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Days and Days 
by Robert Creeley 

 

Issue no. 56 (Spring 1973) 

HERE AGAIN 

After we 

were all 

a bed, 

a door, two 

windows 

and a chair. 

HYPHENS 

There is always 

someplace. 

ONE 

Three to the one 

makes two. 

FUNNY 

Raining here 

in little pieces 

of rain. 

Wet, brother, 

behind the ears 

I love your hands. 

And you too, 

rain. 

You insist on rain 

because you are 

no less than water, 

no more than wet. 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=2c19408080&e=d538c8f2e0
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THOUGHTS 

Am I dying? 

I am beautiful. 

Either way. 

NEW YORK 

I’ve just been in New York. 

What a place 

Terrific. 

You bet. 

OUT 

Let me walk to you 

backwards 

down a long street. 

. 

Here is the rain again. 

I hear it 

in my ear here. 

. 

What fun 

to be done 

if not already 

done. 

. 

We were going 

out. 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=2c19408080&e=d538c8f2e0 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=2c19408080&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=2c19408080&e=d538c8f2e0
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Preprints, Science, and the News Cycle 

Preprints are academic papers that haven’t been peer-reviewed yet. When preprints make news, that’s 

often overlooked. 

 

  

Getty/Jonathan Aprea 

By: Liz Tracey  

In 1991, a preprint server went online at Los Alamos Laboratory, famous home of the Manhattan 

Project. ArXiv was an electronic repository where physicists could share papers with their colleagues 

(and in some cases, competitors) before they were published in peer-reviewed journals. 

https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/liz-tracey/
https://daily.jstor.org/los-alamos-secret-library/
https://arxiv.org/
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It wasn’t the first time scientists attempted to share their work before publication, but it was the first 

organized Internet server to do so. Since then, the number of preprint servers for scholarly disciplines 

has grown to more than 100 in a range of disciplines, as well as for regional researchers in developing 

areas. 

During the current pandemic, having data available within weeks rather than months or years has been 

a double-edged sword of information. 

When the current pandemic began at the end of December 2019, it was the first fully worldwide health 

emergency during which preprints of synchronous research would be available. Those that preceded 

it—SARS, MERS, the 2009 H1N1 influenza pandemic—all occurred before the servers for biological 

and medical sciences were launched: bioRXiv in 2013, and medRxiv in 2017. 

A preprint server can be of great benefit in “everyday” science. In a 2016 issue of Current 

Science, Praveen Chaddah outlines “The importance of a preprint repository”: establishing precedence 

for discoveries, eliminating charges of “self-plagiarism” (where data is reused by a lab in a paper to 

pad its number of publications), and removing the possibility of a lab’s work being appropriated by a 

reviewer or editorial board member of a journal while under review for publication. 

During the current pandemic, having data available within weeks rather than months or years has been 

a double-edged sword of information. On April 17, when a lab published a seroprevalence study in 

Santa Clara, California, over 300 news organizations wrote stories based on (or using) its findings. 

Only a few of those stories covered the problems with the paper (how subjects were recruited to the 

study being one), and drawing conclusions about infection rates from it. 

Weekly Newsletter 

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

A revised version of the paper was published on April 30, and as often happens with newspaper 

corrections, the update has received less attention. While scientists and science journalists talked and 

wrote about issues with the research on Twitter and in a few followup stories, many more people have 

read the stories based on the paper without the context. 

It’s not unlike the problems first faced when a twenty-four-hour news culture began—the rush to 

publish can often lead to bad information spreading quickly, while the corrections and deeper, more 

nuanced context are left unsaid (or unread). 

 

https://daily.jstor.org/preprints-science-and-the-news-

cycle/?utm_term=Preprints%2C%20Science%2C%20and%20the%20News%20Cycle&utm_campaig

n=jstordaily_05142020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Preprint#Servers_by_field
https://daily.jstor.org/preprints-science-and-the-news-cycle/?utm_term=Preprints%2C%20Science%2C%20and%20the%20News%20Cycle&utm_campaign=jstordaily_05142020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/preprints-science-and-the-news-cycle/?utm_term=Preprints%2C%20Science%2C%20and%20the%20News%20Cycle&utm_campaign=jstordaily_05142020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://www.biorxiv.org/about-biorxiv
https://www.medrxiv.org/content/about-medrxiv
https://www.jstor.org/stable/24908496?mag=preprints-science-and-the-news-cycle
https://www.medrxiv.org/content/10.1101/2020.04.14.20062463v1?versioned=true
https://www.medrxiv.org/content/10.1101/2020.04.14.20062463v1?versioned=true
https://www.wired.com/story/new-covid-19-antibody-study-results-are-in-are-they-right/
https://www.medrxiv.org/content/10.1101/2020.04.14.20062463v2
https://daily.jstor.org/the-incredibly-true-story-of-fake-headlines/
https://daily.jstor.org/the-incredibly-true-story-of-fake-headlines/
https://daily.jstor.org/preprints-science-and-the-news-cycle/?utm_term=Preprints%2C%20Science%2C%20and%20the%20News%20Cycle&utm_campaign=jstordaily_05142020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/preprints-science-and-the-news-cycle/?utm_term=Preprints%2C%20Science%2C%20and%20the%20News%20Cycle&utm_campaign=jstordaily_05142020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/preprints-science-and-the-news-cycle/?utm_term=Preprints%2C%20Science%2C%20and%20the%20News%20Cycle&utm_campaign=jstordaily_05142020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
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California trash-to-hydrogen plant promises dirt-cheap, super-green H2 

By Loz Blain 

 

The heart of a new "greener than green" hydrogen production facility design planned for Lancaster, 

California 

SGH2 

Lancaster, California will be home to a "greener than green" trash-to hydrogen production plant three times 

the size of any other green H2 facility. SGH2 says its process is the cleanest of all on the market, while 

matching the price of the cheapest producers – and pulling tens of thousands of tons of garbage out of 

landfills. 

For better or worse, many world economies are gearing up to make hydrogen a significant part of the future 

energy economy. Japan and Korea in particular are making big moves and enormous investments to get this 

zero-local-emissions energy storage format up and running. 

 

https://newatlas.com/author/loz-blain/
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MORE STORIES 

MEDICAL 

New-and-improved MEG helmet scans the entire brain 

 

ELECTRONICS 

Discarded human hair repurposed to make new OLED screens 

 

Production of hydrogen can vary from the relatively green (electrolysis of fresh water using solar or wind-

based energy) to the profoundly filthy (gasification of brown coal) – and the filthiest are by far the cheapest. 

Adding carbon capture and sequestration to dirty processes simply makes them more expensive. 

That's what makes this SGH2 project so interesting – the company claims it can take trash that would 

otherwise sit in a landfill and rot, and turn it into super-green hydrogen at bargain-basement prices. 

According to a recent memorandum of understanding, the city of Lancaster will host and co-own the SGH2 

Lancaster plant, which will be capable of producing up to 11,000 kg of H2 per day, or 3.8 million kg per year, 

while processing up to 42,000 tons of recycled waste per year. Garbage to clean fuel, with a US$2.1 to $3.2 

million saving on landfill costs per year as a sweetener. 

"We are the only company in the world delivering green hydrogen that is cost competitive with the cheapest, 

dirtiest hydrogen made from coal and gas, and much less expensive than other green hydrogen" says SGH2 

CEO Dr. Robert Do. "Our technology can scale quickly and produce fuel 24/7, year-round." 

How it works 

The process, developed by SGH2's parent company Solena, uses high-temperature plasma torches putting out 

temperatures between 3,500 and 4,000 °C (6,332 to 7,232 °F). This ionic heat, with oxygen-enriched gas fed 

in, catalyzes a "complete molecular dissociation of all hydrocarbons" in whatever fuel you've fed in, and as it 

rises and begins to cool, it forms "a very high quality, hydrogen-rich bio-syngas free of tar, soot and heavy 

metals." 

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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The process accepts a wide variety of waste sources, including paper, old tires, textiles, and notably plastics, 

which it can handle very efficiently without toxic by-products. The bio-syngas exits the top of a plenum 

chamber, and is sent to a cooling chamber, followed by a pair of acid scrubbers to remove particulate matter. 

A centrifugal compressor further cleans the gas stream, leaving a mixture of hydrogen, carbon monoxide and 

carbon dioxide. This is run through a water-gas shift reactor that adds water vapor and converts the carbon 

monoxide to carbon dioxide and more hydrogen gas. The two are separated, neatly capturing all the CO2 as 

hydrogen comes out the other end. 

SPEG Technology 

A Berkeley Lab lifecycle carbon analysis concluded, says SGH2, that each ton of hydrogen produced by this 

process reduces emissions by between 23 and 31 tons of CO2 equivalent – presumably counting emissions 

that would be created if the garbage was burned instead of converted into hydrogen. That would be between 

13-19 tons more carbon dioxide avoided than any other green hydrogen production process. 

What's more, while electrolysis requires some 62 kWh of energy to produce one kilogram of hydrogen, the 

Solena process is energy-positive, generating 1.8 kWh per kg of hydrogen, meaning the plant generates its 

own electricity and doesn't require external power input. 

The 5-acre facility, in a heavy industrial zone of Lancaster, will employ 35 people full-time and create some 

600 jobs in construction. SGH2 is hoping to break ground in Q1 2021 and achieve full operational status by 

2023. The company is in negotiations with "California's largest owners and operators of hydrogen refueling 

stations" to buy the plant's entire output for a 10-year period. 

SGH2 says it has demonstrated the technology at a full-size 7-year project in Pennsylvania, now dismantled, 

and a plasma torch testing facility in the Czech republic. The company says the technology "has been vetted 

and validated, technically and financially, by leading global institutions including the US Export-Import 

Bank, Barclays and Deutsche Bank, and Shell New Energies’ gasification experts." It has however, according 

to Power Magazine, not yet raised the US$55 million needed to build the plant. 

Production and carbon emissions costs of different types of hydrogen production, as stated by SGH2 

SGH2 

The numbers SGH2 presents are very attractive. We're not sure which methodology has been used to calculate 

the production costs, though, because they sure don't match up with the numbers in this 2019 Hydrogen 

Production Cost study, which shows several production methods coming in well under the US$2 per kg mark, 

and solar PV electrolysis costing as little as US$5.78 per kg. Perhaps the SGH2 table includes the capital 

costs of building each facility. 

Either way, the pump price of hydrogen needs to get down around US$8 per kg before it roughly matches the 

per-mile cost of gasoline, assuming US$3.50/gallon (according to the California Fuel Cell Partnership). A 

production price around US$2 per kg should make that eminently possible. 

https://www.powermag.com/group-says-it-will-launch-worlds-largest-green-hydrogen-project/
https://www.powermag.com/group-says-it-will-launch-worlds-largest-green-hydrogen-project/
https://www.powermag.com/group-says-it-will-launch-worlds-largest-green-hydrogen-project/
https://www.sciencedirect.com/topics/engineering/hydrogen-production-cost
https://www.sciencedirect.com/topics/engineering/hydrogen-production-cost
https://cafcp.org/content/cost-refill
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We look forward to hearing more about this project; if hydrogen is going to happen as a substantial part of the 

new energy economy – and it certainly will, in Japan and Korea at the very least – then a cost-competitive and 

super-green way to produce it, while reducing landfill waste and disposing of difficult plastics, sounds like an 

excellent step in the right direction. 

The company says it's in negotiations for similar projects in France, Saudi Arabia, Ukraine, Greece, Japan, 

South Korea, Poland, Turkey, Russia, China, Brazil and Australia. 

Source: SGH2 

We recommend 

1. Nintedanib plus docetaxel after progression on immune checkpoint inhibitor therapy: insights from 

VARGADO, a prospective study in patients with lung adenocarcinoma 

Christian Grohé et al, ., 2019 

1. Afatinib for the Treatment of Non-Small Cell Lung Cancer Harboring Uncommon EGFR Mutations: 

A Database of 693 Cases 

James Chih-Hsin Yang et. al., JTO, 2020 

Powered by 

 

Loz Blain 

Loz has been one of our most versatile contributors since 2007. Joining the team as a motorcycle specialist, he 

has since covered everything from medical technology to aeronautics, music gear and historical artefacts. 

Since 2010 he's branched out into photography, video and audio production. 

 

https://newatlas.com/energy/sgh2-cheap-green-hydrogen-

california/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=52d79ae5f9-

EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_05_22_08_18&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-52d79ae5f9-

92970593 

https://www.sgh2energy.com/
https://www.futuremedicine.com/doi/10.2217/fon-2019-0262?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=._TrendMD_1
https://www.futuremedicine.com/doi/10.2217/fon-2019-0262?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=._TrendMD_1
https://www.jto.org/article/S1556-0864(20)30014-9/fulltext?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=JTO_TrendMD_1
https://www.jto.org/article/S1556-0864(20)30014-9/fulltext?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=JTO_TrendMD_1
https://www.trendmd.com/how-it-works-readers
https://newatlas.com/author/loz-blain/
https://newatlas.com/energy/sgh2-cheap-green-hydrogen-california/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=52d79ae5f9-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_05_22_08_18&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-52d79ae5f9-92970593
https://newatlas.com/energy/sgh2-cheap-green-hydrogen-california/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=52d79ae5f9-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_05_22_08_18&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-52d79ae5f9-92970593
https://newatlas.com/energy/sgh2-cheap-green-hydrogen-california/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=52d79ae5f9-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_05_22_08_18&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-52d79ae5f9-92970593
https://newatlas.com/energy/sgh2-cheap-green-hydrogen-california/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=52d79ae5f9-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_05_22_08_18&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-52d79ae5f9-92970593
https://newatlas.com/author/loz-blain/
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Anecdote for Fathers 

by Samuel Taylor Coleridge 

 

Though Coleridge's most recognized poem is The Rime of the Ancient Mariner, Anecdote for Fathers, 

Showing How the Art of Lying May be Taught is part of Coleridge's collection in conjunction with William 

Wordsworth, titled Lyrical Ballads, with a Few Other Poems (1798). 

 

I have a boy of five years old, 

His face is fair and fresh to see; 

His limbs are cast in beauty's mould, 

And dearly he loves me. 

 

One morn we stroll'd on our dry walk, 

Our quiet house all full in view, 

And held such intermitted talk 

As we are wont to do. 

 

My thoughts on former pleasures ran; 

I thought of Kilve's delightful shore, 

My pleasant home, when spring began, 

A long, long year before. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/samuel-taylor-coleridge
https://americanliterature.com/author/samuel-taylor-coleridge/poem/the-rime-of-the-ancient-mariner
https://americanliterature.com/author/william-wordsworth/bio-books-stories
https://americanliterature.com/author/william-wordsworth/bio-books-stories
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A day it was when I could bear 

To think, and think, and think again; 

With so much happiness to spare, 

I could not feel a pain. 

 

My boy was by my side, so slim 

And graceful in his rustic dress! 

And oftentimes I talked to him, 

In very idleness. 

 

The young lambs ran a pretty race; 

The morning sun shone bright and warm; 

"Kilve," said I, "was a pleasant place, 

"And so is Liswyn farm. 

 

"My little boy, which like you more," 

I said and took him by the arm— 

"Our home by Kilve's delightful shore, 

"Or here at Liswyn farm?" 

 

"And tell me, had you rather be," 
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I said and held him by the arm, 

"At Kilve's smooth shore by the green sea, 

"Or here at Liswyn farm?" 

 

In careless mood he looked at me, 

While still I held him by the arm, 

And said, "At Kilve I'd rather be 

"Than here at Liswyn farm." 

 

"Now, little Edward, say why so; 

My little Edward, tell me why;" 

"I cannot tell, I do not know," 

"Why this is strange," said I. 

 

"For, here are woods and green-hills warm; 

"There surely must some reason be 

"Why you would change sweet Liswyn farm 

"For Kilve by the green sea." 

 

At this, my boy, so fair and slim, 

Hung down his head, nor made reply; 
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And five times did I say to him, 

"Why? Edward, tell me why?" 

 

His head he raised—there was in sight, 

It caught his eye, he saw it plain— 

Upon the house-top, glittering bright, 

A broad and gilded vane. 

 

Then did the boy his tongue unlock, 

And thus to me he made reply; 

"At Kilve there was no weather-cock, 

"And that's the reason why." 

 

Oh dearest, dearest boy! my heart 

For better lore would seldom yearn, 

Could I but teach the hundredth part 

Of what from thee I learn. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/samuel-taylor-coleridge/poem/anecdote-for-fathers 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/samuel-taylor-coleridge/poem/anecdote-for-fathers
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"Thin gene" discovered and scientists already know how to target it 

By Rich Haridy 

 

"Thin" gene variants discovered are linked to a gene already linked to cancer 

ryanking999/Depositphotos 

VIEW 1 IMAGES 

Great insights have been gathered over recent years into the genetic drivers underpinning obesity, but little 

study has focused on the genes that could be related to thinness. A comprehensive new study investigating 

potential "thin" genes has identified one gene in particular that seems to play a major role in promoting 

thinness in both humans and animals. 

“We all know these people, who can eat whatever they want, they don’t exercise, but they just don’t gain 

weight,” says Josef Penninger, senior author on the new study. “They make up around one per cent of the 

https://newatlas.com/author/rich-haridy/
https://depositphotos.com/153929194/stock-photo-woman-measuring-waistline.html
https://newatlas.com/severe-obesity-gene-mutation/52871/
https://newatlas.com/obesity-weight-gain-gene-variant-study/52943/
https://newatlas.com/obesity-gene-stores-fat/52177/
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population. We wanted to understand why. Most researchers study obesity and the genetics of obesity. We 

just turned it around and studied thinness, thereby starting a new field of research.” 

 

 

The research began by conducting a large genome-wide association study comprising nearly 50,000 subjects 

from Estonian biobank data. Instead of comparing thin and obese subjects, the profile looked at the genetic 

differences between healthy, thin individuals and normal weight individuals. 

Two particular variants in the ALK gene quickly stood out to the researchers. Initial tests in animals revealed 

entirely blocking activity of the gene conferred a resistance to diet-induced obesity. Mice deficient in the 

ALK gene seemed to burn more calories and break down fat more rapidly. 

“By using a technique called indirect calorimetry, we could show that ALK deficient mice exhibit increased 

energy expenditure,” says Michael Orthofer, first author on the study. “This means that they burn more 

calories than normal mice and explains why they remain thin even if they eat the same amount of food. In 

addition to that, these animals also show improved glucose tolerance.” 

Zooming in even further, to understand exactly what mechanisms were at play, the researchers found ALK to 

be highly expressed in a particular brain region in the hypothalamus known as the paraventricular nucleus 

(PVN). When ALK was blocked in this single brain region only, the researchers saw the same body weight 

reductions and general metabolic effects as detected in the full ALK knockout animals. 

What makes this discovery a little more exciting than other gene discoveries is that there is a volume of 

research already accumulated surrounding ALK inhibition in humans. For several years ALK has been 

investigated as a major driver of cancer development. In fact, several ALK inhibitors have already been 

developed, initially targeting non-small cell lung carcinomas. 

A variety of ALK inhibitors have already been approved by the FDA for clinical uses, plus an assortment 

more are at different trial stages. So, as Penninger suggests, not only has ALK already been shown to be 

therapeutically targetable, many drugs currently exist to do the job. 

"If you think about it, it's realistic that we could shut down ALK and reduce ALK function to see if we did 

stay skinny," he says. "ALK inhibitors are used in cancer treatments already. It's targetable. We could 

possibly inhibit ALK, and we actually will try to do this in the future." 

The new study was published in the journal Cell. 

Sources: Austrian Academy of Sciences, University of British Columbia 

We recommend 

https://www.cell.com/cell/pdf/S0092-8674(20)30497-9.pdf
https://www.imba.oeaw.ac.at/research-highlights/scientists-discover-a-gene-to-stay-thin/
https://www.med.ubc.ca/news/ubc-scientist-identifies-a-gene-that-controls-thinness/
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1. EliTech Gets CE Mark for SARS-CoV-2 Detection Kit 

staff reporter, 360Dx, 2020 

2. Síndrome de Turner 

BMJ Best Practice 

3. Déficit de alfa-1-antitripsina 

BMJ Best Practice 

1. Derrame pleural 

BMJ Best Practice 

2. Final results of the SENECA (SEcond line NintEdanib in non-small cell lung CAncer) trial 

., 2019 

3. Síndrome de Cushing 

BMJ Best Practice 

 

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 

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. 

https://newatlas.com/science/gene-variant-skinny-thin-alk-

inhibit/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=52d79ae5f9-

EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_05_22_08_18&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-52d79ae5f9-

92970593 

https://www.360dx.com/molecular-diagnostics/osanghealthcare-gets-ce-mark-sars-cov-2-detection-kit?utm_campaign=covid19&utm_medium=CPC&utm_source=TrendMD#.XmJ596gzaMo
https://bestpractice.bmj.com/topics/es-es/1106?utm_source=trendmd&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=bp&utm_content=americas&utm_term=latin
https://bestpractice.bmj.com/topics/es-es/1075?utm_source=trendmd&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=bp&utm_content=americas&utm_term=latin
https://bestpractice.bmj.com/topics/es-es/287?utm_source=trendmd&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=bp&utm_content=americas&utm_term=latin
https://www.sciencedirect.com/science/article/pii/S0169500219305215?via%3Dihub
https://bestpractice.bmj.com/topics/es-es/205?utm_source=trendmd&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=bp&utm_content=americas&utm_term=latin
https://newatlas.com/author/rich-haridy/
https://newatlas.com/science/gene-variant-skinny-thin-alk-inhibit/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=52d79ae5f9-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_05_22_08_18&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-52d79ae5f9-92970593
https://newatlas.com/science/gene-variant-skinny-thin-alk-inhibit/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=52d79ae5f9-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_05_22_08_18&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-52d79ae5f9-92970593
https://newatlas.com/science/gene-variant-skinny-thin-alk-inhibit/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=52d79ae5f9-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_05_22_08_18&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-52d79ae5f9-92970593
https://newatlas.com/science/gene-variant-skinny-thin-alk-inhibit/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=52d79ae5f9-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_05_22_08_18&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-52d79ae5f9-92970593
https://newatlas.com/author/rich-haridy/
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The Cosmic Miracle of Trees: Astronaut Leland Melvin Reads Pablo Neruda’s Love Letter to Earth’s 

Forests 

“Anyone who hasn’t been in the Chilean forest doesn’t know this planet. I have come out of that landscape, 

that mud, that silence, to roam, to go singing through the world.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

“Today, for some, a universe will vanish,” Jane Hirshfield writes in her stunning poem about the death of a 

tree a quarter millennium after William Blake observed in his most passionate letter that how we see a tree is 

how we see the world, and in the act of seeing we reveal what we are: “The tree which moves some to tears of 

joy is in the eyes of others only a green thing which stands in the way,” he wrote. “As a man is, so he sees.” 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/03/15/today-another-universe-jane-hirshfield-ledger-jasmine/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/03/15/today-another-universe-jane-hirshfield-ledger-jasmine/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/07/14/william-blake-john-trusler-letter/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0374206600/braipick-20
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If a single tree is home to a miniature universe of life, and if we are learning with wide-eyed wonder that a 

tree is not a self-contained world but a synaptic node in a complex cosmos of relationships in constant and 

astonishing communication with other nodes, relationships that weave the fabric of earthly life, what does it 

make us — what does it reveal about our character, as a planetary people and a civilization — to watch the 

world’s forests vanish in flames before our eyes, in wildfires so ferocious as to be visible from space? 

 

Art from Trees at Night by Art Young, 1926. (Available as a print.) 

A century after Walt Whitman turned to trees as our wisest moral teachers and a generation before Wangari 

Maathai defended them with her life in a movement of moral courage that won her the Nobel Peace Prize, the 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/07/10/trees-ted-ed/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/07/10/trees-ted-ed/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/12/08/the-songs-of-trees-david-haskell/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/08/06/trees-at-night-art-young/
https://society6.com/product/cathedral-from-trees-at-night-by-art-young_print?curator=brainpicker
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/11/06/walt-whitman-specimen-days-trees/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/06/04/wangari-maathai-the-woman-who-planted-millions-of-trees/
https://society6.com/product/cathedral-from-trees-at-night-by-art-young_print?curator=brainpicker
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Nobel-winning Chilean poet Pablo Neruda (July 12, 1904–September 23, 1973) — one of humanity’s 

furthest-seeing and lushest-minded artists — shone a gorgeous sidewise gleam at an answer by way of 

celebration rather than lamentation in a passage from his Memoirs (public library), posthumously published 

in English the year the Voyager spacecraft captured that poetry-fomenting first glimpse of our Pale Blue Dot 

seen from far away. (Translated from the Spanish by Hardie St. Martin, this treasure of a book is now — 

unfathomably, tragically, a civilizational embarrassment — out of print.) 

 

Art from Trees at Night by Art Young, 1926. (Available as a print.) 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/10/30/pablo-neruda-childhood-and-poetry/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0374206600/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/memoirs/oclc/1030900401&referer=brief_results
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/09/a-brave-and-startling-truth-maya-angelou/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/08/06/trees-at-night-art-young/
https://society6.com/product/archangel-from-trees-at-night-by-art-young_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/archangel-from-trees-at-night-by-art-young_print?curator=brainpicker
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At the 2020 Universe in Verse, celebrating fifty years of Earth Day, astronaut and poetry-lover Leland 

Melvin — one of a fraction of a fraction of a percentage of humans in the history of our species to have left 

this rare planet, to have seen its forests and its intricate living web of relationships from the cosmic 

perspective, and to have returned loving it all the more passionately — breathed new life into Neruda’s 

forgotten words with a soulful reading of that passage: 

Under the volcanoes, beside the snow-capped mountains, among the huge lakes, the fragrant, the silent, the 

tangled Chilean forest… My feet sink down into the dead leaves, a fragile twig crackles, the giant rauli trees 

rise in all their bristling height, a bird from the cold jungle passes over, flaps its wings, and stops in the 

sunless branches. And then, from its hideaway, it sings like an oboe… The wild scent of the laurel, the dark 

scent of the boldo herb, enter my nostrils and flood my whole being… The cypress of the Guaitecas blocks 

my way… This is a vertical world: a nation of birds, a plenitude of leaves… I stumble over a rock, dig up the 

uncovered hollow, an enormous spider covered with red hair stares up at me, motionless, as huge as a crab… 

A golden carabus beetle blows its mephitic breath at me, as its brilliant rainbow disappears like lightning… 

Going on, I pass through a forest of ferns much taller than I am: from their cold green eyes sixty tears splash 

down on my face and, behind me, their fans go on quivering for a long time… A decaying tree trunk: what a 

treasure!… Black and blue mushrooms have given it ears, red parasite plants have covered it with rubies, 

other lazy plants have let it borrow their beards, and a snake springs out of the rotted body like a sudden 

breath, as if the spirit of the dead trunk were slipping away from it… Farther along, each tree stands away 

from its fellows… They soar up over the carpet of the secretive forest, and the foliage of each has its own 

style, linear, bristling, ramulose, lanceolate, as if cut by shears moving in infinite ways… A gorge; below, the 

crystal water slides over granite and jasper… A butterfly goes past, bright as a lemon, dancing between the 

water and the sunlight… Close by, innumerable calceolarias nod their little yellow heads in greeting… High 

up, red copihues (Lapageria rosea) dangle like drops from the magic forest’s arteries… A fox cuts through 

the silence like a flash, sending a shiver through the leaves, but silence is the law of the plant kingdom… The 

barely audible cry of some bewildered animal far off… The piercing interruption of a hidden bird… The 

vegetable world keeps up its low rustle until a storm chums up all the music of the earth. 

Anyone who hasn’t been in the Chilean forest doesn’t know this planet. 

I have come out of that landscape, that mud, that silence, to roam, to go singing through the world. 

Complement with poet and painter Rebecca Hey’s lovely illustrations for the world’s first encyclopedia of 

trees, Mary Oliver’s radiant poem “When I Am Among the Trees” radiantly read by Amanda Palmer, the 

uncommonly wonderful picture-book The Forest, and the poetic nature writer Robert Macfarlane — who also 

read at the 2020 Universe in Verse — on how trees illuminate the secret of true love, then savor other 

highlights from this poetic celebration of the science and splendor of nature: a sublimely beautiful 

animation of Marie Howe’s stirring poem about our cosmic belonging and the meaning of home, inspired by 

Stephen Hawking; astrophysicist Janna Levin reading “Antidotes to Fear of Death” by the late, great 

astronomer and poet Rebecca Elson; Amanda Palmer reading “Einstein’s Mother” by former U.S. Poet 

Laureate and Universe in Verse alumna Tracy K. Smith; and artist Ohara Hale’s lyrical watercolor adaptation 

of Mojave American poet Natalie Diaz’s ode to brokenness as a portal to belonging and resilience. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/26/leland-melvin-reads-pablo-neruda-chilean-

forest/?mc_cid=be1895bdc1&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

https://www.brainpickings.org/the-universe-in-verse/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/01/06/sylvan-musings-hey/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/01/06/sylvan-musings-hey/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/09/23/amanda-palmer-mary-oliver-when-i-am-among-the-trees/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/10/09/the-forest-riccardo-bozzi/
https://www.brainpickings.org/the-universe-in-verse/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/11/13/robert-macfarlane-underland-tree-love/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/23/singularity-marie-howe-animated/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/23/singularity-marie-howe-animated/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/10/antidotes-to-fear-of-death-rebecca-elson/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/18/einsteins-mother-tracy-k-smith-amanda-palmer/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/22/natalie-diaz-lake-loop-ohara-hale-animation/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/26/leland-melvin-reads-pablo-neruda-chilean-forest/?mc_cid=be1895bdc1&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/26/leland-melvin-reads-pablo-neruda-chilean-forest/?mc_cid=be1895bdc1&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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Ultrasound brain stimulation changes monkey behavior directly 

By Michael Irving 

 

Targeting a specific brain region with ultrasound pulses can affect the behavior of monkeys 

University of Utah 

VIEW 1 IMAGES 

The brain is a difficult organ to treat – medications have a variety of side effects and surgery is dangerous and 

invasive. But now, researchers at the University of Utah have shown how ultrasound can be used to affect 

specific regions of the brain, and even influence behavior in monkeys. 

