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New phase of liquid crystal opens door to "new universe of materials" 

By Nick Lavars 

 

Striking colors seen in a newly discovered phase of liquid crystal under the microscope  

SMRC 

VIEW 4 IMAGES 

More than 100 years after a pair of imaginative physicists first proposed a new phase of liquid crystal, 

scientists at the University of Colorado Boulder have managed to produce it and have been left “stunned” by 

its behavior. This new “ferroelectric nematic” phase has proven highly responsive to electrical fields, and by 

improving the understanding of its unique behavior, the team is hopeful it could lead to an entirely “new 

universe” of materials. 

https://newatlas.com/author/nick-lavars/
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The origins of the discovery can be traced back to the early 20th century, when Nobel Laureates Peter Debye 

and Max Born started to ponder a new type of liquid crystal, one featuring a neat arrangement of molecules 

aligned in the same direction rather than randomly pointing left or right. 

 

 

Researchers soon discovered solid crystals that exhibited this behavior, with the molecules aligned in uniform 

directions and able to be flipped when subjected to an electric field. These “ferroelectric” solid crystals 

marked a significant advance in materials, but a liquid crystal phase bearing the same characteristics has 

remained elusive, until now. 

The newly discovered phase is a form of nematic liquid crystal, which offer a mix of fluid- and solid-like 

characteristics that allow for some unique abilities, namely an ability to control light. This has seen them form 

the basis of LCD screens and help usher in the era of portable computing. 

Nematic liquid crystals are made up of rod-shaped molecules where one end carries a positive charge and the 

other end a negative charge. A typical nematic liquid crystal features a random assortment in which half of 

these molecules point left and the other half point right. The idea of a ferroelectric nematic liquid phase would 

see patches of these molecules point in the same direction, a concept referred to as polar ordering. 

The scientists at University of Colorado Boulder’s Soft Materials Research Center were experimenting with 

an organic molecule called RM734, which had been shown to exhibit a conventional nematic liquid crystal 

phase at high temperatures and another unusual phase at lower temperatures. 

 

Colors in a newly discovered phase of liquid crystal shift as a small electric field is applied 

https://newatlas.com/materials/ferroelectric-nematic-phase-liquid-crystal/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=cdec0e3e26-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_06_13_11_09&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-cdec0e3e26-92970593#gallery:4
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SMRC 

When playing around with this molecule under the microscope, the team noticed that when subjected to a 

weak electric field, a mix of striking colors began to appear at the fringes of the cell containing the liquid 

crystal. Further investigations revealed that this phase of RM734 was between 100 to 1,000 times more 

responsive to electric fields than your typical nematic liquid crystals, and that patches of aligned molecules 

formed spontaneously when it was cooled from higher temperatures. 

“That confirmed that this phase was, indeed, a ferroelectric nematic fluid,” says Noel Clark, a professor of 

physics and leader of the research team. 

 

https://newatlas.com/materials/ferroelectric-nematic-phase-liquid-crystal/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=cdec0e3e26-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_06_13_11_09&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-cdec0e3e26-92970593#gallery:2
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A newly discovered phase of liquid crystal features unique patches of molecules that almost all face the same 

way, seen here in the diamond shape 

SMRC 

Closer inspection of these molecules left the scientists “stunned” at how neatly they were aligned, with almost 

all pointing in the same direction. Co-author Matt Glaser says the ferroelectric nematic phase of liquid crystal 

"opens a door to a new universe of materials,” which could find their way into new types of display screens or 

computer components. 

“There are 40,000 research papers on nematics, and in almost any one of them you see interesting new 

possibilities if the nematic had been ferroelectric,” Clark says. 

From here, the team is continuing to study RM734 through computer simulations to better understand how it 

forms this new phase. 

The research was published in the journal Proceedings of the National Academy of Sciences. 

Source: University of Colorado Boulder 
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Nick Lavars 

Nick has been writing and editing at New Atlas for over six years, where he has covered everything from 

distant space probes to self-driving cars to oddball animal science. He previously spent time at The 

Conversation, Mashable and The Santiago Times, earning a Masters degree in communications from 

Melbourne’s RMIT University along the way. 

 

https://newatlas.com/materials/ferroelectric-nematic-phase-liquid-

crystal/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=cdec0e3e26-

EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_06_13_11_09&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-cdec0e3e26-

92970593 
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https://newatlas.com/materials/ferroelectric-nematic-phase-liquid-crystal/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=cdec0e3e26-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_06_13_11_09&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-cdec0e3e26-92970593
https://newatlas.com/materials/ferroelectric-nematic-phase-liquid-crystal/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=cdec0e3e26-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_06_13_11_09&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-cdec0e3e26-92970593
https://newatlas.com/materials/ferroelectric-nematic-phase-liquid-crystal/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=cdec0e3e26-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_06_13_11_09&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-cdec0e3e26-92970593
https://newatlas.com/author/nick-lavars/
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A Poem for Peter: A Lyrical Illustrated Tribute to Ezra Jack Keats and the Making of the First 

Mainstream Children’s Book Starring a Black Child 

“Brown-sugar boy in a blanket of white. Bright as the day you came onto the page. From the hand of a man 

whose life and times, and hardships, and heritage, and heroes, and heart, and soul led him to you.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

The year was 1962 — the year The Beatles auditioned for the first major record label and were rejected, the 

year a NASA probe shot for the Moon and missed it by 22,000 miles, the year my mother was born. That year 

— a decade after the young Ronald McNair fought segregation at the public library, amid stacks of books 

with no children who looked like him, before becoming the second black human to launch into the cosmos 

— Ezra Jack Keats (March 11, 1916–May 6, 1983) published The Snowy Day — the first mainstream 

children’s book featuring a black child as the protagonist: the almost unbearably adorable, red-hooded, 

buoyant-spirited Peter, savoring the quintessential joy of a child’s first innocent encounter with snow. 

Keats, born Jacob Ezra Katz on American soil at the peak of WWI into a family of immigrant Polish Jews, 

had changed his name during WWII to apply for jobs when many want ads thundered “No Jews Need Apply.” 

He had grown up in the poorest parts of Brooklyn, had lost his father the day before his high school 

graduation, and had spent his life making an improbable, barely sustainable, and, for its time and place, rather 

countercultural living as an artist: he painted for local businesses in the third grade; he made WPA murals in 

the wake of the Great Depression; he illustrated Marvel Comics backgrounds. In the gloaming hour of his 

thirties, when he began illustrating children’s books for other authors, Keats was troubled by how the 

monochrome imagination of mainstream publishing failed to represent the human panoply that colored the 

Brooklyn of his own childhood. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/06/05/rons-big-mission/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0670654000/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0425287688/braipick-20
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When he finally earned the opportunity to write and illustrate a book of his own, he pulled down the LIFE 

Magazine cutout pinned above his drawing table, which had traveled with him from studio to studio for two 

decades — a sequence of four photographs depicting a sweet black toddler as he receives a blood test, clad in 

a miniature coat and scarf, his body emanating that half-impish, half-unsteady loveliness of just learning to 

master gravity, his radiant face a Shakespearean theater of emotional expressions. That little boy became 

Keats’s Peter. “I can honestly say that Peter came into being because we wanted him,” Keats later reflected. 

 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0425287688/braipick-20
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Original art by Ezra Jack Keats from The Snowy Day. (Courtesy Ezra Jack Keats Foundation.) 

In the process of telling this culturally unexampled story, Keats also invented an artistically unexampled 

technique, blending painting and mixed-media collage, fusing elements of Japanese, Italian, and Scandinavian 

traditions with a style all his own, just like the America of his childhood had interleaved such variegated 

cultures into a shared canopy of possibility. 

“As an African American child growing up in the 1960s, at a time when I didn’t see others like me in 

children’s books, I was profoundly affected by the expressiveness of Keats’s illustrations,” recounts 

Brooklyn-based author Andrea Davis Pinkney, born the year Keats’s trailblazing masterpiece won the 

Caldecott Medal — that Nobel Prize of children’s literature, which Keats received with the humble hope that 

Peter would “show in his own way the wisdom of a pure heart.” Half a century after her own childhood, 

Pinkney teamed up with Bay Area illustrator duo Lou Fancher and Steve Johnson to pay lyrical tribute to 

Keats’s courage in A Poem for Peter: The Story of Ezra Jack Keats and the Creation of The Snowy 

Day (public library) — a lovely addition to these picture-book biographies of visionaries, part tribute poem 

and part conceptual peek-a-boo game in verse, a kind of imaginative shadow-play telling Klein’s story while 

addressing the “brown-sugar boy” as he emerges, born and blessed into being, from the snowy swaddle of his 

author’s imagination. 

The story follows Ezra’s life from his hardship-haunted childhood in Brooklyn, the Brooklyn which Alfred 

Kazin captured so soulfully in his memoir of loneliness and the immigrant experience, to his young adulthood 

in the postwar years haunted by antisemitism, the unholy ghost prompting Hannah Arendt to observe 

that “society has discovered discrimination as the great social weapon by which one may kill men without any 

bloodshed,” to his eventual entry into the world of children’s literature — the world he soon revolutionized by 

drawing on his own experience of exclusion to swing open the gates of empathy in the popular imagination 

and unlatch the bias-bolted human heart into affectionate inclusion. 

https://www.ezra-jack-keats.org/
http://www.johnsonandfancher.com/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0425287688/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0425287688/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/poem-for-peter-the-story-of-ezra-jack-keats-and-the-creation-of-the-snowy-day/oclc/1012115554&referer=brief_results
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/04/13/picture-book-biographies/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/07/05/alfred-kazin-walker-in-the-city-love/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/01/30/hannah-arendt-jewishness-we-refugees/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/01/30/hannah-arendt-jewishness-we-refugees/
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Brown-sugar boy in a blanket of white. 

