipline is a means to an end and not an end in itself—something the magazine writer does not 

seem to be aware of. The definition, moreover, is Teutonic. One of the most serious indictments against the 

Germans is that they have flagellated themselves like mediæval fanatics, till they enjoy pain for pain’s sake, 

and have degraded discipline, the fundamental condition of all success, until it has become with them a fetich 

thirsty for sacrifice. 

And we are in more danger from Prussian ideas than from Prussian arms. The thorn-squeezing proclivities of 

the magazine writer above quoted appeal subtly to our Puritan instincts; we are still suspicious of everything 

that does not make us uncomfortable, and too often choose to plod because we are afraid to fly. There is 

nothing surprising about the high morale and unconquerable spirit of our draft army, unless it be our own 

surprise at the presence of these qualities. They were to be expected by anyone who has taken the pains to 

know the American spirit, which is exasperatingly slow to start, and absolutely refuses to stop till its end has 

been gained. 

Unless he appreciates this fact, — and in general the new reserve officer does not appreciate it, — he will 

waste his energy in worrying about purely formal discipline. Being unfamiliar with military life, he is likely to 

forget that the entire army is now living under service conditions, with the probability of action constantly 

before its eyes. Even in the old army, where the type of private soldier was not usually so high, the guard-

houses emptied themselves almost automatically when the regiment was ordered for active duty—in other 

words, as soon as the purpose of discipline became concrete and imminent instead of abstract and remote. 

Undoubtedly, we were the most undisciplined nation on earth before the war; impertinence to policemen was 

a national characteristic. It is not altogether a paradox that the draft army has proved itself amenable: our 

contempt for regulations did not always imply a contempt for law. The personal experiences of most men had 

satisfied them that it paid to behave; even such inexcusable infractions of law and order as lynchings exhibit a 

sort of an inverted respect for the basis of all law, as well as a resentment at the tardiness and uncertainty of 

our courts. We were, and still are, casuistical: having always our personal ends in sight, and being beautifully 

certain of their virtue, we never bothered our heads about the means. If the means as well as the end were 

worthy, so much the better. As soon as one clear, unquestionable goal was set before the country, our 

individual concentration on our personal objectives became crystallized; the national purpose became the 

personal purpose of every man in the country, and of every man in the draft. In the past year, those of the 

people who are not directly under orders have accomplished marvels of self-discipline in the matter of food-

consumption, contributions to all sorts of funds, and sacrifice of all that made the life of the individual worth 

the living. Similarly, the drafted men, with the national objective in mind, have wholeheartedly submitted 
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themselves to the strictest sort of discipline, at the same time preserving their individuality. It is an amazing 

combination, to be sure; none have found it more so than our enemies. But, when it is analyzed, there is 

nothing startling or revolutionary about it; like everything else, it is a result of causes and not a miracle. 

The causes and the result must both be appreciated by the young officer before he is capable of handling a 

draft outfit. He will run across all sorts of superior officers, most if not all of them competent in the extreme, 

and skilled in maintaining discipline. The more of them he works under, the better for him, for he will more 

quickly discover the golden truth that underlies their methods. At first, he may try to imitate one or another of 

them; then, as his experience grows wider, he will at last learn that imitation is the one broad and easy way to 

failure. No two successful disciplinarians are alike, unless they are so by chance; the uniformity of their 

results too often makes them appear so. Results must be uniform: that is of the first importance; otherwise we 

should have a mob instead of an army. But each man must try for them in his own way. He may be a success 

or he may be a failure, as the gods decree. The discovery of his own individuality is his only chance for 

success. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/gerald-chittenden/short-story/reactions-of-a-reserve-officer 
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Secret of squid invisibility used to turn human cells transparent 

By Michael Irving 

 

Inspired by the squid, researchers have now engineered human cells to be able to turn themselves transparent 

spopov/Depositphotos 

Of all the superpowers in the animal kingdom, the squid’s ability to turn invisible is one of the coolest. And 

now scientists at the University of California, Irvine have managed to recreate that in human cells for the first 

time, granting them tuneable transparency. 

Active camouflage is a survival strategy used by many cephalopods, including octopuses, squids and 

cuttlefish. The animals pull off this feat with the help of cells that change how light scatters off of them, 

allowing them to change color or effectively turn transparent. Understandably, this could come in very handy 

for new camouflage materials. 

https://newatlas.com/author/michael-irving/
https://depositphotos.com/1353178/stock-photo-squid-in-water.html
https://newatlas.com/squid-cephlapod-camouflage/53557/


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 531  september 2020 

 

95 

 

 

But could this ability be transferred to our own cells? That was what the new study set out to investigate. 

The researchers focused on a particular species of squid called Doryteuthis opalescens, which can change a 

stripe along its body from white to transparent. This stripe is made up of reflective cells called leucophores, 

which themselves contain particles called leucosomes that are made up of proteins called reflectins. 

Altogether, this structure is what allows the squids to scatter light, producing iridescent camouflage. 

For the new study, the UC Irvine team attempted to introduce that ability into human cells. To do so, they 

genetically engineered human embryonic kidney cells to express reflectin, and sure enough it worked. On 

closer inspection, the proteins were seen to gather into particles inside the cells, altering how they scattered 

light. 

 

https://newatlas.com/science/engineered-human-cells-transparent-squid-proteins/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=0198dfdb94-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_06_03_08_27&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-0198dfdb94-92970593#gallery:1
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Left: Reflectin nanostructures can be seen inside human cells as the darker areas. Right: Differences in light 

paths through the material, with red being longer and blue being shorter 

Atouli Chatterjee / UC 

“We were amazed to find that the cells not only expressed reflectin but also packaged the protein in 

spheroidal nanostructures and distributed them throughout the cells’ bodies,” says Alon Gorodetsky, co-

author of the study. “Through quantitative phase microscopy, we were able to determine that the protein 

structures had different optical characteristics when compared to the cytoplasm inside the cells; in other 

words, they optically behaved almost as they do in their native cephalopod leucophores.” 

In another test, the team investigated how this ability could be controlled. The cells were placed between two 

plates of coated glass and exposed to different amounts of sodium chloride. They found that under higher 

sodium levels, cells appeared to scatter more light and stand out from their surroundings better than those 

exposed to lower sodium levels. 

Unsurprisingly, cells that lacked the reflectin particles weren’t able to adjust how they scattered light. It 

sounds obvious, but the scientific method requires that these things are checked, just to be sure. 

“This project showed that it’s possible to develop human cells with stimuli-responsive optical properties 

inspired by leucophores in cephalopods, and it shows that these amazing reflectin proteins can maintain their 

properties in foreign cellular environments,” says Gorodetsky. 

The research was published in the journal Nature Communications. 

Source: University of California Irvine 
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https://bestpractice.bmj.com/topics/es-es/228?utm_source=trendmd&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=bp&utm_content=americas&utm_term=latin
https://bestpractice.bmj.com/topics/es-es/28?utm_source=trendmd&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=bp&utm_content=americas&utm_term=latin
https://bestpractice.bmj.com/topics/es-es/1059?utm_source=trendmd&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=bp&utm_content=americas&utm_term=latin
https://www.thedoctorschannel.com/view/visual-acuity-improved-with-prophylactic-bevacizumab-for-uveal-melanoma/?utm_source=trend&utm_medium=text-link&utm_campaign=content-hub-melanoma&utm_content=v1
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The Doctor's Channel, 2020 

2. Practicing in an Era of Chemotherapy-Free Regimens for Relapsed/Refractory Chronic Lymphocytic 

Leukemia 

Nitin Jain, MD, myCME, 2019 

3. Dr. Kudchadkar on the Biological Differences Between Ocular and Cutaneous Melanoma 

The Doctor's Channel, 2020 

 

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. 

 

https://newatlas.com/science/engineered-human-cells-transparent-squid-

proteins/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=0198dfdb94-

EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_06_03_08_27&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-0198dfdb94-

92970593 

  

https://www.mycme.com/courses/practicing-in-an-era-of-chemotherapy-free-regimens-for-relapsedrefractory-chronic-lymphocytic-leukemia-5987/?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=myCME_TrendMD_1
https://www.mycme.com/courses/practicing-in-an-era-of-chemotherapy-free-regimens-for-relapsedrefractory-chronic-lymphocytic-leukemia-5987/?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=myCME_TrendMD_1
https://www.thedoctorschannel.com/view/dr-kudchadkar-on-the-biological-differences-between-ocular-and-cutaneous-melanoma/?utm_source=trend&utm_medium=text-link&utm_campaign=content-hub-melanoma&utm_content=v1
https://newatlas.com/author/michael-irving/
https://newatlas.com/science/engineered-human-cells-transparent-squid-proteins/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=0198dfdb94-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_06_03_08_27&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-0198dfdb94-92970593
https://newatlas.com/science/engineered-human-cells-transparent-squid-proteins/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=0198dfdb94-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_06_03_08_27&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-0198dfdb94-92970593
https://newatlas.com/science/engineered-human-cells-transparent-squid-proteins/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=0198dfdb94-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_06_03_08_27&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-0198dfdb94-92970593
https://newatlas.com/science/engineered-human-cells-transparent-squid-proteins/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=0198dfdb94-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_06_03_08_27&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-0198dfdb94-92970593
https://newatlas.com/author/michael-irving/
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Primary SourcesA Natural History of the Artist's Palette 

By Philip Ball 

For all its transcendental appeals, art has always been inextricably grounded in the material realities of its 

production, an entwinement most evident in the intriguing history of artists' colours. Focusing in on painting's 

primary trio of red, yellow, and blue, Philip Ball explores the science and stories behind the pigments, from 

the red ochre of Lascaux to Yves Klein's blue. 

 

https://publicdomainreview.org/contributors#philip-ball
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Plate 3 from Michel E. Chevreul's Exposé d’un moyen de définir et de nommer les couleurs (1861) — Source 

Having taken many centuries to figure out what the primary colours are, we are now in the process of 

abandoning them. The very notion of primaries can now spark furious arguments among colour specialists. 

Some point out that the trio many of us learnt at school — red, yellow and blue — applies only to mixing 

pigments; mix light, as in the pixels of television screens, and you need different primaries (roughly, red, 

blue, green). But if you print with inks, you use another “primary” system: yellow, cyan and magenta. And in 

the rainbow spectrum of visible light, there’s no hierarchy at all: no reason to promote yellow light above the 

slightly longer-wavelength orange. 

What’s more, even though painters learn how to mix colours — blue and yellow to give a green, say — they 

quickly learn that the results can be disappointingly muddy compared to a “pure” pigment with the intended 

colour: it’s especially hard to get a rich purple from red and blue. As a result, artists often think of colour not 

so much as an abstract property but in terms of the substance that makes it: madder red, ultramarine blue, 

cadmium yellow. To truly understand what colour means to the artist, we need to think of its materiality. Or 

to put it another way, what the artist’s palette is capable of producing has always depended on the materials at 

his or her disposal, and the ingenuity that went into procuring them. 

Red 

That ingenuity has never been lacking. During the last Ice Age life was nasty, brutish and short, yet humans 

still found time for art. Tools dated to around one hundred thousand years ago have been found in Blombos 

Cave on the coast of South Africa: grindstones and hammer-stones for crushing a natural red ochre pigment, 

and abalone shells for mixing the powder with animal fat and urine to make a paint that would be used to 

decorate bodies, animal skins, and perhaps cave walls. The paintings made 15-35 millennia ago at Chauvet, 

Lascaux and Altamira attest to the genuine artistry that early humans achieved using the colours readily to 

hand: black charcoal, white chalk and ground bone, and the earthy reds and yellows of ochre, a mineral form 

of iron oxide.1 

But the classic red pigments don’t rely on iron minerals, the hue of which is not the glorious red of a sunset or 

of blood, but of the earth. For many centuries, the primary red of the palette came from compounds of two 

other metals: lead and mercury. The pigment known as “red lead” was made by first corroding lead with 

vinegar fumes, turning the surface white, and then heating that material in air. It was used in ancient China 

and Egypt, Greece and Rome. 