In recent years, scientists have directed ultrasound pulses into the brain for a range of reasons. The technology 

has been seen to pry open the blood-brain barrier, allowing drugs in that can treat conditions like Alzheimer’s. 

Other studies have used ultrasound to improve dementia symptoms through increased expression of certain 

enzymes and proteins. And one even appeared to “jump-start” the brain of a coma patient. 

https://newatlas.com/author/michael-irving/
https://newatlas.com/ultrasound-genetic-therapy-target-neuron/55378/
https://newatlas.com/science/focused-ultrasound-alzheimers-disease-qimr-berghofer/
https://newatlas.com/ultrasound-lipus-dementia/55557/
https://newatlas.com/ultrasound-jump-starts-brain-coma/45098/
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The Rochester researchers wanted to see whether they could use the technique to control specific behaviors. 

By pointing ultrasound pulses at specific parts of the brain, the membranes of neurons there will oscillate, 

activating them and affecting the behavior that those neurons control. 

To test it out, they had two macaque monkeys complete a simple choice task, which is often used to diagnose 

damage from strokes. Basically, two targets appear in front of the animal – one on the left, and one on the 

right. Healthy animals will tend to look at whichever target appears first, but affected animals will favor the 

target on the same side as their stroke occurred. 

For the new study, the team investigated whether they could change whether the monkeys looked left or right, 

regardless of which target appeared first. Using the right frequencies of ultrasound and targeting neurons in 

the frontal eye fields (FEF), the team managed to effectively control which way they looked. 

Activating the FEF on the left side of the brain made the animals look to the right target more often, while 

activating the right-hand FEF had them look left. On average, the monkeys showed a two-to-one bias 

compared to default. 

The team says that this experiment demonstrates that there are alternatives for treating mental and 

neurological disorders besides drugs or invasive surgeries. The ultrasound waves are inaudible and can’t be 

felt at all by the subjects. 

“The paper shows that ultrasound can produce strong effects, up to the point of influencing behavior,” says 

Jan Kubanek, lead author of the study. “And changes in behavior is what we ultimately care about. For 

instance, we may be able to correct poor decision-making or at least reduce a person’s tremor in the hand.” 

The research backs up previous studies in controlling monkey behavior. In this case the team used short 

pulses of ultrasound, finding that even 40 seconds was enough to trigger changes that lasted hours. The 

researchers say that longer pulses of 40 minutes, for example, could invoke benefits that may last weeks at a 

time. 

Clinical trials are hoped to begin in around three years to treat patients with depression. 

The research was published in the journal Science Advances. The team describes the work in the video below. 

Ultrasonic Treatment 

Source: University of Utah 

We recommend 

https://newatlas.com/ultrasound-brain-neuromodulation-decision-making/59314/
https://advances.sciencemag.org/content/6/21/eaaz4193
https://attheu.utah.edu/facultystaff/a-sound-treatment/
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1. Do Brain Metastases Rule Out Immunotherapy in RCC? 

The Doctor's Channel, 2019 

2. Aneurisma de aorta abdominal 

BMJ Best Practice 

3. Absceso cerebral 

BMJ Best Practice 

1. Dr. Shapiro on the Surgical Management of Advanced-Stage Melanoma 

The Doctor's Channel, 2020 

2. Cáncer de tiroides 

BMJ Best Practice 

3. Immune Checkpoint Inhibitor Type, Dose Influence Risk for AEs in Melanoma 

The Doctor's Channel 

 

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/medical/ultrasound-pulses-brain-

stimulation/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=52d79ae5f9-

EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_05_22_08_18&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-52d79ae5f9-

92970593 

https://www.thedoctorschannel.com/view/do-brain-metastases-rule-out-immunotherapy-in-rcc/?utm_source=trend&utm_medium=text-link&utm_campaign=content-hub-RCC&utm_content=v1
https://bestpractice.bmj.com/topics/es-es/145?utm_source=trendmd&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=bp&utm_content=americas&utm_term=latin
https://bestpractice.bmj.com/topics/es-es/925?utm_source=trendmd&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=bp&utm_content=americas&utm_term=latin
https://www.thedoctorschannel.com/view/dr-shapiro-on-the-surgical-management-of-advanced-stage-melanoma/?utm_source=trend&utm_medium=text-link&utm_campaign=content-hub-melanoma&utm_content=v1
https://bestpractice.bmj.com/topics/es-es/263?utm_source=trendmd&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=bp&utm_content=americas&utm_term=latin
https://www.thedoctorschannel.com/view/immune-checkpoint-inhibitor-type-dose-influence-risk-for-aes-in-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/medical/ultrasound-pulses-brain-stimulation/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=52d79ae5f9-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_05_22_08_18&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-52d79ae5f9-92970593
https://newatlas.com/medical/ultrasound-pulses-brain-stimulation/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=52d79ae5f9-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_05_22_08_18&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-52d79ae5f9-92970593
https://newatlas.com/medical/ultrasound-pulses-brain-stimulation/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=52d79ae5f9-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_05_22_08_18&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-52d79ae5f9-92970593
https://newatlas.com/medical/ultrasound-pulses-brain-stimulation/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=52d79ae5f9-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_05_22_08_18&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-52d79ae5f9-92970593
https://newatlas.com/author/michael-irving/
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Beyond the Blues: Poet Mary Ruefle’s Stunning Color Spectrum of Sadnesses 

“Pink sadness… is the sadness of shame when you have done nothing wrong, pink sadness is not your fault, 

and though even the littlest twinge may cause it, it is the vast bushy top on the family tree of sadness, whose 

faraway roots resemble a colossal squid with eyes the size of soccer balls.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

“There is the dumb silence of slumber or apathy… the fertile silence of awareness, pasturing the soul… the 

silence of peaceful accord with other persons or communion with the cosmos,” Paul Goodman wrote half a 

century ago in his taxonomy of the nine kinds of silence. Like silence, sadness too occupies a vast spectrum of 

hues; sadness too can be menacing — but it can also be beautiful, bountiful in its portality to other realms. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/01/13/paul-goodman-silence/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1940696380/braipick-20
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Such is the rare, rapturous awareness with which the poet Mary Ruefle paints the color spectrum of 

sadnesses speckling her slim, miraculous collection of prose poems, meditations, divinations, and 

deviations My Private Property (public library) — a title bowing to the inalienable sovereignty of the inner 

world, the place where we ultimately live out our entire lives, the world philosopher Martha 

Nussbaum exhorted the young not to despise in order to have a full and flowering life. 

 

Goethe’s color wheel, from his 1809 theory of color and emotion. 

Nearly two centuries after Goethe contemplated the psychology of color and emotion, Ruefle’s chromatic 

taxonomy of sadness cracks open the eggshell of our fragility to reveal within it a kaleidoscope coruscating 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1940696380/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/my-private-property/oclc/1066241068&referer=brief_results
https://www.brainpickings.org/2012/10/12/martha-nussbaum-take-my-advice/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2012/08/17/goethe-theory-of-colours/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2012/08/17/goethe-theory-of-colours/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2012/08/17/goethe-theory-of-colours/
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with irrepressible aliveness. What emerges is the feeling — something beyond the reasoned understanding — 

that sadness is not the tip of the Atlantis-sized iceberg of our hard-wired grief for life, but the blazing fire of 

life itself, of the love of life, burning with the elemental fact that there is no disappointment without hope, no 

heartbreak without love; in the shadows that sadness casts on the cave walls of our being is the delicious 

delirium of the life-dream itself. 

Rising from the page as a creature belonging to some liminal world — a world between ours, which she 

inhabits with staggering erudition, and another, lightyears beyond the imaginative reach of the rest of us — 

Ruefle writes: 

Blue sadness is sweetest cut into strips with scissors and then into little pieces by a knife, it is the sadness of 

reverie and nostalgia: it may be, for example, the memory of a happiness that is now only a memory, it has 

receded into a niche that cannot be dusted for it is beyond your reach; distinct and dusty, blue sadness lies in 

your inability to dust it, it is as unreachable as the sky, it is a fact reflecting the sadness of all facts. Blue 

sadness is that which you wish to forget, but cannot, as when on a bus one suddenly pictures with absolute 

clarity a ball of dust in a closet, such an odd, unshareable thought that one blushes, a deep rose spreading over 

the blue fact of sadness, creating a situation that can only be compared to a temple, which exists, but to visit it 

one would have to travel two thousand miles on snowshoes and by dogsled, five hundred by horseback and 

another five hundred by boat, with a thousand by rail. 

In her stunning serenade to the color blue, Bluets, Maggie Nelson wrote: “I have felt myself becoming a 

servant of sadness. I am still looking for the beauty in that.” The beauty may have eluded her because one 

ought to look beyond blue to become — to become not the servant of sadness, not even its master, but just to 

become. It is this vibrant and variegated becoming that Ruefle uncorks with her ecstatic spectroscopy of 

sadness: 

Purple sadness is the sadness of classical music and eggplant, the stroke of midnight, human organs, ports cut 

off for part of every year, words with too many meanings, incense, insomnia, and the crescent moon. It is the 

sadness of play money, and icebergs seen from a canoe. It is possible to dance to purple sadness, though 

slowly, as slowly as it takes to dig a pit to hold a sleeping giant. Purple sadness is pervasive, and goes deeper 

into the interior than the world’s greatest nickel deposits, or any other sadness on earth. It is the sadness of 

depositories, and heels echoing down a long corridor, it is the sound of your mother closing the door at night, 

leaving you alone. 

[…] 

Gray sadness is the sadness of paper clips and rubber bands, of rain and squirrels and chewing gum, ointments 

and unguents and movie theaters. Gray sadness is the most common of all sadnesses, it is the sadness of sand 

in the desert and sand on the beach, the sadness of keys in a pocket, cans on a shelf, hair in a comb, dry-

cleaning, and raisins. Gray sadness is beautiful, but not to be confused with the beauty of blue sadness, which 

is irreplaceable. Sad to say, gray sadness is replaceable, it can be replaced daily, it is the sadness of a melting 

snowman in a snowstorm. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/24/brian-greene-janna-levin-conversation/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/08/06/maggie-nelson-bluets/
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Art by Sir Quentin Blake from Michael Rosen’s Sad Book 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/08/25/michael-rosens-sad-book-quentin-blake/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/08/25/michael-rosens-sad-book-quentin-blake/
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Color chart from Werner’s Nomenclature of Colours — the revolutionary 19th-century chromatic taxonomy 

that inspired Darwin. 

 

A century after Rilke observed that “almost all our sadnesses are moments of tension that we find paralyzing 

because we no longer hear our surprised feelings living,” Ruefle — a poet of Rilke’s lyrical, linguistic, and 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/02/06/werner-nomenclature-of-colours/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/03/10/rilke-letters-to-a-young-poet-sadness/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/03/10/rilke-letters-to-a-young-poet-sadness/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/02/06/werner-nomenclature-of-colours/
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empathic powers, but one of superior subtlety — fills her chromatic classification of sadness with precisely 

this throbbing surprise at being alive, at the miraculousness of the mundanity of it all: 

Red sadness is the secret one. Red sadness never appears sad, it appears as Nijinsky bolting across the stage in 

mid-air, it appears in flashes of passion, anger, fear, inspiration, and courage, in dark unsellable visions; it is 

an upside-down penny concealed beneath a tea cozy, the even-tempered and steady-minded are not exempt 

from it, and a curator once attached this tag to it: Because of the fragile nature of the pouch no attempt has 

been made to extract the note. 

[…] 

Green sadness is sadness dressed for graduation, it is the sadness of June, of shiny toasters as they come out 

of their boxes, the table laid before a party, the smell of new strawberries and dripping roasts about to be 

devoured; it is the sadness of the unperceived and therefore never felt and seldom expressed, except on 

occasion by polka dancers and little girls who, in imitation of their grandmothers, decide who shall have their 

bunny when they die. Green sadness weighs no more than an unused handkerchief, it is the funeral silence of 

bones beneath the green carpet of evenly cut grass upon which the bride and groom walk in joy. 

.) 

In consonance with her credo that “we are all one question, and the best answer seems to be love — a 

connection between things,” articulated in her sublime and unclassifiable earlier book, Madness, Rack and 

Honey, Ruefle approaches her sadness-spectrum with the same soulful insistence on this quiet, invisible 

interleaving as the canopy of our inner life: 

Brown sadness is the simple sadness. It is the sadness of huge upright stones. That is all. It is simple. Huge, 

upright stones surround the other sadnesses, and protect them. A circle of huge, upright stones — who would 

have thought it? 

What makes Ruefle’s taxonomy so powerful, so colorful, so life-giving is that it explores not the bombastic, 

Byronic dolors we die for, but the neglected, gnawing desolations we live with: 

Pink sadness is the sadness of white anchovies. It is the sadness of deprivation, of going without, of having to 

swallow when your throat is no bigger than an acupuncture pin; it’s the sadness of mushrooms born with 

heads too big for their bodies, the sadness of having the soles come off your only pair of shoes, or your 

favorite pair, it makes no difference, pink sadness cannot be measured by a gameshow host, it is the sadness 

of shame when you have done nothing wrong, pink sadness is not your fault, and though even the littlest 

twinge may cause it, it is the vast bushy top on the family tree of sadness, whose faraway roots resemble a 

colossal squid with eyes the size of soccer balls. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/11/06/mary-ruefle-reading/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/11/06/mary-ruefle-reading/
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Art from Cephalopod Atlas, the world’s first encyclopedia of deep-sea creatures. (Available as a print.) 

In a passage that calls to mind Van Gogh’s orange-haunted Self-Portrait with Bandaged Ear, painted shortly 

after the fateful night when his existential anxiety erupted into self-mutilation, Ruefle writes: 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/03/03/cephalopod-atlas-carl-chun/
https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663643_print?sku=s6-13477919p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/08/23/gauguin-van-gogh-ear/
https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663643_print?sku=s6-13477919p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Color wheel based on the classification system of the French chemist Michel Eugène Chevreul from Les 

phénomènes de la physique — a 19th-century French physics textbook about how nature works. (Available as 

a print 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/08/20/amedee-guillemin-le-monde-physique/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/08/20/amedee-guillemin-le-monde-physique/
https://society6.com/product/color-classification-wheel-from-les-phenomenes-de-la-physique-1868_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/color-classification-wheel-from-les-phenomenes-de-la-physique-1868_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/color-classification-wheel-from-les-phenomenes-de-la-physique-1868_print?curator=brainpicker
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Orange sadness is the sadness of anxiety and worry, it is the sadness of an orange balloon drifting over snow-

capped mountains, the sadness of wild goats, the sadness of counting, as when one worries that another 

shipment of thoughts is about to enter the house, that a soufflé or Cessna will fall on the day set aside to be 

unsad, it is the orange haze of a fox in the distance, it speaks the strange antlered language of phantoms and 

dead batteries, it is the sadness of all things left overnight in the oven and forgotten in the morning, and as 

such orange sadness becomes lost among us altogether, like its motive. 

 

Garden Supernovae by Maria Popova. (Available as a print.) 

To me, the crowning curio of Ruefle’s spectrum is the color of The Beatles’ submarine — one of non-

negligible personal significance. She writes: 

Yellow sadness is the surprise sadness. It is the sadness of naps and eggs, swan’s down, sachet powder and 

moist towelettes. It is the citrus of sadness, and all things round and whole and dying like the sun possess this 

sadness, which is the sadness of the first place; it is the sadness of explosion and expansion, a blast furnace in 

https://society6.com/product/garden-supernovae_print?sku=s6-13838395p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/05/23/in-their-lives-great-writers-on-great-beatles-songs-yellow-submarine/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/05/23/in-their-lives-great-writers-on-great-beatles-songs-yellow-submarine/
https://society6.com/product/garden-supernovae_print?sku=s6-13838395p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Duluth that rises over the night skyline to fall reflected in the waters of Lake Superior, it is a superior joy and 

a superior sadness, that of revolving doors and turnstiles, it is the confusing sadness of the never-ending and 

the evanescent, it is the sadness of the jester in every pack of cards, the sadness of a poet pointing to a flower 

and saying what is that when what that is is a violet; yellow sadness is the ceiling fresco painted by Andrea 

Mantegna in the Castello di San Giorgio in Mantova, Italy, in the fifteenth century, wherein we look up to see 

we are being looked down upon, looked down upon in laughter and mirth, it is the sadness of that. 

 

One of Ernst Haeckel’s otherworldly 19th-century drawings of jellyfish, named for the mourned love of his 

life. (Available as a print.) 

And then, in a tiny, dazzling author’s note tucked into the neglected endmatter of the book for the discovery 

of only the most devoted and sensitive readers, Ruefle names the unnamed subversion at the heart of her color 

wheel of the mind: 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/03/26/ernst-haeckel-medusae/
https://society6.com/product/jellyfish-by-ernst-haeckel-from-his-monograph-of-deep-sea-medusae-18792714918_print?sku=s6-13596955p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/jellyfish-by-ernst-haeckel-from-his-monograph-of-deep-sea-medusae-18792714918_print?sku=s6-13596955p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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In each of the color pieces, if you substitute the word happiness for the word sadness, nothing changes. 

 

Light distribution on soap bubble from Le monde physique. (Available as a print.) 

https://society6.com/product/light-distribution-on-soap-bubble-from-le-monde-physique-1882_print?sku=s6-11475521p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/light-distribution-on-soap-bubble-from-le-monde-physique-1882_print?sku=s6-11475521p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Delve into Ruefle’s My Private Property for more of her chromatics of feeling, including her black and white 

sadnesses (or happinesses), that pepper this altogether gorgeous collection of reflections ranging from the 

search for language and meaning in the forest to the hungry human mythos of immortality, then revisit the 

most beautiful meditations on blue from the past two hundred years of great literature, spanning from Thoreau 

to Toni Morrison. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/30/mary-ruefle-sadness-

colors/?mc_cid=be1895bdc1&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1940696380/braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/17/two-hundred-years-of-blue/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/17/two-hundred-years-of-blue/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/30/mary-ruefle-sadness-colors/?mc_cid=be1895bdc1&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/30/mary-ruefle-sadness-colors/?mc_cid=be1895bdc1&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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An Outpost of Progress 

by Joseph Conrad 

 

An Outpost of Progress Conrad considered his best short story, drawing on his own experience at Congo. He 

challenges the reader to contemplate the ethics of colonialism. First published in Cosmopolis in 1897, he 

included it in his 1898 collection, Tales of Unrest. 

 

 

I 

There were two white men in charge of the trading station. Kayerts, the chief, was short and fat; Carlier, the 

assistant, was tall, with a large head and a very broad trunk perched upon a long pair of thin legs. The third 

man on the staff was a Sierra Leone nigger, who maintained that his name was Henry Price. However, for 

some reason or other, the natives down the river had given him the name of Makola, and it stuck to him 

through all his wanderings about the country. He spoke English and French with a warbling accent, wrote a 

beautiful hand, understood bookkeeping, and cherished in his innermost heart the worship of evil spirits. His 

wife was a negress from Loanda, very large and very noisy. Three children rolled about in sunshine before the 

door of his low, shed-like dwelling. Makola, taciturn and impenetrable, despised the two white men. He had 

charge of a small clay storehouse with a dried-grass roof, and pretended to keep a correct account of beads, 

https://americanliterature.com/author/joseph-conrad
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cotton cloth, red kerchiefs, brass wire, and other trade goods it contained. Besides the storehouse and 

Makola's hut, there was only one large building in the cleared ground of the station. It was built neatly of 

reeds, with a verandah on all the four sides. There were three rooms in it. The one in the middle was the 

living-room, and had two rough tables and a few stools in it. The other two were the bedrooms for the white 

men. Each had a bedstead and a mosquito net for all furniture. The plank floor was littered with the 

belongings of the white men; open half-empty boxes, torn wearing apparel, old boots; all the things dirty, and 

all the things broken, that accumulate mysteriously round untidy men. There was also another dwelling-place 

some distance away from the buildings. In it, under a tall cross much out of the perpendicular, slept the man 

who had seen the beginning of all this; who had planned and had watched the construction of this outpost of 

progress. He had been, at home, an unsuccessful painter who, weary of pursuing fame on an empty stomach, 

had gone out there through high protections. He had been the first chief of that station. Makola had watched 

the energetic artist die of fever in the just finished house with his usual kind of "I told you so" indifference. 

Then, for a time, he dwelt alone with his family, his account books, and the Evil Spirit that rules the lands 

under the equator. He got on very well with his god. Perhaps he had propitiated him by a promise of more 

white men to play with, by and by. At any rate the director of the Great Trading Company, coming up in a 

steamer that resembled an enormous sardine box with a flat-roofed shed erected on it, found the station in 

good order, and Makola as usual quietly diligent. The director had the cross put up over the first agent's grave, 

and appointed Kayerts to the post. Carlier was told off as second in charge. The director was a man ruthless 

and efficient, who at times, but very imperceptibly, indulged in grim humour. He made a speech to Kayerts 

and Carlier, pointing out to them the promising aspect of their station. The nearest trading-post was about 

three hundred miles away. It was an exceptional opportunity for them to distinguish themselves and to earn 

percentages on the trade. This appointment was a favour done to beginners. Kayerts was moved almost to 

tears by his director's kindness. He would, he said, by doing his best, try to justify the flattering confidence, 

&c., &c. Kayerts had been in the Administration of the Telegraphs, and knew how to express himself 

correctly. Carlier, an ex-non-commissioned officer of cavalry in an army guaranteed from harm by several 

European Powers, was less impressed. If there were commissions to get, so much the better; and, trailing a 

sulky glance over the river, the forests, the impenetrable bush that seemed to cut off the station from the rest 

of the world, he muttered between his teeth, "We shall see, very soon." 

Next day, some bales of cotton goods and a few cases of provisions having been thrown on shore, the sardine-

box steamer went off, not to return for another six months. On the deck the director touched his cap to the two 

agents, who stood on the bank waving their hats, and turning to an old servant of the Company on his passage 

to headquarters, said, "Look at those two imbeciles. They must be mad at home to send me such specimens. I 

told those fellows to plant a vegetable garden, build new storehouses and fences, and construct a landing-

stage. I bet nothing will be done! They won't know how to begin. I always thought the station on this river 

useless, and they just fit the station!" 

"They will form themselves there," said the old stager with a quiet smile. 

"At any rate, I am rid of them for six months," retorted the director. 

The two men watched the steamer round the bend, then, ascending arm in arm the slope of the bank, returned 

to the station. They had been in this vast and dark country only a very short time, and as yet always in the 

midst of other white men, under the eye and guidance of their superiors. And now, dull as they were to the 

subtle influences of surroundings, they felt themselves very much alone, when suddenly left unassisted to face 

the wilderness; a wilderness rendered more strange, more incomprehensible by the mysterious glimpses of the 
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vigorous life it contained. They were two perfectly insignificant and incapable individuals, whose existence is 

only rendered possible through the high organization of civilized crowds. Few men realize that their life, the 

very essence of their character, their capabilities and their audacities, are only the expression of their belief in 

the safety of their surroundings. The courage, the composure, the confidence; the emotions and principles; 

every great and every insignificant thought belongs not to the individual but to the crowd: to the crowd that 

believes blindly in the irresistible force of its institutions and of its morals, in the power of its police and of its 

opinion. But the contact with pure unmitigated savagery, with primitive nature and primitive man, brings 

sudden and profound trouble into the heart. To the sentiment of being alone of one's kind, to the clear 

perception of the loneliness of one's thoughts, of one's sensations--to the negation of the habitual, which is 

safe, there is added the affirmation of the unusual, which is dangerous; a suggestion of things vague, 

uncontrollable, and repulsive, whose discomposing intrusion excites the imagination and tries the civilized 

nerves of the foolish and the wise alike. 

Kayerts and Carlier walked arm in arm, drawing close to one another as children do in the dark; and they had 

the same, not altogether unpleasant, sense of danger which one half suspects to be imaginary. They chatted 

persistently in familiar tones. "Our station is prettily situated," said one. The other assented with enthusiasm, 

enlarging volubly on the beauties of the situation. Then they passed near the grave. "Poor devil!" said 

Kayerts. "He died of fever, didn't he?" muttered Carlier, stopping short. "Why," retorted Kayerts, with 

indignation, "I've been told that the fellow exposed himself recklessly to the sun. The climate here, everybody 

says, is not at all worse than at home, as long as you keep out of the sun. Do you hear that, Carlier? I am chief 

here, and my orders are that you should not expose yourself to the sun!" He assumed his superiority jocularly, 

but his meaning was serious. The idea that he would, perhaps, have to bury Carlier and remain alone, gave 

him an inward shiver. He felt suddenly that this Carlier was more precious to him here, in the centre of Africa, 

than a brother could be anywhere else. Carlier, entering into the spirit of the thing, made a military salute and 

answered in a brisk tone, "Your orders shall be attended to, chief!" Then he burst out laughing, slapped 

Kayerts on the back and shouted, "We shall let life run easily here! Just sit still and gather in the ivory those 

savages will bring. This country has its good points, after all!" They both laughed loudly while Carlier 

thought: "That poor Kayerts; he is so fat and unhealthy. It would be awful if I had to bury him here. He is a 

man I respect." . . . Before they reached the verandah of their house they called one another "my dear fellow." 

The first day they were very active, pottering about with hammers and nails and red calico, to put up curtains, 

make their house habitable and pretty; resolved to settle down comfortably to their new life. For them an 

impossible task. To grapple effectually with even purely material problems requires more serenity of mind 

and more lofty courage than people generally imagine. No two beings could have been more unfitted for such 

a struggle. Society, not from any tenderness, but because of its strange needs, had taken care of those two 

men, forbidding them all independent thought, all initiative, all departure from routine; and forbidding it 

under pain of death. They could only live on condition of being machines. And now, released from the 

fostering care of men with pens behind the ears, or of men with gold lace on the sleeves, they were like those 

lifelong prisoners who, liberated after many years, do not know what use to make of their freedom. They did 

not know what use to make of their faculties, being both, through want of practice, incapable of independent 

thought. 

At the end of two months Kayerts often would say, "If it was not for my Melie, you wouldn't catch me here." 

Melie was his daughter. He had thrown up his post in the Administration of the Telegraphs, though he had 

been for seventeen years perfectly happy there, to earn a dowry for his girl. His wife was dead, and the child 

was being brought up by his sisters. He regretted the streets, the pavements, the cafes, his friends of many 
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years; all the things he used to see, day after day; all the thoughts suggested by familiar things--the thoughts 

effortless, monotonous, and soothing of a Government clerk; he regretted all the gossip, the small enmities, 

the mild venom, and the little jokes of Government offices. "If I had had a decent brother- in-law," Carlier 

would remark, "a fellow with a heart, I would not be here." He had left the army and had made himself so 

obnoxious to his family by his laziness and impudence, that an exasperated brother-in-law had made 

superhuman efforts to procure him an appoint- ment in the Company as a second-class agent. Having not a 

penny in the world he was compelled to accept this means of livelihood as soon as it became quite clear to 

him that there was nothing more to squeeze out of his relations. He, like Kayerts, regretted his old life. He 

regretted the clink of sabre and spurs on a fine afternoon, the barrack-room witticisms, the girls of garrison 

towns; but, besides, he had also a sense of grievance. He was evidently a much ill-used man. This made him 

moody, at times. But the two men got on well together in the fellowship of their stupidity and laziness. 

Together they did nothing, absolutely nothing, and enjoyed the sense of the idleness for which they were paid. 

And in time they came to feel something resembling affection for one another. 

They lived like blind men in a large room, aware only of what came in contact with them (and of that only 

imperfectly), but unable to see the general aspect of things. The river, the forest, all the great land throbbing 

with life, were like a great emptiness. Even the brilliant sunshine disclosed nothing intelligible. Things 

appeared and disappeared before their eyes in an unconnected and aimless kind of way. The river seemed to 

come from nowhere and flow nowhither. It flowed through a void. Out of that void, at times, came canoes, 

and men with spears in their hands would suddenly crowd the yard of the station. They were naked, glossy 

black, ornamented with snowy shells and glistening brass wire, perfect of limb. They made an uncouth 

babbling noise when they spoke, moved in a stately manner, and sent quick, wild glances out of their startled, 

never-resting eyes. Those warriors would squat in long rows, four or more deep, before the verandah, while 

their chiefs bargained for hours with Makola over an elephant tusk. Kayerts sat on his chair and looked down 

on the proceedings, understanding nothing. He stared at them with his round blue eyes, called out to Carlier, 

"Here, look! look at that fellow there--and that other one, to the left. Did you ever such a face? Oh, the funny 

brute!" 