Bright as the day you came onto the page. 

From the hand of a man who saw you for you. 

We see Ezra emerge and find himself — his parents, Gussie and Benjamin, alighting to America on an 

immigrant-crowded ship; Mama Gussie painting in secret but not daring to dream of being be a real fine artist 

(“she was forced to bite down on her dreams. This made her bitter, a way Ezra never wanted to be”); Papa 

Benjamin concerned about little Ezra’s artistic bend (“an artist was a strange, impractical thing to be”) but 

eventually letting his love prevail over his pragmatic concerns and chipping from his meager paycheck to buy 

tubes of paint for the young artist. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0425287688/braipick-20
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http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0425287688/braipick-20
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http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0425287688/braipick-20
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http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0425287688/braipick-20
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http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0425287688/braipick-20
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And meanwhile, the world around the family goes on being a world. A generation after the pioneering trans 

writer Jan Morris extolled New York’s summer heat as the ultimate equalizer of society, Pinkney eulogizes 

the opposite season’s equalizer — the backdrop of Ezra’s Brooklyn childhood and of Peter’s story: 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2012/07/17/manhattan-45/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0425287688/braipick-20
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But when it snowed, 

oh, when it snowed! 

Nature’s glittery hand 

painted the world’s walls a brighter shade. 

Snow made opportunity and equality 

seem right around the corner. 

Because, you see, Snow is nature’s we-all blanket. 

When snow spreads her sheet, we all glisten. 

When Snow paints the streets, we all see her beauty. 

Snow doesn’t know who’s needy or dirty 

or greedy or nice. 

Snow doesn’t choose where to fall. 

Snow doesn’t pick a wealthy man’s doorstep 

over a poor lady’s stoop. 

That’s Snow’s magic. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0425287688/braipick-20
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That is also the public library’s magic. Like the young Patti Smith, who found fuel for her own talent at the 

local public library of her impoverished childhood, we see Ezra discover art and science books and himself at 

the reference room of the Brooklyn Public Library — a lovely living testament to Ursula K. Le Guin’s 

wisdom: “Knowledge sets us free, art sets us free. A great library is freedom.” 

As Ezra’s life unspools across the tender illustrations and lyrical verses, we begin to feel the sweet ghost of 

Peter-to-be haunting his creator’s imagination as Pinkney elegantly coaxes the little boy out in a peek-a-boo 

tease. We see Ezra immerse himself in the delight of making art for children’s books, “but the delight was all 

white“; we see him calling out for Peter “like a daddy looking for his lost child.” When his chance finally 

comes to compose and illustrate his own story, the little boy who “had been waiting to be born,” who had 

been “there all along,” leaps out as “Ezra’s true jubilation.” 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/02/02/patti-smith-library/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/02/02/patti-smith-library/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/02/02/patti-smith-library/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0425287688/braipick-20
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Peter emerges in the warm embrace of Pinkney’s verse: 

Brown-sugar boy in a blanket of white. 

Bright as the day you came onto the page. 

From the hand of a man 

whose life and times, 

and hardships, 

and heritage, 

and heroes, 

and heart, 

and soul 

led him to you. 

Yes, you, little boy, 

were now in full view. 

Peter! 

No longer a glint in Ezra’s eye, 

but a curious child on a path 

to discovery. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0425287688/braipick-20
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Like a snowflake you fell, 

right into our hearts. 

You arrived. 

A little Snowy Day surprise! 

Like a crystal flake form the clouds, 

you fluttered down 

with your own one-of-a-kind 

cutie-beauty. 

Yes, you, Peter child, bubbled up 

in this man, 

now free to discover 

the truth of your colors: 

The here-I-am Red. 

The look-at-me Yellow. 

The proud-to-be Brown. 

 

 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0425287688/braipick-20
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In the rhapsodic final pages, Pinkney turns her loving gaze wholly to Peter, to his “black-button eyes and hot-

cocoa nose,” to his playful, dreamsome, snow-crunching “path in knee-deep wonder,” before she turns the 

same loving gaze back to his creator: 

 

Ezra Jack Keats gave all of us a place. 

A face. 

A voice. 

Ezra Jack Keats gave us eyes to see. 

Let us celebrate the making 

of what it means to be. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0425287688/braipick-20
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He dared to open a door. 

He awakened a wonderland. 

He brought a world of white 

suddenly alive with color. 

Brown-sugar child, 

when you and your hue 

burst onto the scene, 

all of us came out to play. 

Together, 

flapping our wings, 

rejoicing in a we-all blanket of wheeee! 

Thanks to Ezra Jack Keats, 

we all can be. 

As bright as Snow’s everlasting wonder. 

 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0425287688/braipick-20
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Couple A Poem for Peter with Life Doesn’t Frighten Me — Maya Angelou’s courageous verses for kids, 

illustrated by Basquiat — then find more inspiration and courage for young hearts in the picture-book 

biographies of other trailblazers: 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. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/06/17/a-poem-for-peter-ezra-jack-

keats/?mc_cid=0caddecda4&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0425287688/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/2015/03/30/enormous-smallness-e-e-cummings-matthew-burgess/
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/2013/12/30/on-a-beam-of-light-albert-einstein-radunsky/
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/2020/06/17/a-poem-for-peter-ezra-jack-keats/?mc_cid=0caddecda4&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/06/17/a-poem-for-peter-ezra-jack-keats/?mc_cid=0caddecda4&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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Stingray Spines and the Maya 

In Maya culture, rulers used stingray spines in bloodletting rituals. Researchers have ideas about why. 

 

Sketch of a Mayan sacrificial stone, the engravings on the stone show men in ceremonial dress engaging in a 

blood-letting ritual 

Getty 

By: Carly Silver  

Rituals in pre-conquest Mesoamerica “frequently involved sacrifices of human blood,” note Helen R. Haines, 

Philip W. Willink, and David Maxwell’ in their paper “Stingray Spine Use and Maya Bloodletting Rituals: 

A Cautionary Tale.” This often happened at key moments of transition, like “heir designation and period 

ending rituals.” That’s because blood helped sustain the gods. The act of giving it “opened a conduit between 

the natural and supernatural worlds”; the giver could enter “a physical state conducive to trances and visions.” 

https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/carly-silver/
https://www.jstor.org/stable/25478210#metadata_info_tab_contents?mag=stingray-spines-and-the-maya
https://www.jstor.org/stable/25478210#metadata_info_tab_contents?mag=stingray-spines-and-the-maya
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By using the spine of the sacred messenger stingray to let out blood, a monarch would connect to the 

supernatural twice over. 

But the Maya took a specific tack. They favored “personal bloodletting (or autosacrifice),” considering it their 

rulers’ sacred duty to cut themselves and give their own blood. Burial and iconographic evidence suggests 

that Maya autosacrificers sometimes used stingray spines. According to Haines et al., stingrays were thought 

to connect “the sea with the waters of the underworld.” The animal bridged the gap between the human and 

the divine—much as Maya rulers wanted to do themselves. So by using the spine of the sacred messenger 

stingray to let out blood, a monarch would connect to the supernatural twice over. 

But the spine of a stingray carried grave risks. In their examination of stingray envenomation, the authors note 

that the deadliest injuries can cause necrosis, especially when “foreign material originating from the sting” is 

not removed from the wound. No matter how careful they were when handling defleshed stingray spines, the 

Maya ran the risk of killing off their own organ tissue, or themselves. 

Why risk one’s life, though? The authors posit that utilizing an object with the “potential for death,” or at least 

the potential to transform “living flesh into dead tissue,” might be seen as a “means of attaining prestige.” 

Events using stingray spines represented moments of transition; they were likely momentous ones, important 

in the life of a monarch, the state, and the people being ruled. Perhaps, then, rulers only used stingray spines 

in situations involving “special acts of piety or in rites where the allusion to risking death was an important 

factor.” Maya rulers might have believed they needed to demonstrate “acts of greater devotion and, by 

implication, greater risks” to secure divine favor. 

Furthermore, the loss of blood wouldn’t just allow “the ‘dreaming’ state sought for vision inducement,” 

Haines and her colleagues argue. It would also let the individual “literally teeter on the brink between the 

immortal world (the world of the living) and the supernatural world (death and the afterlife).” A Maya 

monarch would then become a mediator between human and divine—similar to the enigmatic stingray itself. 

 https://daily.jstor.org/stingray-spines-and-the-

maya/?utm_term=Stingray%20Spines%20and%20the%20Maya&utm_campaign=jstordaily_0820202

0&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email 

  

https://daily.jstor.org/stingray-spines-and-the-maya/?utm_term=Stingray%20Spines%20and%20the%20Maya&utm_campaign=jstordaily_08202020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/stingray-spines-and-the-maya/?utm_term=Stingray%20Spines%20and%20the%20Maya&utm_campaign=jstordaily_08202020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/stingray-spines-and-the-maya/?utm_term=Stingray%20Spines%20and%20the%20Maya&utm_campaign=jstordaily_08202020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/stingray-spines-and-the-maya/?utm_term=Stingray%20Spines%20and%20the%20Maya&utm_campaign=jstordaily_08202020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/stingray-spines-and-the-maya/?utm_term=Stingray%20Spines%20and%20the%20Maya&utm_campaign=jstordaily_08202020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
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Spontaneously hollowing particles stabilize high-energy lithium batteries 

By Nick Lavars 

June 14, 2020 

 

 

The researchers carried out their research on small test batteries, but hope to study the behavior of the 

hollow anode structures in larger versions soon 

Matthew McDowell, Georgia Tech 

VIEW 2 IMAGES 

An international team of scientists has found a material that could enable lithium ion batteries to hold far 

more energy without sacrificing battery lifetime. The team discovered antimony crystals spontaneously and 

https://newatlas.com/author/nick-lavars/
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reversibly hollow out during the charge-discharge cycle, a much-desired characteristic that can facilitate 

greater energy density without compromising on safety. 