For the Roman author Pliny, any bright red was called minium — but by the Middle Ages that Latin term was 

more or less synonymous with red lead, which was used extensively in manuscript illumination. From the 

verb miniare (to paint in minium) we get the term “miniature”: nothing to do, then, with the Latin minimus, 

“smallest”. The association today with a diminutive scale comes simply from the constraints of fitting a 

miniature on the manuscript page. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Michel_Eug%C3%A8ne_Chevreul#/media/File:Cercle_chromatique_Chevreul_3.jpg
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/primary-sources#fn1
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Illustration for the poet Herr Kristan von Hamle (folio 71v), from the Codex Manesse, an early 14th-century 

poetry anthology produced in Zurich — Source 

https://digi.ub.uni-heidelberg.de/diglit/cpg848
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Pliny’s best minium was a different red pigment, called cinnabar. This was a natural mineral: chemically, 

mercury sulfide. It was mined in the ancient world, partly for use as a red colourant but also because the 

liquid metal mercury could easily be extracted from it by heating. Mercury was thought to have almost 

miraculous properties: ancient Chinese alchemists in particular used it in medicines. 

By the Middle Ages, alchemists and craftspeople knew how to make mercury sulfide artificially by 

combining liquid mercury and yellow, pungent sulfur (available in mineral form) in a sealed vessel and 

heating them. This process, which was described in the craftsman’s manual De diversis artibus (ca. 1122) by 

the German monk Theophilus, can give a finer-quality pigment than natural cinnabar. It was a procedure of 

great interest to alchemists too, as the Arabic scholars of the eighth and ninth centuries had claimed that 

mercury and sulfur were the basic ingredients of all metals — so that combining them might be a route to 

making gold. Theophilus had no such esoteric goal in mind; he just wanted a good red paint. 

This “artificial cinnabar” became known by the name vermilion. The etymology is curious, and shows the 

confusing and treacherous flux of colour terms in an age when the hue of a substance seemed more significant 

than vague, pre-scientific notions of what its chemical identity was. It stems from the 

Latin vermiculum (“little worm”), since a bright red was once extracted from a species of crushed insect: not a 

paint pigment but a translucent dye of scarlet colour, arising from an organic (carbon-based) substance that 

the insects produce. 

Such dyes were also known as kermes (from the Sanskrit kirmidja: “derived from a worm”), the etymological 

root of crimson. Because the insects that made it could be found on Mediterranean trees as clusters encrusted 

in a resin and resembling berries, the dyes might also be called granum, meaning grain. From this comes the 

term ingrained, implying a cloth dyed in grain: the dye was tenacious and did not wash out easily. “‘Tis in 

grain sir, ‘twill endure wind or weather”, Olivia assures Viola of a painting in Twelfth Night.2 

Red dyes were associated with majesty, opulence, status and importance: they were the colours used for 

cardinals’ robes. Painters needed fine reds to render on board and canvas these dignitaries whose portraits 

they were increasingly commissioned to paint: Raphael’s Pope Julius II (1511-12) derives its aura of power 

partly from the brilliance of its reds. 

https://archive.org/details/theophiliquietru00theo/page/n69/mode/2up
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/primary-sources#fn2
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Raphael, Portrait of Pope Julius II, 1511 — Source 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Pope_Julius_II.jpg
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Red lead and vermilion served well enough in the Middle Ages, but the increased demand for verisimilitude 

in the Renaissance meant that the orangeish hue of red lead or vermilion wasn’t adequate for depicting the 

purplish magnificence of these dyes on canvas. One alternative was to turn the dyes themselves into a paint 

pigment, by fixing their colourant molecules onto solid, colourless particles that could be dried and mixed 

with oils. This process involved some challenging chemistry, but even the ancient Egyptians knew how to do 

it. The basic idea is to precipitate a fine-grained white solid within a solution of the dye: the dye sticks to the 

particles, which dry to make a dark red powder. In the Middle Ages this process used the mineral alum, which 

can be converted to insoluble white aluminium hydroxide. The pigment made this way was called a lake, after 

the word (lac or lack) for a red resin exuded by insects indigenous to India and southeast Asia. 

One of the best red lakes of the late Middle Ages and the Renaissance was made from the dye extracted from 

the root of the madder plant. As lake manufacture was perfected, artists such as Titian and Tintoretto began to 

use these pigments mixed with oils, giving a slightly translucent paint that they would apply in many layers 

for a deep wine-red tint or wash over a blue to make purple. 

Aside from the creation of red lakes, rather little about the painter’s reds changed from the Middle Ages until 

modern times. The Impressionists in the late nineteenth century made avid use of the new yellows, oranges, 

greens, purples, and blues that advances in chemistry had given them, yet their reds were not really any 

different to those of Raphael and Titian. 

It wasn’t until the early twentieth century that a vibrant and reliable new red entered the repertoire. The 

discovery of the metal cadmium in 1817 immediately produced new yellow and orange pigments, but a deep 

red was made from this element only around the 1890s. The yellow and orange are both cadmium sulfide; but 

to get a red, some of the sulfur in this compound is replaced by the related element selenium. It wasn’t until 

1910 that cadmium red became widely available as a commercial colour, and its production became more 

economical when the chemicals company Bayer modified the method in 1919. 

Cadmium red is a rich, warm colour — and arguably the painter’s favourite red, except for the price. That was 

certainly true for Henri Matisse, for who red held a special valence — as his interiors in La Desserte (aka The 

Red Room, 1908), Red Studio (1911) and Large Red Interior (1948) attest. Of the second of these, the art 

critic John Russell said “It is a crucial moment in the history of painting: colour is on top, and making the 

most of it.”3 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/primary-sources#fn3
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Henri Matisse, The Red Studio, 1911 — Source 

Yellow 

The ochres used by the artists of prehistory offered them not just rusty reds but a kind of natural yellow too. 

This yellow ochre was, however, the hue of tawny hair and wood, and not at all the thing for tulips or an 

emperor’s satin robes. 

Brighter yellows were, from antiquity, made from synthetic compounds of tin, antimony, and lead. The 

ancient Egyptians knew how to combine lead with antimony ore, and in fact a natural mineral form of that 

yellow compound (lead antimonate) was also used as an artists’ material. It could be found on the volcanic 

slopes of Mount Vesuvius, which is how it came to be associated with Naples: from the seventeenth century a 

https://www.flickr.com/photos/profzucker/22888990534
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yellow composed of tin, lead, and antimony was often called “Naples yellow”. Other recipes for a yellow of 

similar appearance specified mixing the oxides of lead and tin. The ingredients weren’t always too clear, 

actually: when Italian medieval painters refer to giallorino, you can’t be sure if they mean a lead-tin or lead-

antimony material, and it is unlikely that the painters recognised much distinction. Before modern chemistry 

clarified matters from the late eighteenth century, names for pigments might refer to hue regardless of 

composition or origin, or vice versa. It could all be very confusing, and from a name alone you couldn’t 

always be sure quite what you were getting — or, for the historian today, quite what a painter of long ago was 

using or referring to. 

In some respects that’s still true now. A tube of modern “Naples yellow” won’t contain lead (shunned for its 

toxicity) or antimony, but might be a mixture of titanium white and a chromium-based yellow, blended to 

mimic the colour of the traditional material. There’s no harm in that; on the contrary, the paint is likely to be 

not only less poisonous but more stable, not to mention cheaper. But examples like this show how wedded 

artists’ colours are to the traditions from which they emerged. When you’re talking about vermilion, Indian 

yellow, Vandyke brown, orpiment, the name is part of the allure, hinting at a deep and rich link to the Old 

Masters. 

One thing is for sure: you won’t find the gorgeous orpiment yellow on the modern painter’s palette (unless 

perhaps they are consciously, and in this case rather hazardously, using archaic materials). It is a deep, golden 

yellow, finer than Naples and lead-tin yellows. The name simply means “pigment of gold”, and the material 

goes back to ancient times: the Egyptians made it by grinding up a rare yellow mineral. But by the Middle 

Ages, the dangers of orpiment were well known. The Italian artist Cennino Cennini says in his handbook Il 

libro ‘dell arte, written in the late fourteenth century, that it is “really poisonous”, and advises that you should 

“beware of soiling your mouth with it”.4 That’s because it consists of the chemical compound arsenic sulfide. 

Orpiment was one of the gorgeous but costly pigments imported to Europe from the East, in this case from 

Asia Minor. (In the early nineteenth century there were also imports from China, so that orpiment was sold in 

Britain as Chinese yellow.) Such alluring imports often arrived through the great trading centre of Venice, and 

orpiment was hard to acquire up in Northern Europe during the Middle Ages and the Renaissance — unless, 

like the German artist Lucas Cranach, who ran a pharmacy, you had specialist connections to exotic materials. 

Some orpiment was made not from the natural mineral but artificially by the chemical manipulations of 

alchemists. This type can be spotted on old paintings today by studying the pigment particles under the 

microscope: those made artificially tend to be more similar in size and have rounded grains. From the 

eighteenth century it was common to refer to this artificial orpiment as King’s yellow. Rembrandt evidently 

had a supplier of the stuff, which has been identified in his Portrait of a Couple as Isaac and Rebecca (often 

called The Jewish Bride), painted around 1665. 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/primary-sources#fn4
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Rembrandt Harmensz. van Rijn, Portrait of a Couple as Isaac and Rebecca (known as The Jewish Bride), ca. 

1665 — Source 

If Dutch painters wanted a golden yellow like orpiment without the risk of poisoning, the Age of Empire 

supplied another option. From the seventeenth century, Dutch paintings (including those of Jan Vermeer) 

begin to feature a pigment known as Indian yellow, brought from the subcontinent by the trading ships of 

Holland. It arrived in the form of balls of dirty yellowish-green, although bright and untarnished in the 

middle, which bore the acrid tang of urine. What could this stuff be? Might it truly be made from urine in 

some way? Lurid speculation abounded; some said the key ingredient was the urine of snakes or camels, 

others that it was made from the urine of animals fed on turmeric. 

The mystery seemed to be solved in the late nineteenth century by T. N. Mukharji, an author, civil servant, 

and curator at Kolkata's Indian Museum. Making enquiries in Kolkata, Mukharji was directed to a village on 

the outskirts of the city of Monghyr in Bihar province, allegedly the sole source of the yellow material. Here, 

he reported, he found that a group of cattle owners would feed their livestock only on mango leaves. They 

collected the cows’ urine and heated it to precipitate a yellow solid which they pressed and dried into lumps. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Rembrandt_Harmensz._van_Rijn_-_Portret_van_een_paar_als_oudtestamentische_figuren,_genaamd_%27Het_Joodse_bruidje%27_-_Google_Art_Project.jpg
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The cows (so the story goes) were given no other source of nutrition and so were in poor health. (Mango 

leaves might also contain mildly toxic substances.) In India such lack of care for cattle was sacrilegious, and 

legislation effectively banned the production of Indian yellow from the 1890s. 