Carlier, smoking native tobacco in a short wooden pipe, would swagger up twirling his moustaches, and 

surveying the warriors with haughty indulgence, would say-- 

"Fine animals. Brought any bone? Yes? It's not any too soon. Look at the muscles of that fellow third from 

the end. I wouldn't care to get a punch on the nose from him. Fine arms, but legs no good below the knee. 

Couldn't make cavalry men of them." And after glancing down complacently at his own shanks, he always 

concluded: "Pah! Don't they stink! You, Makola! Take that herd over to the fetish" (the storehouse was in 

every station called the fetish, perhaps because of the spirit of civilization it contained) "and give them up 

some of the rubbish you keep there. I'd rather see it full of bone than full of rags." 

Kayerts approved. 

"Yes, yes! Go and finish that palaver over there, Mr. Makola. I will come round when you are ready, to weigh 

the tusk. We must be careful." Then turning to his companion: "This is the tribe that lives down the river; they 

are rather aromatic. I remember, they had been once before here. D'ye hear that row? What a fellow has got to 

put up with in this dog of a country! My head is split." 
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Such profitable visits were rare. For days the two pioneers of trade and progress would look on their empty 

courtyard in the vibrating brilliance of vertical sunshine. Below the high bank, the silent river flowed on 

glittering and steady. On the sands in the middle of the stream, hippos and alligators sunned themselves side 

by side. And stretching away in all directions, surrounding the insignificant cleared spot of the trading post, 

immense forests, hiding fateful complications of fantastic life, lay in the eloquent silence of mute greatness. 

The two men understood nothing, cared for nothing but for the passage of days that separated them from the 

steamer's return. Their predecessor had left some torn books. They took up these wrecks of novels, and, as 

they had never read anything of the kind before, they were surprised and amused. Then during long days there 

were interminable and silly discussions about plots and personages. In the centre of Africa they made 

acquaintance of Richelieu and of d'Artagnan, of Hawk's Eye and of Father Goriot, and of many other people. 

All these imaginary personages became subjects for gossip as if they had been living friends. They discounted 

their virtues, suspected their motives, decried their successes; were scandalized at their duplicity or were 

doubtful about their courage. The accounts of crimes filled them with indignation, while tender or pathetic 

passages moved them deeply. Carlier cleared his throat and said in a soldierly voice, "What nonsense!" 

Kayerts, his round eyes suffused with tears, his fat cheeks quivering, rubbed his bald head, and declared. 

"This is a splendid book. I had no idea there were such clever fellows in the world." They also found some old 

copies of a home paper. That print discussed what it was pleased to call "Our Colonial Expansion" in high-

flown language. It spoke much of the rights and duties of civilization, of the sacredness of the civilizing work, 

and extolled the merits of those who went about bringing light, and faith and commerce to the dark places of 

the earth. Carlier and Kayerts read, wondered, and began to think better of themselves. Carlier said one 

evening, waving his hand about, "In a hundred years, there will be perhaps a town here. Quays, and 

warehouses, and barracks, and--and--billiard-rooms. Civilization, my boy, and virtue--and all. And then, 

chaps will read that two good fellows, Kayerts and Carlier, were the first civilized men to live in this very 

spot!" Kayerts nodded, "Yes, it is a consolation to think of that." They seemed to forget their dead 

predecessor; but, early one day, Carlier went out and replanted the cross firmly. "It used to make me squint 

whenever I walked that way," he explained to Kayerts over the morning coffee. "It made me squint, leaning 

over so much. So I just planted it upright. And solid, I promise you! I suspended myself with both hands to 

the cross-piece. Not a move. Oh, I did that properly." 

At times Gobila came to see them. Gobila was the chief of the neighbouring villages. He was a gray-headed 

savage, thin and black, with a white cloth round his loins and a mangy panther skin hanging over his back. He 

came up with long strides of his skeleton legs, swinging a staff as tall as himself, and, entering the common 

room of the station, would squat on his heels to the left of the door. There he sat, watching Kayerts, and now 

and then making a speech which the other did not understand. Kayerts, without interrupting his occupation, 

would from time to time say in a friendly manner: "How goes it, you old image?" and they would smile at one 

another. The two whites had a liking for that old and incomprehensible creature, and called him Father 

Gobila. Gobila's manner was paternal, and he seemed really to love all white men. They all appeared to him 

very young, indistinguishably alike (except for stature), and he knew that they were all brothers, and also 

immortal. The death of the artist, who was the first white man whom he knew intimately, did not disturb this 

belief, because he was firmly convinced that the white stranger had pretended to die and got himself buried 

for some mysterious purpose of his own, into which it was useless to inquire. Perhaps it was his way of going 

home to his own country? At any rate, these were his brothers, and he transferred his absurd affection to them. 

They returned it in a way. Carlier slapped him on the back, and recklessly struck off matches for his 

amusement. Kayerts was always ready to let him have a sniff at the ammonia bottle. In short, they behaved 

just like that other white creature that had hidden itself in a hole in the ground. Gobila considered them 

attentively. Perhaps they were the same being with the other--or one of them was. He couldn't decide--clear 

up that mystery; but he remained always very friendly. In consequence of that friendship the women of 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 532  september 2020 

 

42 

Gobila's village walked in single file through the reedy grass, bringing every morning to the station, fowls, 

and sweet potatoes, and palm wine, and sometimes a goat. The Company never provisions the stations fully, 

and the agents required those local supplies to live. They had them through the good-will of Gobila, and lived 

well. Now and then one of them had a bout of fever, and the other nursed him with gentle devotion. They did 

not think much of it. It left them weaker, and their appearance changed for the worse. Carlier was hollow-

eyed and irritable. Kayerts showed a drawn, flabby face above the rotundity of his stomach, which gave him a 

weird aspect. But being constantly together, they did not notice the change that took place gradually in their 

appearance, and also in their dispositions. 

Five months passed in that way. 

Then, one morning, as Kayerts and Carlier, lounging in their chairs under the verandah, talked about the 

approaching visit of the steamer, a knot of armed men came out of the forest and advanced towards the 

station. They were strangers to that part of the country. They were tall, slight, draped classically from neck to 

heel in blue fringed cloths, and carried percussion muskets over their bare right shoulders. Makola showed 

signs of excitement, and ran out of the storehouse (where he spent all his days) to meet these visitors. They 

came into the courtyard and looked about them with steady, scornful glances. Their leader, a powerful and 

determined-looking negro with bloodshot eyes, stood in front of the verandah and made a long speech. He 

gesticulated much, and ceased very suddenly. 

There was something in his intonation, in the sounds of the long sentences he used, that startled the two 

whites. It was like a reminiscence of something not exactly familiar, and yet resembling the speech of 

civilized men. It sounded like one of those impossible languages which sometimes we hear in our dreams. 

"What lingo is that?" said the amazed Carlier. "In the first moment I fancied the fellow was going to speak 

French. Anyway, it is a different kind of gibberish to what we ever heard." 

"Yes," replied Kayerts. "Hey, Makola, what does he say? Where do they come from? Who are they?" 

But Makola, who seemed to be standing on hot bricks, answered hurriedly, "I don't know. They come from 

very far. Perhaps Mrs. Price will understand. They are perhaps bad men." 

The leader, after waiting for a while, said something sharply to Makola, who shook his head. Then the man, 

after looking round, noticed Makola's hut and walked over there. The next moment Mrs. Makola was heard 

speaking with great volubility. The other strangers--they were six in all--strolled about with an air of ease, put 

their heads through the door of the storeroom, congregated round the grave, pointed understandingly at the 

cross, and generally made themselves at home. 

"I don't like those chaps--and, I say, Kayerts, they must be from the coast; they've got firearms," observed the 

sagacious Carlier. 

Kayerts also did not like those chaps. They both, for the first time, became aware that they lived in conditions 

where the unusual may be dangerous, and that there was no power on earth outside of themselves to stand 

between them and the unusual. They became uneasy, went in and loaded their revolvers. Kayerts said, "We 

must order Makola to tell them to go away before dark." 
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The strangers left in the afternoon, after eating a meal prepared for them by Mrs. Makola. The immense 

woman was excited, and talked much with the visitors. She rattled away shrilly, pointing here and there at the 

forests and at the river. Makola sat apart and watched. At times he got up and whispered to his wife. He 

accompanied the strangers across the ravine at the back of the station-ground, and returned slowly looking 

very thoughtful. When questioned by the white men he was very strange, seemed not to understand, seemed 

to have forgotten French--seemed to have forgotten how to speak altogether. Kayerts and Carlier agreed that 

the nigger had had too much palm wine. 

There was some talk about keeping a watch in turn, but in the evening everything seemed so quiet and 

peaceful that they retired as usual. All night they were disturbed by a lot of drumming in the villages. A deep, 

rapid roll near by would be followed by another far off--then all ceased. Soon short appeals would rattle out 

here and there, then all mingle together, increase, become vigorous and sustained, would spread out over the 

forest, roll through the night, unbroken and ceaseless, near and far, as if the whole land had been one immense 

drum booming out steadily an appeal to heaven. And through the deep and tremendous noise sudden yells that 

resembled snatches of songs from a madhouse darted shrill and high in discordant jets of sound which seemed 

to rush far above the earth and drive all peace from under the stars. 

Carlier and Kayerts slept badly. They both thought they had heard shots fired during the night--but they could 

not agree as to the direction. In the morning Makola was gone somewhere. He returned about noon with one 

of yesterday's strangers, and eluded all Kayerts' attempts to close with him: had become deaf apparently. 

Kayerts wondered. Carlier, who had been fishing off the bank, came back and remarked while he showed his 

catch, "The niggers seem to be in a deuce of a stir; I wonder what's up. I saw about fifteen canoes cross the 

river during the two hours I was there fishing." Kayerts, worried, said, "Isn't this Makola very queer to-day?" 

Carlier advised, "Keep all our men together in case of some trouble." 

II 

There were ten station men who had been left by the Director. Those fellows, having engaged themselves to 

the Company for six months (without having any idea of a month in particular and only a very faint notion of 

time in general), had been serving the cause of progress for upwards of two years. Belonging to a tribe from a 

very distant part of the land of darkness and sorrow, they did not run away, naturally supposing that as 

wandering strangers they would be killed by the inhabitants of the country; in which they were right. They 

lived in straw huts on the slope of a ravine overgrown with reedy grass, just behind the station buildings. They 

were not happy, regretting the festive incantations, the sorceries, the human sacrifices of their own land; 

where they also had parents, brothers, sisters, admired chiefs, respected magicians, loved friends, and other 

ties supposed generally to be human. Besides, the rice rations served out by the Company did not agree with 

them, being a food unknown to their land, and to which they could not get used. Consequently they were 

unhealthy and miserable. Had they been of any other tribe they would have made up their minds to die--for 

nothing is easier to certain savages than suicide--and so have escaped from the puzzling difficulties of 

existence. But belonging, as they did, to a warlike tribe with filed teeth, they had more grit, and went on 

stupidly living through disease and sorrow. They did very little work, and had lost their splendid physique. 

Carlier and Kayerts doctored them assiduously without being able to bring them back into condition again. 

They were mustered every morning and told off to different tasks--grass-cutting, fence-building, tree-felling, 

&c., &c., which no power on earth could induce them to execute efficiently. The two whites had practically 

very little control over them. 
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In the afternoon Makola came over to the big house and found Kayerts watching three heavy columns of 

smoke rising above the forests. "What is that?" asked Kayerts. "Some villages burn," answered Makola, who 

seemed to have regained his wits. Then he said abruptly: "We have got very little ivory; bad six months' 

trading. Do you like get a little more ivory?" 

"Yes," said Kayerts, eagerly. He thought of percentages which were low. 

"Those men who came yesterday are traders from Loanda who have got more ivory than they can carry home. 

Shall I buy? I know their camp." 

"Certainly," said Kayerts. "What are those traders?" 

"Bad fellows," said Makola, indifferently. "They fight with people, and catch women and children. They are 

bad men, and got guns. There is a great disturbance in the country. Do you want ivory?" 

"Yes," said Kayerts. Makola said nothing for a while. Then: "Those workmen of ours are no good at all," he 

muttered, looking round. "Station in very bad order, sir. Director will growl. Better get a fine lot of ivory, then 

he say nothing." 

"I can't help it; the men won't work," said Kayerts. "When will you get that ivory?" 

"Very soon," said Makola. "Perhaps to-night. You leave it to me, and keep indoors, sir. I think you had better 

give some palm wine to our men to make a dance this evening. Enjoy themselves. Work better to-morrow. 

There's plenty palm wine--gone a little sour." 

Kayerts said "yes," and Makola, with his own hands carried big calabashes to the door of his hut. They stood 

there till the evening, and Mrs. Makola looked into every one. The men got them at sunset. When Kayerts and 

Carlier retired, a big bonfire was flaring before the men's huts. They could hear their shouts and drumming. 

Some men from Gobila's village had joined the station hands, and the entertainment was a great success. 

In the middle of the night, Carlier waking suddenly, heard a man shout loudly; then a shot was fired. Only 

one. Carlier ran out and met Kayerts on the verandah. They were both startled. As they went across the yard 

to call Makola, they saw shadows moving in the night. One of them cried, "Don't shoot! It's me, Price." Then 

Makola appeared close to them. "Go back, go back, please," he urged, "you spoil all." "There are strange men 

about," said Carlier. "Never mind; I know," said Makola. Then he whispered, "All right. Bring ivory. Say 

nothing! I know my business." The two white men reluctantly went back to the house, but did not sleep. They 

heard footsteps, whispers, some groans. It seemed as if a lot of men came in, dumped heavy things on the 

ground, squabbled a long time, then went away. They lay on their hard beds and thought: "This Makola is 

invaluable." In the morning Carlier came out, very sleepy, and pulled at the cord of the big bell. The station 

hands mustered every morning to the sound of the bell. That morning nobody came. Kayerts turned out also, 

yawning. Across the yard they saw Makola come out of his hut, a tin basin of soapy water in his hand. 

Makola, a civilized nigger, was very neat in his person. He threw the soapsuds skilfully over a wretched little 

yellow cur he had, then turning his face to the agent's house, he shouted from the distance, "All the men gone 

last night!" 
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They heard him plainly, but in their surprise they both yelled out together: "What!" Then they stared at one 

another. "We are in a proper fix now," growled Carlier. "It's incredible!" muttered Kayerts. "I will go to the 

huts and see," said Carlier, striding off. Makola coming up found Kayerts standing alone. 

"I can hardly believe it," said Kayerts, tearfully. "We took care of them as if they had been our children." 

"They went with the coast people," said Makola after a moment of hesitation. 

"What do I care with whom they went--the ungrateful brutes!" exclaimed the other. Then with sudden 

suspicion, and looking hard at Makola, he added: "What do you know about it?" 

Makola moved his shoulders, looking down on the ground. "What do I know? I think only. Will you come 

and look at the ivory I've got there? It is a fine lot. You never saw such." 

He moved towards the store. Kayerts followed him mechanically, thinking about the incredible desertion of 

the men. On the ground before the door of the fetish lay six splendid tusks. 

"What did you give for it?" asked Kayerts, after surveying the lot with satisfaction. 

"No regular trade," said Makola. "They brought the ivory and gave it to me. I told them to take what they 

most wanted in the station. It is a beautiful lot. No station can show such tusks. Those traders wanted carriers 

badly, and our men were no good here. No trade, no entry in books: all correct." 

Kayerts nearly burst with indignation. "Why!" he shouted, "I believe you have sold our men for these tusks!" 

Makola stood impassive and silent. "I--I--will--I," stuttered Kayerts. "You fiend!" he yelled out. 

"I did the best for you and the Company," said Makola, imperturbably. "Why you shout so much? Look at this 

tusk." 

"I dismiss you! I will report you--I won't look at the tusk. I forbid you to touch them. I order you to throw 

them into the river. You--you!" 

"You very red, Mr. Kayerts. If you are so irritable in the sun, you will get fever and die--like the first chief!" 

pronounced Makola impressively. 

They stood still, contemplating one another with intense eyes, as if they had been looking with effort across 

immense distances. Kayerts shivered. Makola had meant no more than he said, but his words seemed to 

Kayerts full of ominous menace! He turned sharply and went away to the house. Makola retired into the 

bosom of his family; and the tusks, left lying before the store, looked very large and valuable in the sunshine. 

Carlier came back on the verandah. "They're all gone, hey?" asked Kayerts from the far end of the common 

room in a muffled voice. "You did not find anybody?" 
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"Oh, yes," said Carlier, "I found one of Gobila's people lying dead before the huts--shot through the body. We 

heard that shot last night." 

Kayerts came out quickly. He found his companion staring grimly over the yard at the tusks, away by the 

store. They both sat in silence for a while. Then Kayerts related his conversation with Makola. Carlier said 

nothing. At the midday meal they ate very little. They hardly exchanged a word that day. A great silence 

seemed to lie heavily over the station and press on their lips. Makola did not open the store; he spent the day 

playing with his children. He lay full-length on a mat outside his door, and the youngsters sat on his chest and 

clambered all over him. It was a touching picture. Mrs. Makola was busy cooking all day, as usual. The white 

men made a somewhat better meal in the evening. Afterwards, Carlier smoking his pipe strolled over to the 

store; he stood for a long time over the tusks, touched one or two with his foot, even tried to lift the largest 

one by its small end. He came back to his chief, who had not stirred from the verandah, threw himself in the 

chair and said-- 

"I can see it! They were pounced upon while they slept heavily after drinking all that palm wine you've 

allowed Makola to give them. A put-up job! See? The worst is, some of Gobila's people were there, and got 

carried off too, no doubt. The least drunk woke up, and got shot for his sobriety. This is a funny country. 

What will you do now?" 

"We can't touch it, of course," said Kayerts. 

"Of course not," assented Carlier. 

"Slavery is an awful thing," stammered out Kayerts in an unsteady voice. 

"Frightful--the sufferings," grunted Carlier with conviction. 

They believed their words. Everybody shows a respectful deference to certain sounds that he and his fellows 

can make. But about feelings people really know nothing. We talk with indignation or enthusiasm; we talk 

about oppression, cruelty, crime, devotion, self-sacrifice, virtue, and we know nothing real beyond the words. 

Nobody knows what suffering or sacrifice mean--except, perhaps the victims of the mysterious purpose of 

these illusions. 

Next morning they saw Makola very busy setting up in the yard the big scales used for weighing ivory. By 

and by Carlier said: "What's that filthy scoundrel up to?" and lounged out into the yard. Kayerts followed. 

They stood watching. Makola took no notice. When the balance was swung true, he tried to lift a tusk into the 

scale. It was too heavy. He looked up helplessly without a word, and for a minute they stood round that 

balance as mute and still as three statues. Suddenly Carlier said: "Catch hold of the other end, Makola--you 

beast!" and together they swung the tusk up. Kayerts trembled in every limb. He muttered, "I say! O! I say!" 

and putting his hand in his pocket found there a dirty bit of paper and the stump of a pencil. He turned his 

back on the others, as if about to do something tricky, and noted stealthily the weights which Carlier shouted 

out to him with unnecessary loudness. When all was over Makola whispered to himself: "The sun's very 

strong here for the tusks." Carlier said to Kayerts in a careless tone: "I say, chief, I might just as well give him 

a lift with this lot into the store." 
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As they were going back to the house Kayerts observed with a sigh: "It had to be done." And Carlier said: "It's 

deplorable, but, the men being Company's men the ivory is Company's ivory. We must look after it." "I will 

report to the Director, of course," said Kayerts. "Of course; let him decide," approved Carlier. 

At midday they made a hearty meal. Kayerts sighed from time to time. Whenever they mentioned Makola's 

name they always added to it an opprobrious epithet. It eased their conscience. Makola gave himself a half-

holiday, and bathed his children in the river. No one from Gobila's villages came near the station that day. No 

one came the next day, and the next, nor for a whole week. Gobila's people might have been dead and buried 

for any sign of life they gave. But they were only mourning for those they had lost by the witchcraft of white 

men, who had brought wicked people into their country. The wicked people were gone, but fear remained. 

Fear always remains. A man may destroy everything within himself, love and hate and belief, and even doubt; 

but as long as he clings to life he cannot destroy fear: the fear, subtle, indestructible, and terrible, that 

pervades his being; that tinges his thoughts; that lurks in his heart; that watches on his lips the struggle of his 

last breath. In his fear, the mild old Gobila offered extra human sacrifices to all the Evil Spirits that had taken 

possession of his white friends. His heart was heavy. Some warriors spoke about burning and killing, but the 

cautious old savage dissuaded them. Who could foresee the woe those mysterious creatures, if irritated, might 

bring? They should be left alone. Perhaps in time they would disappear into the earth as the first one had 

disappeared. His people must keep away from them, and hope for the best. 

Kayerts and Carlier did not disappear, but remained above on this earth, that, somehow, they fancied had 

become bigger and very empty. It was not the absolute and dumb solitude of the post that impressed them so 

much as an inarticulate feeling that something from within them was gone, something that worked for their 

safety, and had kept the wilderness from interfering with their hearts. The images of home; the memory of 

people like them, of men that thought and felt as they used to think and feel, receded into distances made 

indistinct by the glare of unclouded sunshine. And out of the great silence of the surrounding wilderness, its 

very hopelessness and savagery seemed to approach them nearer, to draw them gently, to look upon them, to 

envelop them with a solicitude irresistible, familiar, and disgusting. 

Days lengthened into weeks, then into months. Gobila's people drummed and yelled to every new moon, as of 

yore, but kept away from the station. Makola and Carlier tried once in a canoe to open communications, but 

were received with a shower of arrows, and had to fly back to the station for dear life. That attempt set the 

country up and down the river into an uproar that could be very distinctly heard for days. The steamer was 

late. At first they spoke of delay jauntily, then anxiously, then gloomily. The matter was becoming serious. 

Stores were running short. Carlier cast his lines off the bank, but the river was low, and the fish kept out in the 

stream. They dared not stroll far away from the station to shoot. Moreover, there was no game in the 

impenetrable forest. Once Carlier shot a hippo in the river. They had no boat to secure it, and it sank. When it 

floated up it drifted away, and Gobila's people secured the carcase. It was the occasion for a national holiday, 

but Carlier had a fit of rage over it and talked about the necessity of exterminating all the niggers before the 

country could be made habitable. Kayerts mooned about silently; spent hours looking at the portrait of his 

Melie. It represented a little girl with long bleached tresses and a rather sour face. His legs were much 

swollen, and he could hardly walk. Carlier, undermined by fever, could not swagger any more, but kept 

tottering about, still with a devil-may-care air, as became a man who remembered his crack regiment. He had 

become hoarse, sarcastic, and inclined to say unpleasant things. He called it "being frank with you." They had 

long ago reckoned their percentages on trade, including in them that last deal of "this infamous Makola." 

They had also concluded not to say anything about it. Kayerts hesitated at first--was afraid of the Director. 
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"He has seen worse things done on the quiet," maintained Carlier, with a hoarse laugh. "Trust him! He won't 

thank you if you blab. He is no better than you or me. Who will talk if we hold our tongues? There is nobody 

here." 

That was the root of the trouble! There was nobody there; and being left there alone with their weakness, they 

became daily more like a pair of accomplices than like a couple of devoted friends. They had heard nothing 

from home for eight months. Every evening they said, "To-morrow we shall see the steamer." But one of the 

Company's steamers had been wrecked, and the Director was busy with the other, relieving very distant and 

important stations on the main river. He thought that the useless station, and the useless men, could wait. 

Meantime Kayerts and Carlier lived on rice boiled without salt, and cursed the Company, all Africa, and the 

day they were born. One must have lived on such diet to discover what ghastly trouble the necessity of 

swallowing one's food may become. There was literally nothing else in the station but rice and coffee; they 

drank the coffee without sugar. The last fifteen lumps Kayerts had solemnly locked away in his box, together 

with a half-bottle of Cognac, "in case of sickness," he explained. Carlier approved. "When one is sick," he 

said, "any little extra like that is cheering." 

They waited. Rank grass began to sprout over the courtyard. The bell never rang now. Days passed, silent, 

exasperating, and slow. When the two men spoke, they snarled; and their silences were bitter, as if tinged by 

the bitterness of their thoughts. 

One day after a lunch of boiled rice, Carlier put down his cup untasted, and said: "Hang it all! Let's have a 

decent cup of coffee for once. Bring out that sugar, Kayerts!" 

"For the sick," muttered Kayerts, without looking up. 

"For the sick," mocked Carlier. "Bosh! . . . Well! I am sick." 

"You are no more sick than I am, and I go without," said Kayerts in a peaceful tone. 

"Come! out with that sugar, you stingy old slave-dealer." 

Kayerts looked up quickly. Carlier was smiling with marked insolence. And suddenly it seemed to Kayerts 

that he had never seen that man before. Who was he? He knew nothing about him. What was he capable of? 

There was a surprising flash of violent emotion within him, as if in the presence of something undreamt-of, 

dangerous, and final. But he managed to pronounce with composure-- 

"That joke is in very bad taste. Don't repeat it." 

"Joke!" said Carlier, hitching himself forward on his seat. "I am hungry--I am sick--I don't joke! I hate 

hypocrites. You are a hypocrite. You are a slave-dealer. I am a slave-dealer. There's nothing but slave-dealers 

in this cursed country. I mean to have sugar in my coffee to-day, anyhow!" 

"I forbid you to speak to me in that way," said Kayerts with a fair show of resolution. 
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"You!--What?" shouted Carlier, jumping up. 

Kayerts stood up also. "I am your chief," he began, trying to master the shakiness of his voice. 

"What?" yelled the other. "Who's chief? There's no chief here. There's nothing here: there's nothing but you 

and I. Fetch the sugar--you pot-bellied ass." 

"Hold your tongue. Go out of this room," screamed Kayerts. "I dismiss you--you scoundrel!" 

Carlier swung a stool. All at once he looked dangerously in earnest. "You flabby, good-for-nothing civilian--

take that!" he howled. 

Kayerts dropped under the table, and the stool struck the grass inner wall of the room. Then, as Carlier was 

trying to upset the table, Kayerts in desperation made a blind rush, head low, like a cornered pig would do, 

and over-turning his friend, bolted along the verandah, and into his room. He locked the door, snatched his 

revolver, and stood panting. In less than a minute Carlier was kicking at the door furiously, howling, "If you 

don't bring out that sugar, I will shoot you at sight, like a dog. Now then--one--two--three. You won't? I will 

show you who's the master." 

Kayerts thought the door would fall in, and scrambled through the square hole that served for a window in his 

room. There was then the whole breadth of the house between them. But the other was apparently not strong 

enough to break in the door, and Kayerts heard him running round. Then he also began to run laboriously on 

his swollen legs. He ran as quickly as he could, grasping the revolver, and unable yet to understand what was 

happening to him. He saw in succession Makola's house, the store, the river, the ravine, and the low bushes; 

and he saw all those things again as he ran for the second time round the house. Then again they flashed past 

him. That morning he could not have walked a yard without a groan. 

And now he ran. He ran fast enough to keep out of sight of the other man. 

Then as, weak and desperate, he thought, "Before I finish the next round I shall die," he heard the other man 

stumble heavily, then stop. He stopped also. He had the back and Carlier the front of the house, as before. He 

heard him drop into a chair cursing, and suddenly his own legs gave way, and he slid down into a sitting 

posture with his back to the wall. His mouth was as dry as a cinder, and his face was wet with perspiration--

and tears. What was it all about? He thought it must be a horrible illusion; he thought he was dreaming; he 

thought he was going mad! After a while he collected his senses. What did they quarrel about? That sugar! 

How absurd! He would give it to him--didn't want it himself. And he began scrambling to his feet with a 

sudden feeling of security. But before he had fairly stood upright, a commonsense reflection occurred to him 

and drove him back into despair. He thought: "If I give way now to that brute of a soldier, he will begin this 

horror again to-morrow--and the day after--every day--raise other pretensions, trample on me, torture me, 

make me his slave--and I will be lost! Lost! The steamer may not come for days--may never come." He shook 

so that he had to sit down on the floor again. He shivered forlornly. He felt he could not, would not move any 

more. He was completely distracted by the sudden perception that the position was without issue--that death 

and life had in a moment become equally difficult and terrible. 
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All at once he heard the other push his chair back; and he leaped to his feet with extreme facility. He listened 

and got confused. Must run again! Right or left? He heard footsteps. He darted to the left, grasping his 

revolver, and at the very same instant, as it seemed to him, they came into violent collision. Both shouted with 

surprise. A loud explosion took place between them; a roar of red fire, thick smoke; and Kayerts, deafened 

and blinded, rushed back thinking: "I am hit--it's all over." He expected the other to come round--to gloat over 

his agony. He caught hold of an upright of the roof--"All over!" Then he heard a crashing fall on the other 

side of the house, as if somebody had tumbled headlong over a chair--then silence. Nothing more happened. 

He did not die. Only his shoulder felt as if it had been badly wrenched, and he had lost his revolver. He was 

disarmed and helpless! He waited for his fate. The other man made no sound. It was a stratagem. He was 

stalking him now! Along what side? Perhaps he was taking aim this very minute! 