Lithium-ion batteries produce electricity by shuttling ions back and forth between two electrodes, the 

negatively-charged cathode and the positively-charged anode. But in their current state they are stretched to 

their limits. Efforts to increase this flow of lithium ions have been held back by the deterioration of the anode 

material, which tends to swell and shrink during charging and discharging, resulting of greater stress that 

reduces the lifetime of the battery. 

 

Scientists see a solution in “yolk-shell” particles that improve cycling ability thanks to hollow voids that can 

accommodate volume changes as the battery charges and discharges, while offering a stable outer surface. 

Swapping out the metal alloy anode material for these particles has long been seen as a pathway forward, but 

manufacturing them in a cost-effective way has proven problematic. 

“Intentionally engineering hollow nanomaterials has been done for a while now, and it is a promising 

approach for improving the lifetime and stability of batteries with high energy density,” says study author 

Matthew McDowell from the Georgia Institute of Technology. “The problem has been that directly 

synthesizing these hollow nanostructures at the large scales needed for commercial applications is challenging 

and expensive. Our discovery could offer an easier, streamlined process that could lead to improved 

performance in a way that is similar to the intentionally engineered hollow structures.” 

 

https://newatlas.com/energy/hollow-yolk-shell-nanoparticles-batteries-stable/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=732971e3b0-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_06_15_08_23&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-732971e3b0-92970593#gallery:2
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An electron microscope image of the antimony nanoparticles used in the team's battery research 

Matthew Boebinger, Georgia Tech 

The discovery made by McDowell and his colleagues from Georgia Tech, ETH Zürich and Oak Ridge 

National Laboratory starts with tiny particles a thousand times smaller than the width of a human hair. These 

oxide-coated antimony nanocrystals, the team found, would spontaneously hollow out during battery cycling, 

rather than expand and shrink as expected. 

This hollowing behavior was confirmed using high-res electron microscopes to observe the nanoparticles in 

small test batteries, and was only found to occur in particles less than around 30 nanometers in diameter. It 

works via the resilient oxide layer that allows the material to expand as the ions flow into the anode, but 

creates voids as the ions are removed, rather than leading to the typical shrinking behavior. 

“When we first observed the distinctive hollowing behavior, it was very exciting and we immediately knew 

this could have important implications for battery performance,” McDowell says. 

While these hollowed-out nanoparticles are an exciting discovery, there are a few challenges ahead for the 

team. Antimony is itself expensive and for that reason isn’t currently used in the production of battery 

electrode. However, the scientists suspect other, cheaper materials, such as tin, could exhibit the same 

hollowing behavior. They now hope to explore these possibilities and conduct studies on bigger batteries with 

a view to working toward commercial applications. 

“It would be interesting to test other materials to see if they transform according to a similar hollowing 

mechanism,” says McDowell. “This could expand the range of materials available for use in batteries. The 

small test batteries we fabricated showed promising charge-discharge performance, so we would like to 

evaluate the materials in larger batteries.” 

The research was published in the journal Nature Nanotechnology. 

Source: Georgia Tech 

We recommend 

1. Step towards better 'beyond lithium' batteries 

by University of Bath, TechXplore.com 

2. New redox flow lithium battery has ten times the energy density of current RFBs 

by Bob Yirka et al., TechXplore.com 

3. Scientists develop safer, more durable lithium-ion battery that can operate under extreme conditions 

https://www.nature.com/articles/s41565-020-0690-9
https://news.gatech.edu/2020/06/13/spontaneous-formation-nanoscale-hollow-structures-could-boost-battery-storage
https://techxplore.com/news/2017-09-lithium-batteries.html?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=TechXplore.com_TrendMD_1
https://techxplore.com/news/2015-11-redox-lithium-battery-ten-energy.html?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=TechXplore.com_TrendMD_1
https://techxplore.com/news/2017-11-scientists-safer-durable-lithium-ion-battery.html?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=TechXplore.com_TrendMD_1


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 534  september 2020 

 

29 

by Johns Hopkins University, TechXplore.com 

1. Researchers show advance in next-generation lithium metal batteries 

by Tina Hilding et al., TechXplore.com 

2. Transparent lithium-ion battery that recharges via the sun demonstrated 

by Bob Yirka et al., TechXplore.com 

3. New battery coating could improve smart phones and electric vehicles 

by Sean Nealon et al., TechXplore.com 

 

Nick Lavars 

Nick has been writing and editing at New Atlas for over six years, where he has covered everything from 

distant space probes to self-driving cars to oddball animal science. He previously spent time at The 

Conversation, Mashable and The Santiago Times, earning a Masters degree in communications from 

Melbourne’s RMIT University along the way. 

 

https://newatlas.com/energy/hollow-yolk-shell-nanoparticles-batteries-

stable/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=732971e3b0-

EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_06_15_08_23&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-732971e3b0-

92970593 

  

https://techxplore.com/news/2020-02-advance-next-generation-lithium-metal-batteries.html?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=TechXplore.com_TrendMD_1
https://techxplore.com/news/2015-09-transparent-lithium-ion-battery-recharges-sun.html?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=TechXplore.com_TrendMD_1
https://techxplore.com/news/2017-04-battery-coating-smart-electric-vehicles.html?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=TechXplore.com_TrendMD_1
https://newatlas.com/author/nick-lavars/
https://newatlas.com/energy/hollow-yolk-shell-nanoparticles-batteries-stable/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=732971e3b0-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_06_15_08_23&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-732971e3b0-92970593
https://newatlas.com/energy/hollow-yolk-shell-nanoparticles-batteries-stable/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=732971e3b0-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_06_15_08_23&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-732971e3b0-92970593
https://newatlas.com/energy/hollow-yolk-shell-nanoparticles-batteries-stable/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=732971e3b0-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_06_15_08_23&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-732971e3b0-92970593
https://newatlas.com/energy/hollow-yolk-shell-nanoparticles-batteries-stable/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=732971e3b0-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_06_15_08_23&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-732971e3b0-92970593
https://newatlas.com/author/nick-lavars/
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VIA TIN HOUSE 

How Do You Write About a Woman Who Loathed the Spotlight? 

Alice Miller on Georgie Hyde-Lees, Who Was Married to a Famous Irish Poet 

By Alice Miller 

 

June 11, 2020 

When I started writing my first novel, More Miracle Than Bird—the story of the brilliant woman, Georgie 

Hyde-Lees, who is best known as the wife of the poet W.B. Yeats—I was terrified that someone else would be 

writing the same story. Some other novelist, a great deal more experienced than me, must also know how 

damned good this story was. I felt a cool dread as I opened the book review pages, waiting for the inevitable 

moment when I’d discover that someone else had already told this strange yarn about a clever, determined 

woman in a wartime London crawling with ghosts. Someone else would have been drawn in by the eccentric, 

famous artists that play key supporting roles in this drama. Who wouldn’t want to tackle such a story? 

But then, after a year or so, I accepted that no one else was actually thinking about this story. My anxiety 

promptly shifted focus. Perhaps it was a terrible idea for a book! Perhaps to take on this very real person and 

write her story was too audacious, even for an established novelist! It was true that Georgie herself, my 

protagonist, would not have approved of my project. In the 1940s, in a letter to an academic who had just 

given a lecture about her husband, she wrote: “Thank you for leaving me out.” 

https://tinhouse.com/book/more-miracle-than-bird/
https://lithub.com/author/alicemiller/
https://bookshop.org/a/132/9781947793767
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* 

While writing this novel about a very real person, “audacity” was a word that often came to mind. Writing 

someone else’s story is riddled with arrogance. How dare you steal someone’s real life and force your own 

structure, your own words onto it? At first, I was too scared to get close. It felt worse than breaking into 

someone’s house and trying on all her clothes. It felt more like I was trying on her skin. 

And yet, over time, I found that trying on her skin was thrilling. 

It may not sound glamorous, but the best part of writing this book was definitely the research. Yes, there’s a 

point where it gets niggly—where the timelines must be juggled, where the paranoia runs high. But at the best 

times there’s the freedom of turning invisible,  borrowing someone else’s brain and vanishing into a time that 

isn’t your own. 

More than anything else, for me, this act of borrowing someone else’s brain required time. I was very lucky to 

have some long writing residencies while I was working on this book—in a city in New Zealand on the 

harbor, and in the woods of southern Germany. Apart from the hours writing, rewriting, worrying, deleting, 

and rewriting again, these residencies also allowed me to spend many hours walking, trying to imagine that I 

was somewhere other than where I was, in a body other than my own. 