There has been debate about how much of this story is true, but the basic outline seems to stand up — the 

pigment has a complicated chemical make-up but contains salts of compounds produced from substances in 

mango leaves when they are metabolized in the kidneys. 

 

Ragamala Rajput painting from northern India, ca. 1700, displaying heavy use of "Indian yellow" — Source 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Kausa_Ragaputra.jpg
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J. M. W. Turner, Teignmouth, 1812. One of many Turner paintings to use "Indian yellow", but one of only a 

few to feature the animal whose urine lies at the centre of the colour's legend — Source 

If deadly arsenic-laden powers or cows’ urine did not appeal to artists, the choice of yellows was decidedly 

lacklustre — literally. There were yellow plant extracts, such as weld or saffron, that faded easily, or 

compounds of tin, lead and antimony with a pale, insipid quality. It’s not hard, then, to imagine the 

excitement of the French chemist Nicolas Louis Vauquelin when at the start of the nineteenth century he 

found he could make a vibrant yellow material by chemical alteration of a mineral from Siberia called 

crocoite. 

This stuff was itself red — it was popularly called Siberian red lead, since there was truly lead in it. But in 

1797 Vauquelin found there was something else too: a metallic element that no one had seen before, and 

which he named after the Greek word for colour, chrome or chromium. 

The name was aptly chosen, because Vauquelin soon discovered that chromium could produce compounds 

with various bright colours. Crocoite is a natural form of lead chromate, and when Vauquelin reconstituted 

this compound artificially in the laboratory, he found it could take on a bright yellow form. Depending on 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Joseph_Mallord_William_Turner_(1775-1851)_-_Teignmouth_-_T03882_-_Tate.jpg
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exactly how he made it, this material could range from a pale primrose yellow to a deeper hue, all the way 

through to orange. Vauquelin figured by 1804 that these compounds could be artists’ pigments, and they were 

being used that way even by the time the French chemist published his scientific report on them five years 

later. 

The pigment was expensive, and remained so even when deposits of crocoite as a source of chromium were 

discovered also in France, Scotland, and the United States. Chromium could also supply greens, most notably 

the pigment that became known as viridian and which was used avidly by the Impressionists and by Paul 

Cézanne. 

The chromium colours play a major role in the explosion of prismatic colour during the nineteenth century — 

evident not just in Impressionism and its progeny (Neo-Impressionism, Fauvism, and the work of Van Gogh) 

but also in the paintings of J. M. W. Turner and the Pre-Raphaelites. After the muted and sometimes 

downright murky shades of the eighteenth century — think of Joshua Reynolds’ muddy portraits and the 

brownish foliage of Poussin and Watteau — it was as if the sun had come out and a rainbow arced across the 

sky. Sunlight itself, the post-Impressionist Georges Seurat declared, held a golden orange-yellow within it. 

 

Georges Seurat, Seascape (Gravelines), 1890 — Source 

https://www.nga.gov/collection/art-object-page.157929.html
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For their sun-kissed yellows, the Pre-Raphaelites and Impressionists did not need to rely on chromium alone. 

In 1817, the German chemist Friedrich Stromeyer noticed that zinc smelting produced a by-product with a 

yellow colour in which he discovered another new metallic element, named after the archaic term for zinc 

ore, cadmia: he called it cadmium. Two years later, while experimenting on the chemistry of this element, he 

found that it would combine with sulfur to make a particularly brilliant yellow — or, with some modification 

to the process, orange. By the mid-century, as zinc smelting expanded and more of the byproduct became 

available, these materials were offered for sale to artists as cadmium yellow and cadmium orange. 

There’s a lesson in the cadmium pigments that applies to all colours, through all ages: they have often been 

byproducts of some other chemical process altogether, often discovered serendipitously as chemists and 

technologists pursue other goals — to make ointments, say, or soap, glass, or metals. 

Or dyes. If you buy a tube labeled “Indian yellow” today, mangoes and cows had nothing to do with it. It 

probably contains a synthetic pigment that goes by the unromantic name of PY (pigment yellow) 139 — a 

carbon-based molecule that is one of the countless offshoots of the industry that arose in the nineteenth 

century to supply bright dyes for textiles. The first of these artificial dyes, discovered in 1856, was aniline 

mauve. A chemically related “aniline yellow” — a member of the important family of colorants called azo 

dyes — was sold commercially from 1863. 

This manufacture of a galaxy of synthetic colours from petrochemicals seems a deeply unglamorous way to 

brighten the world today, compared to the age of King’s yellow, saffron, and Indian yellow. It could feel that 

what is saved in the purse is sacrificed in the romance. Maybe so. But artists are typically pragmatic people, 

as eager for novelty as they are attached to tradition. There has never been a time when they have not avidly 

seized on new sources of colour as soon as those appear, nor when they have not relied on chemistry to 

generate them. The collaboration of art and science, craft and commerce, chance and design, remains as 

vibrant as ever. 

Blue 

Blue has always spoken to something beyond ourselves: it is a colour that draws us into the void, the infinite 

sky. “Blue is the typical heavenly colour”, said Wassily Kandinsky in his book Concerning the Spiritual in 

Art (1912).5 And who would doubt it after seeing the ceiling of the Arena Chapel in Padua, painted by Giotto 

around 1305, a vault coloured like the last moments of a clear Italian twilight? Some cultures don’t even 

recognise the sky as having a hue at all, as if to acknowledge that no earthly spectrum can contain it. In the 

ancient Greek theory of colour, blue was a kind of darkness with just a little light added. 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/primary-sources#fn5
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Detail featuring the Virgin Mary, from the ceiling of the Capella degli Scrovegni (Arena Chapel), in Padua, 

magnificently adorned with Giotto frescoes in ca. 1305. For the luminous blue throughout Giotto made use of 

ultramarine, which, due to its chemistry and expense, had to be applied on top of the already-dry fresco 

(fresco secco) — Source (Photo: José Luiz Bernardes Ribeiro, CC BY-SA 4.0) 

There’s a strong case to be made, then, that shades of midnight have always been the most treasured of artists’ 

colours. One of the earliest of the complex blue pigments made by chemistry was virtually an ancient industry 

in itself. The blue-glazed soapstone carvings known now as faience produced in the Middle East were traded 

throughout Europe by the second millennium BCE. Faience is typically now associated with ancient Egypt, 

but it was produced in Mesopotamia as long ago as 4500 BC, well before the time of the Pharaohs. It is a kind 

of glassy blue glaze, made by heating crushed quartz or sand with copper minerals and a small amount of lime 

or chalk and plant ash. The blue tint comes from copper — it is of the same family as the rich blue copper 

sulfate crystals of the school chemistry lab, although faience could range from turquoise-green to a deep dusk-

blue. These minerals were typically those today called azurite and malachite, both of them forms of the 

compound copper carbonate. It’s not at all unlikely, although probably impossible to prove, that the 

manufacture of glass itself from sand and alkaline ash or mineral soda began in experiments with firing 

faience in a kiln somewhere in Mesopotamia. 

Similar experimentation might have given rise to the discovery of the trademark blue pigment of the 

Egyptians, simply known as Egyptian blue or frit. The recipe, at any rate, is almost the same: sand, copper 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Virgin_Mary_-_Ceiling_-_Capella_degli_Scrovegni_-_Padua_2016.jpg
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-sa/4.0/
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ore, and chalk or limestone. But unlike faience glaze, this material is not glassy but crystalline, meaning that 

the atoms comprising it form orderly arrays rather than a jumble. Producing the pigment requires some 

artisanal skill: both the composition and the kiln temperature must be just so, attesting to the fact that 

Egyptian chemists (as we’d call them today) knew their craft — and that the production of colours was seen 

as an important social task. After all, painting was far from frivolous: mostly it had a religious significance, 

and the artists were priests. 

The minerals azurite and malachite make good pigments in their own right — the first more bluish, the second 

with a green tint. They just need to be ground and mixed with a liquid binder. In the Middle Ages that was 

generally egg yolk for painting on wooden panels, and egg white (called glair) for manuscript illumination. 

Good-quality azurite wasn’t cheap, but there were deposits of the mineral throughout Europe. To the English 

(who had no local sources) it was German blue; the Germans knew it as mountain blue (Bergblau). 

 

Albrecht Altdorfer, Christ Taking Leave of His Mother, ca. 1520 — Source 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Christ_taking_leave_of_his_Mother#/media/File:Albrecht_Altdorfer,_Christ_Taking_Leave_of_His_Mother_(probably_1520).jpg
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A cheaper blue was the plant extract indigo, used as a dye since ancient times. Unlike most organic dyes — 

those extracted from plants and animals — it doesn’t dissolve in water, but can be dried and ground into a 

powder like a mineral pigment, and then mixed with standard binding agents (such as oils) to make a paint. It 

gives a dark, sometimes purplish blue, sometimes lightened with lead white; Cennino described a “sort of sky 

blue resembling azurite” made this way from “Baghdad indigo”.6 As the name suggests — the 

Latin indicum shares the same root as “India” — the main sources for a European medieval artist were in the 

East, although a form of indigo could also be extracted from the woad plant, grown in Europe. 

But the artist who could find a patron with deep pockets would be inclined towards a finer blue than any of 

these. When the Italian traveller Marco Polo reached what is today Afghanistan around 1271, he visited a 

quarry on the remote headwaters of the Oxus River. “Here there is a high mountain”, he wrote, “out of which 

the best and finest blue is mined.”7 The region is now called Badakshan, and the blue stone is lapis lazuli, the 

source of the pigment ultramarine. 

Cennino shows us how deeply ultramarine blue was revered in the Middle Ages, writing that it “is a colour 

illustrious, beautiful, and most perfect, beyond all other colours; one could not say anything about it, or do 

anything with it, that its quality would not still surpass”.8 As the name implies, it came from “beyond the 

seas” — imported, since around the thirteenth century, at great expense from the Badakshan mines. 

Ultramarine was precious not just because it was a rare import, but because it was extremely laborious to 

make. Lapis lazuli is veined with the most gorgeous deep blue, but grinding it is typically disappointing: it 

turns greyish because of the impurities in the mineral. These impurities have to be separated from the blue 

material, which is done by kneading the powdered mineral with wax and washing the wax in water — the 

blue pigment flushes out into the water. This has to be done again and again to purify the pigment fully. The 

finest grades of ultramarine come out first, and the final flushes give only a low-quality, cheaper product, 

called ultramarine ash. The best ultramarine cost more than its weight in gold in the Middle Ages, and so it 

was usually used sparingly. To paint so extensively with the colour, as Giotto did in the Arena Chapel, was 

lavish in the extreme. 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/primary-sources#fn6
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/primary-sources#fn7
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/primary-sources#fn8
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Detail from "The Ascension" (folio 184r) from the Très Riches Heures du duc de Berry, ca. 1412 — Source 

More often the medieval painter would use ultramarine only for the most precious components of a painting. 

That seems to be the real reason why most altarpieces of this period that depict the Virgin Mary show her 

with blue robes. For all that art theorists have attempted to explain the symbolic significance of the colour — 

the hue of humility or virtue, say — it was largely a question of economics. Or, you might say, of making 

precious materials a devotional offering to God. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Folio_184r_-_The_Ascension.jpg
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You can compare azurite and ultramarine side by side in Titian’s explosion of Renaissance colour, Bacchus 

and Ariadne (1523). Here is that starry vault, turning to day before our eyes, and it is painted in ultramarine. 

So too is Ariadne’s robe, which dominates the scene. But the sea itself, on which we see Theseus’s boat 

receding from his abandoned lover, is azurite, with its greenish tint. 