After a few moments of an agony frightful and absurd, he decided to go and meet his doom. He was prepared 

for every surrender. He turned the corner, steadying himself with one hand on the wall; made a few paces, and 

nearly swooned. He had seen on the floor, protruding past the other corner, a pair of turned-up feet. A pair of 

white naked feet in red slippers. He felt deadly sick, and stood for a time in profound darkness. Then Makola 

appeared before him, saying quietly: "Come along, Mr. Kayerts. He is dead." He burst into tears of gratitude; 

a loud, sobbing fit of crying. After a time he found himself sitting in a chair and looking at Carlier, who lay 

stretched on his back. Makola was kneeling over the body. 

"Is this your revolver?" asked Makola, getting up. 

"Yes," said Kayerts; then he added very quickly, "He ran after me to shoot me--you saw!" 

"Yes, I saw," said Makola. "There is only one revolver; where's his?" 

"Don't know," whispered Kayerts in a voice that had become suddenly very faint. 

"I will go and look for it," said the other, gently. He made the round along the verandah, while Kayerts sat 

still and looked at the corpse. Makola came back empty-handed, stood in deep thought, then stepped quietly 

into the dead man's room, and came out directly with a revolver, which he held up before Kayerts. Kayerts 

shut his eyes. Everything was going round. He found life more terrible and difficult than death. He had shot 

an unarmed man. 

After meditating for a while, Makola said softly, pointing at the dead man who lay there with his right eye 

blown out-- 

"He died of fever." Kayerts looked at him with a stony stare. "Yes," repeated Makola, thoughtfully, stepping 

over the corpse, "I think he died of fever. Bury him to-morrow." 

And he went away slowly to his expectant wife, leaving the two white men alone on the verandah. 

Night came, and Kayerts sat unmoving on his chair. He sat quiet as if he had taken a dose of opium. The 

violence of the emotions he had passed through produced a feeling of exhausted serenity. He had plumbed in 

one short afternoon the depths of horror and despair, and now found repose in the conviction that life had no 

more secrets for him: neither had death! He sat by the corpse thinking; thinking very actively, thinking very 
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new thoughts. He seemed to have broken loose from himself altogether. His old thoughts, convictions, likes 

and dislikes, things he respected and things he abhorred, appeared in their true light at last! Appeared 

contemptible and childish, false and ridiculous. He revelled in his new wisdom while he sat by the man he had 

killed. He argued with himself about all things under heaven with that kind of wrong-headed lucidity which 

may be observed in some lunatics. Incidentally he reflected that the fellow dead there had been a noxious 

beast anyway; that men died every day in thousands; perhaps in hundreds of thousands--who could tell?--and 

that in the number, that one death could not possibly make any difference; couldn't have any importance, at 

least to a thinking creature. He, Kayerts, was a thinking creature. He had been all his life, till that moment, a 

believer in a lot of nonsense like the rest of mankind--who are fools; but now he thought! He knew! He was at 

peace; he was familiar with the highest wisdom! Then he tried to imagine himself dead, and Carlier sitting in 

his chair watching him; and his attempt met with such unexpected success, that in a very few moments he 

became not at all sure who was dead and who was alive. This extraordinary achievement of his fancy startled 

him, however, and by a clever and timely effort of mind he saved himself just in time from becoming Carlier. 

His heart thumped, and he felt hot all over at the thought of that danger. Carlier! What a beastly thing! To 

compose his now disturbed nerves--and no wonder!--he tried to whistle a little. Then, suddenly, he fell asleep, 

or thought he had slept; but at any rate there was a fog, and somebody had whistled in the fog. 

He stood up. The day had come, and a heavy mist had descended upon the land: the mist penetrating, 

enveloping, and silent; the morning mist of tropical lands; the mist that clings and kills; the mist white and 

deadly, immaculate and poisonous. He stood up, saw the body, and threw his arms above his head with a cry 

like that of a man who, waking from a trance, finds himself immured forever in a tomb. "Help! . . . . My 

God!" 

A shriek inhuman, vibrating and sudden, pierced like a sharp dart the white shroud of that land of sorrow. 

Three short, impatient screeches followed, and then, for a time, the fog-wreaths rolled on, undisturbed, 

through a formidable silence. Then many more shrieks, rapid and piercing, like the yells of some exasperated 

and ruthless creature, rent the air. Progress was calling to Kayerts from the river. Progress and civilization and 

all the virtues. Society was calling to its accomplished child to come, to be taken care of, to be instructed, to 

be judged, to be condemned; it called him to return to that rubbish heap from which he had wandered away, 

so that justice could be done. 

Kayerts heard and understood. He stumbled out of the verandah, leaving the other man quite alone for the first 

time since they had been thrown there together. He groped his way through the fog, calling in his ignorance 

upon the invisible heaven to undo its work. Makola flitted by in the mist, shouting as he ran-- 

"Steamer! Steamer! They can't see. They whistle for the station. I go ring the bell. Go down to the landing, sir. 

I ring." 

He disappeared. Kayerts stood still. He looked upwards; the fog rolled low over his head. He looked round 

like a man who has lost his way; and he saw a dark smudge, a cross-shaped stain, upon the shifting purity of 

the mist. As he began to stumble towards it, the station bell rang in a tumultuous peal its answer to the 

impatient clamour of the steamer. 

The Managing Director of the Great Civilizing Company (since we know that civilization follows trade) 

landed first, and incontinently lost sight of the steamer. The fog down by the river was exceedingly dense; 

above, at the station, the bell rang unceasing and brazen. 
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The Director shouted loudly to the steamer: 

"There is nobody down to meet us; there may be something wrong, though they are ringing. You had better 

come, too!" 

And he began to toil up the steep bank. The captain and the engine-driver of the boat followed behind. As 

they scrambled up the fog thinned, and they could see their Director a good way ahead. Suddenly they saw 

him start forward, calling to them over his shoulder:--"Run! Run to the house! I've found one of them. Run, 

look for the other!" 

He had found one of them! And even he, the man of varied and startling experience, was somewhat 

discomposed by the manner of this finding. He stood and fumbled in his pockets (for a knife) while he faced 

Kayerts, who was hanging by a leather strap from the cross. He had evidently climbed the grave, which was 

high and narrow, and after tying the end of the strap to the arm, had swung himself off. His toes were only a 

couple of inches above the ground; his arms hung stiffly down; he seemed to be standing rigidly at attention, 

but with one purple cheek playfully posed on the shoulder. And, irreverently, he was putting out a swollen 

tongue at his Managing Director. 

 

An Outpost of Progress was featured as The Short Story of the Day on Sat, Aug 03, 2019 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/joseph-conrad/short-story/an-outpost-of-progress 

  

https://americanliterature.com/short-story-of-the-day
https://americanliterature.com/author/joseph-conrad/short-story/an-outpost-of-progress
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AIA celebrates America's best new sustainable buildings 

By Adam Williams 

Brooks + Scarpa's The Six in Los Angeles, California, is one of the 10 sustainable projects highlighted in the 

2020 COTE Top Ten Awards 

Tara Wujcik 

The American Institute of Architects (AIA) Committee on the Environment (COTE) Top Ten Awards offers 

an opportunity to check out some of the best new sustainable architecture in the country. This year's selection 

of buildings includes a renovated headquarters for Etsy that incorporates recycled materials and a library with 

a rainwater collection system. 

As in previous years, the 2020 COTE Top Ten Awards consists of recently-completed buildings that AIA's 

judges feel exemplify design excellence and environmental performance. The buildings can be anywhere in 

the world, but must be designed by firms that are licensed to practice in the United States – that said, each one 

of this year's projects is located in the US anyway. 

 

https://newatlas.com/author/adam-williams/
https://newatlas.com/aia-cote-top-10-awards-2019/59402/
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Gensler is a big winner this year, with three buildings designed by the firm. Of these, its Etsy headquarters is 

a standout for its sustainability. 

 

Etsy's new headquarters is located in Brooklyn, New York City, and was designed by Gensler 

Garrett Rowland, courtesy of Gensler 

The project involved the renovation of an existing office building in Brooklyn, New York City. Daylight was 

maximized inside (a common theme of all this year's COTE Top Ten Awards winners) and a disused water 

tower on the roof was dismantled so that the wood could be used to create a staircase. 

The interior boasts significant greenery, including green walls, to improve the wellbeing of staff, and there are 

also multiple terrace areas available. Additionally, all required electricity is provided by an off-site solar panel 

array and rainwater is used for irrigation. 
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Austin Central Library is located in Texas and was designed by Lake|Flato Architects, in collaboration with 

Shepley Bulfinch 

Lara Swimmer 

Lake|Flato Architects also has good reason to be pleased as the firm designed two of the buildings featured in 

the 2020 COTE Top Ten. The Austin Central Library is a standout. Created in collaboration with Shepley 

Bulfinch, it was previously lauded by AIA for its natural light and has received LEED Platinum certification 

(a green building standard) due to its energy-efficient design. 

Notable sustainable elements include a large roof-based solar panel array which produces over 273,000 kWh 

of electricity annually and provides shade for visitors to the building's roof garden. A rainwater collection 

system collects water for irrigation and toilet use, and shading was also carefully situated to reduce solar heat 

gain. 

Head to the gallery to see more on the 2020 COTE Top Ten Awards. Regular readers will recognize some 

familiar projects, like The Six veteran housing by Brooks + Scarpa and the Ford Foundation Center for Social 

Justice, by Gensler. 

https://newatlas.com/gallery-america-best-libraries-schools/54392/
https://newatlas.com/2017-aia-institute-honor-awards/47434/
https://newatlas.com/architecture/aia-2020-interior-awards/
https://newatlas.com/architecture/aia-2020-interior-awards/
https://newatlas.com/architecture/aia-cote-top-ten-awards-2020/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=52d79ae5f9-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_05_22_08_18&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-52d79ae5f9-92970593#gallery:1
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Source: AIA 

We recommend 

1. Journal Club: Emerging Best Practices in HFpEF Treatment Planning 

Marc A. Silver, MD, myCME, 2019 

2. Shock 

BMJ Best Practice 

3. Tackling the Pivotal Issues in Heart Failure: Emerging Best Practices and Innovative Care-Delivery 

Models 

Clyde W. Yancy, MD, myCME, 2019 

1. Case Study: Suspected VTE Following Radical Prostatectomy 

Eileen McCaffrey, myCME, 2019 

2. Dr. Shapiro on the Surgical Management of Advanced-Stage Melanoma 

The Doctor's Channel, 2020 

3. Safety analysis from a phase 3 trial of talazoparib in patients with germline BRCA-mutated 

advanced breast cancer 

Hurvitz SA et al., Oncologist, 2020 

 Adam Williams 

Adam scours the globe from his home in Spain in order to bring the best of innovative architecture and 

sustainable design to the pages of New Atlas. Most of his spare time is spent dabbling in music, tinkering with 

old Macintosh computers and trying to keep his even older VW bus on the road. 

https://newatlas.com/architecture/aia-cote-top-ten-awards-

2020/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=52d79ae5f9-

EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_05_22_08_18&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-52d79ae5f9-

92970593 

  

https://www.aia.org/resources/6280238-2020-cote-top-ten-awards
https://www.mycme.com/courses/journal-club-emerging-best-practices-in-hfpef-treatment-planning-5910/?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=myCME_TrendMD_1
https://bestpractice.bmj.com/topics/es-es/1013?utm_source=trendmd&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=bp&utm_content=americas&utm_term=latin
https://www.mycme.com/courses/tackling-the-pivotal-issues-in-heart-failure-emerging-best-practices-and-innovative-care-delivery-models-5925/?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=myCME_TrendMD_1
https://www.mycme.com/courses/tackling-the-pivotal-issues-in-heart-failure-emerging-best-practices-and-innovative-care-delivery-models-5925/?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=myCME_TrendMD_1
https://www.mycme.com/courses/case-study-suspected-vte-following-radical-prostatectomy-5997/?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=myCME_TrendMD_1
https://www.thedoctorschannel.com/view/dr-shapiro-on-the-surgical-management-of-advanced-stage-melanoma/?utm_source=trend&utm_medium=text-link&utm_campaign=content-hub-melanoma&utm_content=v1
https://ad.doubleclick.net/ddm/clk/468913771;274386140;q?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=Oncologist_TrendMD_1
https://ad.doubleclick.net/ddm/clk/468913771;274386140;q?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=Oncologist_TrendMD_1
https://newatlas.com/author/adam-williams/
https://newatlas.com/architecture/aia-cote-top-ten-awards-2020/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=52d79ae5f9-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_05_22_08_18&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-52d79ae5f9-92970593
https://newatlas.com/architecture/aia-cote-top-ten-awards-2020/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=52d79ae5f9-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_05_22_08_18&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-52d79ae5f9-92970593
https://newatlas.com/architecture/aia-cote-top-ten-awards-2020/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=52d79ae5f9-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_05_22_08_18&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-52d79ae5f9-92970593
https://newatlas.com/architecture/aia-cote-top-ten-awards-2020/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=52d79ae5f9-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_05_22_08_18&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-52d79ae5f9-92970593
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Brokenness as Belonging: “lake-loop” by Mojave American Poet Natalie Diaz, in a Stunning Animated 

Short Film by Artist Ohara Hale 

“Every story is a story of water.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

In February 2019, Lake Erie became a person. After local residents banded together to compose a visionary 

bill of rights for the lake’s ecosystem, defending its right “to exist, flourish, and naturally evolve,” it was 

granted personhood in the eyes of the law. It was an ancient recognition — native cultures have always 

recognized the animacy of the land — disguised as a radical piece of policy. It was also the single most poetic 

piece of legislation since the landmark 1964 Wilderness Act, which defined a wilderness as “an area where 

https://www.theguardian.com/books/2019/nov/02/trees-have-rights-too-robert-macfarlane-on-the-new-laws-of-nature
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/07/07/the-spell-of-the-sensuous-david-abram/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/07/07/the-spell-of-the-sensuous-david-abram/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/10/04/mardy-murie-alaska-nature/
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the earth and its community of life are untrammeled by man, where man himself is a visitor who does not 

remain.” 

 

And yet even the boldest visions for a more just and inclusive world, even the most aspirational endeavors to 

restore natural rights to those previously disenfranchised by culture, are inevitably bounded and blinded by 

their era’s unconscious and unquestioned givens. To have man stand for the whole of humanity was one such 

unquestioned blindness in 1964 (most brilliantly questioned a decade later by Ursula K. Le Guin), even 

though by then women had been legal citizens of the United States for nearly half a century. In fact, even the 

19th Amendment that granted women legal personhood — one of the greatest legal triumphs in the history of 

this civilization, making women persons 100 years before a lake became one — cracked open just one of the 

Russian nesting dolls of exclusion that line the scales of justice: The 19th Amendment didn’t include Native 

American women, who didn’t become legal persons until 1924; their electoral votes continued to be excluded 

via various loopholes in the law over the decades that followed. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/10/04/mardy-murie-alaska-nature/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/10/04/mardy-murie-alaska-nature/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/10/17/ursula-k-le-guin-gender/
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Natalie Diaz. (Photograph: John D. & Catherine T. MacArthur Foundation) 

How that nesting doll of exclusions breaks open into the living reality of this Earth, how it breaks into 

becoming, into belonging, is what Mojave American poet and MacArthur fellow Natalie Diaz — an artist 

exploring the permeable membrane between language and landscape — explores in her stunning, sweeping 

poem “lake-loop,” commissioned for the New York Philharmonic’s inspired Project 19 initiative and 

originally published in The Academy of American Poets’ lifeline of a newsletter, Poem-a-Day. 

She writes of the impetus for the poem: 

Part of the San Andreas fault runs along the Mojave Desert. We see and feel the fault, it has always been a 

part of Mojave stories and geography. We have always existed with it — in rift — part land. We are land’s 

action, maybe. I am always wondering and wandering around what it means to be part of this condition, in 

shift. What it means to embrace discontinuity, to need it and even to need to cause it in order to be — 

https://poets.org/poem/lake-loop
https://nyphil.org/concerts-tickets/explore/series-and-festivals/project-19
https://poets.org/poem-a-day
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depression but also moving energy. The necessary fracturing of what is broken. The idea of being made 

anything or nothing in this country — “to be ruined before becoming” — the idea that this country tried to 

give us no space to exist, yet we made that space, and make it still — in stress, in friction, glide and flow, slip 

and heave. We are tectonic, and ready. 

When Natalie kindly lent her poem and her voice to the 2020 Universe in Verse, I could think of no artist 

more perfect in bringing its spirit to visual life than Ohara Hale. 

 

Ohara Hale (Photograph: Christopher Honeywell) 

The month that Lake Erie was coming alive in the eyes of the law, Ohara — a Montreal-based illustrator, 

poet, animator, children’s book author, musician, and largehearted lover of this living world — was 

swallowed by a geothermal vent while hiking in Iceland. 

She survived, with her body badly damaged but her singular, buoyant soul intact. In those first rawest days, as 

she surrendered her burned flesh to the caring hands of doctors and nurses, her spirit plunged into a larger 

surrender — into the deeper, unfathomed psychological and emotional burn of life, personal and collective — 

https://www.brainpickings.org/the-universe-in-verse/
http://oharahale.com/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/06/01/be-still-life-ohara-hale/
https://ohara.bandcamp.com/
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a sudden and powerful portal of empathy into the pain of others, of all that is alive; and, from there, into the 

transcendent beauty of all that is alive. 

 

Throughout her long convalescence, skin grafts, the disorienting miracle of learning to walk again, the 

staggering joy of the first warm shower after the agony upon her last contact with water, all Ohara had to say 

about the experience was that Mother Earth had just given her an extra warm, extra close hug — a testament 

to an extraordinary spirit in an experience that would have embittered most, eager as we human animals are to 

point blamethirsty fingers. “And anyways,” Ohara tells me, “how can anyone ever be upset at her, the great 

mother of us all, the Earth?” 
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It is with tremendous pleasure and gratitude that I offer, as a special preview of the 2020 Universe in Verse, 

this countercultural braid of beauty and resilience by two remarkable women. Tune in at 4:30PM EST on 

April 25 for more celebrations of the wonder, splendor, and science of life by a constellation of other 

remarkable humans. 

LAKE-LOOP 

by Natalie Diaz 

        , because there was yet no lake 

 

 

into many nights we made the lake 

        a labor, and its necessary laborings 

to find the basin not yet opened 

in my body, yet my body — any body 

wet or water from the start, to fill a clay 

, start being what it ever means, a beginning — 

the earth’s first hand on a vision-quest 

wildering night’s skin fields, for touch 

https://www.brainpickings.org/the-universe-in-verse/
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        like a dark horse made of air 

, turned downward in the dusk, opaquing 

a hand resembles its ancestors — 

the war, or the horse who war made 

        , what it means to be made 

to be ruined before becoming — rift 

        glacial, ablation and breaking 

lake-hip sloping, fluvial, then spilled — 

 

I unzip the lake, walk into what I am — 

        the thermocline, and oxygen 

, as is with kills, rivers, seas, the water 

        is of our own naming 

I am wet we call it because it is 

a happening, is happening now 

 

imagined light is light’s imagination 

a lake shape of it 

        , the obligatory body, its dark burning 

reminding us back, memory as filter 

desire as lagan, a hydrology — 
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        The lake is alone, we say in Mojave 

 

, every story happens because someone’s mouth, 

a nature dependent — life, universe 

        Here at the lake, say 

, she wanted what she said 

        to slip down into it 

for which a good lake will rise — Lake 

which once meant, sacrifice 

which once meant, I am devoted 

 

        , Here I am, atmosphere 

sensation, pressure 

, the lake is beneath me, pleasure bounded 

a slip space between touch and not 

slip of paper, slip of hand 

        slip body turning toward slip trouble 

, I am who slipped the moorings 

        I am so red with lack 

 

to loop-knot 
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or leave the loop beyond the knot 

        we won’t say love because it is 

a difference between vertex and vertices — 

the number of surfaces we break 

enough or many to make the lake 

        loosened from the rock 

one body’s dearth is another body’s ache 

        lay it to the earth 

 

, all great lakes are meant to take 

        sediment, leg, wrist, wrist, the ear 

let down and wet with stars, dock lights 

distant but wanted deep, 

        to be held in the well of the eye 

woven like water, through itself, in 

and inside, how to sate a depression 

if not with darkness — if darkness is not 

        fingers brushing a body, shhhh 

, she said, I don’t know what the world is 

 

I slip for her, or anything 
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, like language, new each time 

        diffusion — remade and organized 

and because nothing is enough, waves — 

each an emotional museum of water 

 

left light trembles a lake figure on loop 

        a night-loop 

, every story is a story of water 

        before it is gold and alone 

before it is black like a rat snake 

I begin at the lake 

, clean once, now drained 

        I am murk — I am not clean 

everything has already happened 

always the lake is just up ahead in the poem 

, my mouth is the moon, I bring it down 

lay it over the lake of her thighs 

        warm lamping ax 

hewing water’s tender shell 

slant slip, entering like light, surrounded 

into another skin 
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        where there was yet no lake 

yet we made it, make it still 

to drink and clean ourselves on 

For other tastes of what is coming at the 2020 Universe in Verse, savor astrophysicist Janna Levin 

reading “Antidotes to Fear of Death” by the late, great astronomer and poet Rebecca Elson and Amanda 

Palmer reading “Einstein’s Mother” by former U.S. Poet Laureate Tracy K. Smith, then find more of Ohara’s 

buoyant spirit in her art and more of Natalie’s in her gorgeous new book, Postcolonial Love Poem (public 

library). 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/22/natalie-diaz-lake-loop-ohara-hale-

animation/?mc_cid=be1895bdc1&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

https://www.brainpickings.org/the-universe-in-verse/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/10/antidotes-to-fear-of-death-rebecca-elson/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/18/einsteins-mother-tracy-k-smith-amanda-palmer/
http://oharahale.com/
https://www.powells.com/book/-9781644450147?partnerID=44711
https://www.worldcat.org/title/postcolonial-love-poem/oclc/1102159836&referer=brief_results
https://www.worldcat.org/title/postcolonial-love-poem/oclc/1102159836&referer=brief_results
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/22/natalie-diaz-lake-loop-ohara-hale-animation/?mc_cid=be1895bdc1&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/22/natalie-diaz-lake-loop-ohara-hale-animation/?mc_cid=be1895bdc1&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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A Desertion 

by Stephen Crane 

 

The yellow gaslight that came with an effect of difficulty through the dust-stained windows on either side of 

the door gave strange hues to the faces and forms of the three women who stood gabbling in the hallway of 

the tenement. They made rapid gestures, and in the background their enormous shadows mingled in terrific 

conflict. 

"Aye, she ain't so good as he thinks she is, I'll bet. He can watch over 'er an' take care of 'er all he pleases, but 

when she wants t' fool 'im, she'll fool 'im. An' how does he know she ain't foolin' im' now?" 

"Oh, he thinks he's keepin' 'er from goin' t' th' bad, he does. Oh, yes. He ses she's too purty t' let run round 

alone. Too purty! Huh! My Sadie--" 

"Well, he keeps a clost watch on 'er, you bet. On'y las' week, she met my boy Tim on th' stairs, an' Tim hadn't 

said two words to 'er b'fore th' ol' man begin to holler. 'Dorter, dorter, come here, come here!'" 

At this moment a young girl entered from the street, and it was evident from the injured expression suddenly 

assumed by the three gossipers that she had been the object of their discussion. She passed them with a slight 

nod, and they swung about into a row to stare after her. 

On her way up the long flights the girl unfastened her veil. One could then clearly see the beauty of her eyes, 

but there was in them a certain furtiveness that came near to marring the effects. It was a peculiar fixture of 

gaze, brought from the street, as of one who there saw a succession of passing dangers with menaces aligned 

at every corner. 

On the top floor, she pushed open a door and then paused on the threshold, confronting an interior that 

appeared black and flat like a curtain. Perhaps some girlish idea of hobgoblins assailed her then, for she called 

in a little breathless voice, "Daddie!" 

There was no reply. The fire in the cooking-stove in the room crackled at spasmodic intervals. One lid was 

misplaced, and the girl could now see that this fact created a little flushed crescent upon the ceiling. Also, a 

series of tiny windows in the stove caused patches of red upon the floor. Otherwise, the room was heavily 

draped with shadows. 

The girl called again, "Daddie!" 

Yet there was no reply. 

"Oh, Daddie!" 

https://americanliterature.com/author/stephen-crane
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Presently she laughed as one familiar with the humors of an old man. "Oh, I guess yer cussin' mad about yer 

supper, Dad," she said, and she almost entered the room, but suddenly faltered, overcome by a feminine 

instinct to fly from this black interior, peopled with imagined dangers. 

Again she called, "Daddie!" Her voice had an accent of appeal. It was as if she knew she was foolish but yet 

felt obliged to insist upon being reassured. "Oh, Daddie!" 

Of a sudden a cry of relief, a feminine announcement that the stars still hung, burst from her. For, according 

to some mystic process, the smoldering coals of the fire went aflame with sudden, fierce brilliance, splashing 

parts of the walls, the floor, the crude furniture, with a hue of blood-red. And in the light of this dramatic 

outburst of light, the girl saw her father seated at a table with his back turned toward her. 

She entered the room, then, with an aggrieved air, her logic evidently concluding that somebody was to blame 

for her nervous fright. "Oh, yer on'y sulkin' 'bout yer supper. I thought mebbe ye'd gone somewheres." 

Her father made no reply. She went over to a shelf in the corner, and, taking a little lamp, she lit it and put it 

where it would give her light as she took off her hat and jacket in front of the tiny mirror. Presently she began 

to bustle among the cooking utensils that were crowded into the sink, and as she worked she rattled talk at her 

father, apparently disdaining his mood. 

"I'd 'a' come home earlier t'night, Dad, on'y that fly foreman, he kep' me in th' shop 'til half-past six. What a 

fool! He came t' me, yeh know, an' he ses, 'Nell, I wanta give yeh some brotherly advice.' Oh, I know him an' 

his brotherly advice. 'I wanta give yeh some brotherly advice. Yer too purty, Nell,' he ses, 't' be workin' in this 

shop an' paradin' through the streets alone, without somebody t' give yeh good brotherly advice, an' I wanta 

warn yeh, Nell. I'm a bad man, but I ain't as bad as some, an' I wanta warn yeh.' 'Oh, g'long 'bout yer 

business,' I ses. I know 'im. He's like all of 'em, on'y he's a little slyer. I know 'im. 'You g'long 'bout yer 

business,' I ses. Well, he ses after a while that he guessed some evenin' he'd come up an' see me. 'Oh, yeh 

will,' I ses, 'yeh will? Well, you jest let my ol' man ketch yeh comin' foolin' 'round our place. Yeh'll wish yeh 

went t' some other girl t' give brotherly advice.' 'What th' 'ell do I care fer yer father?' he ses. 'What's he t' me?' 

'If he throws yeh downstairs, yeh'll care for 'im,' I ses. 'Well,' he ses, 'I'll come when 'e ain't in, b' Gawd, I'll 

come when 'e ain't in.' 'Oh, he's allus in when it means takin' care 'o me,' I ses. 'Don't yeh fergit it, either. 

When it comes t' takin' care o' his dorter, he's right on deck every single possible time.'" 

After a time, she turned and addressed cheery words to the old man. "Hurry up th' fire, Daddie! We'll have 

supper pretty soon." 

But still her father was silent, and his form in its sullen posture was motionless. 

At this, the girl seemed to see the need of the inauguration of a feminine war against a man out of temper. She 

approached him breathing soft, coaxing syllables. 

"Daddie! Oh, Daddie! O--o--oh, Daddie!" 
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It was apparent from a subtle quality of valor in her tones that this manner of onslaught upon his moods had 

usually been successful, but to- night it had no quick effect. The words, coming from her lips, were like the 

refrain of an old ballad, but the man remained stolid. 

"Daddie! My Daddie! Oh, Daddie, are yeh mad at me, really--truly mad at me!" 

She touched him lightly upon the arm. Should he have turned then he would have seen the fresh, laughing 

face, with dew-sparkling eyes, close to his own. 

"Oh, Daddie! My Daddie! Pretty Daddie!" 

She stole her arm about his neck, and then slowly bended her face toward his. It was the action of a queen 

who knows that she reigns notwithstanding irritations, trials, tempests. 

But suddenly, from this position, she leaped backward with the mad energy of a frightened colt. Her face was 

in this instant turned to a grey, featureless thing of horror. A yell, wild and hoarse as a brute- cry, burst from 

her. "Daddie!" She flung herself to a place near the door, where she remained, crouching, her eyes staring at 

the motionless figure, spattered by the quivering flashes from the fire. Her arms extended, and her frantic 

fingers at once besought and repelled. There was in them an expression of eagerness to caress and an 

expression of the most intense loathing. And the girl's hair that had been a splendor, was in these moments 

changed to a disordered mass that hung and swayed in witchlike fashion. 

Again, a terrible cry burst from her. It was more than the shriek of agony--it was directed, personal, addressed 

to him in the chair, the first word of a tragic conversation with the dead. 

It seemed that when she had put her arm about its neck, she had jostled the corpse in such a way that now she 

and it were face to face. The attitude expressed an intention of arising from the table. The eyes, fixed upon 

hers, were filled with an unspeakable hatred. 