I used to go to sleep at night trying to inhabit Georgie’s voice, to imagine what it was like to walk through her 

London in the blackouts. It became a meditative process, walking through her wartime city, to get used to the 

sight of wounded soldiers on the street, or the straw laid out on the road to mute the sound of the horses’ 

hoofs. Sometimes, half-asleep, I would forget which was her world and which mine. 

As a historical novelist . . . you get to galumph about in meadows of books, and to see what burrs stick to you. 

As I’m the kind of person who worries a lot about how I’m spending my time, the necessary historical 

research also gave me permission to pour a lot of time into reading about something that might never be 

relevant–but could be. In the name of research, I could spend as long as I wished reading and making notes. I 

justified travelling to Ireland and retracing Georgie’s steps all around London. I read certain contemporary 

books over and over, partly because they were soaked in the details and language of First World War London, 

and also because I adore re-reading. (A novelist I know never reads the same book twice, which I still can’t 

believe. Why wouldn’t you?). 

My research reminded me of that Robert Frost line about the different ways that scholars and poets acquire 

knowledge; while scholars get all their material out of books, Frost said, poets wander out into the fields and 

see what burrs stick to them. As a historical novelist, you get both: you get to galumph about in meadows of 

books, and to see what burrs stick to you. You get the books and the meadow. 

There’s a sense in which I spent years in early 20th-century London. It was my own thrilling, wild meadow, 

that dark streetscape during the war. 

* 
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I did have to get my head around some new concepts, one of the silliest of which was the northern hemisphere 

seasons. I’ve lived in the northern hemisphere for years, but for some reason the seasons of my childhood—

the southern hemisphere seasons, the other way round—have stuck stubbornly in my brain. I had to note 

down carefully the months of each season, so as to ensure I didn’t have Georgie layering up all her coats and 

heading out into a freezing night in the middle of June. 

 

Alice Miller’s novel More Miracle Than Bird is available from Tin House.                                                    

Alice MillerGeorgie Hyde-LeesMore Miracle Than BirdpoetsTin HouseW.B. Yeats 

 

Of course, there’s a lot you write and throw away. I read and wrote a great deal about George—as she was 

known by then—when she was older. That didn’t make it into the final version of the book. Still, the later 

parts of her story stay with me. Once, in their marriage, a man approached George, aware that she was the 

wife of the famous poet, W.B. Yeats, and asked her “how it felt to live with a genius.” 

https://bookshop.org/a/132/9781947793767
https://lithub.com/tag/alice-miller/
https://lithub.com/tag/georgie-hyde-lees/
https://lithub.com/tag/more-miracle-than-bird/
https://lithub.com/tag/poets/
https://lithub.com/tag/tin-house/
https://lithub.com/tag/w-b-yeats/
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She said, “Oh, all right, I never notice.” 

Her off-hand response says so much about our cult of genius, about what we believe about people who are 

immortalized by their work. I never notice. 

What I love about novels and poems is the great space in which we can interpret what we read, the huge 

chamber in which words can echo in slightly different ways to every reader. Right now, the vastness of that 

space—and the willingness to welcome a multiplicity of possible readings—seems to matter more than ever. 

I’m told that early readers of my book are divided between “Team Yeats” and “Team Pike” (a fictional 

wounded soldier in the hospital where Georgie works). Someone asked me the other day which team I was 

on, and I said, smiling, “Thank you for leaving me out.” 

And yet, although I went against her wishes, I’m glad we haven’t left Georgie out. She really was an 

extraordinary, fiercely intelligent woman, and I’m delighted we have a chance to turn the focus to her, to 

make sure that this time around, she is the one who gets noticed. 

 

 

 

Alice Miller 

Alice Miller is a graduate of the Iowa Writers’ Workshop and the International Institute of Modern Letters. 

She is on the faculty of the MFA program at Cedar Crest College. Her novel More Miracle Than Bird is out 

from Tin House. 

 

https://lithub.com/how-do-you-write-about-a-woman-who-loathed-the-spotlight/ 
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A Bush League Hero 

by Edna Ferber 

"I don't care if you don't know a spitball from a fadeaway when you see it. You'll be out in the air all 

afternoon, and there'll be some excitement. All the girls go. You'll like it. They're playing Marshalltown." 

New York Giants Opening Day line-up at the Polo Grounds, 1910 

This is not a baseball story. The grandstand does not rise as one man and shout itself hoarse with joy. There 

isn't a three-bagger in the entire three thousand words, and nobody is carried home on the shoulders of the 

crowd. For that sort of thing you need not squander fifteen cents on your favorite magazine. The modest sum 

of one cent will make you the possessor of a Pink 'Un. There you will find the season's games handled in 

masterly fashion by a six-best-seller artist, an expert mathematician, and an original-slang humorist. No mere 

short story dub may hope to compete with these. 

In the old days, before the gentry of the ring had learned the wisdom of investing their winnings in solids 

instead of liquids, this used to be a favorite conundrum: When is a prize-fighter not a prize-fighter? 

https://americanliterature.com/author/edna-ferber
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Chorus: When he is tending bar. 

I rise to ask you Brothah Fan, when is a ball player not a ball player? Above the storm of facetious replies I 

shout the answer: 

When he's a shoe clerk. 

Any man who can look handsome in a dirty baseball suit is an Adonis. There is something about the baggy 

pants, and the Micawber-shaped collar, and the skull-fitting cap, and the foot or so of tan, or blue, or pink 

undershirt sleeve sticking out at the arms, that just naturally kills a man's best points. Then too, a baseball suit 

requires so much in the matter of leg. Therefore, when I say that Rudie Schlachweiler was a dream even in his 

baseball uniform, with a dirty brown streak right up the side of his pants where he had slid for base, you may 

know that the girls camped on the grounds during the season. 

During the summer months our ball park is to us what the Grand Prix is to Paris, or Ascot is to London. What 

care we that Evers gets seven thousand a year (or is it a month?); or that Chicago's new South-side ball park 

seats thirty-five thousand (or is it million?). Of what interest are such meager items compared with the 

knowledge that "Pug" Coulan, who plays short, goes with Undine Meyers, the girl up there in the eighth row, 

with the pink dress and the red roses on her hat? When "Pug" snatches a high one out of the firmament we 

yell with delight, and even as we yell we turn sideways to look up and see how Undine is taking it. Undine's 

shining eyes are fixed on "Pug," and he knows it, stoops to brush the dust off his dirt-begrimed baseball pants, 

takes an attitude of careless grace and misses the next play. 

Our grand-stand seats almost two thousand, counting the boxes. But only the snobs, and the girls with new 

hats, sit in the boxes. Box seats are comfortable, it is true, and they cost only an additional ten cents, but we 

have come to consider them undemocratic, and unworthy of true fans. Mrs. Freddy Van Dyne, who spends 

her winters in Egypt and her summers at the ball park, comes out to the game every afternoon in her 

automobile, but she never occupies a box seat; so why should we? She perches up in the grand-stand with the 

rest of the enthusiasts, and when Kelly puts one over she stands up and clinches her fists, and waves her arms 

and shouts with the best of 'em. She has even been known to cry, "Good eye! Good eye!" when things were at 

fever heat. The only really blase individual in the ball park is Willie Grimes, who peddles ice-cream cones. 

For that matter, I once saw Willie turn a languid head to pipe, in his thin voice, "Give 'em a dark one, Dutch! 

Give 'em a dark one!" 

Well, that will do for the firsh dash of local color. Now for the story. 

Ivy Keller came home June nineteenth from Miss Shont's select school for young ladies. By June twenty-first 

she was bored limp. You could hardly see the plaits of her white tailored shirtwaist for fraternity pins and 

secret society emblems, and her bedroom was ablaze with college banners and pennants to such an extent that 

the maid gave notice every Thursday--which was upstairs cleaning day. 

For two weeks after her return Ivy spent most of her time writing letters and waiting for them, and reading the 

classics on the front porch, dressed in a middy blouse and a blue skirt, with her hair done in a curly Greek 

effect like the girls on the covers of the Ladies' Magazine. She posed against the canvas bosom of the porch 
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chair with one foot under her, the other swinging free, showing a tempting thing in beaded slipper, silk 

stocking, and what the story writers call "slim ankle." 

On the second Saturday after her return her father came home for dinner at noon, found her deep in Volume 

Two of "Les Miserables." 

"Whew! This is a scorcher!" he exclaimed, and dropped down on a wicker chair next to Ivy. Ivy looked at her 

father with languid interest, and smiled a daughterly smile. Ivy's father was an insurance man, alderman of his 

ward, president of the Civic Improvement Club, member of five lodges, and an habitual delegate. It generally 

was he who introduced distinguished guests who spoke at the opera house on Decoration Day. He called Mrs. 

Keller "Mother," and he wasn't above noticing the fit of a gown on a pretty feminine figure. He thought Ivy 

was an expurgated edition of Lillian Russell, Madame De Stael, and Mrs. Pankburst. 

"Aren't you feeling well, Ivy?" he asked. "Looking a little pale. It's the heat, I suppose. Gosh! Something 

smells good. Run in and tell Mother I'm here." 

Ivy kept one slender finger between the leaves of her book. "I'm perfectly well," she replied. "That must be 

beefsteak and onions. Ugh!" And she shuddered, and went indoors. 

Dad Keller looked after her thoughtfully. Then he went in, washed his hands, and sat down at table with Ivy 

and her mother. 