 

Titian, Bacchus and Ariadne, 1523 — Source 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Titian_Bacchus_and_Ariadne.jpg
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Over the centuries, artists accumulated a few other blues too. Around 1704 a colour-maker named Johann 

Jacob Diesbach, working in the Berlin laboratory of alchemist Johann Conrad Dippel, was attempting to make 

a red lake pigment when he found that he had produced something quite different: a deep blue material. He 

had used a batch of the alkali potash in his recipe, supplied by Dippel — but which was contaminated with 

animal oil allegedly prepared from blood. The iron used by Diesbach reacted with the material in the oil to 

make a compound that — unusually for iron — is blue in colour. By 1710 it was being made as an artist’s 

material, generally known as Prussian blue. 

It wasn’t entirely clear what had gone into this mixture, and so for some years the recipe for making Prussian 

blue was surrounded by confusion and secrecy. In 1762 one French chemist declared that “Nothing is perhaps 

more peculiar than the process by which one obtains Prussian blue, and it must be owned that, if chance had 

not taken a hand, a profound theory would be necessary to invent it.”9 But chance was a constant companion 

in the history of making colours. At any rate, Prussian blue was both attractive and cheap — a tenth of the 

cost of ultramarine — and it was popular with artists including Thomas Gainsborough and Antoine Watteau. 

It comprises some of the rich blue Venetian skies of Canaletto. 

 

Canaletto, Piazza San Marco, ca. 1725 — Source 

Another blue from the Renaissance and Baroque periods went by the name of smalt, which is not so very 

different from the cobalt-blue glass of Gothic cathedrals such as Chartres, ground to a powder. Its origins are 

obscure, but may well come out of glass-making technology; one source attributes the invention to a 

Bohemian glassmaker of the mid-sixteenth century, although in fact smalt appears in earlier paintings. Cobalt 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/primary-sources#fn9
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Giovanni_Antonio_Canal,_il_Canaletto_-_Piazza_San_Marco_-_WGA03883.jpg
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minerals were found in silver mines, where their alleged toxicity (actually cobalt is only poisonous in high 

doses, and trace amounts are essential for human health) saw them named after “kobolds”, goblin-like 

creatures said to haunt these subterranean realms and torment miners. Natural cobalt ores such as smaltite 

were used since antiquity to give glass a rich blue colour, and smalt was produced simply by grinding it up — 

not too finely, because then the blue becomes too pale as more light is scattered by the particles. As a result of 

its coarse grains, smalt was a gritty material and not easy to use. 

Some art historians make no distinctions between this “cobalt blue” and those that were given the name in the 

nineteenth century. But the latter were much finer, richer pigments, made artificially by systematic chemistry. 

In the late eighteenth century the French government asked the renowned chemist Louis-Jacques Thénard to 

look for a synthetic substitute for expensive ultramarine. After consulting potters, who used a cobalt-tinted 

glassy blue glaze, in 1802 Thénard devised a strongly coloured pigment with a similar chemical constitution: 

technically, the compound cobalt aluminate. Cobalt yielded several other colours besides deep blue. In the 

1850s a cobalt-based yellow pigment called aureolin became available in France, followed soon after by a 

purple pigment called cobalt violet: the first ever pure purple pigment apart from a few rather unstable plant 

extracts. A sky blue pigment called cerulean blue, a compound of cobalt and tin, was a favourite of some of 

the post-Impressionists. 
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Claude Monet, La Gare Saint-Lazare, 1877 — Source 

But what artists craved most of all was ultramarine itself — if only it wasn’t so expensive. Even by the mid-

nineteenth century it remained costly, which is why the Pre-Raphaelite Dante Gabriel Rossetti caused much 

dismay (not to mention added expense) when he upset a big pot of ultramarine paint while working on a 

mural for Oxford University. 

By Rossetti’s time, however, artists did at last have an alternative — it’s just that several of them had not yet 

learnt to trust it. As chemical knowledge and prowess burgeoned in the early nineteenth century, bringing new 

pigments such as cobalt blue onto the market, it seemed within the realms of possibility to try to make 

ultramarine artificially. 

It was a prize well worth striving for, because pigment manufacture had become big business. The 

manufacture of colours and paints wasn’t supplying artists; there was now a taste for colour in the world at 

large, in particular for interior decoration. Factories were set up in the nineteenth century to make and grind 

pigments. Some sold them in pure form to the artist’s suppliers, who would then mix up paints for their 

customers from pigment and oil. But some pigment manufacturers, such as Reeves and Winsor & Newton in 

England, began to provide oil paints ready-made; from the 1840s these were sold in collapsible tin tubes, 

which could be sealed to prevent paints from drying out and could be conveniently carried for painting out of 

doors. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:La_Gare_Saint-Lazare_-_Claude_Monet.jpg
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/o-uommibatto-how-the-pre-raphaelites-became-obsessed-with-the-wombat
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Pages from a Winsor & Newton catalogue, ca. 1895 — Source 

Mindful of the importance of the pigment market, in 1824 the French Society for Encouragement of National 

Industry offered a prize for the first practical synthesis of ultramarine. It is a complicated compound to make 

— unusually for such inorganic pigments, the blue colour comes not from a metal but from the presence of 

the element sulphur in the mineral crystals. This composition of ultramarine was first deduced by two French 

chemists in 1806, offering clues about what needed to go into a recipe for making it. In 1828, an industrial 

chemist named Jean-Baptiste Guimet in Toulouse described a way to make the blue material from clay, soda, 

charcoal, sand and sulfur, and he was awarded the prize (despite a rival claim from Germany). In England this 

synthetic ultramarine was subsequently widely known as French ultramarine, and Guimet was able to sell it at 

a tenth of the cost of the natural pigment. By the 1830s there were factories making synthetic ultramarine 

throughout Europe. 

Artists looked upon this substitute with considerable caution, however. Ultramarine still retained some of its 

old mystique and majesty, and painters were reluctant to believe that it could be turned out on an industrial 

scale. Perhaps the synthetic variety was inferior — might it fade or discolour? Actually synthetic ultramarine 

https://archive.org/details/catalogueofcolou00wins/page/6/mode/thumb
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is (unlike some synthetic pigments) very stable and reliable, but J. M. W. Turner was evidently still wary of it 

when, in the mid-century, he was about to help himself to the ultramarine on another artist’s palette during 

one of the “finishing days” at the Royal Academy, where artists put their final touches to paintings already 

hung for display on the walls. Hearing the cry that this ultramarine was “French”, Turner declined to dab into 

it. 

But by the end of the century, synthetic ultramarine was a standard ingredient of the palette: small wonder, 

given that it could be a hundred or even a thousand times cheaper than the natural variety. Synthetic 

ultramarine is the pigment in Yves Klein’s patented International Klein Blue, which he used for a series of 

monochrome paintings in the 1950s and early 60s. But ultramarine never looked like this before — at least, 

not on the canvas. 

 

Yves Klein, IKB 191, 1962, one of a number of works Klein painted with International Klein Blue 

— Source (Not public domain) 

Klein noticed that pigments tend to look richer and more gorgeous as a dry powder than when mixed with a 

binder — another consequence of how light gets transmitted and refracted — and he sought to capture this 

appearance in a paint. In 1955 he found his answer in a synthetic fixative resin called Rhodopas M60A, made 

by the Rhone-Poulenc chemicals company, which could be thinned to act as a binder without impairing the 

chromatic strength of the pigment. This gave the paint surface a matt, velvety texture. Klein collaborated with 

Edouard Adam, a Parisian chemical manufacturer and retailer of artists’ materials, to develop a recipe for 

binding ultramarine in this resin, mixed with other solvents. 

Even in the modern era, then, some artists were still depending on chemical assistance and expertise. Despite 

the profusion of new pigments with complicated and recondite chemical formulations, the intimate 

relationship of painters to their materials has not been entirely severed. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:IKB_191.jpg
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1.  

2.  

Public Domain Works 

 Il libro dell'arte (The Book of the Art) 

Cennino Cenninica. 1400 

o Internet Archive1844 translation by Mary Philadelphia Merrifield 

o Internet Archive1922 translation and notes by Christiana Herringham 

TEXTS 

 De diversis artibus (On Various Arts) 

Theophilus Presbyterca. 1122 

o Internet Archive1847 English translation and notes by Robert Hendrie 

TEXTS 

 Experiments and Considerations Touching Colours 

Robert Boyle1664 

o Project Gutenberg 

TEXTS 

 The Painter's Companion, or, A Treatise on Colours 

John Hoofnail1823 

o Internet Archive 

TEXTS 

https://archive.org/details/gri_33125009350998
https://archive.org/details/bookofartofcenni00cenn
https://archive.org/details/theophiliquietru00theo
https://www.gutenberg.org/files/14504/14504-h/14504-h.htm
https://archive.org/details/painterscompanio00hoof
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 The Compleat Gentleman 

Henry Peacham1622 

o EEBO 

TEXTS 

 Theory of Colours 

Johann Wolfgang von Goethe1810 

1840 English translation 

o Internet Archive 

o Project Gutenberg 

TEXTS 

Further Reading 

 Bright Earth: Art and the Invention of Color 

By Philip Ball 

A fascinating historical study into how art and technology have interacted through the ages to bring us art in 

colour. 

https://quod.lib.umich.edu/e/eebo/A09195.0001.001
https://archive.org/details/goethestheoryco00goetgoog
https://www.gutenberg.org/files/50572/50572-h/50572-h.htm
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0226036286/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
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 An Atlas of Rare and Familiar Colour: The Harvard Art Museums' Forbes Pigment Collection 

By Kingston Trinder 

Visually excavating Harvard Art Museums’ extraordinary collection, this book examines the contained 

pigments and artefacts ― their provenance, composition, symbology and application. It also explores the 

larger related fields of chromatics, the historical narratives of art and chemistry, and the innovations with 

which we have sought to better illustrate our aesthetic and expressive compulsions. 

More Info and Buy 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/0997593547/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0997593547/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0226036286/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
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 Chromatopia: An Illustrated History of Color 

By David Coles 

This origin story of history’s most vivid color pigments is perfect for artists, history buffs, science lovers, and 

design fanatics. Spanning from the ancient world to modern leaps in technology, and vibrantly illustrated 

throughout, this book will add a little chroma to anyone’s understanding of the history of colors. 

More Info and Buy 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/1760760021/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/1760760021/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0997593547/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
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 The Secret Lives of Colour 

By Kassia St Clair 

The unusual stories of the 75 most fascinating shades, dyes and hues. From blonde to ginger, the brown that 

changed the way battles were fought to the white that protected against the plague, Picasso's blue period to the 

charcoal on the cave walls at Lascaux. 

More Info and Buy 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/1473630835/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/1473630835/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/1760760021/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
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Books link through to Amazon who will give us a small percentage of sale price (ca. 4.5%). Discover more 

recommended books in our dedicated PDR Recommends section of the site. 

Philip Ball is a freelance science writer and broadcaster. He worked previously at Nature for over 20 years, 

first as an editor for physical sciences and then as a Consultant Editor. His writings on science for the popular 

press have covered topical issues ranging from cosmology to the future of molecular biology. His books 

include Bright Earth: The Invention of Colour (Penguin, 2002), Invisible: The Dangerous Allure of the 

Unseen (University Of Chicago Press, 2015) and most recently, How To Grow a Human (William Collins, 

2019). 