The cries of the girl aroused thunders in the tenement. There was a loud slamming of doors, and presently 

there was a roar of feet upon the boards of the stairway. Voices rang out sharply. 

"What is it?" 

"What's th' matter?" 

"He's killin' her!" 

"Slug 'im with anythin' yeh kin lay hold of, Jack!" 

But over all this came the shrill, shrewish tones of a woman. "Ah, th' damned ol' fool, he's drivin' 'er inteh th' 

street--that's what he's doin'. He's drivin' 'er inteh th' street." 

https://americanliterature.com/author/stephen-crane/short-story/a-desertion 

https://americanliterature.com/author/stephen-crane/short-story/a-desertion
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Sleeplessness on a Summer Night 
by Umberto Saba 

Issue no. 106 (Spring 1988) 

I lie down in the grass 

under the stars, on 

a night that can 

make a religious pleasure of my own 

dark sleeplessness. 

My pillow is a stone. 

A dog sits two steps away. 

He sits motionless and stares 

at a still point, far away. 

He seems almost lost in thought, 

rapt in a ceremony, 

as if the silences of the infinite 

pass through his body. 

Under such a sky of deepest blue, 

on such a starry night, 

Jacob dreamed he saw 

the angels’ ladder stretching from the sky 

to his pillow, a stone. 

Upon innumerable stars the boy 

reckoned the generations he’d beget; 

there in that country where he’d fled the hate 

of Esau, the stronger one, 

an empire unshakable that poured 

its riches on his progeny to come; 

and the incubus of his dream was the Lord 

who wrestled with him. 

  

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=ae74323eb2&e=d538c8f2e0 
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https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=ae74323eb2&e=d538c8f2e0
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Colorful corals may be calling crucial algae back home 

By Nick Lavars 

 

Scientists have unraveled the mystery behind a form of "colorful bleaching" in coral reefs 

shalamov/Depositphotos 

One of the ways coral reacts to abnormal sea temperatures is by expelling tiny algae that lives in its tissues, a 

process that drives the type of bleaching events that have devastated Australia’s Great Barrier Reef in recent 

years. But not all corals respond by turning ghostly white, with some instead becoming shimmering arrays of 

bright neon colors. The authors of a new study believe this is an attempt to lure the much-needed algae back 

home. 

A lot of the coral species that make up structures like Australia’s Great Barrier Reef survive by way of a 

delicate symbiotic relationship with this algae, which shelter in their cells and provides them with energy via 

photosynthesis. When sea temperatures rise, it causes this relationship to break down, with the algae 

abandoning their homes to leave the coral white, withering and in danger of dying. 

https://newatlas.com/author/nick-lavars/
https://depositphotos.com/44989073/stock-photo-coral-reef-underwater.html
https://newatlas.com/environment/great-barrier-reef-third-bleaching-australia/
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In what has been a mystery to scientists, however, some of these algae-free coral respond by exhibiting a 

variety of bright colors instead. To study this phenomenon, scientists at the University of Southampton 

conducted laboratory experiments at their coral aquarium facility, through which they found these corals 

produce a type of protective “sunscreen” layer that presents as these colorful displays. 

The Coral Reef Laboratory at the University of Southampton 

Wiedenmann/D'Angelo 

This is a consequence of a business as usual approach on part of the corals, the team found. In the absence of 

the all-important algae to absorb light, it bounces around inside the coral tissue to give it its white appearance, 

But when these corals are able to continue some of their normal functions, this internal light instead boosts the 

production of colorful photoprotective pigments, which act a lure for the returning algae. 

“The resulting sunscreen layer will subsequently promote the return of the symbionts,” says Professor Jörg 

Wiedenmann, head of the University of Southampton’s Coral Reef Laboratory. “As the recovering algal 

population starts taking up the light for their photosynthesis again, the light levels inside the coral will drop 

and the coral cells will lower the production of the colorful pigments to their normal level.” 

The scientists believe that corals exhibiting this behavior have most likely experienced mild or short-lived 

warming events, rather than the type of extreme and drawn-out temperature rises that threaten much of the 

world’s reefs. 

“Bleaching is not always a death sentence for corals, the coral animal can still be alive,” says Dr Cecilia 

D’Angelo, Lecturer of Molecular Coral Biology at the University of Southampton. “If the stress event is mild 

enough, corals can re-establish the symbiosis with their algal partner. Unfortunately, recent episodes of global 

bleaching caused by unusually warm water have resulted in high coral mortality, leaving the world’s coral 

reefs struggling for survival.” 

The team’s research was published in the journal Current Biology, while the video below details this process 

of "colorful bleaching." 

Colourful Coral Bleaching 

Source: University of Southampton 

We recommend 

1. Afatinib for the Treatment of Non-Small Cell Lung Cancer Harboring Uncommon EGFR Mutations: 

A Database of 693 Cases 

https://newatlas.com/environment/coral-reef-collapse-end-of-century-study/
https://www.cell.com/current-biology/fulltext/S0960-9822(20)30571-6
https://www.southampton.ac.uk/news/2020/05/colourful-corals.page
https://www.jto.org/article/S1556-0864(20)30014-9/fulltext?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=JTO_TrendMD_1
https://www.jto.org/article/S1556-0864(20)30014-9/fulltext?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=JTO_TrendMD_1
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James Chih-Hsin Yang et. al., JTO, 2020 

1. Safety analysis from a phase 3 trial of talazoparib in patients with germline BRCA-mutated 

advanced breast cancer 

Hurvitz SA et al., Oncologist, 2020 

Powered by 

 

Nick Lavars 

Nick has been writing and editing at New Atlas for over six years, where he has covered everything from 

distant space probes to self-driving cars to oddball animal science. He previously spent time at The 

Conversation, Mashable and The Santiago Times, earning a Masters degree in communications from 

Melbourne’s RMIT University along the way. 

 

https://newatlas.com/biology/bleached-corals-colorful-lure-

algae/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=52d79ae5f9-

EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_05_22_08_18&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-52d79ae5f9-

92970593 
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Her Freedom 

by Ethel M. Dell 

 

"We have been requested to announce that the marriage arranged between Viscount Merrivale and Miss 

Hilary St. Orme will not take place." 

Viscount Merrivale was eating his breakfast when he chanced upon this announcement. He was late that 

morning, and, contrary to custom, was skimming through the paper at the same time. But the paragraph 

brought both occupations to an abrupt standstill. He stared at the sheet for a few moments as if he thought it 

was bewitched. His brown face reddened, and he looked as if he were about to say something. Then he 

pushed the paper aside with a contemptuous movement and drank his coffee. 

His servant, appearing in answer to the bell a few minutes later, looked at him with furtive curiosity. He had 

already seen the announcement, being in the habit of studying society items before placing the paper on the 

breakfast-table. But Merrivale's clean-shaven face was free from perturbation, and the man was puzzled. 

"Reynolds," Merrivale said, "I shall go out of town this afternoon. Have the motor ready at four!" 

"Very good, my lord." Reynolds glanced at the table and noted with some satisfaction that his master had only 

eaten one egg. 

"Yes, I have finished," Merrivale said, taking up the paper. "If Mr. Culver calls, ask him to be good enough to 

wait for me. And--that's all," he ended abruptly as he reached the door. 

"As cool as a cucumber!" murmured Reynolds, as he began to clear the table. "I shouldn't wonder but what he 

stuck the notice in hisself." 

Merrivale, still with the morning paper in his hand, strolled easily down to his club and collected a few letters. 

He then sauntered into the smoking-room, where a knot of men, busily conversing in undertones, gave him 

awkward greeting. 

Merrivale lighted a cigar and sat down deliberately to study his paper. 

Nearly an hour later he rose, nodded to several members, who glanced up at him expectantly, and serenely 

took his departure. 

A general buzz of discussion followed. 

"He doesn't look exactly heart-broken," one man observed. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/ethel-m-dell
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"Hearts grow tough in the West," remarked another. "He has probably done the breaking-off himself. Jack 

Merrivale, late of California, isn't the sort of chap to stand much trifling." 

A young man with quizzical eyes broke in with a laugh. 

"Ask Mr. Cosmo Fletcher! He is really well up on that subject." 

"Also Mr. Richard Culver, apparently," returned the first speaker. 

Culver grinned and bowed. 

"Certainly, sir," he said. "But--luckily for himself--he has never qualified for a leathering from Jack 

Merrivale, late of California. I don't believe myself that he did do the breaking-off. As they haven't met more 

than a dozen times, it can't have gone very deep with him. And, anyhow, I am certain the girl never cared 

twopence for anything except his title, the imp. She's my cousin, you know, so I can call her what I like--

always have." 

"I shouldn't abuse the privilege in Merrivale's presence if I were you," remarked the man who had expressed 

the opinion that Merrivale was not one to stand much trifling. 

* * * * * 

"Well, but wasn't it unreasonable?" said Hilary St. Orme, with hands clasped daintily behind her dark head. 

"Who could stand such tyranny as that? And surely it's much better to find out before than after. I hate 

masterful men, Sybil. I am quite sure I could never have been happy with him." 

The girl's young step-mother looked across at the pretty, mutinous face and sighed. 

"It wasn't a nice way of telling him so, I'm afraid, dear," she said. "Your father is very vexed." 

"But it was beautifully conclusive, wasn't it?" laughed Hilary. "As to the poor old pater, he won't keep it up 

for ever, bless his simple heart, that did want its daughter to be a viscountess. So while the fit lasts I propose 

to judiciously absent my erring self. It's a nuisance to have to miss all the fun this season; but with the pater in 

the sulks it wouldn't be worth it. So I'm off to-morrow to join Bertie and the house-boat at Riverton. As Dick 

has taken a bungalow close by, we shall be quite a happy family party. They will be happy; I shall be happy; 

and you--positively, darling, you won't have a care left in the world. If it weren't for your matrimonial bonds, 

I should quite envy you." 

"I don't think you ought to go down to Riverton without someone responsible to look after you," objected 

Mrs. St. Orme dubiously. 

"My dear little mother, what a notion!" cried her step-daughter with a merry laugh. "Who ever dreamt of the 

proprieties on the river? Why, I spent a whole fortnight on the house-boat with only Bertie and the Badger 
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that time the poor old pater and I fell out over--what was it? Well, it doesn't matter. Anyhow, I did. And no 

one a bit the worse. Bertie is equal to a dozen duennas, as everyone knows." 

"Don't you really care, I wonder?" said Mrs. St. Orme, with wondering eyes on the animated face. 

"Why should I, dear?" laughed the girl, dropping upon a hassock at her side. "I am my own mistress. I have a 

little money, and--considering I am only twenty-four--quite a lot of wisdom. As to being Viscountess 

Merrivale, I will say it fascinated me a little--just at first, you know. And the poor old pater was so respectful 

I couldn't help enjoying myself. But the gilt soon wore off the gingerbread, and I really couldn't enjoy what 

was left. I said to myself, 'My dear, that man has the makings of a hectoring bully. You must cut yourself 

loose at once if you don't want to develop into that most miserable of all creatures, a down-trodden wife.' So 

after our little tiff of the day before yesterday I sent the notice off forthwith. And--you observe--it has taken 

effect. The tyrant hasn't been near." 

"You really mean to say the engagement wasn't actually broken off before you sent it?" said Mrs. St. Orme, 

looking shocked. 

"It didn't occur to either of us," said Hilary, looking down with a smile at the corners of her mouth. "He chose 

to take exception to my being seen riding in the park with Mr. Fletcher. And I took exception to his 

interference. Not that I like Mr. Fletcher, for I don't. But I had to assert my right to choose my own friends. 

He disputed it. And then we parted. No one is going to interfere with my freedom." 

"You were never truly in love with him, then?" said Mrs. St. Orme, regret and relief struggling in her voice. 

Hilary looked up with clear eyes. 

"Oh, never, darling!" she said tranquilly. "Nor he with me. I don't know what it means; do you? You can't--

surely--be in love with the poor old pater?" 

She laughed at the idea and idly took up a paper lying at hand. Half a minute later she uttered a sharp cry and 

looked up with flaming cheeks. 

"How--how--dare he?" she cried, almost incoherent with angry astonishment. "Sybil! For Heaven's sake! 

See!" 

She thrust the paper upon her step-mother's knee and pointed with a finger that shook uncontrollably at a brief 

announcement in the society column. 

"We are requested to state that the announcement in yesterday's issue that the marriage arranged between 

Viscount Merrivale and Miss Hilary St. Orme would not take place was erroneous. The marriage will take 

place, as previously announced, towards the end of the season." 

* * * * * 
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"What sublime assurance!" exclaimed Bertie St. Orme, lying on his back in the luxurious punt which his sister 

was leisurely impelling up stream, and laughing up at her flushed face. "This viscount of yours seems to have 

plenty of decision of character, whatever else he may be lacking in." 

Bertie St. Orme was a cripple, and spent every summer regularly upon the river with his old manservant, 

nicknamed "the Badger." 

"Oh, he is quite impossible!" Hilary declared. "Let's talk of something else!" 

"But he means to keep you to your word, eh?" her brother persisted. "How will you get out of it?" 

Hilary's face flushed more deeply, and she bit her lip. 

"There won't be any getting out of it. Don't be silly! I am free." 

"The end of the season!" teased Bertie. "That allows you--let's see--four, five, six more weeks of freedom." 

"Be quiet, if you don't want a drenching!" warned Hilary. "Besides," she added, with inconsequent optimism, 

"anything may happen before then. Why, I may even be married to a man I really like." 

"Great Scotland, so you may!" chuckled her brother. "There's the wild man that Dick has brought down here 

to tame before launching at society. He's a great beast like a brown bear. He wouldn't be my taste, but that's a 

detail." 

"I hate fashionable men!" declared Hilary, with scarlet face. "I'd rather marry a red Indian than one of these 

inane men about town." 

"Ho! ho!" laughed Bertie. "Then Dick's wild man will be quite to your taste. As soon as he leaves off 

worrying mutton-bones with his fingers and teeth, we'll ask Dick to bring him to dine." 

"You're perfectly disgusting!" said Hilary, digging her punt-pole into the bed of the river with a vicious 

plunge. "If you don't mean to behave yourself, I won't stay with you." 

"Oh, yes, you will," returned Bertie with brotherly assurance. "You wouldn't miss Dick's aborigine for 

anything--and I don't blame you, for he's worth seeing. Dick assures me that he is quite harmless, or I don't 

know that I should care to venture my scalp at such close quarters." 

"You're positively ridiculous to-day," Hilary declared. 

* * * * * 

A perfect summer morning, a rippling blue river that shone like glass where the willows dipped and trailed, 

and a girl who sang a murmurous little song to herself as she slid down the bank into the laughing stream. 
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Ah, it was heavenly! The sun-flecks on the water danced and swam all about her. The trees whispered to one 

another above her floating form. The roses on the garden balustrade of Dick Culver's bungalow nodded as 

though welcoming a friend. She turned over and struck out vigorously, swimming up-stream. It was June, and 

the whole world was awake and singing. 

"It's better than the entire London season put together," she murmured to herself, as she presently came 

drifting back. 

A whiff of tobacco-smoke interrupted her soliloquy. She shook back her wet hair and stood up waist-deep in 

the clear, green water. 

"What ho, Dick!" she called gaily. "I can't see you, but I know you're there. Come down and have a swim, you 

lazy boy!" 

There followed a pause. Then a diffident voice with an unmistakably foreign accent made reply. 

"Were you speaking to me?" 

Glancing up in the direction of the voice, Hilary discovered a stranger seated against the trunk of a willow on 

the high bank above her. She started and coloured. She had forgotten Dick's wild man. She described him 

later as the brownest man she had ever seen. His face was brown, the lower part of it covered with a thick 

growth of brown beard. His eyes were brown, surmounted by very bushy eyebrows. His hair was brown. His 

hands were brown. His clothes were brown, and he was smoking what looked like a brown clay pipe. 

Hilary regained her self-possession almost at once. The diffidence of the voice gave her assurance. 

"I thought my cousin was there," she explained. "You are Dick's friend, I think?" 

The man on the bank smiled an affirmative, and Hilary remarked to herself that he had splendid teeth. 

"I am Dick's friend," he said, speaking slowly, as if learning the lesson from her. There was a slight subdued 

twang in his utterance which attracted Hilary immensely. 

She nodded encouragingly to him. 

"I am Dick's cousin," she said. "He will tell you all about me if you ask him." 

"I will certainly ask," the stranger said in his soft, foreign drawl. 

"Don't forget!" called Hilary, as she splashed back into deep water. "And tell him to bring you to dine on our 

house-boat at eight to-night! Bertie and I will be delighted to see you. We were meaning to send a formal 

invitation. But no one stands on ceremony on the river--or in it either," she laughed to herself as she swam 

away with swift, even strokes. 
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"I shouldn't have asked him in that way," she explained to her brother afterwards, "if he hadn't been rather 

shy. One must be nice to foreigners, and dear Dickie's society undiluted would bore me to extinction." 

"I don't think we had better give him a knife at dinner," remarked Bertie. "I shouldn't like you to be scalped, 

darling. It would ruin your prospects. I suppose my only course would be to insist upon his marrying you 

forthwith." 

"Bertie, you're a beast!" said his sister tersely. 

* * * * * 

"We have taken you at your word, you see," sang out Dick Culver from his punt. "I hope you haven't thought 

better of it by any chance, for my friend has been able to think of nothing else all day." 

A slim white figure danced eagerly out of the tiny dining-saloon of the house-boat. 

"Come on board!" she cried hospitably. "The Badger will see to your punt. I am glad you're not late." 

She held out her hand to the new-comer with a pretty lack of ceremony. He looked more than ever like a 

backwoodsman, but it was quite evident that he was pleased with his surroundings. He shook hands with her 

almost reverently, and smiled in a quiet, well-satisfied way. But, having nothing to say, he did not vex himself 

to put it into words--a trait which strongly appealed to Hilary. 

"His name," said Dick Culver, laughing at his cousin over the big man's shoulder, "is Jacques. He has another, 

but, as nobody ever uses it, it isn't to the point, and I never was good at pronunciation. He is a French 

Canadian, with a dash of Yankee thrown in. He is of a peaceable disposition except when roused, when all his 

friends find it advisable to give him a wide berth. He--" 

"That'll do, my dear fellow," softly interposed the stranger, with a gentle lift of the elbow in Culver's 

direction. "Leave Miss St. Orme to find out the rest for herself! I hope she is not easily alarmed." 

"Not at all, I assure you," said Hilary. "Never mind Dick! No one does. Come inside!" 

She led the way with light feet. Her exile from London during the season promised to be less deadly than she 

had anticipated. Unmistakably she liked Dick's wild man. 

They found Bertie in the little roselit saloon, and as he welcomed the stranger Culver drew Hilary aside. 

There was much mystery on his comical face. 

"I'll tell you a secret," he murmured; "this fellow is a great chief in his own country, but he doesn't want 

anyone to know it. He's coming here to learn a little of our ways, and he's particularly interested in English 

women, so be nice to him." 

"I thought you said he was a French Canadian," said Hilary. 
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"That's what he wants to appear," said Culver. "And, anyhow, he had a Yankee mother. I know that for a fact. 

He's quite civilised, you know. You needn't be afraid of him." 

"Afraid!" exclaimed Hilary. 

Turning, she found the new-comer looking at her with brown eyes that were soft under the bushy brows. 

"He can't be a red man," she said to herself. "He hasn't got the cheek-bones." 

Leaving Dick to amuse himself, she smiled upon her other guest with winning graciousness and forthwith 

began the dainty task of initiating him into the ways of English women. 

She was relieved to find that, notwithstanding his hairy appearance, he was, as Dick had assured her, quite 

civilised. As the meal proceeded she suddenly conceived an interest in Canada and the States, which had 

never before possessed her. She questioned him with growing eagerness, and he replied with a smile and 

always that half-reverent, half-shy courtliness that had first attracted her. Undoubtedly he was a pleasant 

companion. He clothed the information for which she asked in careful and picturesque language. He was 

ready at any moment to render any service, however slight, but his attentions were so unobtrusive that Hilary 

could not but accept them with pleasure. She maintained her pretty graciousness throughout dinner, anxious to 

set him at his ease. 

"Englishmen are not half so nice," she said to herself, as she rose from the table. And she thought of the 

stubborn Viscount Merrivale as she said it. 

There was a friendly regret at her departure written in the man's eyes as he opened the door for her, and with a 

sudden girlish impulse she paused. 

"Why don't you come and smoke your cigar in the punt?" she said. 

He glanced irresolutely over his shoulder at the other two men who were discussing some political problem 

with much absorption. 

With a curious desire to have her way with him, the girl waited with a little laugh. 

"Come!" she said softly. "You can't be interested in British politics." 

He looked at her with his friendly, silent smile, and followed her out. 

* * * * * 

"Isn't it heavenly?" breathed Hilary, as she lay back on the velvet cushions and watched the man's strong 

figure bend to the punt-pole. 
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"I think it is Heaven, Miss St. Orme," he answered in a hushed voice. 

The sun had scarcely set in a cloudless shimmer of rose, and, sailing up from the east, a full moon cast a 

rippling, silvery pathway upon the mysterious water. 

The girl drew a long sigh of satisfaction, then laughed a little. 

"What a shame to make you work after dinner!" she said. 

She saw his smile in the moonlight. 

"Do you call this work?" She seemed to hear a faint ring of amusement in the slowly-uttered question. 

"You are very strong," she said almost involuntarily. 

"Yes," he agreed quietly, and there suddenly ran a curious thrill through her--a feeling that she and he had 

once been kindred spirits together in another world. 

She felt as if their intimacy had advanced by strides when she spoke again, and the sensation was one of a 

strange, quivering delight which the perfection of the June night seemed to wholly justify. Anyhow, it was not 

a moment for probing her inner self with searching questions. She turned a little and suffered her fingers to 

trail through the moonlit water. 

"I wonder if you would tell me something?" she said almost diffidently. 

"If it lies in my power," he answered courteously. 

"You may think it rude," she suggested, with a most unusual attack of timidity. It had been her habit all her 

life to command rather than to request. But somehow the very courtesy with which this man treated her made 

her uncertain of herself. 

"I shall not think anything so--impossible," he assured her gently, and again she saw his smile. 

"Well," she said, looking up at him intently, "will you--please--let me into your secret? I promise I won't tell. 

But do tell me who you are!" 

There followed a silence, during which the man leaned a little on his pole, gazing downwards while he kept 

the punt motionless. The water babbled round them with a tinkling murmur that was like the laughter of fairy 

voices. They had passed beyond the region of house-boats and bungalows, and the night was very still. 

At last the man spoke, and the girl gave a queer little motion of relief. 
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"I should like to tell you everything there is to know about me," he said in his careful, foreign English. "But--

will you forgive me?--I do not feel myself able to do so--yet. Some day I will answer your question gladly--I 

hope some day soon--if you are kind enough to continue to extend to me your interest and your friendship." 

He looked down into Hilary's uplifted face with a queer wistfulness that struck unexpectedly straight to her 

heart. She felt suddenly that this man's past contained something of loss and disappointment of which he 

could not lightly speak to a mere casual acquaintance. 

With the quickness of impulse characteristic of her, she smiled sympathetic comprehension. 

"And you won't even tell me your name?" she said. 

He bent again to the pole, and she saw his teeth shine in the moonlight. "I think my friend told you one of my 

names," he said. 

"Oh, it's much too commonplace," she protested. "Quite half the men I know are called Jack." 

And then for the first time she heard him laugh--a low, exultant laugh that sent the blood in a sudden rush to 

her cheeks. 

"Shall we go back now?" she suggested, turning her face away. 

He obeyed her instantly, and the punt began to glide back through the ripples. 

No further word passed between them till, as they neared the house-boat, the high, keen notes of a flute 

floated out upon the tender silence. 

Hilary glanced up sharply, the moonlight on her face, and saw a group of men in a punt moored under the 

shadowy bank. One of them raised his hand and sent a ringing salutation across the water. 

Hilary nodded and turned aside. There was annoyance on her face--the annoyance of one suddenly awakened 

from a dream of complete enjoyment. 

Her companion asked no question. He was bending vigorously to his work. But she seemed to consider some 

explanation to be due to him. 

"That," she said, "is a man I know slightly. His name is Cosmo Fletcher." 

"A friend?" asked the big man. 

Hilary coloured a little. 

"Well," she said half-reluctantly, "I suppose one would call him that." 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 532  september 2020 

 

84 

* * * * * 

"I believe you're in love with Culver's half-breed American," said Cosmo Fletcher brutally, nearly three 

weeks later. He had just been rejected finally and emphatically by the girl who faced him in the stern of his 

skiff. 

She was very pale, but her eyes were full of resolution as they met his. 

"That," she said, "is no business of yours. Please take me back!" 

He looked as if he would have liked to refuse, but her steadfast eyes compelled him. Sullenly he turned the 

boat. 

Dead silence reigned between them till, as they rounded a bend in the river and came within sight of the 

house-boat, Fletcher, glancing over his shoulder, caught sight of a big figure seated on the deck. 

Then he turned to the girl with a sneer: 

"It might interest Jack Merrivale to hear of this pretty little romance of yours," he said. 

The colour flamed in her cheeks. 

"Tell him then!" she said defiantly. 

"I think I must," said Fletcher. "He and I are such old friends." 

He waited for her to tell him that it was on his account that they had quarrelled, but she would not so far 

gratify him, maintaining a stubborn silence till they drew alongside. Jacques rose to hand her on board. 

"I hope you have enjoyed your row," he said courteously. 

"Thanks!" she returned briefly, avoiding his eyes. "I think it is too hot to enjoy anything to-day." 

The tea-kettle was singing merrily on the dainty brass spirit-lamp, and she sat down at the table forthwith. 

Jacques stood beside her, silent and friendly as a tame mastiff. Perhaps his presence after what had just passed 

between herself and Fletcher made her nervous, or perhaps her thoughts were elsewhere and she forgot to be 

cautious. Whatever the cause, she took up the kettle carelessly and knocked it against the spirit-lamp with 

some force. 

Jacques swooped forward and steadied it before it could overturn; but the dodging flame caught the girl's 

muslin sleeve and set it ablaze in an instant. She uttered a cry and started up with a wild idea of flinging 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 532  september 2020 

 

85 

herself into the river, but Jacques was too quick for her. He turned and seized the burning fabric in his great 

hands, ripping it away from her arm and crushing out the flames with unflinching strength. 

"Don't be frightened!" he said. "It's all right. I've got it out." 

"And what of you?" she gasped, eyes of horror on his blackened hands. 

He smiled at her reassuringly. 

"Well done, man!" cried Dick Culver. "It was like you to save her life while we were thinking about it. Are 

you hurt, Hilary?" 

"No," she said, with trembling lips. "But--but--" 

She broke off on the verge of tears, and Dick considerately transferred his attention to his friend. 

"Let's see the damage, old fellow!" 

"It is nothing," said Jacques, still faintly smiling. "Yes, you may see it if you like, if only to prove that I speak 

the truth." 

He thrust out one hand and displayed a scorched and blistered palm. 

"Call that nothing!" began Dick. 

Fletcher suddenly pushed forward with an oath that startled them all. 

"I should know that hand anywhere!" he exclaimed. "You infernal, lying impostor!" 

There was an elaborate tattoo of the American flag on the extended wrist, to which he pointed with a furious 

laugh. 

"Deny it if you can!" he said. 

Jacques looked at him gravely, without the smallest sign of agitation. 

"You certainly have good reason to know that hand rather well," he said after a moment, speaking with 

extreme deliberation, "considering that it has had the privilege of giving you the finest thrashing of your life." 

Fletcher turned purple. He looked as if he were going to strike the speaker on the mouth. But before he could 

raise his hand Hilary suddenly forced herself between them. 
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"Mr. Fletcher," she said, her voice quivering with anger, "go instantly! There is your boat. And never come 

near us again!" 

Fletcher fell back a step, but he was too furious to obey such a command. 

"Do you think I am going to leave that confounded humbug to have it all his own way?" he snarled. "I tell 

you--" 

But here Culver intervened. 

"You shut up!" he ordered sternly. "We've had too much of you already. You had better go." 

He took Fletcher imperatively by the arm, but Jacques intervened. 

"Pray let the gentleman speak, Dick!" he said. "It will ease his feelings perhaps." 

"No!" broke in Hilary breathlessly. "No, no! I won't listen! I tell you I won't!" facing the big man almost 

fiercely. "Tell me yourself if you like!" 

He looked at her closely, still with that odd half-smile upon his face. 

Then, before them all, he took her hand, and, bending, held it to his lips. 

"Thank you, Hilary!" he said very softly. 

In the privacy of her own cabin Hilary removed her tatters and cooled her tingling cheeks. She and her brother 

were engaged to dine at Dick's bungalow that night, but an overwhelming shyness possessed her, and at the 

last moment she persuaded Bertie to go alone. It was plain that for some reason Bertie was hugely amused, 

and she thought it rather heartless of him. 

She dined alone on the house-boat with her face to the river. Her fright had made her somewhat nervous, and 

she was inclined to start at every sound. When the meal was over she went up to her favourite retreat on the 

upper deck. A golden twilight still lingered in the air, and the river was mysteriously calm. But the girl's heart 

was full of a heavy restlessness. Each time she heard a punt-pole striking on the bed of the river she raised her 

head to look. 