"Just a sliver for me," said Ivy, "and no onions." 

Her father put down his knife and fork, cleared his throat, and spake, thus: 

"You get on your hat and meet me at the 2:45 inter-urban. You're going to the ball game with me." 

"Ball game!" repeated Ivy. "I? But I'd----" 

"Yes, you do," interrupted her father. "You've been moping around here looking a cross between Saint Cecilia 

and Little Eva long enough. I don't care if you don't know a spitball from a fadeaway when you see it. You'll 

be out in the air all afternoon, and there'll be some excitement. All the girls go. You'll like it. They're playing 

Marshalltown." 

Ivy went, looking the sacrificial lamb. Five minutes after the game was called she pointed one tapering white 

finger in the direction of the pitcher's mound. 

"Who's that?" she asked. 

"Pitcher," explained Papa Keller, laconically. Then, patiently: "He throws the ball." 

"Oh," said Ivy. "What did you say his name was?" 
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"I didn't say. But it's Rudie Schlachweiler. The boys call him Dutch. Kind of a pet, Dutch is." 

"Rudie Schlachweiler!" murmured Ivy, dreamily. "What a strong name!" 

"Want some peanuts?" inquired her father. 

"Does one eat peanuts at a ball game?" 

"It ain't hardly legal if you don't," Pa Keller assured her. 

"Two sacks," said Ivy. "Papa, why do they call it a diamond, and what are those brown bags at the corners, 

and what does it count if you hit the ball, and why do they rub their hands in the dust and then--er--spit on 

them, and what salary does a pitcher get, and why does the red-haired man on the other side dance around like 

that between the second and third brown bag, and doesn't a pitcher do anything but pitch, and wh----?" 

"You're on," said papa. 

After that Ivy didn't miss a game during all the time that the team played in the home town. She went without 

a new hat, and didn't care whether Jean Valjean got away with the goods or not, and forgot whether you 

played third hand high or low in bridge. She even became chummy with Undine Meyers, who wasn't her kind 

of a girl at all. Undine was thin in a voluptuous kind of way, if such a paradox can be, and she had red lips, 

and a roving eye, and she ran around downtown without a hat more than was strictly necessary. But Undine 

and Ivy had two subjects in common. They were baseball and love. It is queer how the limelight will make 

heroes of us all. 

Now "Pug" Coulan, who was red-haired, and had shoulders like an ox, and arms that hung down to his knees, 

like those of an orang-outang, slaughtered beeves at the Chicago stockyards in winter. In the summer he 

slaughtered hearts. He wore mustard colored shirts that matched his hair, and his baseball stockings generally 

had a rip in them somewhere, but when he was on the diamond we were almost ashamed to look at Undine, so 

wholly did her heart shine in her eyes. 

Now, we'll have just another dash or two of local color. In a small town the chances for hero worship are few. 

If it weren't for the traveling men our girls wouldn't know whether stripes or checks were the thing in gents' 

suitings. When the baseball season opened the girls swarmed on it. Those that didn't understand baseball 

pretended they did. When the team was out of town our form of greeting was changed from, "Good-

morning!" or "Howdy-do!" to "What's the score?" Every night the results of the games throughout the league 

were posted up on the blackboard in front of Schlager's hardware store, and to see the way in which the crowd 

stood around it, and streamed across the street toward it, you'd have thought they were giving away gas stoves 

and hammock couches. 

Going home in the street car after the game the girls used to gaze adoringly at the dirty faces of their sweat-

begrimed heroes, and then they'd rush home, have supper, change their dresses, do their hair, and rush 

downtown past the Parker Hotel to mail their letters. The baseball boys boarded over at the Griggs House, 

which is third-class, but they used their tooth-picks, and held the postmortem of the day's game out in front of 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 534  september 2020 

 

38 

the Parker Hotel, which is our leading hostelry. The postoffice receipts record for our town was broken during 

the months of June, July, and August. 

Mrs. Freddy Van Dyne started the trouble by having the team over to dinner, "Pug" Coulan and all. After all, 

why not? No foreign and impecunious princes penetrate as far inland as our town. They get only as far as 

New York, or Newport, where they are gobbled up by many-moneyed matrons. If Mrs. Freddy Van Dyne 

found the supply of available lions limited, why should she not try to content herself with a jackal or so? 

Ivy was asked. Until then she had contented herself with gazing at her hero. She had become such a hardened 

baseball fan that she followed the game with a score card, accurately jotting down every play, and keeping her 

watch open on her knee. 

She sat next to Rudie at dinner. Before she had nibbled her second salted almond, Ivy Keller and Rudie 

Schlachweiler understood each other. Rudie illustrated certain plays by drawing lines on the table-cloth with 

his knife and Ivy gazed, wide-eyed, and allowed her soup to grow cold. 

The first night that Rudie called, Pa Keller thought it a great joke. He sat out on the porch with Rudie and Ivy 

and talked baseball, and got up to show Rudie how he could have got the goat of that Keokuk catcher if only 

he had tried one of his famous open-faced throws. Rudie looked politely interested, and laughed in all the 

right places. But Ivy didn't need to pretend. Rudie Schlachweiler spelled baseball to her. She did not think of 

her caller as a good-looking young man in a blue serge suit and a white shirtwaist. Even as he sat there she 

saw him as a blonde god standing on the pitcher's mound, with the scars of battle on his baseball pants, his 

left foot placed in front of him at right angles with his right foot, his gaze fixed on first base in a cunning 

effort to deceive the man at bat, in that favorite attitude of pitchers just before they get ready to swing their 

left leg and h'ist one over. 

The second time that Rudie called, Ma Keller said: 

"Ivy, I don't like that ball player coming here to see you. The neighbors'll talk." 

The third time Rudie called, Pa Keller said: "What's that guy doing here again?" 

The fourth time Rudie called, Pa Keller and Ma Keller said, in unison: "This thing has got to stop." 

But it didn't. It had had too good a start. For the rest of the season Ivy met her knight of the sphere around the 

corner. Theirs was a walking courtship. They used to roam up as far as the State road, and down as far as the 

river, and Rudie would fain have talked of love, but Ivy talked of baseball. 

"Darling," Rudie would murmur, pressing Ivy's arm closer, "when did you first begin to care?" 

"Why I liked the very first game I saw when Dad----" 

"I mean, when did you first begin to care for me?" 
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"Oh! When you put three men out in that game with Marshalltown when the teams were tied in the eighth 

inning. Remember? Say, Rudie dear, what was the matter with your arm to-day? You let three men walk, and 

Albia's weakest hitter got a home run out of you." 

"Oh, forget baseball for a minute, Ivy! Let's talk about something else. Let's talk about--us." 

"Us? Well, you're baseball, aren't you?" retorted Ivy. "And if you are, I am. Did you notice the way that 

Ottumwa man pitched yesterday? He didn't do any acting for the grandstand. He didn't reach up above his 

head, and wrap his right shoulder with his left toe, and swing his arm three times and then throw seven inches 

outside the plate. He just took the ball in his hand, looked at it curiously for a moment, and fired it--zing!--like 

that, over the plate. I'd get that ball if I were you." 

"Isn't this a grand night?" murmured Rudie. 

"But they didn't have a hitter in the bunch," went on Ivy. "And not a man in the team could run. That's why 

they're tail-enders. Just the same, that man on the mound was a wizard, and if he had one decent player to give 

him some support----" 

Well, the thing came to a climax. One evening, two weeks before the close of the season, Ivy put on her hat 

and announced that she was going downtown to mail her letters. 

"Mail your letters in the daytime," growled Papa Keller. 

"I didn't have time to-day," answered Ivy. "It was a thirteen inning game, and it lasted until six o'clock." 

It was then that Papa Keller banged the heavy fist of decision down on the library table. 

"This thing's got to stop!" he thundered. "I won't have any girl of mine running the streets with a ball player, 

understand? Now you quit seeing this seventy-five-dollars-a-month bush leaguer or leave this house. I mean 

it." 

"All right," said Ivy, with a white-hot calm. "I'll leave. I can make the grandest kind of angel-food with 

marshmallow icing, and you know yourself my fudges can't be equaled. He'll be playing in the major leagues 

in three years. Why just yesterday there was a strange man at the game--a city man, you could tell by his hat-

band, and the way his clothes were cut. He stayed through the whole game, and never took his eyes off Rudie. 

I just know he was a scout for the Cubs." 

"Probably a hardware drummer, or a fellow that Schlachweiler owes money to." 

Ivy began to pin on her hat. A scared look leaped into Papa Keller's eyes. He looked a little old, too, and 

drawn, at that minute. He stretched forth a rather tremulous hand. 

"Ivy-girl," he said. 
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"What?" snapped Ivy. 

"Your old father's just talking for your own good. You're breaking your ma's heart. You and me have been 

good pals, haven't we?" 

"Yes," said Ivy, grudgingly, and without looking up. 

"Well now, look here. I've got a proposition to make to you. The season's over in two more weeks. The last 

week they play out of town. Then the boys'll come back for a week or so, just to hang around town and try to 

get used to the idea of leaving us. Then they'll scatter to take up their winter jobs-cutting ice, most of 'em," he 

added, grimly. 

"Mr. Schlachweiler is employed in a large establishment in Slatersville, Ohio," said Ivy, with dignity. "He 

regards baseball as his profession, and he cannot do anything that would affect his pitching arm." 