CATEGORIES 

 Art & Illustrations 

 Science & Medicine 

TAGS 

color5colour8color theory2colour theory3painting11art7chemistry4 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/primary-sources 

https://publicdomainreview.org/shop/pdr-recommends
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0226036286/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
http://www.amazon.com/dp/022623889X/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
http://www.amazon.com/dp/022623889X/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/amazon.com/How-Grow-Human-Adventures-Made/dp/0008331812/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://publicdomainreview.org/essays/category/art-and-illustrations
https://publicdomainreview.org/essays/category/science-and-medicine
https://publicdomainreview.org/tags/color
https://publicdomainreview.org/tags/colour
https://publicdomainreview.org/tags/color-theory
https://publicdomainreview.org/tags/colour-theory
https://publicdomainreview.org/tags/painting
https://publicdomainreview.org/tags/art
https://publicdomainreview.org/tags/chemistry
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/primary-sources
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Why do (some) animals get tipsy? 

NEUROBIOLOGY 

ByRosa García-Verdugo June 3, 2020 0 comments 

Might be on his way to getting drunk 

Humans are not the only animals with a taste for alcohol. It has been described in different animals in the 

wild, especially mammals, that they do like to eat overripe fermented fruit, and with it experience similar 

effects to the ones almost all of us are familiar with. 

It turns out that some mammals cannot take their alcohol as good as others, and that the reason behind it 

might be changes to a single gene: the ADH7. 

Researchers 1 looked at the genomes of 79 different mammal species and found that this gene was rendered 

inactive in 10 different branches of the mammal family tree. Even though there are more than a number of 

genes implicated in ethanol metabolism, it seems that dysfunctional mutations to the ADH7 gene are 

responsible to this difference in their ability to stand ethanol consumption, most probably because it inhibits 

the capacity to metabolize it. And therefore increases the ethanol blood levels leading to tipsy animals. 

https://mappingignorance.org/category/science/neurobiology/
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/06/03/why-do-some-animals-get-tipsy/#author
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/06/03/why-do-some-animals-get-tipsy/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#comments
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/06/03/why-do-some-animals-get-tipsy/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-6864-1
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Some mammals cannot take their alcohol 

But you’re probably asking which are the unfortunate ones to carry this mutation. This (bad) luck fell 

independently on elephants, armadillos, cattle, rhinos, or beavers among others. On the other side of the 

ethanol-resisting mammals are…humans and non-human African primates. 

Why can we stand so much ethanol, you say? It could be because the ADH7 was mutated in evolution to be 

40 times more effective in breaking down ethanol than the typical gene version in the majority of mammals. 

Funnily though, tree shrews which were the ones that inspired the research do not have the same mutation as 

us. These super drinkers, since they can take much more alcohol than humans without losing it, have found a 

way to deal with ethanol that is as yet still not known. 

Poor elephants, on the other hand, are on the losing side and are well-known for their like of fermented marala 

fruit (a sort of mango), and even in laboratory conditions do not decline a sip of the good stuff. Even though 

there have been ongoing discussions as to how possible it is for African elephants to eat enough fruit to get 

tipsy, it seems that the loss-of-function mutation in their ADH7 could be the key to their low endurance when 

it comes to alcohol. 

So, even though there remains some unanswered questions when it comes to ethanol metabolism, it seems 

that the ADH7 gene might be key to understanding what makes a mammal more resilient to alcohol’s bad 

effects. As good as our ADH7 gene might be, let’s not forget that other genes still limit our capacity to stand 

alcohol. Variations to the two principal enzymes involved in ethanol oxidative metabolism alcohol 

dehydrogenase (ADH) and aldehyde dehydrogenase (ALDH) in Asian populations make them more 

susceptible to alcohol, for instance. So, please do not just go get another drink, in case you’re more of an 

elephant than a chimp. 
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https://mappingignorance.org/2020/06/03/why-do-some-animals-get-tipsy/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29
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Self-Care 

by Robin Coste Lewis 
Issue no. 227 (Winter 2018) 

While watching  

a movie 

with a lovely, unyielding,  

Well-founded black female 

Character, the ten-year-old  

Says, Mom, I love 

How fierce  

Black people are. 

He’s read thirty-six graphic 

Novels in two days. 

(I don’t know how 

To parent him. 

I only know how 

To protect him.) 

My intestines gorge red. 

Warm. I smile at him. Pretend 

I don’t feel this green leaf of relief, a leaf 

Because he’s managed somehow 

Not to hate himself. Me. 

A girl’s neck was slit 

 

Yesterday. Everyday. 

We watch her die 

On the platform. 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=0b7e531e99&e=d538c8f2e0 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=0b7e531e99&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=0b7e531e99&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=0b7e531e99&e=d538c8f2e0
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Masculinity As Radical Selfishness: Rebecca Solnit on the Maskless Men of the Pandemic 

The Burden of Care Falls Ever More to Women 

By Rebecca Solnit 

 

May 29, 2020 

I grew up with the old axiom “my right to swing my arm ends where your nose begins,” which is about 

balancing personal freedom with the rights of others and one’s own obligation to watch out for those rights. 

The maliciously gendered rhetoric of the National Rifle Association, the incels and pick-up artist subcultures, 

Trumpism, and a lot else have proposed, in recent years, that actually their right to swing their arms doesn’t 

end and my nose and your nose are not their problem or are just in the way and need to move. Wearing 

masks, it turns out, is not manly, when the definition of manly is not having to do fuck-all out of concern for 

others. 

There are a lot of other things that turn out not to be manly, including caring about climate change and 

environmental problems, and even according to some studies recycling (and others, handwashing). Taking 

care of things is not manly. Four of the worst-hit countries in this pandemic are also afflicted with heads of 

state preoccupied with meeting the terms of machismo—Bolsanaro, Putin, Boris J., Trump—in ways that 

conflict with recognizing the gravity of the Covid-19 crisis and responding adequately. 

This is a definition of masculinity as radical selfishness, and just as it’s taken a huge toll in American lives by 

demanding and utilizing deregulation of access to semiautomatic weapons and other implements of mass 

death, so it’s taken a huge toll by insisting that we don’t have to respond to the pandemic because the “we” 

that is not responding imagines itself as invulnerable and full of unlimited arm-swinging rights. As 

https://lithub.com/author/rebecca-solnit/
https://climatecommunication.yale.edu/publications/gender-differences-in-public-understanding-of-climate-change/
https://www.theguardian.com/environment/2018/oct/05/real-men-dont-recycle-how-sexist-stereotypes-are-killing-the-planet
https://slate.com/technology/2020/02/women-hand-washing-more-than-men-why-coronavirus.html
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conservative philosophy intent on cutting taxes (limits on my right to swing my arm) and social services and 

safety regulations (your nose) it’s been making inroads for decades. 

In the USA, unlimited armswinging peaks at an intersection between whiteness and maleness, with plenty of 

white women on board who seem to believe that a white lady’s job is to protect white men’s armswinging 

(often with a selfless disregard for their own noses). It all reached a peak with the white men with guns in the 

Michigan legislature a few weeks ago, the guns and the lack of masks and the belligerence against medically 

important regulation all forms of fistswinging united at last. 

And maybe another peak of whiteness, if not maleness, earlier this week with the white executive apparently 

beside herself with rage that a black birdwatcher wanted her to leash her cocker spaniel while in the Ramble, 

a leashed-dogs-only part of Central Park legendary for its birds (because, the birdwatcher reported, her dog 

was tearing through the underbrush that’s part of the bird habitat there; among other things the incident made 

me realize that all my own decades of miserable-to-scary encounters with aggressive off-leash dogs have 

involved white owners). She called 911 and pretended her fury was fear, turning her aggression with the dog 

into an attempted escalation of aggression via the police by pretending that the other party, a black man, was 

the aggressor. That he was the arm and she was the nose. “Get your cut throat off my knife,” as Diane 

DiPrima once put it. 

So we have parties insisting that their rights are boundless, which is what the Trump Administration has been 

all about, notably Betsy DeVos rewriting Title IX legislation to enhance the freedoms and rights of rapists and 

curtail those of the raped. The logic behind all this stuff is that the isolated individual—ideally white, ideally 

male; they are the fists; the rest are inconvenient noses—must rule supreme. (Thus the perfection, at least as 

specimen, of the Nashville man who yelled at singer Roseanne Cash’s masked daughter “liberal pussy.”) Of 

course no one is isolated, and that’s what pandemics, climate change, and all the other evidence of disturbed 

natural systems keep trying to tell us. 

Why is doing what literally billions of women do day after day framed as some terrible ordeal? Where is the 

headline “Local Man Cannot Parent Own Child”? 

As Martin Luther King, Jr., once put it, “In a real sense all life is interrelated. All men are caught in an 

inescapable network of mutuality, tied in a single garment of destiny. Whatever affects one directly, affects all 

indirectly.” Which is exactly what libertarianish conservatives and the hypermasculine deny to justify an 

every-man-for-himself ethos instead. And as it turns out, radical self-reliance ends where social withdrawal 

actually begins to be a form of care for others in this pandemic. Thus the white men who have been telling us 

all along that they are rugged commandos of self-sufficiency who could live alone in the post-apocalyptic 

woods off what they could hunt with their bare hands suddenly claim they need help right away with their 

hair. 

At the other end of the spectrum are women making masks so that vulnerable populations and frontline 

workers have a better chance of surviving this thing. Caregiving has been gendered as feminine and so has 

sewing, and though I have seen men making masks, I have seen a lot more women doing this, many of them 

I’ve kept tabs on sewing steadily day after day, making hundreds of cloth masks by hand. The mostly women-

of-color Auntie Sewing Squad group (full disclosure; I’m a nonsewing member) sewed 5,000 masks for 

Native populations in a week earlier this month. This is the extreme antithesis of too-manly-to-wear-a-mask 

syndrome. It’s not just caring enough to do the no-real-work of wearing a mask; it’s caring enough to do the 

https://twitter.com/rosannecash/status/1265324602848411648
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huge work of trying to see that everyone has a mask, and so all over America are (mostly) women—solo, in 

repurposed quilting groups, in newly formed organizations—sewing for strangers. 

It’s nurturance work and protective work. Mega-masculinity only likes the idea of protection if it’s in the 

Charles Bronson/Clint Eastwood mode of protecting something by blowing something else away. It’s worth 

noting that the part of the world—Asia—in which wearing masks is routine is one in which one wears masks 

not to protect oneself, but others, out of courtesy toward where everyone else’s nose begins. Speaking of 

Asia,  a 2013 study found that American boys are socialized differently than girls, and that any argument that 

the differences are innate withers away when you look at Asian children: “In the United States, girls had 

higher levels of self-regulation than boys. Self-regulation is defined as children’s ability to control their 

behavior and impulses, follow directions, and persist on a task. It has been linked to academic performance 

and college completion, in past studies by Oregon State University researchers. In three Asian countries, the 

gender gap in the United States was not found when researchers directly assessed the self-regulation of three- 

to six-year-olds.” In other words, in this country, parents and the culture giveth the latitude to swing arms 

without regard for noses and could taketh away. 

Not to idealize the largest continent and all its people, since an article in an Indian publication notes of the 

pandemic there, “More people at home means more food to be cooked, more clothes to be washed and more 

similar chores to be done. Women…are expected to do it all, despite the presence of men who are equally 

responsible to participate.” Similarly, we are being told that the stay-at-home decrees in the USA have meant, 

for that peculiarly popular arrangement that is heterosexual two-parent families, that women are doing most 

of the work. 

The New York Times ran a piece suggesting that men don’t even recognize the inequality—“Nearly Half of 

Men Say They Do Most of the Home Schooling. 3 Percent of Women Agree” is the headline that says it all. 