He came at last--the man for whom her heart waited. He was punting rapidly down-stream, and she could not 

see his face. Yet she knew him, by the swing of his arms, the goodly strength of his muscles,--and by the 

suffocating beating of her heart. She saw that one hand was bandaged, and a passionate feeling that was 

almost rapture thrilled through and through her at the sight. Then he shot beyond her vision, and she heard the 

punt bump against the house-boat. 

"It's a gentleman to see you, miss," said the Badger, thrusting a grey and grinning visage up the stairs. 
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"Ask him to come up!" said Hilary, steadying her voice with an effort. 

A moment later she rose to receive the man she loved. And her heart suddenly ceased to beat. 

"You!" she gasped, in a choked whisper. 

He came straight forward. The last light of the day shone on his smooth brown face, with its steady eyes and 

strong mouth. 

"Yes," he said, and still through his quiet tones she seemed to hear a faint echo of the subdued twang which 

dwellers in the Far West sometimes acquire. "I, John Merrivale, late of California, beg to render to you, 

Hilary St. Orme, in addition to my respectful homage, that freedom for which you have not deigned to ask." 

She stared at him dumbly, one hand pressed against her breast. The ripple of the river ran softly through the 

silence. Slowly at last Merrivale turned to go. 

And then sharply, uncertainly, she spoke. 

"Wait, please!" she said. 

She moved close to him and laid her hand on the flower-bedecked balustrade, trembling very much. 

"Why have you done this?" Her quivering voice sounded like a prayer. 

He hesitated, then answered her quietly through the gloom. 

"I did it because I loved you." 

"And what did you hope to gain by it?" breathed Hilary. 

He did not answer, and she drew a little nearer as though his silence reassured her. 

"Wouldn't it have saved a lot of trouble," she said, her voice very low but no longer uncertain, "if you had 

given me my freedom in the first place? Don't you think you ought to have done that?" 

"I don't know," Merrivale said. "That fellow spoilt my game. So I offer it to you now--with apologies." 

"I should have appreciated it--in the first place," said Hilary, and suddenly there was a ripple of laughter in 

her voice like an echo of the water below them. "But now I--I--have no use for it. It's too late. Do you know, 

Jack, I'm not sure he did spoil your game after all!" 

He turned towards her swiftly, and she thrust out her hands to him with a quick sob that became a laugh as she 

felt his arms about her. 
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"You hairless monster!" she said. "What woman ever wanted freedom when she could have--Love?" 

* * * * * 

Two days later Viscount Merrivale's friends at the club read with interest and some amusement the 

announcement that his marriage to Miss Hilary St. Orme had been fixed to take place on the last day of the 

month. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/ethel-m-dell/short-story/her-freedom 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/ethel-m-dell/short-story/her-freedom


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 532  september 2020 

 

89 

The Linguistic Case for Sh*t Hitting the Fan 

Idioms have a special power to draw people together in a way that plain speech doesn’t. 

 

Getty 

By: Chi Luu 

From the shock of a devastating pandemic, to a grim economic future for many millions, to the widespread 

protests reaching the boiling point over police brutality and systemic racism, it certainly appears that, in the 

words of that popular idiomatic expression, “shit has hit the fan.” This is especially true for those who keep 

getting the short (or in some circles, shitty) end of the stick. When we think of the extraordinary mess we’re 

all in together, it seems to be a particularly evocative way for many to wryly express and understand how we 

got here, as Hemingway would put it, “gradually and then suddenly.” 

Why use an idiom, and such a colorful one at that, where a more direct, more serious statement describing 

what’s happening might suffice? Not to be taken literally (unless you absolutely must, for science), there’s 

still something about this expression, and others like it which, far more than everyday language, seems to 

metaphorically hit home the intensity of the messy consequences for the future. 

https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/chi-luu/
https://ew.com/article/2010/10/14/mythbusters-poop/
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Idioms, though seemingly mundane, are the fossilized poetry of language. 

So how does a phrase that doesn’t actually mean what it says still manage to be so usefully informative? 

Arbiters of linguistic style often assume that idioms are a kind of “exhausted speech” that once meant 

something but has become a set of lazy linguistic shortcuts to predigested ideas. We may “chew the fat” with 

someone or “chew them out,” “pull someone’s leg” or “pull strings” to get a job. With language full of 

idioms, should well-worn expressions like “kick the bucket” kick the bucket in favor of more direct ways of 

speaking? 

To paraphrase Emerson, idioms, though seemingly mundane, are the fossilized poetry of language. Their 

origins are often frozen in time, lost in the mists of metaphor and meaning. As excitable paleoscatologists 

find value in fossilized excrement of an ancient age, so might we delve into the whys and wherefores of the 

most disreputable scatologically adjacent idioms. 

The true origins of the expression “shit hits the fan” are largely undetermined, though some sources suggest 

that Canada is to blame—it might have come from particularly picturesque Canadian military language of 

the early twentieth century. Another suggestion is that the idiom is descended from “an old joke”: 

A man in a crowded bar needed to defecate but couldn’t find a bathroom, so he went upstairs and used a hole 

in the floor. Returning, he found everyone had gone except the bartender, who was cowering behind the bar. 

When the man asked what had happened, the bartender replied, “Where were you when the shit hit the fan?” 

Variants such as “egg,” “soup,” and “stuff” hitting the fan suggest that the idiom was familiar enough to 

inspire bowdlerized versions. Even with the scatological reference toned down, the image splattered across 

your mind is enough to convey the chaos that could result. It’s an idiom that tells an evocative microstory in a 

handful of common words. 

On the other hand, older idioms, such as getting “the short end of the stick,” are even more frozen in place. 

We might wonder what all the fuss is about a stick, much less the short (or shitty) end of it. One explanation 

is that, apparently, in medieval England, there were “instruments shaped like hockey sticks, which were kept 

in privies in lieu of paper, where one might have regretted seizing the wrong end of the stick in the dark.” If 

this is true, it might be that those who were caught out by the surprising pandemic run on the humble roll of 

toilet paper really did get the short end of the stick. 

Since idioms often begin life as metaphors or other expressions of figurative speech, their individual words 

can’t generally predict their meanings, even if they may be graphically memorable. Because of this, an 

interesting aspect of idioms is that they usually can only be used in limited ways syntactically, especially the 

older the idiom is. Changing an idiom into a passive version of itself—for example, “the fan was hit by 

shit”—wouldn’t mean the same thing, much less have the same effect. While modern slang memes can 

playfully “not give a fuck” by switching up the phrasing syntactically—”not a single fuck was given”—

usually this kind of transformation would result in the idiom becoming no idiom at all. 

https://daily.jstor.org/the-linguistic-case-for-sht-hitting-the-fan/
https://www.jstor.org/stable/24242102?mag=the-linguistic-case-for-sht-hitting-the-fan
https://daily.jstor.org/tracing-general-hannibals-path-across-the-alps-in-poop/
https://daily.jstor.org/tracing-general-hannibals-path-across-the-alps-in-poop/
https://www.phrases.org.uk/meanings/when-the-shit-hits-the-fan.html
https://www.etymonline.com/word/shit
https://www.jstor.org/stable/455954?mag=the-linguistic-case-for-sht-hitting-the-fan
https://www.jstor.org/stable/416483?mag=the-linguistic-case-for-sht-hitting-the-fan
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An unusual variant of a conventional idiom. 

So most idiomatic expressions, fused into a petrified form of speech, are limited in how they can be used 

linguistically. This makes their powerful social impact even more surprising, especially considering their 

mundane familiarity to most people. As poet Tony Hoagland puts it, “Idiom’s great alchemical trick is the 

quickness with which it fabricates intimacy between speaker and audience.” Idioms, however shopworn, can 

do this naturally in a way that’s much harder for plain and ordinary literal language. 

For one, a shared understanding of the unpredictable meaning of an idiom is a shortcut for two strangers to 

connect and understand each other. For another, idioms typically are used in informal, conversational contexts 

and often describe the social things that affect our lives, such as chatting (“shoot the breeze,” “chew the fat”) 

or revealing gossip (“spill the beans,” “let the cat out of the bag”). 

In fact, linguists Paul Drew and Elizabeth Holt found that the use of idioms in conversation doesn’t just 

happen randomly. They noticed a marked use of idioms where people describe personal difficulties in 

their lives. Idioms also seem to be used even more frequently when speakers need to bring an unsympathetic 

or neutral audience over to their side—to convince others that their beliefs, their feelings, their grievances are 

valid, to persuade them to be allies, to legitimize their ideas. 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/24242102?mag=the-linguistic-case-for-sht-hitting-the-fan
https://www.jstor.org/stable/800594?mag=the-linguistic-case-for-sht-hitting-the-fan
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Linguist Anita Pomeranz’s study of how people legitimize their own claims, such as through justifying, 

defending, accusing, or complaining, shows that there is a tendency to grasp at hyperbolic language in making 

a case. Using language like “every time,” “everyone,” “brand new,” or “completely innocent” is a strategy to 

convince skeptical audiences that the claims are valid, but it also requires making conditions seem more 

extreme than they might be. 

As Drew and Holt discuss, this approach can backfire because extreme language might not be literally factual. 

If you complain that no one ever does the dishes but you, for example, someone in your household might 

invalidate your claim by saying that they did the dishes at least once. But since everyone who speaks the same 

language understands that idioms are figurative, they can’t be challenged in the same way: They can really 

take the cake in being wildly hyperbolic and extreme in themselves. 

Weekly Newsletter 

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

Subscribe
 

Privacy Policy   Contact Us 

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

Idioms can help sum up a persuasive, casually told story, crafted to convince, with all the right details and 

extreme intensity of feeling, without the expectation that it has to be literally true. If, for example, you say 

that breaking a bone “hurt more than the devil in hell,” a skeptical listener can’t dispute this on a factual basis, 

but they might feel drawn to understand if not sympathize with you, thanks to a mutual understanding of the 

same figurative language. 

Idiomatic expressions may well be old and shabby language, but they are our own speech, from the 

Greek idios, “one’s own.” Fossilized idiomatic language, like the newest of new slang in an exclusive 

subculture, has a special power to draw two people together in a kind of linguistic intimacy, to express 

intensities of thought and feeling about their uncertain and sometimes unjust worlds, when the literal meaning 

of things just doesn’t cut it. 

 

https://daily.jstor.org/the-linguistic-case-for-sht-hitting-the-fan/ 
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Variations on a Passage in Edward Abbey 
by Robert Hass 

Issue no. 191 (Winter 2009) 

A dune begins with an obstacle—a stone, a shrub, a log,  

anything heavy enough to resist being moved by wind. 

This obstacle forms a wind shadow on its leeward side,  

making eddies in the currents, now fast, now slow, of the air, 

exactly as a rock in a stream causes an eddy in the water.  

Within the eddy the wind moves with less force and less velocity 

than the airstreams on either side, creating what geologists call  

the surface of discontinuity. And it is here that the wind 

tends to drop part of its load of sand. The sand particles,  

which hop or bounce along the earth before the wind, 

begin to accumulate,  

                        creating a greater eddy in the air currents  

and capturing still more sand.  

                                It’s thus a dune is formed. 

Viewed in cross section, sand dunes display a characteristic profile.  

On the windward side the angle of ascent is low and gradual— 

twenty to twenty-five degrees from the horizontal. On the leeward side  

the slope is much steeper, usually about thirty-four degrees— 

the angle of repose of sand and most other loose materials.  

The steep side of the dune is called the slip face  

                                                because of the slides  

that occur as sand is driven up the windward side  

and deposited on or just over the crest.  

                                        The weight of the crest  

eventually becomes greater than can be supported by the sand beneath,  

so the extra sand slumps down the slip face  

                                         and the whole dune  

advances in the direction of the prevailing wind, until some obstacle  

like a mountain intervenes.  

                            This movement, this grand slow march  

across the earth’s surface, has an external counterpart in the scouring  

movement of glaciers,  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=159140ed85&e=d538c8f2e0
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                        and an internal one in the movement of grief  

which has something in it of the desert’s bareness  

And can be, like the desert’s beauty, immensely wide. 

 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-
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Age-related vision loss prevented by exercise in experimental study 

By Rich Haridy 

 

A new study offers the first experimental evidence to show exercise can slow macular degeneration 

stokkete/Depositphotos 

We know exercise is a good thing. It improves everything from cardiovascular disease to one’s cognitive 

health. Observational studies have also seen physical activity lessen age-related vision loss, but until now it 

hasn’t been clear how causal that relationship has been. New research from the University of Virginia (UVA) 

is offering the first experimental evidence to show how exercise can directly slow, or even prevent, macular 

degeneration. 

“There has long been a question about whether maintaining a healthy lifestyle can delay or prevent the 

development of macular degeneration,” says Bradley Gelfand, a researcher working on the new study. “The 

way that question has historically been answered has been by taking surveys of people, asking them what they 

are eating and how much exercise they are performing.” 

https://newatlas.com/author/rich-haridy/
https://depositphotos.com/131214552/stock-photo-businessman-in-the-office.html
https://newatlas.com/tag/exercise/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/heart-health-improved-exercise/52874/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/exercise-brain-boost/52724/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/exercise-brain-boost/52724/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
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But those kinds of studies are prone to self-reporting errors. And as Gelfand notes, even if there is an 

observed association between increased physical activity and reduced vision loss, it doesn’t necessarily imply 

a causal link. After all, as people get older and their vision declines they naturally exercise and move about 

less. 

So Gelfand and the UVA team set up a series of mouse experiments to investigate whether exercise directly 

affects macular degeneration. Two groups of mice were compared, one group with an exercise wheel in the 

cage, and another group sans the wheel. The voluntary nature of the exercise was important as forced exercise 

exerts a number of stress responses that could negatively influence the results. 

After four weeks the researchers used lasers to induce a form of eye damage called choroidal 

neovascularization (CNV), a major factor in many age-related forms of vision loss that involves an 

overgrowth of blood vessels in a certain part of the eye. The researchers modeled this vision loss factor in the 

mice through laser-induced CNV. 

Across two experiments the researchers discovered blood vessel overgrowth in the exercising mice was 

between 32 and 45 percent lower than in the mice without access to voluntary exercise. Even more interesting 

was the finding that exercising following the laser injury did not improve CNV damage. Only the mice with 

the pre-conditioning of exercise displayed reductions in the subsequent eye damage. 

This all ultimately goes to suggest a small amount of exercise does seem to offer direct preventative outcomes 

against certain types of degenerative vision loss. Exactly what specific molecular mechanism is mediating this 

macular protection is still unclear. One hypothesis raised suggests exercise confers immunomodulatory effects 

that can reduce possible inflammatory actions underpinning age-related macular degeneration. 

The research team hopes to further investigate the key mechanisms at play with a view to developing some 

kind of pharmaceutical treatment to mimic this natural process. 

“The next step is to look at how and why this happens, and to see if we can develop a pill or method that will 

give you the benefits of exercise without having to exercise,” Gelfand said. “We’re talking about a fairly 

elderly population [of people with macular degeneration], many of whom may not be capable of conducting 

the type of exercise regimen that may be required to see some kind of benefit.” 

The new study was published in the journal Investigative Ophthalmology & Visual Science. 

Source: University of Virginia Health 
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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 

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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Patrick Semansky/AP Images 

A student moving out of Howard University during the coronavirus pandemic, Washington, D.C., March 

2020 

Every fall I begin my freshman seminar on higher education by asking students to guess how many colleges 

in the United States admit fewer than 20 percent of their applicants. Estimates range from several hundred to a 

thousand. 

The correct answer is forty-six.1 These schools represent between 1 and 2 percent of the roughly three 

thousand four-year higher-education institutions in the country. But they include the colleges that I attended, 

as did my parents and my children; I imagine that many readers of these pages attended them as well. I would 

also wager that many of us went to college when we were around eighteen, lived on campus, majored in the 

arts and sciences rather than in preprofessional fields, and received our degrees in four years. 

We’re the exception, not the rule. Of the roughly 70 percent of American high school graduates who enroll in 

college, 40 percent attend community college, which is almost never residential; more than a quarter of 

undergraduates are twenty-five or older; most major in business, the health sciences, or other preprofessional 

subjects; and they take an average of six years to complete college, if they finish it at all. Indeed, as David 

Kirp shows in The College Dropout Scandal, nearly 40 percent of undergraduates leave without a degree. 

Thirty-four million Americans—over a tenth of the nation’s population—have some college credits but 

https://www.nybooks.com/articles/2020/07/02/what-is-college-worth/#fn-1
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dropped out before graduating. They are nearly twice as likely as college graduates to be unemployed and 

four times more likely to default on student loans. 

That’s a scandal for the nation, not just for higher education. We like to imagine college as an egalitarian 

force, which reduces the gap between rich and poor. But over the past four decades it has mostly served to 

reinforce or even to widen that gap. During these years—and for the first time in American history—a college 

degree became the sine qua non of middle-class stability and self-sufficiency. Yet rising tuition and declining 

government assistance has put the degree out of reach for many Americans; others have had to borrow huge 

sums, saddling their families and futures with crippling debt.2 

The coronavirus pandemic has compounded these inequalities and thrown them into sharper relief. Some low-

income students were stranded after their colleges closed, with no place to live and no way to leave; those 

who returned home often lacked computers, reliable Wi-Fi, or a quiet place to study when the colleges moved 

their classes online. If instruction remains online in the fall, even more students are likely to drop out. At this 

perilous juncture, we need to ask ourselves not just how we arrived here but also how we might see our way 

out. 

America’s overall student debt burden recently topped $1.5 trillion, exceeding our collective debt on credit 

cards. Twenty-two percent of student loan borrowers are in default—that is, they have failed to make 

scheduled payments for an extended period of time—which is higher than the rate among homeowners. 

Student loan defaults are likely to increase even further now that the Trump administration has loosened 

restrictions on for-profit colleges, whose students have the highest default rate of all. Even when they do not 

default, people graduating with student loan debt are less likely to own homes, attend graduate school, or save 

for retirement; they’re also more likely to delay marriage and parenthood, as the economist and former 

college president James V. Koch writes in The Impoverishment of the American College Student. 

The debt burden falls most heavily on people of color, especially women. Four out of five African-Americans 

graduate college with debt; on average they carry 70 percent more debt than white students do. That’s in part 

because they more often attend for-profit institutions. According to the calculations of the sociologist Tressie 

McMillan Cottom in her bracing study of the for-profits, Lower Ed, there were more low-income black and 

Hispanic women enrolled in for-profit institutions in 2008 than in four-year public and private nonprofit 

colleges combined. It makes sense for them to choose for-profit schools, which have streamlined the process 

for obtaining federal loans; this money can also be used for rent, child care, and the myriad other expenses 

that poor and working-class Americans struggle to pay. One student tells Cottom that the online class format 

favored by many for-profits also allowed him to recycle work from previous courses, so he could obtain 

“those letters after your name”—that is, a degree—without cutting back hours at his day job, which would 

have made the whole process even harder to afford. 

Among low-income students, only those attending highly selective colleges manage to graduate without 

significant debt. That’s because these schools—call them the Fortunate 46—are wealthy enough to award 

substantial scholarships.3 But many poor students at selective schools face an added challenge, which is 

captured by Paul Tough in The Years That Matter Most, his book about “how college makes or breaks us.” 

Often the first members of their families to attend college, many low-income students at elite schools must 

learn the academic skills that are second nature to their well-heeled peers. How do you take notes in class? 

Form a study group? Interact with a professor? When others fly home or to a warm-weather resort over spring 

break, the cash-strapped students stay in the dorms and try to find enough to eat, as campus cafeterias are 
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often closed. Meanwhile, their college experience frequently creates a barrier between them and their 

families, who are alternately envious and dismissive of what they have accomplished. Many struggle with 

imposter syndrome, wondering whether they should be at such a rarified place at all. “It felt like I didn’t 

belong,” one student tells Tough. “It felt like this was a school made for valedictorians, and I should have 

started at community college.” 

Many other students wonder how they will settle up when the bill comes due. Starting in the 1980s the federal 

government steadily replaced grants to students with loans, transforming what was formerly seen as a public 

responsibility into a private one. During these same years, state legislatures raided higher-education budgets 

to pay for roads, prisons, and other allegedly more pressing matters. Public colleges made up the difference 

by raising tuition, which has climbed to over $30,000 per year in some states. Families are now asked to 

invest—quite literally—in their children’s higher education from the time of birth. 

But that kind of planning is beyond the reach of most Americans, who simply lack enough financial stability 

to save for college. As of 2013, only 3 percent of families invested in a 529 or related type of tax-advantaged 

education fund. So parents of college-going students take out new mortgages on their homes and piece 

together various loans with their children, who remain financially dependent long into adulthood. The young 

people moving back home after college aren’t lazy any more than the parents borrowing against their homes 

are spendthrifts; they just don’t have better options. That’s the theme of Indebted, a haunting book by the 

anthropologist Caitlin Zaloom, who interviewed 160 families about their efforts to finance college. Decent-

paying jobs now demand a college credential, but individuals have to figure out how to pay for one by 

themselves. They engage in a version of “social speculation,” as Zaloom calls it, investing in college but 

unsure how to maximize its return. Should they borrow for an expensive college or choose a cheaper one? 

Who should bear the costs—students, their parents, or both? Everyone is flying by the seat of their pants and 

watching their wallets at the same time. 

Taken together, these books paint an altogether gloomy picture of American higher education. Once imagined 

as an engine of mobility, college now augments inequality. And instead of providing economic security, it 

provokes anxiety. The woes of the well-to-do receive the most attention in the popular press, which runs 

frequent features about angst and depression among overscheduled rich high school kids taking six or eight 

Advanced Placement courses in an attempt to gain a coveted slot in the Fortunate 46. Not content to game the 

system by hiring SAT tutors and college counselors, a handful of desperate parents recently paid hundreds of 

thousands of dollars in bribes to fake their children’s athletic prowess and test scores. Of course, these are the 

people with the least to worry about. Most families don’t have the luxury to fret about going to one of the best 

colleges; instead, they wonder whether they can pay for college at all. Underwritten mainly by private dollars, 

college is no longer regarded as a public good: it is a personal investment on the part of individuals and their 

families, not a collective endeavor that benefits all of us. In a 2018 survey, six of ten Americans agreed that 

higher education is “headed in the wrong direction.”4 Are we good enough to change direction, and to 

reinvigorate the idea that college is something we owe to one another and not just to ourselves? 

Iask that question as a faculty member at one of the elite schools, which have not done themselves proud on 

these grounds. With a few notable exceptions, including the University of California’s campuses at Berkeley 

and Los Angeles and the military academies at West Point and Annapolis, almost all of the highly selective 

colleges are privately owned and operated. But they benefit from the public purse in a number of ways, 

starting with the tax break they receive on their enormous endowments. (At last count, my own school’s stood 

at almost $15 billion.) These colleges are proud of their commitment to racial and ethnic diversity, as any 
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university brochure will confirm. What they don’t tell you is that most of the smiling faces in this glorious 

rainbow share the same well-to-do class background. As the Harvard economist Raj Chetty has shown, over 

two thirds of students at the most selective colleges come from the country’s top income quintile, while only 4 

percent come from the lowest one. 

The concentration of rich kids at elite schools has spawned a cottage industry of critics, led by the Yale Law 

School professor Daniel Markovits, who argues that America’s upper class uses higher education to pass on 

privilege in the guise of meritocracy.5 Tough’s book echoes this concern. Many poor students admitted to rich 

schools experience extraordinary success after college, which reminds us that these institutions can indeed 

serve as engines of social mobility. But that doesn’t happen nearly enough; instead, schools reserve their 

advantages mostly for people who already have them. “We seem to have reconstructed, in the guise of 

openness and equality, an old and established aristocracy, one in which money begets money,” Tough 

concludes. 

At most flagship state universities, Koch notes in The Impoverishment of the American College Student, 

administrators have recruited a wealthier clientele and admitted fewer students who qualify for Pell Grants 

and other federal aid. That’s largely because poorer students have lower average test scores and post-

graduation incomes, which bring down schools’ rankings in US News and World Report. Almost everyone in 

higher education simultaneously reviles and reveres the US News juggernaut: at my prior institution, a dean 

often told us that the rankings were illegitimate and that ours was too low. To be fair, public university 

officials are also hamstrung by plummeting allocations from their state legislatures. Koch shows, however, 

that many public colleges have increased tuition beyond what would be necessary to compensate for those 

losses. Rather than increasing access for low-income students, they have invested in other priorities. “Did 

declining state support force us to play Division I basketball?” asks a university president quoted by Koch. 

“Did the legislature require us to build that nifty exercise facility you passed on your way in? Did budget cuts 

cause us to start our new doctoral programs?” Koch adds that the president “wishes to remain unnamed,” and 

it’s easy to see why: the more that colleges invest in these kinds of programs and facilities, the less is left over 

to help poor students go there. Compounding the problem, some public universities provide scholarships to 

residents meeting certain academic standards regardless of need. That means more upper-income students, 

who in some cases end up paying less—believe it or not—than low-income students do. 

When poorer students do enroll, Tough shows in The Years That Matter Most, colleges don’t do nearly 

enough to help them succeed. A few institutions such as Georgia State and Long Beach State Universities 

have radically reduced their dropout rates by providing tutoring, smaller classes, and special advisers for first-

generation and low-income students. They also use a range of digital “nudges,” including text messages 

offering help to students who fail tests and video testimonies from successful minority students describing 

their initial struggles. But this “student success movement”—as Tough calls it—remains in its infancy. Like 

the families they serve, many colleges are simply too busy trying to make ends meet to carve out extra 

resources for at-risk students. Still others are probably fine with taking thousands of dollars from people who 

are likely to fail, because they can easily enroll someone else to take their place. If the new student graduates, 

the school’s retention rate—and its US News ranking—goes up. Everyone walks away happy, except the 

person who has flunked out. 

Here we might pause to ask why we need a “student success movement” at all. Shouldn’t every institution 

prioritize student achievement and retention, Kirp asks in The College Dropout Scandal, especially given the 

huge sums that people are borrowing for college? Of course they should. But even when administrators make 
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good-faith efforts to assist their least advantaged students, they run into a formidable obstacle: the faculty. 

Rewarded mainly for publication rather than instruction, most professors simply aren’t invested enough in 

student outcomes to take an active part in improving them. Across every kind of four-year institution, from 

small liberal arts schools to huge state universities, professors’ rank and salary vary directly with the amount 

of time they devote to research: the faculty who bury themselves in the laboratory or library earn the most, 

and the ones devoted to teaching make the least.6 

So faculty members have little financial or professional incentive to assist underserved students, or even to 

inform themselves about the problems students face. As one university provost tells Kirp, most professors 

know little about how universities actually work. They are experts in their respective disciplines, not in higher 

education. The Columbia professor Andrew Delbanco began his 2012 book, College: What It Was, Is, and 

Should Be, by describing a faculty meeting long ago at which somebody raised the question of “need-blind” 

student admission. Delbanco didn’t understand what that meant or why it mattered, he admits, so he resolved 

to find out.7 

The heroes of the books under review are the handful of faculty members who, like Delbanco, have taught 

themselves about the struggles of disadvantaged students and have devised new ways to assist them. Both 

Kirp and Tough praise the University of Texas chemist David Laude, who grew up working-class in 

California’s Central Valley and struggled when he arrived at the University of the South, an affluent private 

college in Tennessee. Laude saw his younger self in the UT students failing his large freshman survey course, 

who came mostly from low-income families and had scored below average on the SAT in high school. 

Curious about how he might help them, he did what any good scientist would do: he devised an experiment. 

In 1999 he put students with low SAT scores in a smaller section of the course, where they received extra 

support from peer tutors and faculty advisers. The students earned the same average grades as the people in 

the larger, lecture-only section; they returned to school the next year at the same rate as the average for the 

university, where low-income students had long been at greater risk of dropping out; three years later they 

graduated at a higher rate than the students in the larger section. 

Appointed in 2012 as the university’s “graduation-rate champion,” Laude worked to sprinkle these practices 

across the institution. Six years later, its four-year graduation rate had climbed from 51 to 70 percent. Not 

surprisingly, poor and minority students showed the biggest gains. The mathematician Uri Treisman, a 

colleague of Laude at UT, tracked down struggling students and held special Saturday meetings with them. 

Like Laude, Treisman came from a working-class family. His path led out of Brooklyn to a kibbutz in Israel 

and then to a groundskeeping job at Los Angeles City College, where a math professor noticed him listening 

to a lecture outside of class and encouraged Treisman to join it. 

Treisman eventually obtained a Ph.D. at Berkeley but never felt that he really belonged there. So he can 

empathize with students like Ivonne, a young Latina woman whom Tough follows through Treisman’s 

calculus class. Ivonne gets a poor test grade early in the course and is convinced she can’t succeed. But 

Treisman nurtures her steadily, and her confidence grows. “It felt like things were finally making sense,” she 

tells Tough. “I was answering more questions than I was asking.” When she earns an A in the class—along 

with a congratulatory, I-knew-you-could-do-it e-mail from Treisman—we feel like celebrating with her. 