Pa Keller put on the tremolo stop and brought a misty look into his eyes. 

"Ivy, you'll do one last thing for your old father, won't you?" 

"Maybe," answered Ivy, coolly. 

"Don't make that fellow any promises. Now wait a minute! Let me get through. I won't put any crimp in your 

plans. I won't speak to Schlachweiler. Promise you won't do anything rash until the ball season's over. Then 

we'll wait just one month, see? Till along about November. Then if you feel like you want to see him----" 

"But how----" 

"Hold on. You mustn't write to him, or see him, or let him write to you during that time, see? Then, if you feel 

the way you do now, I'll take you to Slatersville to see him. Now that's fair, ain't it? Only don't let him know 

you're coming." 

" M-m-m-yes," said Ivy. 

"Shake hands on it." She did. Then she left the room with a rush, headed in the direction of her own bedroom. 

Pa Keller treated himself to a prodigious wink and went out to the vegetable garden in search of Mother. 

The team went out on the road, lost five games, won two, and came home in fourth place. For a week they 

lounged around the Parker Hotel and held up the street corners downtown, took many farewell drinks, then, 

slowly, by ones and twos, they left for the packing houses, freight depots, and gents' furnishing stores from 

whence they came. 

October came in with a blaze of sumac and oak leaves. Ivy stayed home and learned to make veal loaf and 

apple pies. The worry lines around Pa Keller's face began to deepen. Ivy said that she didn't believe that she 

cared to go back to Miss Shont's select school for young ladies. 
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October thirty-first came. 

"We'll take the eight-fifteen to-morrow," said her father to Ivy. 

"All right," said Ivy. 

"Do you know where he works?" asked he. 

"No," answered Ivy. 

"That'll be all right. I took the trouble to look him up last August." 

The short November afternoon was drawing to its close (as our best talent would put it) when Ivy and her 

father walked along the streets of Slatersville. (I can't tell you what streets, because I don't know.) Pa Keller 

brought up before a narrow little shoe shop. 

"Here we are," he said, and ushered Ivy in. A short, stout, proprietary figure approached them smiling a 

mercantile smile. 

"What can I do for you?" he inquired. 

Ivy's eyes searched the shop for a tall, golden-haired form in a soiled baseball suit. 

"We'd like to see a gentleman named Schlachweiler--Rudolph Schlachweiler," said Pa Keller. 

"Anything very special?" inquired the proprietor. "He's--rather busy just now. Wouldn't anybody else do? Of 

course, if----" 

"No," growled Keller. 

The boss turned. "Hi! Schlachweiler!" he bawled toward the rear of the dim little shop. 

"Yessir," answered a muffled voice. 

"Front!" yelled the boss, and withdrew to a safe listening distance. 

A vaguely troubled look lurked in the depths of Ivy's eyes. From behind the partition of the rear of the shop 

emerged a tall figure. It was none other than our hero. He was in his shirt- sleeves, and he struggled into his 

coat as he came forward, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, hurriedly, and swallowing. 

I have said that the shop was dim. Ivy and her father stood at one side, their backs to the light. Rudie came 

forward, rubbing his hands together in the manner of clerks. 
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"Something in shoes?" he politely inquired. Then he saw. 

"Ivy!--ah--Miss Keller!" he exclaimed. Then, awkwardly: "Well, how-do, Mr. Keller. I certainly am glad to 

see you both. How's the old town? What are you doing in Slatersville?" 

"Why--Ivy----" began Pa Keller, blunderingly. 

But Ivy clutched his arm with a warning hand. The vaguely troubled look in her eyes had become wildly so. 

"Schlachweiler!" shouted the voice of the boss. "Customers!" and he waved a hand in the direction of the 

fitting benches. 

"All right, sir," answered Rudie. "Just a minute." 

"Dad had to come on business," said Ivy, hurriedly. "And he brought me with him. I'm--I'm on my way to 

school in Cleveland, you know. Awfully glad to have seen you again. We must go. That lady wants her shoes, 

I'm sure, and your employer is glaring at us. Come, dad." 

At the door she turned just in time to see Rudie removing the shoe from the pudgy foot of the fat lady 

customer. 

We'll take a jump of six months. That brings us into the lap of April. 

Pa Keller looked up from his evening paper. Ivy, home for the Easter vacation, was at the piano. Ma Keller 

was sewing. 

Pa Keller cleared his throat. "I see by the paper," he announced, "that Schlachweiler's been sold to Des 

Moines. Too bad we lost him. He was a great little pitcher, but he played in bad luck. Whenever he was on the 

slab the boys seemed to give him poor support." 

"Fudge!" exclaimed Ivy, continuing to play, but turning a spirited face toward her father. "What piffle! 

Whenever a player pitches rotten ball you'll always hear him howling about the support he didn't get. 

Schlachweiler was a bum pitcher. Anybody could hit him with a willow wand, on a windy day, with the sun 

in his eyes." 

 

A Bush League Hero was featured as The Short Story of the Day on Thu, Aug 15, 2019 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/edna-ferber/short-story/a-bush-league-hero 

https://americanliterature.com/short-story-of-the-day
https://americanliterature.com/author/edna-ferber/short-story/a-bush-league-hero
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Unusual skyscraper will put eyes in the sky 

By Adam Williams 

 

The first phase of New Pingshan Eye is due to be completed in 2022 

RMJM 

China recently announced new rules on tall building construction, but it remains to be seen how strictly they 

will be implemented. What we do know is that the country has at least one new skyscraper on the way, and it 

will be a striking building with decorative features on its facade that are likened to eyes by designer RMJM. 

Created by RMJM's Shenzhen studio, the New Pingshan Eye skyscraper will reach a height of 250 m (820 ft) 

in Shenzhen's burgeoning Pingshan district. Its exterior will sport two of the "eyes," one of which will be 

situated roughly at the building's center, with another closer to the top. 

 

https://newatlas.com/author/adam-williams/
https://newatlas.com/architecture/china-skyscrapers-government-policy/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
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"The design by RMJM Shenzhen focuses on resolving the two paradoxical concepts of 'Openness' and 

'Enclosure,'" explains the firm. "The studio developed the concept of 'The Eyes of Pingshan,' which in 

combination form a unique visual feature, one that looks out onto the future of Shenzhen while at the same 

time appearing to peel back the facades to reveal the buildings within. 

"The eye-shape ornaments, strikingly carved into the upper and central facades of the 250 m main tower and 

around the tower entrances, are replicated elsewhere within the scheme and create an unusual visual metaphor 

for the 'Openness' theme. 'Enclosure' is achieved by situating the multiple open, outdoor spaces above street 

level, creating a sense of safety and protection from the busy world to be found outside of the complex." 

 

New Pingshan Eye's main skyscraper will be topped by a helicopter pad 

RMJM 

https://newatlas.com/architecture/rmjm-new-pingshan-eye/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=732971e3b0-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_06_15_08_23&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-732971e3b0-92970593#gallery:5
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A smaller multipurpose cultural building will be situated nearby and sport an unusual overall form and a 

green roof. Several other greenery-topped buildings are planned too, and some of these will also feature the 

eye motif on their facades. The development will include a hotel, office space, and various leisure facilities. 

An official groundbreaking ceremony has taken place and the first phase of the project is due to be completed 

in 2022, though a representative cautioned that there may be delays due to COVID-19. RMJM has been busy 

in China lately and also plans another pair of striking skyscrapers named Xiangjiang Gate in Hunan. 

Source: RMJM 

We recommend 

1. Here's looking at new tech and concepts for future skyscrapers 

by Nancy Owano et al., TechXplore.com 

2. Research draws on Formula 1 technology for the construction of skyscrapers 

by City University London, TechXplore.com 

3. Unbuilding cities as high-rises reach their use-by date 

by Norman Day et al., TechXplore.com 

1. PixelGreen: A hybrid, green media wall for existing high-rise buildings 

by Ingrid Fadelli et al., TechXplore.com 

2. Concepts emerge for a vertical city in the desert 

by Nancy Owano et al., TechXplore.com 

3. Earthquake shake tests toward 20-story earthquake-safe buildings made from wood 

by Ioana Patringenaru et al., TechXplore.com 

 

https://newatlas.com/architecture/rmjm-xiangjiang-gate/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://www.rmjm.com/
https://techxplore.com/news/2017-01-tech-concepts-future-skyscrapers.html?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=TechXplore.com_TrendMD_1
https://techxplore.com/news/2019-12-formula-technology-skyscrapers.html?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=TechXplore.com_TrendMD_1
https://techxplore.com/news/2020-01-unbuilding-cities-high-rises-use-by-date.html?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=TechXplore.com_TrendMD_1
https://techxplore.com/news/2019-05-pixelgreen-hybrid-green-media-wall.html?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=TechXplore.com_TrendMD_1
https://techxplore.com/news/2015-04-concepts-emerge-vertical-city.html?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=TechXplore.com_TrendMD_1
https://techxplore.com/news/2017-07-earthquake-story-earthquake-safe-wood.html?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=TechXplore.com_TrendMD_1
https://newatlas.com/author/adam-williams/
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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/rmjm-new-pingshan-

eye/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=732971e3b0-

EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_06_15_08_23&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-732971e3b0-