Many academic outlets note that women’s scholarly productivity, measured as submissions to scholarly 

journals, have fallen off during the pandemic, while men’s have stayed steady or risen. This is, as the 

journal Nature put it, because “women scholars may be more likely to face an intensification of domestic 

responsibilities when confined to the home and, consequently, a reduction in scholarly production.” 

You could rewrite that sentence as “men scholars may be less likely to take responsibility at home and have as 

a result less professional impact” from the closing of schools and shelter in place. But we always tell these 

stories as being about women, as being stuff that somehow happens to women, and that women need to 

address. One way this happens is by segregating articles about such things in women’s sections of 

publications. Women’s sections in newspapers and magazines have always annoyed me, because they too 

often make concerns that maybe should be everyone’s women’s concerns and women’s work to fix. 

The Washington Post has a section called The Lily, a name clearly designed to funnel women in and filter 

men out, and recently ran a story that provoked a lot of strong responses. The story has the headline “‘I had to 

choose being a mother’: With no child care or summer camps, women are being edged out of the workforce.” 

Subtitle: “When parents can’t do it all, women’s paid labor is often the first to go.” It’s very placement says 

“this happens to women; this is a woman’s problem.” 

We’ve had the story told this way about so many things. About how men’s actions, in other words, are more 

women’s work, and what women should do more not to get raped, beaten, murdered. I’ve written here before 

about the use of the passive tense and evasive language to erase perpetrators. Changing the grammar changes 

https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2013/05/130522180319.htm
https://feminisminindia.com/2020/05/20/housework-normalization-clueless-man/?fbclid=IwAR27OmK0cVfKgtkoLXaFqexmFMkN004mrSj9TwkoklHPxm_FaCdnmFPFQRk
https://www.natureindex.com/news-blog/decline-women-scientist-research-publishing-production-coronavirus-pandemic
https://www.nature.com/articles/d41586-020-01135-9
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whose responsibility it is to do something about it, or to stop doing it, and so does changing who’s the subject 

of the story. 

I looked at this Lily story and wanted to retitle it and put it where men would see it, or see someone write a 

story for them, about them, with interviews about the decisions they made, and how they benefitted from 

them. With headlines like, “I Chose Not to Coparent Equally and Helped Edge My Wife Out of the 

Workforce” or “How to Unwittingly Ruin a Marriage and a Career at the Same Time By Being a Selfish 

Jerk.” Maybe in the spirit of peppy women’s sections, a men’s section piece titled “Strategic Obliviousness Is 

How I Perpetuate Patriarchy, and I Bet You Do Too!” Maybe we got it in the New York Times: “Nearly Half 

of Men Say They Do Most of the Home Schooling. 3 Percent of Women Agree.” 

The feature in the Lily falls into framing childcare as a thing women need, which assumes that it’s women’s 

responsibility and maybe something men give to women, rather than that every parent ought to care for their 

offspring. It focuses on a woman with a demanding career and a stay-at-home husband who had to quit her 

job because he wouldn’t do jack and claimed, with what’s often labeled “learned helplessness” but could be 

called strategic helplessness, he couldn’t. “But could she ask her husband to handle 12-hour shifts of child 

care, with no help, no breaks and no clear end point? She wasn’t sure her family could survive that. She 

wasn’t sure he’d do it, even if she asked.” Why does one (working) parent have to ask the other (nonworking) 

one to parent? Why is doing what literally billions of women do day after day framed as some terrible ordeal? 

Where is the headline “Local Man Cannot Parent Own Child”? 

The Hawaiʻi State Commission on the Status of Women just issued “A Feminist Economic Recovery Plan for 

COVID-19” that says some of this beautifully: “Caregiving, associated with and expected of women, is 

necessary for economic production to take place and yet it is split off from economic production, thereby 

structurally subordinating women in society. This is why even within their own racial, indigenous status, and 

economic groups, women are the most marginalized. Case in point: Native Hawaiian women are more 

economically vulnerable than Native Hawaiian men, earning 70 cents for every dollar a man makes, and 79 

cents for every dollar a Native Hawaiian man makes. Women will never be able to equally participate in 

Hawaiʻi’s economy without a social care infrastructure and if men are not supported and incentivized to share 

care activities.” 

All of which is to say, we are having a pandemic, and it has been experienced unequally along race and class 

lines, and it also intersects with what maybe we should call the pandemic of patriarchy, which has made it far 

worse by action and inaction that has amplified the spread and impact of the disease and has punished women 

in the ways it always punishes women, through violence and the shifting of the responsibility of caregiving 

onto them. 

Which intersects with the malignancy of whiteness, when it is white people threateningly demanding 

unlimited freedoms in a pandemic that, here in the USA, disproportionately kills black and brown people. The 

good news is that unlike Covid-19, we know what the cure is for the gender part. The short version is: 

feminism. Now in size XXL for men. And the rest: feminism is just a subset of human rights, and universal 

human rights and absolute equality would answer all those questions about what to do about coronavirus and 

nearly everything else. 

Featured photo by Jeff Kowalsky/AFP via Getty Images 

https://humanservices.hawaii.gov/wp-content/uploads/2020/04/4.13.20-Final-Cover-D2-Feminist-Economic-Recovery-D1.pdf
https://humanservices.hawaii.gov/wp-content/uploads/2020/04/4.13.20-Final-Cover-D2-Feminist-Economic-Recovery-D1.pdf
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Rebecca Solnit 

San Francisco writer, historian, and activist Rebecca Solnit is the author of twenty-some books about 

geography, community, art, politics, hope, and feminism and the author, most recently of Whose Story Is 

This? Old Conflicts, New Chapters. 

 

https://lithub.com/masculinity-as-radical-selfishness-rebecca-solnit-on-the-maskless-men-of-the-pandemic/ 

  

https://lithub.com/author/rebecca-solnit/
https://lithub.com/masculinity-as-radical-selfishness-rebecca-solnit-on-the-maskless-men-of-the-pandemic/
https://lithub.com/author/rebecca-solnit/
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Philosopher Martha Nussbaum on How to Live with Our Human Fragility 

“To be a good human being is to have a kind of openness to the world, an ability to trust uncertain things 

beyond your own control.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

In 1988, Bill Moyers produced a series of intelligent, inspiring, 

provocative conversations with a diverse set of cultural icons, ranging from Isaac Asimov to Noam Chomsky 

to Chinua Achebe. It was unlike any public discourse to have ever graced the national television airwaves 

before. The following year, the interviews were transcribed and collected in the magnificent tome Bill 

Moyers: A World of Ideas (public library). But for all its evenness of brilliance, one conversation in the 

series stands out for its depth, dimension, intensity, and timelessness — that with philosopher Martha 

Nussbaum, one of the most remarkable and luminous minds of our time, who sat down to talk with Moyers 

shortly after the publication of her enormously stimulating book The Fragility of Goodness: Luck and Ethics 

in Greek Tragedy and Philosophy. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/tag/bill-moyers/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0385262787/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0385262787/braipick-20
http://www.worldcat.org/title/truth-about-trust-how-it-determines-success-in-life-love-learning-and-more/oclc/864676506&referer=brief_results
http://brainpickings.org/tag/martha-nussbaum
http://brainpickings.org/tag/martha-nussbaum
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0521794722/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0521794722/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0385262787/braipick-20
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Martha Nussbaum 

Moyers begins by framing Nussbaum’s singular approach to philosophy and, by extension, to the art of living: 

MOYERS: The common perception of a philosopher is of a thinker of abstract thoughts. But stories and 

myths seem to be important to you as a philosopher. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0385262787/braipick-20
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NUSSBAUM: Very important, because I think that the language of philosophy has to come back from the 

abstract heights on which it so often lives to the richness of everyday discourse and humanity. It has to listen 

to the ways that people talk about themselves and what matters to them. One very good way to do this is to 

listen to stories. 

Reflecting on the timeless wisdom of the Greek myths and tragedies, particularly Euripides’s Hecuba, 

Nussbaum considers the essence of good personhood, which necessitates accepting the basic insecurity of 

existence and embracing uncertainty. She tells Moyers: 

The condition of being good is that it should always be possible for you to be morally destroyed by something 

you couldn’t prevent. To be a good human being is to have a kind of openness to the world, an ability to trust 

uncertain things beyond your own control, that can lead you to be shattered in very extreme circumstances for 

which you were not to blame. That says something very important about the human condition of the ethical 

life: that it is based on a trust in the uncertain and on a willingness to be exposed; it’s based on being more 

like a plant than like a jewel, something rather fragile, but whose very particular beauty is inseparable from its 

fragility. 

The paradox of the human condition, Nussbaum reminds us, is that while our capacity for vulnerability — 

and, by extension, our ability to trust others — may be what allows for tragedy to befall us, the greatest 

tragedy of all is the attempt to guard against hurt by petrifying that essential softness of the soul, for that 

denies our basic humanity: 

Being a human means accepting promises from other people and trusting that other people will be good to 

you. When that is too much to bear, it is always possible to retreat into the thought, “I’ll live for my own 

comfort, for my own revenge, for my own anger, and I just won’t be a member of society anymore.” That 

really means, “I won’t be a human being anymore.” 

You see people doing that today where they feel that society has let them down, and they can’t ask anything 

of it, and they can’t put their hopes on anything outside themselves. You see them actually retreating to a life 

in which they think only of their own satisfaction, and maybe the satisfaction of their revenge against society. 

But the life that no longer trusts another human being and no longer forms ties to the political community is 

not a human life any longer. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1585101486/braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/01/06/alan-watts-wisdom-of-insecurity-1/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/01/06/alan-watts-wisdom-of-insecurity-1/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/02/05/oliver-burkeman-antidote-plans-uncertainty/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/12/11/brene-brown-rsa-animated/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/02/03/david-desteno-truth-about-trust/
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Illustration by Alice 

and Martin Provensen from ‘The Iliad and the Odyssey: A Giant Golden Book.’ Click image for details. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/08/14/iliad-odyssey-provensen/
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Things get significantly more complicated, however, when we find ourselves in binds that seem to call for 

tragedy by asking us to make impossible choices between multiple things we hold dear. Nussbaum illustrates 

this by pointing to Aeschylus’s Agamemnon, in which the king-protagonist has to choose between saving his 

army and saving his daughter. The same tragedy plays out on a smaller scale in everyday dilemmas, such as 

juggling your career with being a good parent. Most of the time, as Nussbaum puts it, the two “enrich each 

other and make the life of each of them better.” But sometimes, practical circumstances pose such 

insurmountable challenges like an important meeting and your child’s school play happening at the same time 

— one of these two priorities inevitably suffers, not because you are a bad parent or a bad leader, but because 

life just happens that way. Therein lies the human predicament — the more we aspire to live well, according 

to our commitments and priorities, the more we welcome such tragic choices. And yet the solution isn’t not to 

aspire. Nussbaum tells Moyers: 

Tragedy happens only when you are trying to live well, because for a heedless person who doesn’t have deep 

commitments to others, Agamemnon’s conflict isn’t a tragedy… 

Now the lesson certainly is not to try to maximize conflict or to romanticize struggle and suffering, but it’s 

rather that you should care about things in a way that makes it a possibility that tragedy will happen to you. If 

you hold your commitments lightly, in such a way that you can always divest yourself from one or the other 

of them if they conflict, then it doesn’t hurt you when things go badly. But you want people to live their lives 

with a deep seriousness of commitment: not to adjust their desires to the way the world actually goes, but 

rather to try to wrest from the world the good life that they desire. And sometimes that does lead them into 

tragedy. 