Under the proper care and instruction, then, almost anyone can succeed in college. But do faculty members 

believe that? To absolve themselves of responsibility for students’ academic performance, many professors 

invoke the oldest schoolhouse myth in the book: I taught it, but they didn’t learn it. In a paper quoted by Kirp, 
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just 20 percent of surveyed two- and four-year college professors cited institutional reasons for student 

failure; most blamed the students’ lack of skill or effort. That fails to account for success stories like the 

University of Texas—where targeted efforts under Laude’s direction raised the black graduation rate from 37 

to 58 percent—or for dismal situations like the University of Akron, which, in Kirp’s calculus, graduated just 

13 percent of its African-American students. In a now-classic 1977 study of professors at the University of 

Nebraska, 94 percent said they taught better than their colleagues did; in the classroom, as in Garrison 

Keillor’s Lake Wobegon, almost all of us think we’re above average. 

In The College Dropout Scandal, Kirp points out that the only way we can maintain that fiction is by willful 

ignorance about teaching itself. A growing body of research demonstrates that “active learning” strategies 

work best for most students: we learn more when we are solving problems or interacting with others than 

when we are just listening to the professor drone on. But that is precisely what many faculty members 

continue to do. College professors routinely flout the science of learning in their own classrooms, even as they 

scoff at anti-vaxxers and climate-change denialists for mocking or ignoring scientific expertise. 

Digital nudges and peer tutoring can take us only so far, one dean tells Kirp; without a “coalition of the 

willing” on the faculty, underprivileged students will continue to languish. Some professors simply aren’t 

willing to alter their practices in ways that would assist the least advantaged people in their charge; others fear 

that giving greater attention to teaching would inhibit their research, along with their chances for promotion. 

Still others confront enormous class sizes, which do not lend themselves to the intimate face-to-face 

instruction that underprepared students need. And let’s not forget that about half of college teachers are 

adjuncts, often stringing together classes at multiple campuses where they lack time and space to meet with 

students.8 No wonder so many students fail. 

Given all of this bad news, why do millions of Americans continue to seek—and pay for—higher education? 

The standard answer is that they’re anxious about their economic futures. A college degree seems to promise 

higher wages along with an insurance policy against layoffs, health care emergencies, and all of the other 

unforeseen catastrophes that can bring ruin and destitution. That’s certainly what motivates low-income 

students at the for-profit schools, who are living closer to the edge than anyone else. Dispensing with the 

student-as-victim narrative that permeates most reporting on the for-profits, Cottom shows in Lower Ed that 

people have sound reasons for attending them. If you’re a poor or working-class student, you’ll often choose 

the institution that can promise you the fastest turnaround on a federally backed loan. A large fraction of 

recipients default on these loans, killing the dream of security that brought them to college in the first place. 

But Cottom argues that the fault lies less with the “predatory” for-profits—to borrow another favorite 

metaphor of the muckrakers—than with our so-called gig economy, which simply does not generate enough 

steady employment to sustain American workers. 

Except for Starbucks and a handful of other companies, the American private sector has not invested seriously 

in providing higher education for its workforce; employees make more when they have college degrees, but 

they typically have to obtain those degrees on their own. Depending on their goals and circumstances, some 

of these people might be better off with technical-skill certificates and other kinds of vocational training. Yet 

overall, Cottom persuasively argues, a hike in the minimum wage and a real federal jobs program would do 

more for the working class than any kind of higher education could possibly accomplish. “I’ve led grown men 

in the battlefield,” one of Cottom’s sources tells her, explaining his decision to seek a for-profit degree. “I’ve 

been directly responsible for soldiers’ lives. I needed a piece of paper that would translate my expertise to 

employer terms.” But as Cottom adds, what this accomplished military veteran really needed was not to need 
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a degree at all. “If we have a shitty credentialing system, in the case of for-profit colleges, then it is likely 

because we have a shitty labor market,” she concludes. No amount of tinkering in the higher-education 

market is likely to change that. 

Among middle-class families, the story is different but still breaks your heart. They tend to see college not in 

strictly vocational terms but in personal ones: the goal is to help individuals develop their passions and 

potentials. That’s what Zaloom’s sources tell her in Indebted, over and over again: college is where you can 

become your true and full self. It’s an intimate and almost spiritual investment, not a financial one, which is 

why families will bear almost any burden to send their children to college. But it raises enormous economic 

dilemmas. The parents struggle to provide for their present-day needs—and to set aside money for 

retirement—while simultaneously assisting their children. Often kept in the dark about their own family 

finances, the children are dismayed by the debt they may suddenly assume. It makes them think about college 

as preparation for work, contrary to its more transcendent purposes. 

Consider the sad saga of Kerry Lynn and David, a couple profiled by Zaloom. Their son Caleb wanted to 

attend an expensive private liberal arts college, and they wanted him to pursue his dreams. So they took out 

loans and committed to paying them when he graduated, even though the loans were in his name. Kerry 

Lynn’s father helped out, contributing to college savings accounts for his grandchildren; so did Caleb, who 

took on a wide range of work-study jobs at college. It all seemed to work, until it didn’t. Caleb’s sister 

became addicted to drugs while still in high school. Her parents liquidated her college savings to help pay for 

her treatment; they also took out an equity line of credit on their house, and removed money from Kerry 

Lynn’s retirement account. Their marriage fell apart under the strain, which was exacerbated when Kerry 

Lynn’s father developed Alzheimer’s disease and could no longer assist her financially; instead, anything she 

might have inherited from him went toward paying for his care. By the end of the story, we’re not sure 

whether Caleb’s parents will be able to pay off his loans—as they had promised—or how they will stay 

solvent themselves. “Life changes a lot,” Kerry Lynn tells Zaloom. “It isn’t always what you think it’s going 

to be. The future is uncertain.” 

Indeed it is. We might forgive Caleb—and his parents—if they conclude that the whole liberal arts dream was 

a huge mistake, and that he should have majored in a “practical” field at a less expensive school. Nineteen 

percent of college students graduate with degrees in business, making it the most popular major in the United 

States; the next most popular are the health-related professions, at 12 percent. But it’s hardly clear that the 

careers that students imagine for themselves when they choose these majors will even exist in the future. A 

good liberal arts education can provide the skills employers say they want, especially clear expression and a 

capacity to work with others.9 In a tough economy, that’s a tough sell to most American students. Awash in 

debt, they choose “applied” majors—say, “organizational management” or “digital media”—that sound more 

practical than they probably are. Begun in a quest for self-knowledge and endless possibility, college ends in a 

grim and often frustrated search for security and self-sufficiency. 

Perhaps we should be grateful that the dream of college as a personal journey lives on at all. Americans still 

believe deeply in higher education, even when—or, perhaps, especially when—they have fewer sound 

economic reasons for doing so. According to a 2019 survey, students on average believe it will take six years 

to pay off their loans; in reality the typical repayment period is about twenty years.10 To be sure, college 

graduates who pay off their loans (as most still do) vastly exceed nongraduates in pay, homeownership, and 

other indicators. But as tuition and student debt continue to skyrocket, it’s worth asking how much longer we 

can sustain this system. 
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In response to the coronavirus crisis, the Trump administration recently announced that borrowers will be able 

to suspend their federal student loan payments without penalty and without accruing interest for at least sixty 

days; after that, the president said, he might extend the policy for a longer period of time. The presumed 

Democratic nominee for president, Joe Biden, has proposed an income-based repayment plan that will 

radically reduce student-debt burdens. Embracing an approach long supported the more progressive wing of 

his party, Biden has also pledged to make public colleges and universities free for students from families with 

incomes up to $125,000. Nearly everyone seeking federal and state office now promises to improve college 

“access,” which has become another popular buzzword in higher education. 

But access to what? Will more and more instruction remain online after the pandemic, enriching digital 

platform providers but reducing the opportunities for real learning? And why should taxpayers pick up the 

tab? A century ago, this country decided to invest in free public high schools because citizens were persuaded 

that secondary education would benefit all of us. Now we find ourselves at a very different juncture, where 

the economy is demanding college degrees but the polity has balked at funding them. We’ll never make the 

case for free college until we make it better for students and their families with the tools that we already have. 

That would be a welcome first step toward convincing a wary public that college should be a public good. 
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Every Great Writer is a Great Deceiver: Vladimir Nabokov’s Best Writing Advice 

"Style is not a tool, it is not a method, it is not a choice of words alone." 

By Emily Temple 

 

July 2, 2020 

Ten years ago, Geoff Dyer compiled a list of advice for aspiring writers. It contains mostly good advice, but 

I’m afraid I can’t quite get behind #3, despite its obvious utility: “Don’t be one of those writers who sentence 

themselves to a lifetime of sucking up to Nabokov,” Dyer says. Well, I get why you shouldn’t—but how 

could you not? Vladimir Nabokov is probably the best constructor of sentences I’ve ever read; our most word-

drunk writer, our most deliriously beautiful snob. Personally, I’ve already sentenced myself to a lifetime of 

sucking up. If you have, too, here’s a collection of some of his best writing advice to help you get a little 

closer (though honestly, he would hate this), plucked from lectures and interviews. 

Study other artists . . .  

A creative writer must study carefully the works of his rivals, including the Almighty. He must possess the 

inborn capacity not only of recombining but of re-creating the given world. In order to do this adequately, 

avoiding duplication of labor, the artist should know the given world. Imagination without knowledge leads 

no farther than the back yard of primitive art, the child’s scrawl on the fence, and the crank’s message in the 

market place. Art is never simple. 

–from an interview with Alvin Toffler, published in Playboy, January 1964 
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. . . But don’t waste time on imitation. 

Derivative writers seem versatile because they imitate many others, past and present. Artistic originality has 

only its own self to copy. 

–from Nabokov’s interview with Hebert Gold, published in the Summer/Fall 1967 issue of The Paris Review 

Pluck fiction from the world around you. 

The art of writing is a very futile business if it does not imply first of all the art of seeing the world as the 

potentiality of fiction. The material of this world may be real enough (as far as reality goes_ but does not exist 

at all as an accepted entirety: it is chaos, and to this chaos the author says “go!” allowing the world to flicker 

and fuse. 

–from Nabokov’s 1948 lecture “Good Readers and Good Writers” 

Embrace your role as deceiver. 

Literature is invention. Fiction is fiction. To call a story a true story is an insult to both art and truth. Every 

great writer is a great deceiver, but so is that arch-cheat Nature. Nature always deceives. From the simple 

deception of propagation to the prodigiously sophisticated illusion of protective colors in butterflies or birds, 

there is in Nature a marvelous system of spells and wiles. The writer of fiction only follows Nature’s lead. 

–from Nabokov’s 1948 lecture “Good Readers and Good Writers” 

Originality is everything. 

The force and originality involved in the primary spasm of inspiration is directly proportional to the worth of 

the book the author will write. At the bottom of the scale a very mild kind of thrill can be experienced by a 

minor writer, noticing, say, the inner connection between a smoking factory chimney, a stunted lilac bush in 

the yard, and a pale-faced child; but the combination is so simple, the threefold symbol so obvious, the bridge 

between the images so well-worn by the feet of literary pilgrims and by cartloads of standard ideas, and the 

world deduced so very like the average one, that the work of fiction set into motion will be necessarily of 

modest worth. On the other hand, I would not like to suggest that the initial urge with great writing is always 

the product of something seen or heard or smelt or tasted or touched during a long-haired art-for-artist’s 

aimless rambles. 

Although to develop in one’s self the art of forming sudden harmonious patterns out of widely separate 

threads is never to be despised, and although, as in Marcel Proust’s case, the actual idea of a novel may spring 

from such actual sensations as the melting of a biscuit on the tongue or the roughness of a pavement 

underfoot, it would be rash to conclude that the creation of all novels ought to be based on a kind of glorified 

physical experience. The initial urge may disclose as many aspects as there are temperaments and talents; it 

may be the accumulated series of several practically unconscious shocks or it may be an inspired combination 

of several abstract ideas without a definite physical background. But in one way or another the process may 
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still be reduced to the most natural form of creative thrill—a sudden, live image constructed in a flash out of 

dissimilar units which are apprehended all at once in a stellar explosion of the mind. 

–from Nabokov’s lecture “The Art of Literature and Common Sense” 

Be storyteller, teacher, and (most importantly) enchanter. 

There are three points of view from which a writer can be considered: he may be considered as a storyteller, 

as a teacher, and as an enchanter. A major writer combines these three—storyteller, teacher, enchanter—but it 

is the enchanter in him that predominates and makes him a major writer. 

To the storyteller we turn for entertainment, for mental excitement of the simplest kind, for emotional 

participation, for the pleasure of traveling in some remote region in space or time. A slightly different though 

not necessarily higher mind looks for the teacher in the writer. Propagandist, moralist, prophet—this is the 

rising sequence. We may go to the teacher not only for moral education but also for direct knowledge, for 

simple fact . . . Finally, and above all, a great writer is always a great enchanter, and it is here that we come to 

the really exciting part when we try to grasp the individual magic of his genius and to study the style, the 

imagery, the pattern of his novels or poems. 

–from Nabokov’s 1948 lecture “Good Readers and Good Writers” 

You must have some talent to start with—and then you need to develop your style. 

Style is not a tool, it is not a method, it is not a choice of words alone. Being much more than all this, style 

constitutes an intrinsic component or characteristic of the author’s personality. Thus when we speak of style 

we mean an individual artist’s peculiar nature, and the way it expresses itself in his artistic output. . . A mode 

of expression can be perfected by an author. It is not unusual that in the course of his literary career a writer’s 

style becomes ever more precise and impressive, as indeed Jane Austen’s did. But a writer devoid of talent 

cannot develop a literary style of any worth; at best it will be an artificial mechanism deliberately set together 

and devoid of the divine spark. 

This is why I do not believe that anybody can be taught to write fiction unless he already possesses literary 

talent. Only in the latter case can a young author be helped to find himself, to free his language from clichés, 

to eliminate clumsiness, to form a habit of searching with unflinching patience for the right word, the only 

right word which will convey with the utmost precision the exact shade of intensity of thought. In such 

matters there are worse teachers than Jane Austen. 

–from Nabokov’s lecture on Jane Austen 

After all . . .  

Style and structure are the essence of a book; great ideas are hogwash. 

–Nabokov to his students, as reported by John Updike in the introduction to Lectures on Literature 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 532  september 2020 

 

111 

Don’t feel like you have to start at the beginning. 

All I know is that at a very early stage of the novel’s development I get this urge to collect bits of straw and 

fluff, and to eat pebbles. Nobody will ever discover how clearly a bird visualizes, or if it visualizes at all, the 

future nest and the eggs in it. When I remember afterwards the force that made me jot down the correct names 

of things, or the inches and tints of things, even before I actually needed the information, I am inclined to 

assume that what I call, for want of a better term, inspiration, had been already at work, mutely pointing at 

this or that, having me accumulate the known materials for an unknown structure. After the first shock of 

recognition—a sudden sense of “this is what I’m going to write”—the novel starts to breed by itself; the 

process goes on solely in the mind, not on paper; and to be aware of the stage it has reached at any given 

moment, I do not have to be conscious of every exact phrase. I feel a kind of gentle development, an 

uncurling inside, and I know that the details are there already, that in fact I would see them plainly if I looked 

closer, if I stopped the machine and opened its inner compartment; but I prefer to wait until what is loosely 

called inspiration has completed the task for me. There comes a moment when I am informed from within that 

the entire structure is finished. All I have to do now is take it down in pencil or pen. Since this entire structure, 

dimly illumined in one’s mind, can be compared to a painting, and since you do not have to work gradually 

from left to right for its proper perception, I may direct my flashlight at any part or particle of the picture 

when setting it down in writing. I do not begin my novel at the beginning, I do not reach chapter three before I 

reach chapter four, I do not go dutifully from one page to the next, in consecutive order; no, I pick out a bit 

here and a bit there, till I have filled all the gaps on paper. This is why I like writing my stories and novels on 

index cards, numbering them later when the whole set is complete. Every card is rewritten many times. About 

three cards make one typewritten page, and when finally I feel that the conceived picture has been copied by 

me as faithfully as physically possible—a few vacant lots always remain, alas—then I dictate the novel to my 

wife who types it out in triplicate. 

–from an interview with Alvin Toffler, published in Playboy, January 1964 

In the end, it’s the little things. 

Caress the details, the divine details! 

–Nabokov to his students, as reported by John Updike in the introduction to Lectures on Literature 

craftlecturesPlayboyVladimir Nabokovwriting advice 

 

Emily Temple 

http://reprints.longform.org/playboy-interview-vladimir-nabokov
https://lithub.com/tag/craft/
https://lithub.com/tag/lectures/
https://lithub.com/tag/playboy/
https://lithub.com/tag/vladimir-nabokov/
https://lithub.com/tag/writing-advice/
https://lithub.com/author/emily-temple/
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Emily Temple is the managing editor at Lit Hub. Her first novel, The Lightness, was published by William 

Morrow/HarperCollins in June 2020. You can buy it here. 

 https://www.emilytemple.net/ 

https://lithub.com/every-great-writer-is-a-great-deceiver-vladimir-nabokovs-best-writing-advice/ 

  

https://bookshop.org/a/317/9780062905321
https://www.emilytemple.net/
https://lithub.com/every-great-writer-is-a-great-deceiver-vladimir-nabokovs-best-writing-advice/
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Gene therapy safe and potentially effective against colour blindness 

ByRosa García-Verdugo   

Photo: Mazaya Annaptashafa / Unsplash 

Gene therapy was a 90s hit. The most promising medical advance of the decade was almost forgotten after 

some really serious side effects occurred in one clinical trial, but after nearly 3 decades a small trial 1 in 

Germany has shown gene therapy not only to be safe for use in humans but also to have benefits for people 

suffering from achromatopsia, a type of colour blindness. 

Although we are more acquainted with partial colour blindness, like that affecting red or green, achromatopsia 

is a full colour blindness, and patients can only see in monochrome. This problem is caused in at least one 

third of cases by a mutation in a single gene, namely the gene CNGA3. And it is against this gene that the 

gene therapy from the collaboration between the LMU in Munich and the University Hospital in Tübingen 

was targeted. 

https://mappingignorance.org/2020/06/29/gene-therapy-safe-and-potentially-effective-against-colour-blindness/#author
https://unsplash.com/@mazayasdfghjkl?utm_source=unsplash&utm_medium=referral&utm_content=creditCopyText
https://mappingignorance.org/s/photos/greyscale?utm_source=unsplash&utm_medium=referral&utm_content=creditCopyText
https://mappingignorance.org/2019/10/09/crispr-gene-therapy-against-aids/
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/06/29/gene-therapy-safe-and-potentially-effective-against-colour-blindness/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-6986-1
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FDA infographic by Michael J. Ermarth 

To get the healthy gene into the cells, a modified viral vector was used that although able to carry the gene 

inside the eye cells (cones), was unable of causing an infection. For this small trial, the gene therapy was 

injected into the most affected eye of 9 people (8 male, 1 female) and after a few weeks, they were re-

evaluated for safety. 

The researchers not only found the therapy to be completely safe, but also reported on an improvement of 

vision in terms of contrast, focus and most importantly in this case: colour vision. 

However, this is still an early trial and more extensive ones with more enrolled patients and further endpoints 

need to be performed to consider the therapy a real option for patients. Moreover, this type of therapy should 

be best applied in childhood since then the brain has a higher degree of plasticity and can better create the 

new neural connections to accommodate for the new information retrieval, namely: colour. 

That is why the researchers in this trial plan to include kids in the next phase of the trial. As good and 

promising as this all sounds especially for people with eye genetic diseases, there is yet another issue with the 

treatment. Even though in principle it would be enough with one application for a lifetime, gene therapy is 

expensive. So expensive that, for instance, Luxturna, an FDA-approved gene therapy for a rare genetic 

disease that can lead to blindness costs about 425,000 USD per eye!!!, and that is not even the most expensive 

gene therapy in the market. 

References 

https://www.biopharmadive.com/news/nice-luxturna-gene-therapy-recommendation-novartis-discount/562211/
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1. M.D. Fischer et al. (2020) Safety and Vision Outcomes of Subretinal Gene Therapy Targeting Cone 

Photoreceptors in Achromatopsia JAMA Ophtalmology doi: 10.1001/jamaophthalmol.2020.1032 ↩ 

written by 

Rosa García-Verdugo 

 

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

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

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

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

microscopes. 

 Website 

 @starvingneuron 
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Women Singing in the Deep Sea 
by Sue Kwock Kim 

Issue no. 134 (Spring 1995) 

 after an eighteenth -century Korean painting 

 

      They are far from shore. 

Foam-glittering , they rise from the waves 

      in a pure fountain 

of flesh. Nothing lifts them 

      upward ; nothing lies beneath them 

but salt-blaze, dulse, the ocean's acid 

      scud and boil. The waters 

are not human . Yet the women soar 

      through the brine as if giddy 

with birth, mouths open, bursting from the deep 

      into the sweet world. As if they were 

singing themselves to life. How else 

      could they swim this far? 

There are no ships, no ragged hulls, 

      no trace of travel: only the women 

themselves, playing in the blood-dark waters— 

      they are their own vessels. 

Their lips pulse with light . What world 

      do they dream of making, as they sing 

the sea to sleep, calming its hiss and coil— 

      as foaming scalps recede 

from scoured reefs, and hordes of the unborn 

      swarm upward , racing 

to be, to breach the waters of the infinite 

      and shed their silence 

like an unbearable skin… Light pours 

      from the women's throats like cries. 

As their voices lift them higher, spume slips 

      from their bodies in molten gold, 

folds baring shoulder and breast. One woman 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=6d6575d6cf&e=d538c8f2e0


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 532  september 2020 

 

117 

      swims above the surf, floating in the air. 

Another glides among liquid furrows, 

      harvesting sea-roses, coral, gold leaf. 

A third rises in slower strokes. Dripping 

      with silver water, she spreads her hair 

over the lap of the first. They could be 

      in love; but caught in the clear amber 

of their present, they will always have to dream 

      of the next moment. Their bodies are frozen. 

And to shiver on someone's thigh, hair forever 

      spilling in a wet cascade, glittering 

like black wheat: who wouldn't be bewildered 

      by possibility? The future lies 

beyond reaping . To wake here, dazzled 

      by choirs of flesh, light, water, 

the women ripening in each other's arms— 

      yes, this could be paradise. 

The singing is everywhere. Their lips are open. 

      But they are silent . You are the one 

who is singing, your voice cries out to give 

      breath to their dreaming, to bear 

the fruit of change, which they must always desire. 

 

If you enjoyed this poem, why not read … 

 two more poems by Sue Kwock Kim published in issue no. 148, Fall 1998? 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=6d6575d6cf&e=d538c8f2e0 
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True Stories of Girl Heroines 

by Evelyn Everett-Green 

 

Next Chapter 

Inez Arroya 

 

 

"Mistress! my mistress! the Moriscos are upon us!" 

https://americanliterature.com/author/evelyn-everett-green/book/true-stories-of-girl-heroines/summary
https://americanliterature.com/author/evelyn-everett-green
https://americanliterature.com/author/evelyn-everett-green/book/true-stories-of-girl-heroines/catharine-the-rose
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Inez sprang to her feet, the rich southern blood receding for a moment from her cheek, as those words fell 

upon her ears—words of such fearful significance to the Christian inhabitants of the Moorish territory along 

the Sierra Nevada. 

"Juana, what mean you? Speak, girl! What have you heard? What have you seen?" 

Juana's face had been white when she came bursting in upon her young mistress; she held her hand to her 

side; her breath came and went in great gasps; yet already she was recovering the power of speech, and she 

seized Inez by the arm. 

"Mistress, they are below already; they are robbing the house. Can you not hear them? When they have taken 

the wine and the oil they will come hither and murder us!" 

Inez held her breath to listen. Yes, there were sounds from below—sounds of voices—loud, threatening 

voices, and the laughter of men assured of victory. 

Juana, the maid, spoke in a fierce whisper. Fear was receding. The high courage which comes to weak women 

in the hour of extremest need possessed the hearts alike of mistress and maid. 

"The master went forth not an hour ago. Five minutes since little Aluch ran up to tell me that, as the master 

was taking the air, there suddenly appeared a band of rebel Moriscos from Orgiba, who set upon him, and 

chased him, and would have killed him, but he took refuge in his father's house; and he will hide him, and get 

him safe away. But all Istan will join the rebels, and already they are crying that every Christian shall be 

slain!" 

"Every Christian!" cried Inez, with a flash in her dark eyes. "And how many Christians are there in Istan? 

Two weak women, Juana, you and I, and my uncle, whom they have already set upon and chased to the 

mountains. Pray Heaven and our Lady that he may reach them safely, and send us help from Marbella, else 

there will be but short work with the Christian population of Istan." 

There was scorn in the girl's voice, scorn in the flashing eyes. Istan was a Moorish village, where one 

Christian priest had been placed to work amongst the Moslems, and seek to convert them to the true faith. 

Success in this missionary work had been small; but the good man had hitherto lived in peace with his alien 

flock. The wise and kindly traditions of Ferdinand and Isabella, and Hermando de Talavera, had for long kept 

under the natural hatred of Moor towards Christian in Southern Spain. But a monarch had arisen who hated 

the word toleration. To keep faith with the Moslem was to break it with the Almighty. The edict of 1567 was 

now a year or more old, and its pernicious effects were already made abundantly evident in fierce Moorish 

risings here, there, and everywhere. 

Inez had heard stories as to the fate of Christian prisoners who had fallen into the hands of the Moors. Before 

she followed Juana she had caught up a shining dagger which hung against the wall; and she thrust it into her 

girdle as she ran down the broken steps of the tower. 
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"At least, they shall not take us alive!" she breathed to herself; and Juana seemed to hear, for she flashed back 

a glance at her young mistress, and for a moment showed the gleam of a long stiletto which she carried in the 

bosom of her tunic. 

The priest of Istan dwelt in a strange house. It was, properly speaking, no house at all, but a Moorish fortalice, 

dismantled and ruinous, which he had partially repaired soon after his arrival there, and which, since the 

arrival of his orphan niece to live with him, he had desired to make more habitable still. 

The place was, in fact, a sort of tower. The lowest floor was their storehouse for supplies of wheat, oil, and so 

forth; and from this level came up the sound of rough voices, as the Moors leisurely removed the spoil before 

proceeding upwards. There was only one door from the fortalice into the world without, and this it was 

impossible to reach, for the Moors were swarming in the lowest part, effectually preventing their egress. They 

knew perfectly that the two girls were as helplessly caught as a rat in a trap; they did not even hasten the work 

in which they were engaged. Inez, standing at the top of the long flight of stone steps which led downwards to 

the basement, heard what they were saying one to another, and into her olive cheek there crept a deep glow of 

red, whilst her lips set themselves, her teeth clenched, and her black eyes gleamed with a light like that of fire. 

"Our Lady and the blessed saints protect us!" whispered Juana, with a furtive glance into the beautiful face of 

her young mistress; and Inez looked back at her without a quiver as she replied: 

"The Christian's God helps those who help themselves, Juana. We are not here to wring our hands and look 

for a miracle to save us. We fight for our lives, and Christ and our Lady will help us. See, we are not quite 

defenceless, Heaven be thanked for that! Collect those stones, quickly, quietly. Keep out of sight. Do not let 

them observe us. Get together a number, then you shall see!" 

It was as Inez had said. The repairs of the fortalice, which had been already commenced, had put the means of 

defence into their hands. Large quantities of great stones had been collected at first in the basement, but only 

the previous week had been laboriously carried up the steep, narrow stairs which led upwards to the dwelling 

rooms; and these large stones the two brave girls were now quietly collecting in a great heap at the top of the 

flight. 

They were in deep shadow, and below the brown-skinned men, in their picturesque Arab dress, were far too 

busy examining their spoil, and making away with it, to heed the slight sounds from above. They talked 

together as they worked; they told of the attack they had made upon Orgiba, and of that fearful massacre of 

Christian men, women, and children at Uxixar. Inez held her breath to listen to the confirmation of certain 

vague rumours which had reached them before this, but had scarcely been believed. Peaceful Istan, with its 

terraced gardens overhanging the lovely gorge of the Verde, had seemed so far removed from the storm and 

strife; and its people were peaceable and kindly disposed, even though they were Moriscos. But these men 

were rebels and freebooters, with the fierce lust of blood upon them, their hands red from the butchery of 

innocent, helpless women and children; men who laughed aloud at tales of hideous deeds done in cold blood; 

men mad with hatred to the conquering race, knowing themselves doomed to final defeat, yet resolved to 

revenge themselves in every possible way upon those of the hated faith ere their own turn came. 

Upon such a band of men did Inez look down, with the fire of courageous despair in her eyes. What could 

they do? what hope was there for them? two slight girls against a score of trained warriors. 
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The Moriscos of Istan would probably not join in the attack upon them; but they would not interfere with 

what their brethren of the faith might do. Help from without there would be none, unless the priest himself 

could find means of escape, and could get to Marbella and bring it. Inez knew that he would strain every 

nerve in this effort. But what chance had they of holding out for perhaps six hours or more? Could it be done? 

Oh, could it be done? She looked at the heap of stones. She looked at the flitting forms below in the gloom. 

And then she held her breath once again, listening to stories of how in other places Christians had taken 

refuge in towers and churches, whilst their Moorish foes piled faggots soaked in pitch, and such-like 

inflammable material against and around the walls, and reduced the building to one mass of flames. 