92970593 

  

https://newatlas.com/author/adam-williams/
https://newatlas.com/architecture/rmjm-new-pingshan-eye/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=732971e3b0-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_06_15_08_23&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-732971e3b0-92970593
https://newatlas.com/architecture/rmjm-new-pingshan-eye/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=732971e3b0-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_06_15_08_23&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-732971e3b0-92970593
https://newatlas.com/architecture/rmjm-new-pingshan-eye/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=732971e3b0-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_06_15_08_23&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-732971e3b0-92970593
https://newatlas.com/architecture/rmjm-new-pingshan-eye/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=732971e3b0-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_06_15_08_23&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-732971e3b0-92970593
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Wanting Wrong 

Hope Gangloff 

Hope Gangloff: Cigi-Pedi, 2008 

Anne Enright 

Topics of Conversation 

by Miranda Popkey 

Knopf, 215 pp., $24.00 

Die, My Love 

https://www.nybooks.com/contributors/anne-enright/
https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/0525656286?ie=UTF8&tag=thneyoreofbo-20&linkCode=as2&camp=1789&creative=9325&creativeASIN=0525656286
https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/1999722787?ie=UTF8&tag=thneyoreofbo-20&linkCode=as2&camp=1789&creative=9325&creativeASIN=1999722787
https://cdn.nybooks.com/wp-content/uploads/2020/06/enright_1-072320.jpg
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by Ariana Harwicz, translated from the Spanish by Sarah Moses and Carolina Orloff 

Edinburgh: Charco, 123 pp., $13.95 (paper) 

Sometime in the 1980s Catholic primary school teachers in Ireland abandoned the concept of sin, 

considering it too harsh for the six-year-olds they were training for the confessional. They reached 

instead for the phrase “a failure to love,” a devastating switch that moved children from the pleasures 

of transgression (who doesn’t like a good sin?) to the wilderness of abandonment. It was like accusing 

them of causing their own loneliness. There is, perhaps, a game to be played with novels along these 

lines, dividing fictional characters into those who sin and those who are merely wrongheaded and sad. 

It might also be useful to ask if the latter are more often female. 

The narrator of Miranda Popkey’s first novel, Topics of Conversation, is the daughter of an old 

Hollywood family, now in gentle decline. Her nice, white life “was going to be suburban, it was going to 

be upper-middle-class,” but she throws all that into disarray when she decides to leave her husband, 

John, who loves her. She does this despite the fact that he was “so kind and so supportive and 

emotionally generous and a good listener…everything a liberated woman is supposed to want.” Her 

remorse is partly political: How can a woman refuse all that for herself, when it is exactly what she 

wants for women in general? Her regret is also, in part, simply human—she does not love a man who 

loves her, and the pain he feels when she leaves him makes her feel badly about herself. 

The problem seems self-evident, but though there is much discussion about morality and desire in this 

book, it asks no radical question about why women in particular should feel beholden to people who 

like them, love them, or desire them. Why do women feel guilty when they cannot love the person they 

“should” love? (Of course they feel guilty! Is there another way to feel about all that?) The question 

Popkey asks is familiar from the nineteenth-century novel, where it is also a question about society: 

Emma Bovary and Anna Karenina abandon marriage for love, and both suffer disastrous 

consequences. For Popkey, society has been replaced by feminism as the system that tells you whom to 

love, though this switch from authority to the dismantling of authority does not solve the problem of 

desire. Her narrator tries to date men who have “working definitions of the word feminism” 

themselves; these are “lovely men, men with advanced degrees and wit to spare,” but when they try to 

kiss her, she recoils. “It was as if every cell in my body began immediately trying to pull away.” 

Her need to be dominated cannot be overcome. Popkey’s unnamed narrator desires men who will tell 

her what to do. This might be an efficient enough thing to want in your life, except for the way it shifts, 

perhaps inevitably, into a need to be mistreated. It also leads to questions about consent that are so 

taboo they are almost beyond articulation: “Either the desires I had were possible desires or…or, this 

was the other option, I had been tricked. The other option was I was wrong.” She worries whether such 

a “wrong” desire (or a desire for wrongness) can be sanctioned by the self. She is also alert to the 

possibility that her needs are shaped by a newly toxic patriarchy: “The porn wars were over and porn 

had won and we were porn-positive,” she says of her student self. “We were sex-positive, we probably 

wouldn’t have even called ourselves feminists.” 

The book covers seventeen years of the narrator’s life and plays out through various conversations with 

or about women who are interested in being subjugated or hurt by men. The first is told by Artemisia, 

the wealthy mother of a classmate who brings the twenty-one-year-old narrator from New York City to 
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Italy to watch her younger children while the family is on vacation. In a late-night conversation over a 

bottle of wine, Artemisia tells the babysitter of the moment of relief and excitement when her older 

husband reasserted his power over her by the “introduction of violence” to the sexual dynamic. When 

he did so, she says, “I was again the child.” Artemisia, as well as being beautiful, Argentinian, and 

elegantly self-aware, is a psychotherapist who goes on to discuss, with her babysitter, “the rape 

fantasy”: “It was not because I was released from shame that I found relief in his violence. It is because 

I was released from control.” 

The word “child” strikes a curious note in a story about abnegation and arousal—if that is what it is 

(for a book that deals in the paradoxes of desire, very little is described below the waist). Artemisia’s 

account contains the unchallenged idea that children do not want control. It also suggests that the adult 

shortcut to this happily regressed state is through violence and sexual coercion. Artemisia leaves this 

husband for another, one who does not need to prove his strength over her in such a crude way. “I have 

only wanted to be cared for,” she says. “I have always wanted to give myself over.” At twenty-one, the 

narrator recognizes something of herself in Artemisia’s managed weakness; she is not the master of her 

fate, just the gardener, trapped “in a hedge maze of her own design.” 

It is hard to know if these stories are chosen to illustrate some essential or unsayable truth of female 

sexuality. Perhaps these women have been “tricked” by their own unhappiness, or by the world’s 

unfairness, into wanting the wrong thing. If so, how do we liberate our desires? It is also possible that 

the book only seems to consider the “problem” of submissiveness in order to explore something else. 

The babysitter’s response to Artemisia’s words—or rather, to her speaking mouth—is a desire to “stop 

it with my own,” an urge that is not so much copulatory as admiring, or even envious: “Now I know 

that I am never more covetous than when someone tells me a story, a secret.” 

Popkey understands the intimate and seductive purposes of self-disclosure. She is alert to the moment 

when story turns into self-enclosure, or narcissistic display. She also knows how competitive all that can 

get. In a subsequent chapter the narrator responds to her friend Laura’s story with a sudden urge to 

push her off the ridge they are walking along, in part because the narrator’s own life story is falling 

apart. By this time she is married and trying for a baby, taking her basal temperature every morning 

before watching porn, “like I couldn’t think about making a baby without thinking about making a 

baby.” Meanwhile, she is plotting infidelity. She travels to a distant city and has a one-night stand with 

a man who understands that she wants to be hurt. 

As with each of the encounters described in the book, much of the pleasure of this incident is held in the 

slow revelation of impending risk. When they finally get to bed, the business traveler she has hooked up 

with checks that she isn’t “confused” about what is about to happen. If she is confused, he might have 

to tie her up, and that would spoil things. He will not hurt her unless she enjoys it, and if she does not 

enjoy it, he will have to hurt her more. 

The masochistic double bind is a malign version of the narrator’s problem. What she wants, more than 

anything else, is to be released from making choices, and physical pain seems a high price to pay for 

that. The act of submission brings relief, but no sense of liberation. There is none of the exultatory 

pleasure that writers like Maggie Nelson find in abjection, as here in The Argonauts: “My face smashed 

against the cement floor of your dank and charming bachelor pad…. Does it get any better?” An 

anxiety about consent runs through Popkey’s book; this may also be an anxiety about the agency of 
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others. In a benign form it might be called the flowers dilemma: you cannot ask a man to give you 

flowers, because to do so undoes the sense of a gift. The requirement we make of the world to surprise 

us can go wrong very quickly; we can, for example, get bored, or killed. The narrator’s kale-eating 

husband, so kind and liberal, wanted her to have desires of her own: “Really it was a mean trick that 

the only one I developed was the desire to leave him.” 

The voice, so light and elusive, performs one paradox after another, until paralysis becomes the natural 

and desired solution. A recurring figure throughout the book is an older, married lecturer with whom 

the narrator had an affair as a grad student. He initiates the relationship by pushing her facedown on a 

hotel bed and pressing her body into the mattress, after which he orders her not to move. She tries and 

fails to articulate the benefit she gets from being hurt. “I felt beneath his hands—remade in the way 

that pain, anyway—” He watches her for “twenty minutes or so” before leaving the room, and this 

produces in her a feeling of floating. The churning in her mind is stilled for once, and she is just 

“blank.” 

The problem, she explains, is that she wants to be used by men as a means to their ends and not for her 

own ends, whatever they may be. This, she says, makes her good “at exactly two things, school and 

sex.” Popkey does not say why a desire to be used rather than, say, fulfilled might make a woman “good 

at” sex. She does not consider that a man might want to elicit as well as experience physical pleasure. 

There is no talk of penetration and what it might mean, whether suggesting passivity or the agency of 

another human being. She reaches, instead, for a biblical image: her narrator is “best at being a vessel 

for the desire of others.” This makes her mostly miserable and “was evil besides,” a sign of a 

“fundamental problem with me as a person.” 