Perhaps Alan Watts was right when he advised not to fight the world’s contradictions but to conceive of the 

universe as “a harmonious system of contained conflicts.” 

Bill Moyers: A World of Ideas is a treasure trove in its entirety, featuring many more conversations with 

luminaries spanning art, science, psychology, literature, the creative spirit, and just about every aspect of life. 

Complement this particular one with Nussbaum’s advice on living a full life. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/03/14/martha-nussbaum-bill-moyers-world-of-

ideas/?mc_cid=f1cfa17d52&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1617208566/braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/01/27/alan-watts-taboo/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0385262787/braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/2012/10/12/martha-nussbaum-take-my-advice/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/03/14/martha-nussbaum-bill-moyers-world-of-ideas/?mc_cid=f1cfa17d52&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/03/14/martha-nussbaum-bill-moyers-world-of-ideas/?mc_cid=f1cfa17d52&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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Australian Tales 

by Marcus Clarke 

 

Previous Chapter Next Chapter 

Learning "Colonial Experience" 

 

There were three of us, Dougald McAlister, Jack Thwaites, and myself. The place was called in the 

grandiloquent language of the bush, "The Dinkledoodledum Station" (I like these old native names), because 

it was situated in the Dinkledoodledum Creek. Dinkledoodledum--as any philologist can guess by the sound 

of it--means the Valley of the Rippling Streamlets; but alas! never a rippling streamlet did our eyes behold 

during our stay in the inhospitable valley. 

The station had just been purchased by Thwaites' brothers--is not his name now synonymous with gold, from 

the Great Glimmera to the Adelaide Desert?--and had been overstocked by its former proprietor. Along the 

Glimmera banks, where jovial but family-burdened Boschman kept his boundaryriding habitation, the ground 

was as bare as a billiard-table, and the travelling sheep that called the Great Glimmera their "feeding track," 

were only too glad to escape beyond the Dinkledoodledum boundary into the pleasant paths of Whistlebinkie. 

Let it not, however, be imagined that our station was always in this condition. On the contrary, it had been 

renowned as a place flowing with milk and honey. It was reported that Clibborn had made his fortune out of 

it; that Wallum had retired to independence and hot grog after twelve months of it; and that Thwaites was in a 

fair way to do exceedingly well if he could but "hold on" to it. 

Unluckily, what with the former proprietor's mania for feeding two sheep to every three acres (one sheep to 

every five acres was about the Dinkledoodledum standard) and a succession of bad seasons, the "holding on" 

was hard work. Economy was absolutely needful, and McAlister, Jack and I practised it healthily. Mutton and 

damper all the week, and damper and mutton on Sundays, was the order of the day, and we carried it out to 

the letter. No epicurean feasts of beef or of pork disgraced the frugality of our board. Never to our table came 

the feeble fowl or the enervating kitchen-garden vegetable. We had no milk, for our dairy cattle were starving; 

no eggs, for our poultry refused to lay; no pumpkin pie, for our soil was too poor to grow even that harmless 

esculent. Yet on Spartan fare we led Spartan lives, and were happy. 

Oh, that bark hut! Never shall I forget the first day when I, a slim and somewhat effeminate youth, with 

London smoke not yet cleared from my throat, beheld its dilapidated walls. "You will sleep here," said Jack, 

pointing to a skillion which seemed to have been used as a sheep-pen, so marked was the "spoor" of those 

beasts. "With all my heart," said I, as that organ sank within me--down, down, down, until I could feel it 

palpitating in the very tips of my riding-boots. But I did not regret my acquiescence. How many nights in that 

humble shelter have I listened to the skirr of the wild cats, and watched the one bright star that pertinaciously 

peeped through the chinks of the bark sheets. How many nights have I lighted my lonely pipe, and wrestled 

alone with my own particular angel, even as Jacob wrestled at Pennel. Happy Jacob! would I owned thy 

https://americanliterature.com/author/marcus-clarke/book/australian-tales/summary
https://americanliterature.com/author/marcus-clarke
https://americanliterature.com/author/marcus-clarke/book/australian-tales/australian
https://americanliterature.com/author/marcus-clarke/book/australian-tales/pretty-dick
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cunning of wrist and elbow. How many nights have I trimmed the reed in the pannikin of tallow, and read the 

half-dozen books I possessed until I could read no more. How many nights have I slept the unutterably sweet 

slumber of virtuous weariness, until my Jack, bursting in with clanking spurs, would rouse me with his "All 

aboard!" Aye, old skillion, I have had some happy hours in thee; so peace to thy ashes, for, sooth to say, thou 

art now but fit for burning. 

It is proper to boast of the Australian summer. Those who have lived in tents, camped by rocky waterholes, 

kept dew-sprinkled watch beneath the yellow moon, and ridden through fiery noons hard upon the tails of the 

head-long herd, can with justice boast of the wild intoxication of that burning ether. I have known it, I! Not 

the draught which the great spirit gave to eager Faust maddens so gloriously. Australian summer, dost thou 

say? I am with thee. With open shirt ballooned behind thee, with streaming hair and bloody spurs, urge, urge 

the straining steed across the level plain! No tree mars the prospect of immensity. In front, the flying emu, and 

behind--naught but the whistling air! The grey grass spins, the grey plain reels, the cloudless sky glows 

molten brass above. It comes--the hot wind of the desert! Bitter--fierce from the sand--hills of the scorching 

north, it sweeps upon thee! Ride! Ride! 

There are fifty miles of grass before thee, and the blood of an Emperor's battle steed beats beneath thy saddle-

flaps. What are fears, griefs, loves? Throned upon the rocking saddles of our stretching barbs, we laugh at 

fate. Stand in thy stirrups now, and shout! Ha! ha! Tell me what draught of love or wine compares with this--

the champagne nectar of a hot-wind gallop! 

But the time to enjoy our hut was in the winter--the wild, wet winter that lashed the groaning gums, and 

scoured to white rage the risen river. All the hot summer wooed us to the air. Through parching noons and 

dewy nights we rode and revelled. Then camped the cattle by the shrinking swamp, and the wild horses came 

down to drink at the famished springs. Then we went expeditions in the balmy moonlight, and roused the 

drowsy township with the clattering echoes of our hurrying hoofs. Then came Harry of the Gap, Tom of the 

Scano, and Dare-devil Dick, of Mostyn's Folly, to "foregather" with us. Then were Homeric days, musical 

with chanted melody, and fierce with the recklessness of horsetaming youth. Then were our hearts great 

within us, and in that glowing atmosphere, beneath that burning sun, our bright blood bounded, and we lived! 

But in gray, chill winter the bark hut, so long deserted, repaid our ingratitude by generous kindness. Creeping, 

all wet, and weary with travel, splashed with mire, and torn by prickly scrub, to its friendly shelter, it glowed 

warm welcome, its rough but honest sides laughing in the beams of the roaring logs till they were nigh to 

crack again. How cheery were those evenings. How we ate the ewe mutton, and laughed at the mishaps of the 

day; how we smoked, and toasted our toes and "yarned;" three sworn comrades, singing the songs of our 

native Britain to the accompaniment of the whistling Austral wind. 

The hut was not commodious. When duly camped within it, indeed, we had but scant room. When McAlister 

had flung his lazy length upon the lounging chair (a wool bale stretched upon the racktoothed iron skeleton of 

some long-forgotten patent) and I had usurped the cane-bottomed American importation, there was but one 

place for Thwaites, and that the table top. Thwaites would roost there, like some intelligent bird, and chant the 

lays of his native country. We called him the "Little Warbler." Thwaites was a young man of military 

tendencies. He had belonged in the old country to the Diggleshire Yeomanry Cavalry (who received the 

thanks of their Lord-Lieutenant and county, you may remember, for their conduct in the great insurrection of 

the cider-sellers against the patent bottling process), and in our excursions into the bush he was perpetually 

waving a brass-headed whip which he affected, and with wild cries of "St. George and Diggleshire!" charging 
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the brush fences. Paddy, his big-boned horse, put him down badly one afternoon, and he gave up this method 

of exhilaration. McAlister, who owned that sense of dry humour which is a fungoid growth peculiar to 

Scotland, would artfully excite Thwaites to wrath by the assumption of anti-Hanoverian tendencies, and 

induce in him a violent outburst of loyalty, and frequent reference to a lady of whom he habitually spoke as 

"My gracious sovereign, whom God preserve." McAlister himself was not without his prejudices, for on one 

occasion I distinctly remember that we removed the table, and fought over the merits of poor Mary Queen of 

Scots. I had ventured to hint that her conduct in the matter of Bothwell was not quite incapable of 

impeachment, and McAlister challenged me to trial by battle. In justice to the soundness of a reasoning which 

has sent so many honest men to Hades, I will presume that my cause was a bad one, for I received a very 

sound and cornplete drubbing. 

One of poor Thwaites's duties was to "keep the books," and once a week he would labour painfully, but 

religiously at his task. The, "books" could not have been very difficult to "keep," I think, but somehow or 

other we never could keep them. I am now inclined to think that our system was too comprehensive, for, as 

we put everything down in a volume called a day-book, (lucus a non lucendo, I suppose, for we never wrote 

anything in it until night), and transferred it bodily to a ledger, our accounts were pretty mixed. After I had 

been there a month, Thwaites mounted his horse solemnly and mysteriously one morning, and rode off one 

hundred and twenty miles to his brother. Two days afterwards he returned, dusty but calm, and big with 

intelligence of importance. After supper, he said to me gravely, "you have been in a bank, haven't you?" I 

replied that I had for a month or so, until my ravages among the well kept books were presumed to have 

permanently affected the brain of Napoleon Smith, the manager. "Then," said Jack, "since you've been used to 

banking, my boy, my brother thinks that you can keep the books." I was ready for any hazardous experiment 

in those days, and I consented. I think on the whole I did pretty well, though three rams (half-bred Leicesters, 

and as strong as bullocks), got into Derwent Joe's account, and could not be got out again by any financial 

operation I could devise, while I was always dropping boots and things in "carrying over." Jack would 

endeavour sometimes to see how I was getting on, but he told me one day that he couldn't understand why I 

should keep four plugs of Barrett's twist in the Long Swamp Paddock, and put our married couple's wages to 

the debit of Weathers and Weaners. I really don't think he understood much about it. 

In the Long Swamp Paddock, by the way, lived one Long Tom, who was an oddity. He was nearly seven feet 

high and thin as a harpoon. He had been a sailor, digger, explorer, stockman, everything but a quiet stop-at-

home. For the last ten years, however, he had rested in the hut by the Long Swamp, and the place was known 

as Long Tom's Waterhole; indeed, Long Tom and his dog were better known at the stations round about, than 

the name of the Chief Secretary of the Colony. His dog was one of the biggest impostors--for a dog--that I 

have ever met. He was called Old Moke, and was supposed to be of marvellous sagacity; he was a stumpy-

tailed, long-bodied, shambling beast, who worked just when he chose, and as he chose. Long Tom, when 

riding to muster, would remark that if we didn't get the sheep soon, he would have to put "Old Moke on 'em," 

as though the act was equivalent to working a miracle, or dissolving Parliament. By-and-by Old Moke was 

"put on." "Moke!" Tom would remark in tones of conscious superiority, "get away forward!" We would hear 

a howl, and see a streak of white lightning slip out from under the belly of Tom's horse. Moke had obeyed the 

summons. By-and-by, in the depths of the forest, faint barks would be heard, and Tom would grow uneasy. 

He would whistle. Still the barking would continue, and presently, with a rushing sound, a flock of ewes 

would fly past us bewilderedly. Tom would shift in his saddle, and we would grin. 