If they kept the men from laying immediate hands upon them, would that fiery doom be theirs? 

"Better that than to fall into their hands," said Inez, between her shut teeth; and Juana, looking at her mistress, 

with a world of faithful love in her eyes, exclaimed softly: 

"Our Lady will surely send us help, mistress. You are too beautiful to die such a death!" 

Inez put her hands upon the shoulders of the faithful girl, and said in a low voice: 

"You would come with me from Granada, Juana, where you would have been safe; and there were those who 

warned us that we might not long be safe out here. But my duty seemed to my uncle; and you—you would not 

leave me. And what if I have brought you hither to your death?" 

"We must all die once," answered Juana, her eyes full of love and courage; "and I would sooner die with you, 

mistress, than live without you. If I had stayed behind, and had heard this story of you, I should have killed 

myself, or died for grief and shame that I was not with you." 

Then Inez put her arms about the faithful girl's neck, and kissed her thrice upon the lips. 

"We will do battle for our lives, Juana; and then, if needs be, we will die together," she said. 

Suddenly there was a cry from below. Some one had looked up, and had seen the two girlish figures clinging 

together. Perhaps the very action had been misunderstood, and instantly there was a rush towards the steep, 

broken, narrow steps of some dozen swarthy Moors. 

Instantly the girls were at their post at the head of the flight. Inez, quiet and composed, gave the word. 

"Welcome to the Moriscos!" she cried, in a clear and ringing voice, as the first great stone leapt from her hand 

and went bounding and crashing upon the head of the foremost Moor. 

"Welcome to the Moriscos!" echoed Juana, dislodging another, which sprang from stair to stair, and then, 

bounding sideways, went crashing upon the bent back of a man in the basement beneath, who fell like a log 

from the blow, his spine fractured. 
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Crash, crash, crash! Down hurtled the huge stones, flinging the unprepared Moriscos from the steep stairs, 

where they fell in a confused mass, one upon the top of the other, pinned down by the great boulders which 

came rolling down upon them from above, cursing, raging, crushed and maimed, utterly taken aback by such 

a reception; and now only eager and anxious to get out of a place that seemed to rain nether mill-stones upon 

them. 

The first great stone leapt from her hand and went bounding and crashing: upon the head of the foremost 

Moor. 

Three of their number lay stretched dead upon the ground. A number more were badly hurt; and all were 

flying from the stairs, which threatened to become a veritable death-trap for all who tried to mount. 

There was a rush for the outer door. The wounded were dragged away groaning by their comrades; those who 

were sound carried the dead. They turned and shook threatening fists at the two girls standing behind their 

heap of stones at the top of the stairs; they promised them that they were coming back. They breathed out 

threats which might well make the stoutest hearts quail. But Inez stood up tall and straight, with a great stone 

poised in her hand; and the strength and accuracy with which those formidable weapons had been launched 

against them before, caused the men to jostle each other through the doorway in their haste to escape from 

possible hurt from the same source. 

Scarcely had the last man disappeared before Juana was down the stairs like a flash, had slammed-to the 

heavy oaken door, and had drawn the great iron bolts and the heavy iron bar across it. 

"The master left it open when he went out this morning," she said to Inez, "and I never thought to shut it. Why 

should I? That is how they got in so easily; but they will not get in again so fast!" 

This was true enough; for the door had been made to withstand attack, as, indeed, had the tower itself, and 

though it had fallen into a ruinous state inside, it was built in a very solid fashion, the walls being exceedingly 

thick, and light being admitted mainly by loopholes. The top, also, was protected by a low battlement, from 

which a view of the surrounding country could be obtained. This battlement had fallen a good deal into 

disrepair, like the tower itself, and material for repairing it had been brought in; so that not only had the girls 

the remainder of the stones they had already used with such effect, but there was a large quantity of such 

material that had been laboriously carried up to the very top only three days earlier; and some of these stones 

were very large and heavy, as they had been designed to form the coping of the battlement. 

"See there!" cried Inez, as the two girls ran up the stairs to the top, to watch the retreat of the temporarily 

baffled foe. "Juana, how long, think you, would such artillery last us? We could slay a score of our foes, as 

the woman in the tower slew Abimelech the king. Did not mine uncle tell us that tale the other night? and how 

little we thought——" 

Juana's eyes were shining. The thrill of victory was upon her. The peril was not over. Nay, they might have 

worse to encounter than they had done already. But at least they had driven forth the foe from the tower. Their 

citadel was their own. They had weapons of defence under their hands. If help would only come at last, they 

could hold out for awhile. 
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"See, see!" cried Inez, as she leaned over the wall to watch the baffled Moriscos wending their way 

downwards, sometimes turning to shake threatening fists at the tower and its defenders. "There is little Aluch 

hiding below in the orange grove, and making signals to us. Run, Juana, to that loophole below, and he will 

tell you what he has come to say!" 

Juana disappeared down the stairs, and returned quickly with a face in which anxiety and satisfaction were 

strangely blended. 

"The master has got safely off to the mountains. He will be at Marbella very soon, and then they will start out 

to help us; but Aluch said he heard the Moriscos vowing vengeance upon us as they went away. They will 

quickly be back; and he thinks if they cannot batter in the door and take us alive, that they will burn the tower 

down over our heads." 

"They will if they can," said Inez, looking out over the fair, wild valley, with the expression of one who 

knows she may be looking almost her last upon a familiar scene; "but we have a welcome ready for them!" 

They leaned over the battlements, those two brave-hearted girls, and they watched the little village at their 

feet, almost wishing that the Moriscos would show themselves; for suspense was harder to bear than action. 

"Let us say our prayers," said Inez, suddenly kneeling in the hot sunshine upon the hard stone floor; and Juana 

instantly knelt beside her and took her rosary in her hands. 

When they rose from their knees a few minutes later, suspense was at an end. The attack was approaching. 

"They have weapons now!" cried Juana. "Mistress, have a care. Those bows and arrows are deadly weapons 

in the hands of a good marksman. And look—they are bringing faggots; and that mule has a barrel of tar upon 

his back! And see that great ram of wood! They will seek to batter down the door with that. If they do——" 

Yes, if they did that, the girls' position would be desperate indeed. Before, the men had only been armed with 

daggers and scimitars, which were useless save at close quarters. Now they had the deadly bow and arrow, 

and if they once obtained entrance, it would be useless for the girls to repeat the defensive manœuvre of the 

earlier hours. They would be shot down instantly, and fall an easy prey. Inez realised that in a moment, as she 

watched the approach of the Moors; and scarcely had her head appeared above the battlement, before a 

shower of arrows fell clattering about them. 

"This side!" she said to Juana, between shut teeth. "They will try the door first; we will be ready for them!" 

The girls dared not show themselves openly; but the battlements were built with a view to defence, and they 

were able to look cautiously over without being seen. The Moors were approaching the door; they were 

almost directly underneath. 

"Now!" cried Inez, setting her hand to a huge stone. Juana put all her strength into the task, the great coping 

stone was hoisted between them, and pushed bodily over. 
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A fearful yell and a thundering crash told that it had done its work well; a storm of furious execration went 

up, and in the midst of it down came another stone which dashed out the brains of a fellow in the crowd 

below. 

Juana peered over and then drew back, a fierce triumph on her girlish face; for she had seen that there were 

two enemies the less. 

"We have plenty of stones, the saints be praised!" she exclaimed. "They are closing in again, Mistress. Let us 

give them another!" 

The Moors were always careless of life in battle; and again and again they advanced to fix their battering ram; 

whilst again and again the huge stones came thundering down, and, besides these large ones, were many 

smaller, which the girls aimed with such precision and coolness, that not only could the assailants not fix their 

ram against the door to batter it down, but the men approaching the walls with faggots and combustibles were 

picked off one by one, and dropped wounded or crushed beneath the hail of stones from above. 

Inez looked over once again, drawing herself up to her full height, and straining her eyes towards Marbella in 

the hope of seeing the long-looked-for relief. 

"Have a care, Mistress, have a care!" cried Juana anxiously, and sprang forward; but she was just too late. The 

arrow had buried itself in the shoulder of Inez; she gave a start and an exclamation of pain; but, taking hold of 

it firmly, she instantly plucked it out. 

"Pray heaven it be not poisoned!" cried Juana, as she stanched the flow of blood with quick, skilful fingers. 

And Inez smiled bravely through her pain. 

"Hark! They are at the door again; we must show them that the garrison is not disabled yet. That stone there, 

Juana; now both together! down it goes! Hark! what a yell that was. I am revenged for my sore shoulder!" 

But the brave resistance of the girls seemed rather to stimulate than to baffle the assailants. The air was rent 

with frightful threats and curses; and Inez, looking rather white, though there was no fear in her heart, said 

quietly: 

"There is no hope of mercy, Juana. If we are not relieved; if help comes not, we must sell our lives as dearly 

as we can; and plunge our daggers into our own hearts sooner than fall alive into their hands." 

"We will, Mistress," said Juana firmly. "But surely our Lady will send us aid ere that!" 

"Look! look! look!" cried Inez suddenly. "The banner of the cross! Oh, Juana, do my eyes deceive me? Is it a 

vision that I see?" 

And indeed for a moment both the girls thought that it must be; for the light fell sparkling upon mailed 

headpieces and flashing swords; and a banner with the cross flaunting in the golden light of the southern 

afternoon was borne aloft, and waved as though in signal that help indeed was at hand. 
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"What can it be? Whence come they?" cried Inez, with breathless agitation. "That is not the road from 

Marbella! Our Lady herself must have sent them to our aid! Pray heaven it be not a vision!" 

"See, see!" cried Juana in ungovernable excitement, running to the battlement and showing herself fearlessly. 

"The Moriscos—they run! They fly Mistress, we are saved! We are saved! It is our brave Spanish soldiers 

come to our rescue!" 

Inez looked over in turn, and though the mists seemed to rise before her eyes in the revulsion of her feeling, 

she could see the flying figures of the Moriscos dashing down helter-skelter into the deep ravine below, to 

escape the Christian swords, and she saw the lifted headpiece of the officer in charge of the band, as he 

looked up and marked the two girls leaning over the low rampart. 

The next minute Juana had dashed down and opened the door, while little Aluch, flushed with triumph, was 

telling Inez how this band had come in pursuit of the rebels of Orgiba; how he had met them and told them of 

the predicament of the Christian maidens, and had brought them by the nearest route to the rescue. 

So Istan was saved—saved from Spanish vengeance through little Aluch's act, as the Christian population of 

three souls was saved by the heroism of the two brave girls. Inez rode into Marbella that evening beside the 

officer of the band, to find her uncle there, beseeching help, which the citizens could not believe was wanted 

in such a peaceful spot, till the young officer rode into the great square, still holding Inez by the hand, and 

told the tale of how she and Juana had held the tower against the rebel Moriscos. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/evelyn-everett-green/book/true-stories-of-girl-heroines/inez-arroya 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/evelyn-everett-green/book/true-stories-of-girl-heroines/inez-arroya
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Gut bacteria signature reveals liver disease with over 90% accuracy 

By Nick Lavars 

 

A signature of gut bacteria has been found to indicate advanced liver disease with a high level of accuracy 

sdecoret/Depositphotos 

Science is continuing to shine a light on the links between gut bacteria and all kinds of health conditions, 

ranging from depression, to autoimmune disease, to Alzheimer’s and PTSD. A US research team working to 

further unravel its secrets has happened upon a specific signature of gut bacterial species, which it found 

could be used to detect liver fibrosis and cirrhosis with an accuracy of greater than 90 percent. 

Disease of the liver is one that can progress from a common and non-serious buildup of excess fat in the 

organ, known as non-alcoholic fatty liver disease (NAFLD), to the harmful scarring and cell death associated 

with fibrosis, cirrhosis and possibly cancer. Monitoring the condition as it moves into these dangerous phases 

is possible through MRIs and biopsies, but these are expensive and invasive, so the team behind the new 

study has been working on a simpler method. 

https://newatlas.com/author/nick-lavars/
https://depositphotos.com/380764832/stock-photo-man-dark-background-using-digital.html
https://newatlas.com/gut-bacteria-depression-microbiome-mental-health/58323/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/gut-bacteria-autoimmune-disease-liver-lupus-yale/53731/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/gut-bacteria-ptsd-alzheimers/51959/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
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Made up of scientists from the Salk Institute and University of California San Diego, the team explores the 

relationship between gut bacteria and NAFLD. Its previous work in the area had uncovered links between 

specific bacterial species and NAFLD in small sample sizes, and it has now expanded the scope of its work 

and developed a new computational tool to do the heavy lifting. 

For its latest study the team enlisted 163 healthy and sick participants, who offered up stool samples for 

analysis. This involved genetic profiling of the microbiome and examination of the metabolites within the 

samples, which led to the discovery of a signature based on the presence of 19 bacterial species that was 

indicative of liver disease. 

This set of bacterial species was associated with a cirrhosis diagnosis with an accuracy of 94 percent, and the 

team says it could also be used to determine the stage of liver fibrosis. With these exciting results, the team 

then set about verifying the technique on a pair of independent patient groups in China and Italy. Here it again 

proved highly accurate, correctly identifying cirrhosis in more than 90 percent of patients. 

“It is remarkable that a gut microbiome signature derived from patients residing in Southern California for 

cirrhosis was able to predict cirrhosis in two independent cohorts residing in China and Italy. It speaks to the 

new discoveries that are yet to be realized in the role of the gut microbiome to diagnose and risk-stratify liver 

disease,” says Rohit Loomba, co-corresponding author and director of the NAFLD Research Center at the UC 

San Diego School of Medicine. “I think the power of using the microbiome as a diagnostic tool is only 

starting to be realized.” 

For their next steps, the researchers will investigate whether altering the makeup of the gut bacteria can treat 

the disease or possibly make it worse, which will help uncover the potential for causal links. 

“The microbiome is a dynamic living sensor of small changes in health and disease in the body, and as such, 

it provides an accurate readout of body health,” says Salk Professor Ronald Evans, co-corresponding author. 

“Because this diagnostic is fast and low-cost, it could be something that becomes widely used, especially in 

the many areas that lack specialty clinics and physicians. Simply said, it could be a real game changer, with 

world-wide implications.” 

The research was published in the journal Cell Metabolism. 

Source: Salk Institute, University of California San Diego 

We recommend 

1. Microbiotica, Cambridge Researchers to Study Microbiome Impact on Immunotherapy Response 

Precision Oncology News, 2020 

https://www.cell.com/cell-metabolism/fulltext/S1550-4131(20)30306-5
https://www.salk.edu/news-release/giant-leap-in-diagnosing-liver-disease/
https://ucsdnews.ucsd.edu/pressrelease/universal-gut-microbiome-derived-signature-predicts-cirrhosis
https://www.precisiononcologynews.com/cancer/microbiotica-cambridge-researchers-study-microbiome-impact-immunotherapy-response?utm_campaign=TMD_PON&utm_medium=TrendMD&utm_source=TrendMD#.Xt5wfEVKg2w
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2. Bacteriophages Synergize with the Gut Microbial Community To Combat Salmonella [video 

content] 

Yue O. O. Hu, mSystems, 2018 

3. Study describes red meat's cancer-causing mechanism in the colon 

by Christopher Packham et al., TechXplore.com 

1. Systematic Review: The Impact of Cancer Treatment on the Gut and Vaginal Microbiome in Women 

With a Gynecological Malignancy 

Ann Muls et al., International Journal of Gynecologic Cancer, 2017 

2. Swallowable sensors reveal mysteries of human gut health 

by RMIT University, TechXplore.com 

3. Almac Assay's Ability to Stratify Esophageal Cancer Patients Demonstrated by UK Researchers 

Precision Oncology News, 2019 

 

Nick Lavars 

Nick has been writing and editing at New Atlas for over six years, where he has covered everything from 

distant space probes to self-driving cars to oddball animal science. He previously spent time at The 

Conversation, Mashable and The Santiago Times, earning a Masters degree in communications from 

Melbourne’s RMIT University along the way. 

 

https://newatlas.com/medical/gut-bacteria-advanced-liver-disease-

accuracy/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=39bad7015c-

EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_07_02_08_19&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-39bad7015c-

92970593 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=WTIqIELe35Q&list=PL1DFmJFZvefiGNJuBEiqLEg7yRkvqnzYI&index=6%2F%3Futm_source%3Dtrendmd&utm_medium=CPC&utm_campaign=mSystemsVideo_TMD&utm_source=TrendMD
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=WTIqIELe35Q&list=PL1DFmJFZvefiGNJuBEiqLEg7yRkvqnzYI&index=6%2F%3Futm_source%3Dtrendmd&utm_medium=CPC&utm_campaign=mSystemsVideo_TMD&utm_source=TrendMD
https://techxplore.com/news/2015-08-red-meat-cancer-causing-mechanism-colon.html?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=TechXplore.com_TrendMD_1
https://ijgc.bmj.com/content/27/7/1550?utm_content=americas&utm_campaign=usage&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trendmd
https://ijgc.bmj.com/content/27/7/1550?utm_content=americas&utm_campaign=usage&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trendmd
https://techxplore.com/news/2018-01-swallowable-sensors-reveal-mysteries-human.html?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=TechXplore.com_TrendMD_1
https://www.precisiononcologynews.com/cancer/almac-assays-ability-stratify-esophageal-cancer-patients-demonstrated-uk-researchers?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=TrendMD&utm_campaign=1&trendmd-shared=1
https://newatlas.com/author/nick-lavars/
https://newatlas.com/medical/gut-bacteria-advanced-liver-disease-accuracy/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=39bad7015c-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_07_02_08_19&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-39bad7015c-92970593
https://newatlas.com/medical/gut-bacteria-advanced-liver-disease-accuracy/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=39bad7015c-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_07_02_08_19&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-39bad7015c-92970593
https://newatlas.com/medical/gut-bacteria-advanced-liver-disease-accuracy/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=39bad7015c-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_07_02_08_19&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-39bad7015c-92970593
https://newatlas.com/medical/gut-bacteria-advanced-liver-disease-accuracy/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=39bad7015c-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_07_02_08_19&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-39bad7015c-92970593
https://newatlas.com/author/nick-lavars/
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Drawing on Walls: An Wondrous Illustrated Homage to Keith Haring, His Irrepressible Art of Hope, 

and His Beautiful Bond with Children 

“Children know something that most people have forgotten. Children possess a fascination with their 

everyday existence that is very special and would be very helpful to adults if they could learn to understand 

and respect it.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

Growing in Bulgaria, one of my most cherished objects was also one of the first fragments of American 

culture to enter our home after the fall of the Berlin Wall and the rise of the Iron Curtain — a small square 

desk calendar in a clear plastic clamshell, containing twelve illustrated cards, each vibrantly alive with tiny 

black-contoured figures dancing in various jubilant formations amid a festival of primary colors. I would look 

up to savor its mirth between math equations and domestic disquietudes. However gloomy a day I was 

having, however sunken my child-heart, these figures would transport me to a buoyant world of sunlit 

possibility. I knew nothing about their creator beyond the name on the back of the clamshell: Keith 

Haring (May 4, 1958–February 16, 1990). I knew nothing about the bittersweet beauty of his courageous life, 

nothing about the tenacious activism behind his art, nothing about the enormous uninterrupted chain of human 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592702678/braipick-20


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 532  september 2020 

 

130 

figures bonded in kinship, which he had painted on the remnants of the very wall whose collapse had placed 

this miniature monument to joy on my desk. 

 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592702678/braipick-20
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Nearly three decades later, having traded Bulgaria for Brooklyn by some improbable existential acrobatics, I 

encountered Haring’s work again in a magnificent mural he had painted for a young people’s club in New 

York City in the final year of his twenties, not long before his death, which my friends at Pioneer Works had 

resurrected and brought to our neighborhood. The same rush of irrepressible gladness poured into the 

grownup heart from the twenty-five-foot wall as had poured into the child-heart from the five-inch calendar. I 

grew attuned to the echoes of his sensibility bellowing down the corridor of time, reverberating strongly in the 

work of established artists in my own community. 

Long before he moved to Brooklyn in pursuit of his own calling, poet Matthew Burgess had a parallel 

experience of Haring’s world-expanding art, which he first encountered on the cover of a Christmas record at 

fourteen, living behind the Golden Curtain of suburban Southern California as a budding artist and young gay 

man trying to find himself. “For those of us who grew up before the internet became ubiquitous, a bright 

fragment from the outer world can feel like an important discovery — and a call,” Burgess writes in the 

author’s note to what became his serenade to the artist who opened minds and world of possibility for so 

many. 

 

https://pioneerworks.org/exhibitions/keith-haring-boys-club-mural/
https://pioneerworks.org/initiatives/observatory-at-pioneer-works/
https://mailchi.mp/brainpickings/universe-in-verse-governors-island
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592702678/braipick-20
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A decade into teaching poetry in public schools, Burgess encountered Haring’s work afresh in a retrospective 

at the Brooklyn Museum. After mesmeric hours in the galleries, he wandered into the museum bookshop and 

went home with a copy of Haring’s published journals, which he devoured immediately. On its pages, he 

realized that the special native sympathy between children and Haring’s art is not an accident of his line and 

color but at the very center of his spirit. In an entry from July 7, 1986, Haring writes: 

Children know something that most people have forgotten. Children possess a fascination with their everyday 

existence that is very special and would be very helpful to adults if they could learn to understand and respect 

it. 

Having previously composed Enormous Smallness — the wondrous picture-book biography of E.E. 

Cummings, another artist who so passionately believed that “it takes courage to grow up and become who you 

really are” — Burgess was impelled to invite young people into Keith Haring’s singular art and the large heart 

from which it sprang. And so Drawing on Walls: A Story of Keith Haring (public library) was born — a 

splendid addition to the most inspiring picture-book biographies of cultural heroes. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/03/30/enormous-smallness-e-e-cummings-matthew-burgess/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592702678/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/drawing-on-walls-a-story-of-keith-haring/oclc/1121082918&referer=brief_results
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/04/13/picture-book-biographies/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592702678/braipick-20
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Burgess’s tender words, harmonized by muralist and illustrator Josh Cochran’s ebullient art, follow the young 

Keith from his childhood in small-town Pennsylvania, drawing at the kitchen table with his dad and dipping 

his little sister’s palms in paint to make her a mobile of handprints, to his improbable path to New York City. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592702678/braipick-20
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One fateful day, home for the holidays from Pittsburg, where he had gone to study commercial art but had 

grow disillusioned with the prescriptive form, hungry “to be spontaneous and free,” Haring chanced upon The 

Art Spirit — Robert Henri’s 1923 masterwork, which would go on to influence generation of artists as sundry 

as Georgia O’Keeffe and David Lynch. “Rise up if it kills you,” Henri had written to O’Keeffe’s best friend. 

“I’m for the person who takes the bit in his teeth & goes after what he believes in.” Henri’s book — an 

invitation, an incantation, to “do whatever you do intensely” — invigorated the young artist to take the bit of 

his own talent and unexampled creative vision in his teeth and go toward that intensity. 

After hitchhiking across the country with his treasured copy of The Spirit of Art, he went to New York City. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/07/12/robert-henri-the-art-spirit-brotherhood/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/07/12/robert-henri-the-art-spirit-brotherhood/
https://literaryjukebox.brainpickings.org/post/99564601847
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592702678/braipick-20
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At twenty, he enrolled in the School of Visual Arts. (Cochran, whose illustrations bring Haring’s life to life in 

a rare acrobatic triumph of honoring another artist’s art in art that is both deliberately referential and 

thoroughly original, now teaches at the School of Visual Arts — a lovely testament to Robert Henri’s 

conviction that “all any man can hope to do is to add his fragment to the whole.”) 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592702678/braipick-20
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One day, he foraged some rolls of paper lying in the gutter between the bustling New York sidewalk and the 

bustling New York street, and spontaneously “began making bigger and bigger pictures.” 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592702678/braipick-20
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Burgess writes: 

Keith especially liked painting on the floor by the open door where the sunlight poured in. 

People passing on the street would stop to watch or talk with him about what he was making. Keith loved it! 

He didn’t believe that some people understand art while others don’t — or that art should be hidden away in 

galleries, museums, and private collections. 

Keith wanted to communicate with as many people as possible. “The public has a right to art… Art is for 

everybody.” 
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Tracing Haring’s inviting self-discovery on vacant subway billboards and graffiti-populated walls, Burgess 

affirms this credo by spontaneously breaking into his own art-form — the delightful surprise of the book’s 

sole verse: 

Maybe it makes them smile, 

maybe it makes them think, 

maybe it inspires them to draw 

or dance or write or sing. 
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Meanwhile, we see the bower of the young artist’s imagination grow decorated with the experiences of a life 

fully lived — he falls in love, starts a club in a church basement on St. Mark’s Place with his friends, 

discovers the vibrant graffiti culture of Alphabet City, listens to his boyfriend’s music as he paints and they 

cook together. 
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Like artist Agnes Martin and the astonishing array of employments by which she sustained herself as she 

revolutionized art, he takes a series of odd jobs to survive in New York — bike messenger and sandwich-

maker and gallery assistant in Soho and wildflower picker in Jersey and always, always his favorite: drawing 

with children at a Brooklyn daycare. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/10/31/agnes-martin-jobs/
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All the while, he keeps drawing on walls, savoring that small, enormous moment when a stranger pauses mid-

stride in this unstoppable city for a colorful moment of unbidden wonder. Burgess writes: 

For Keith, this was what art was all about — the moment when people see it and respond. 

At last, four years after leaping into the glorious uncertainty of life as a young artist in New York City, his big 

breakthrough came — a major solo exhibition at a Soho gallery. It tipped a Rube Goldberg machine of 

opportunities and invitations, making the world his canvas — from the wall of an Italian monastery to the 

Berlin Wall to the wall. 
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Burgess writes: 

But no matter how busy he became or where in the world he went, he always made time for children. 
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Keith understood kids and they understood him. 

There was an unspoken bond between them. 

And since children often asked him to draw on their t-shirts, skateboards, and jeans, he always kept a black 

marker handy. 
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In the remaining seven years of his life, as the art world grew to lavish Haring with recognition and plaudit, 

his drawings would come to cover the walls of orphanages and hospitals and daycare centers. When he spent 

five days painting the wall of a Chicago high school together with its 500 students, one walked up to him and 

said, with that special way children alone have of seeing into the heart of things and naming what is there 

without self-consciousness or pretense: 

I can tell, by the way you paint, that you really love life. 

Not long after that, Haring’s vivacity was stamped with the four letters that would spell certain death for so 

many young people of his generation. But even his AIDS diagnosis didn’t stifle his exuberant love of life — it 

only amplified it. Burgess quotes Haring’s diary: 

I appreciate everything that has happened, especially the gift of life I was given that has created a silent bond 

between me and children. Children can sense this “thing” in me. 
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Keith Haring painting a wall at the Palaexpo Museum in Rome, 1984. (Photograph by Stefano Fontebasso de 

Martino; featured with permission.) 
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Drawing on Walls radiates that singular thingness with its sensitive, courageous homage to an artist whose 

short life cast a widening pool of light on so many, rippling across space and time. Complement it with Maya 

Angelou’s lovely verses of courage for kids, illustrated by Haring’s contemporary Jean-Michel Basquiat, and 

with the picture-book biographies of Wangari Maathai, Maria Mitchell, Ada Lovelace, Louise 

Bourgeois, E.E. Cummings, Jane Goodall, Jane Jacobs, John Lewis, Frida Kahlo, Louis Braille, Pablo 

Neruda, Albert Einstein, Muddy Waters, and Nellie Bly, then revisit E.E. Cummings — the subject of 

Burgess’s first picture-book biography — on the courage to be yourself. 

Illustrations courtesy of Enchanted Lion Books; photographs by Maria Popova 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/06/26/drawing-on-walls-keith-

haring/?mc_cid=e965f9da61&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592702678/braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/05/03/life-doesnt-frighten-me-maya-angelou-basquiat/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/06/04/wangari-maathai-the-woman-who-planted-millions-of-trees/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/10/01/what-miss-mitchell-saw/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/04/05/ada-lovelace-poet-of-science/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/04/08/cloth-lullaby-louise-bourgeois/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/04/08/cloth-lullaby-louise-bourgeois/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/03/30/enormous-smallness-e-e-cummings-matthew-burgess/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/01/19/me-jane-patrick-mcdonnell/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/06/13/walking-the-city-with-jane-jacobs/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/12/05/preaching-to-the-chickens-john-lewis/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/01/03/frida-kahlo-and-her-animalitos/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/03/21/six-dots-braille/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/11/04/pablo-neruda-poet-of-the-people-book/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/11/04/pablo-neruda-poet-of-the-people-book/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/12/30/on-a-beam-of-light-albert-einstein-radunsky/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/12/12/muddy-waters-picture-book/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/07/17/the-daring-nellie-bly-bonnie-christensen/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/03/30/enormous-smallness-e-e-cummings-matthew-burgess/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/09/25/e-e-cummings-advice/
https://enchantedlion.com/all-books/drawing-on-walls-a-story-of-keith-haring
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/06/26/drawing-on-walls-keith-haring/?mc_cid=e965f9da61&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/06/26/drawing-on-walls-keith-haring/?mc_cid=e965f9da61&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592702678/braipick-20