Presently McAlister gallops up, raging. "Call off your cursed dog, Tom!" he shouts. "Hi, Moke!" roars Tom. 

"Moke! Moke! Sink, and burn, and-and-and----the dog. Moke! Hi! Moke!" Then would Long Tom, vomiting 
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fury, gallop madly into the bush, some agonised howls would be heard, and old Moke would be seen no more 

until supper, when he would meet us at the hut wagging his delusive stump defiantly. Yet everybody around 

believed in the beast. Old Moke was a sort of religion at the Dinkledoodledum, and to express doubt of his 

immense value would be heresy of the deepest dye. One would meet stockmen going home with puppies, 

squeaking at their heels. "Any good?" one would ask, nodding at the black and white mass. "Good! I believe 

you. That's one of old Moke's," would be the proud reply. Alas! old Moke--honest impostor, thou and thy 

crack-brained master are both gone! Gone, let us hope, old dog, to a place where the faults of both of ye will 

be as lightly dealt with as in the pleasant days of old. 

When Thwaites had gone to bed in the corner--he was a most determined sleeper--McAlister and I would 

pitch another log on the fire and prepare for enjoyment. Carefully filling our pipes, we placed the grease-

pannikin on a mark made exactly in the centre of the table, and "yarned." By "yarning," dear reader, I don't 

mean mere trivial conversation, but hard, solid talk. McAlister was a man of more than ordinary natural 

talents, and had he been placed in other circumstances, would have cut a figure. It was not easy to argue with 

him, and some of our discussions lasted until cock-crow. The arguments not unfrequently merged into story-

telling, and in that department my memory served me in good stead. I had been a sickly brat in my infancy, 

and having unfettered access to the library of a man who owned few prejudices for moral fig-leaves, had, with 

the avidity for recondite knowledge which sickly brats always evince, read many strange books. I boiled 

down my recollections for McAlister, and constituted myself a sort of Scherezade for his peculiar benefit. He 

would smoke and I would fix my eyes on a long strip of bark which hung serpentwise from the ridge pole, 

and relate. I think if that strip of bark had been removed, my power of narration would have been removed 

with it. In this fashion we got through a good deal of Brantome, several of the plays--or rather plots of the 

plays--of Wycherley, Massinger, and Farquahar, and most of Byron. We rambled over the Continent with Gil 

Blas, discussed the Alchemists, strolled up and down Rome with Horace, and investigated the miracles of the 

early Saxon churchmen in company of a lot of queer fellows who lived somewhere about the time of the 

Venerable Bede. We talked Candide and Dr. Lardner's Encyclopædia; we saw Hogarth with Ireland's 

descriptions; we quarrelled bitterly over Tom Paine's Age of Reason, and made friends again over the pathetic 

adventures of one Moll Flanders, a friend of Daniel Defoe. 

Oh, cheery bark hut, despite all miseries of rough ways and rougher weather, despite all hideousness of lamb-

cutting and sheep-slaughtering, despite the figs of tobacco that would get mixed up with my record of 

maiden-ewes and two-toothed wethers, despite rain, storm, and tough mutton, I recall thy memory with 

unfeigned regret. Thither "never came the trader, never waved a European flag;" no smiling bill-discounters 

ever invaded thy sacred precincts; no severe duns, rightly claiming that which is, alas! their own, and that 

which I am unable to pay them, ever darkened thy hospitable doorway; no folio documents, demanding 

instant official attention, were ever brought by the merry black-boy to thy rude letter-box; no monstrous 

civilisation with its luxurious necessities overshadowed, Upas-like, thy imperfect roof. A glorious barbarism 

was thine, a jovial freedom born the cares of the morrow was the charter of thy liberties. I disliked thee once, 

and grumblingly did abuse thy hospitable shelter, but I have since found other roofs less pleasant than thine, 

have since--pent within stucco and inurned in marble mockery of grandeur--yearned for the careless fortune 

of thy uncultured surroundings, cried often in vain amid the uncomfortable comfort of the city. 

"Give me again my hollow tree, my crust of bread and liberty." 

https://americanliterature.com/author/marcus-clarke/book/australian-tales/learning-colonial-experience 

https://americanliterature.com/author/marcus-clarke/book/australian-tales/learning-colonial-experience
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Ancient DNA fingerprints help solve the Dead Sea Scroll puzzle 

By Rich Haridy 

 

New research suggests animal DNA can be used to piece together Dead Sea Scroll fragments and better 

understand where each manuscript originated  

Courtesy of the Israel Antiquities Authority, Photographer Shai Halevi 

VIEW 2 IMAGES 

A new study is demonstrating how ancient animal DNA, extracted from Dead Sea Scroll parchments, can 

help with piecing together the jigsaw puzzle of disparate fragments found in the Judean desert. It's hoped the 

novel method will help generate a Dead Sea Scroll “genome” to aid scholars in decoding these mysterious 

artifacts. 

https://newatlas.com/author/rich-haridy/
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Piecing together the thousands of parchment fragments discovered in the early 20th century has proved to be a 

major archeological challenge. Tel Avi University’s Oded Rechavi, corresponding author on a new study 

published in the journal Cell, suggests two big hurdles have stifled effective analysis of these 2,000 year old 

manuscripts. 

 

MORE STORIES 

MEDICAL 

New-and-improved MEG helmet scans the entire brain 

 

ELECTRONICS 

Discarded human hair repurposed to make new OLED screens 

 

“… first, most of them were not found intact but rather disintegrated into thousands of fragments, which had 

to be sorted and pieced together, with no prior knowledge on how many pieces have been lost forever, or – in 

the case of non-biblical compositions – how the original text should read,” says Rechavi. “Depending on the 

classification of each fragment, the interpretation of any given text could change dramatically." 

The other problem is that for well over 50 years, since the first discovery of these parchments, fragments both 

real and counterfeit, have been traded through underground antiquity markets. As well as making it 

substantially more difficult to identify authentic scrolls, it is challenging to know exactly which archeological 

site some fragments originally came from, meaning it’s even harder to put the jigsaw puzzle pieces in their 

correct place. 

Most of the ancient scrolls were written on animal skin parchments, leading Rechavi and his team to develop 

a DNA sequencing method determining the genetic signature of each individual fragment. As a proof-of-

concept establishing the value of this novel paleogenomic technique, the study homed in on 26 specific scroll 

fragments, from which ancient DNA was extracted. 

https://newatlas.com/medical/?itm_source=ocelot&itm_campaign=ocelot_e079a01&itm_content=recommendation_1
https://newatlas.com/medical/new-meg-helmet-scans-brain/?itm_source=ocelot&itm_campaign=ocelot_e079a01&itm_content=recommendation_1
https://newatlas.com/electronics/?itm_source=ocelot&itm_campaign=ocelot_e079a01&itm_content=recommendation_2
https://newatlas.com/electronics/human-hair-carbon-dot-oled/?itm_source=ocelot&itm_campaign=ocelot_e079a01&itm_content=recommendation_2
https://newatlas.com/electronics/human-hair-carbon-dot-oled/?itm_source=ocelot&itm_campaign=ocelot_e079a01&itm_content=recommendation_2
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DNA signatures were generated by analyzing tiny samples taken from the scroll fragments 

Courtesy of the Israel Antiquities Authority, Photographer Shai Halevi 

Noam Mizrahi, another author on the new study, suggests these initial DNA studies have already answered 

some long-debated questions. For example, a few analyzed fragments were suspected to come from the same 

scroll, a copy of the Book of Jeremiah. However, the DNA evidence revealed one fragment came from cow 

skin, while the others were sheep. 

Since cows couldn’t be raised in the dry Judean desert, the evidence suggests this particular fragment most 

likely came from a different area. This means different versions of the same holy text were simultaneously 

being circulated. 

"Analysis of the text found on these Jeremiah pieces suggests that they not only belong to different scrolls, 

they also represent different versions of the prophetic book," says Mizrahi. "The fact that the scrolls that are 

most divergent textually are also made of a different animal species is indicative that they originate at a 

different provenance." 

The team hopes to collect more samples from scroll fragments, ultimately creating a Dead Sea Scroll genomic 

database to help other researchers better piece together these disparate artifacts. It is also suggested this 

particular method can be applied to other ancient manuscript fragments that archeologists still puzzle over. 

The study was published in the journal Cell. 

Source: Cell Press via Eurekalert 
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An Essay on Children’s Games 
by Iman Mersal 

Issue no. 225 (Summer 2018) 

Many children’s games depend on a physical handicap. Hopscotch, for example, requires a skillful 

player to hop from square to square on one leg while the other merely dangles in the air, as though 

amputated so long ago he had time to practice jumping without it. 

Maybe I’m here on this continent simply to walk by myself for days, or years, as if no one there needed 

me, waited for me, asked about me, loved me, missed me, worried about me. 

But hopscotch isn’t the right metaphor because in fact, while I’m here, I do need all those people I 

wake up without and go to sleep without. Distance doesn’t lessen the sense of guilt. Guilt, the word 

rings out inside me every time I remember that I’m from there. I’ve become more and more from 

there ever since I left. And guilt has been eating at me ever since I arrived, just yesterday, in this city 

perched over an ocean, to read some poems in some big theater, to drink good wine with first-rate 

writers who aren’t from there. 

What does a person do who’s come here to read some poems about there to people not from there, a 

person eaten by guilt even as she stands, as I do, on the balcony of a five-star hotel, lighting a cigarette 

and screaming or muttering curses in hopes the police will haul her off to prison, in hopes that 

something will happen to stop her from throwing herself off the seventh floor—and then, when there’s 

a knock at the door, jumping under the bedcovers as though playing blindman’s bluff? 

In blindman’s bluff, a player loses his sight and has to tag the others by guessing their movements or 

by sniffing them out. 

When a mother hides her face behind her headscarf, the infant believes, for one terrifying moment, that 

he’s lost her forever. In most cases, fortunately, the mother quickly shows her face again, and in most 

cases, the infant laughs louder and louder with each renewal of terror. I never did that with my 

children, maybe because when my mother died I was still in love with that game and kept waiting for 

her face to reappear. 

It would be funny to think that my relationship with children’s games was determined by my mother’s 

absence, and terrible to think her death is the reason I’m here, thirty years later, as though playing a 

game of peekaboo with everyone I want to be with. 

My son would lie on his bed and put his hands over his eyes, lying still and imagining he was invisible. 

He waited as long as he could, then took his hands away, ready for the surprise that, strangely, never 

dulled with repetition. He laughed at the success of his disappearing act, which never actually 

happened. Maybe I’m only here to wait for the expert player who will suddenly grab me and—to my 

surprise and delight—drag me back to where I belong. 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=46bdbbf40f&e=d538c8f2e0
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When children playing games pretend to be adults, there’s always at least one child who takes charge 

and assigns roles. He doesn’t need to play the father or the math teacher. He might play a municipal 

bus driver and decide which child shall be a rider, or which one will make a good patient when he’s the 

doctor.  

I don’t remember playing any of those roles. I had one role that never changed, like the oracles in 

ancient temples—that of the blind girl. A blind girl in math class, where my task was not to go up to 

the imaginary blackboard but to recite the multiplication tables from my seat on a bale of straw, whose 

task was to be a school bench. A blind woman, reciting the Quran at funerals and singing at festivities. 

A blind woman who doesn’t play at blindman’s bluff, who doesn’t want to catch anyone so that she 

might keep seeing no one as long as possible. A blind woman in every game of make-believe—the role 

no one wanted except me. 

—Translated from the Arabic by Robyn Creswell 
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