It is almost unfair to unravel Popkey’s light and winding arguments about love and desire, turning, as 

they do, on various elegant reversals, except to point out that the problem is always her narrator’s 

problem, and no matter where she tries to go, she always lands back at her own doorstep. Popkey’s list 

of credits at the end of the book thanks her two therapists, “neither of whom I have slept with” (unlike 

her narrator’s Californian mother, who found doing so “very therapeutic”). The reader-as-therapist, 

however, might ask why a narrator who has a problem with older men discusses her mother but not 

her father, aside from a teasing half-sentence here and there: “My parents are lovely people, really very 

nurturing. My father more notionally as in he’d love to be but mostly he isn’t around.” Of all the 

wrong men a girl might want to sleep with, her father is, of course, the first and the best wrong man of 

all. 

The three pages of “works (not) cited” at the end of the novel read like a curated insight into a cultural 

moment—from Sheila Heti to Steve McQueen’s 2011 film Shame to Phoebe Waller-Bridge’s TV 

series Fleabag. The list does not include My Year of Rest and Relaxation, Ottessa Moshfegh’s 2018 

novel, whose protagonist is supremely passive, often mean, and in a relationship with a man who treats 

her very badly.* Both Moshfegh’s and Popkey’s narrators are highly educated in a way that seems to 

increase their sense of personal disappointment, and both like to describe works of modern art and 

perform excretory acts of vandalism. Popkey’s narrator pisses into the teapot from her wedding china 

and secretes the result back in the cabinet; Moshfegh’s takes an angry shit on a New York gallery floor. 

They are also good company, able to turn a good sentence and to maintain a tone, which is to say a 

distance, from the life described. Moshfegh’s narrator resolves to stay asleep for an entire year. Despite 

https://www.nybooks.com/articles/2020/07/23/wanting-wrong-miranda-popkey-ariana-harwicz/#fn-*
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a regimen of heavy drug use and complete inactivity, she remains slim and attractive, provoking the 

envious admiration of her friend Reva, toward whom she remains sadistically aloof. She is both 

dismissive and secretly abject—high with women and low with men—with a cool not unrelated to 

Artemisia’s chic. After her big sleep, she feels a waking sense of tenderness. She sees Reva as a human 

being in all her particularity. “I love you,” she says—if we are to believe her. Then she promptly loses 

her newly discovered friend in the destruction of September 11. 

Hope Gangloff 

Hope Gangloff: Get on the Floor, 2007 

 

Compassion, or a glimmer of it, is one cure for the unhappiness of young women in modern fiction; you 

wonder how much has changed since Jane Austen’s heroines learned to love the right men in the right, 

sometimes slightly subdued, fashion. For Moshfegh, pride is replaced by solipsism as the dangerous 

pleasure that must be overcome. Toward the end of Topics of Conversation, Popkey’s narrator takes a 

different turn, not toward love but into motherhood, which is, it seems, not the same thing. Although 

https://cdn.nybooks.com/wp-content/uploads/2020/06/enright_2-072320.jpg
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she views her own child with sympathy (albeit while drunk), one of the last stories in the book is told to 

her by a woman who realizes that she has no feelings for her baby: “Toward—toward myself, too. As a 

mother I did not—recognize myself. Toward myself as a mother I had no feeling.” 

Still dependent on her parents for rent, with her graduate degree unfinished or abandoned, the 

narrator ends up in “the ugliest part of California farm country,” and that absence of glamour feels 

political: this, Popkey implies, is what happens to women when they rear children on their own. Late at 

night, she takes her toddler into bed with her to comfort him while drinking glass after glass of 

bourbon. She spends free time socializing with other single mothers, telling stories about their self-

sabotaging interest in terrible men, and their glancing, erotic response to women. This provokes the 

withering contempt of one of the company, Fran, who is “an actual lesbian.” As for how her child was 

conceived: “It’s a fascinating story,” she says. “Which I will never tell any of you.” 

Popkey’s interest in the erotics of storytelling among women is made more interesting when one 

considers that the majority of readers of fiction in America are female. It is ironic that her work has 

been criticized by female readers in particular, on reader-review sites like Goodreads, for not being 

attractive to them: “Aside from the fact that none of the characters were likable, the book itself is 

written in primarily run-on sentences.” This request for likability refuses to go away, though everyone 

gets it already: fictional men are allowed to be bad, their badness often is the story, female characters 

are not allowed to be bad, because it makes a story slightly unpleasant. Readers deflect their aversion 

toward the author, who is accused of a crime that is hard to define. What does “likable” mean? And 

how might it be managed? 

In her brief essay on writing fiction called “How to Shit,” published in the literary 

magazine The Masters Review, Moshfegh advocates writing for your ideal reader, whether this be your 

mother, best friend, or the love of your life. Best of all, however, is your worst enemy: 

I think you’ll discover that the work for the enemy will be of highest quality. It will be the most daring 

and smart, because if someone is your enemy, she has the power to hurt you, and so you must hold her 

in very high regard. 

Meanwhile, Popkey’s disclosures are differently configured: “Telling people what you want, speaking 

desire,” says a character in Topics of Conversation, “it’s like telling people how to hurt you, handing 

them instructions.” 

Like many of the works she cites, Popkey’s discussion about passivity is, itself, entirely controlled. By 

telling a story (and by telling it beautifully), the narrator is in charge of her own weakness; she can 

occupy both positions at once. There is, in the held moment, a posture: a kind of performance that asks 

or rejects the reader’s judgment. It is hard to break free of this nexus of control, to discover, in the 

writing, what Popkey calls “pleasure’s abdication of responsibility.” Despite all the talk of sadism or 

submission, it might be said that both Popkey and Moshfegh only seem to talk about sex, even when 

they are talking about sex (an act that also involves the opposite of control). 

The plunge into chaos and libidinal disaster in Ariana Harwicz’s debut novel, Die, My Love, threatens 

to undo the possibility of story altogether. Harwicz is an Argentinian writer, and her autobiographical 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 534  september 2020 

 

53 

novel is set in the French countryside, where she now lives. Her jagged syntax makes her work very 

different from much of contemporary American fiction, especially that which privileges a controlled 

style. Obscenity is a tic that is always ready to ambush her thoughts. Whenever she looks at her baby, 

“I think of my husband behind me, about to ejaculate on my back, but instead turning me over 

suddenly and coming inside me.” And you might uncomfortably agree, that is the way new human 

beings are made. 

The narrator here is also unnamed, her thoughts dissociated. She has completed an education that only 

serves to make her bitter: “Take me, an educated woman, a university graduate—I’m more of an 

animal than those half-dead foxes.” She is also unfaithful to her husband, a man who has done her no 

harm, whom she calls “her savior.” She finds, in motherhood, none of the sweetness that women who 

give birth are expected to experience or perform. 

The book begins on her infant’s first birthday: “The baby appears to have shat himself and I’ve got to 

go and buy his cake. I bet other mothers would bake one themselves.” Motherhood makes her, 

fleetingly, socially insecure. It also makes her concerned about filth, disease, and death, an anxiety that 

must pass for love, as she experiences no other sense of connection with the baby. This creature has no 

personality and he is never described. She hears him crying all the time, but when she goes to check, he 

is silent in the crib. Indeed, he is scarcely human: “I don’t know what we’re doing with our tiny 

deformity, with our flesh. What we’re doing with our conjoined entrails.” She lives surrounded by an 

orgiastic animal world. She is “a mother on autopilot,” as Popkey’s narrator is a mother on bourbon—

the difference being that, in Harwicz, this mechanistic maternalism is loud with arousal: “Desire is an 

alarm I can’t turn off.” 

Her husband spends his time looking at the stars, and he pisses, usually outdoors, more than he speaks. 

She kills insects. She shoots an injured dog. One day she tries to act out her pain in the locked 

bathroom: “[I] make spastic movements. But there’s no audience. My husband needs to take a dump.” 

When she looks in the mirror, she does not see “a mother.” This is similar to the moment in Topics of 

Conversation when a character says, “As a mother I did not—recognize myself.” It is hard to know 

what a mother should or might look like; it is a relationship a woman might expect to find reflected not 

in the mirror but in her baby’s gaze. The only gaze in Die My Love, however, is the “stag’s golden eye” 

that locks onto the narrator from the surrounding trees. 

Characters are permeable, scenes fragment. There is no stable surface to give the narrator of Die, My 

Love respite. Her relationship with the other woman in the book is not covetous so much as penetrative: 

“I understand my mother-in-law so well that I want to run over and climb into her chest. Stick my 

fingers into her eyes.” “Now I am speaking as him,” she says, as the point of view switches to that of the 

passing stranger on his motorbike, who glimpses her in the garden for a “few fatal seconds.” “An image 

poisons you…and just like that, it’s too late.” 

The stranger on the motorbike is the neighbor with whom she has an affair. He is, as a psychiatrist 

later says, “the figure of the unknown man,” against whom her husband feels powerless. This man 

stalks her or is stalked by her, they have sudden sex in the garden, “and from within my darkened 

body, he killed me.” The clamor of death in this untamed landscape is both sexualized and antic. It 

exists alongside the life described, “since even before being born, and for the whole time my husband’s 

been shouting with jealous rage, I’ve been dead.” 
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This parallel existence of life and death in the novel undoes any possible sense of hierarchy. There is no 

need to speak of submission or of passivity when you can be simply dead, or assert that you are dead, 

even when you are not. Besides, the angry body is always ready to interrupt. Toward the end of the 

novel, after she has spent some time in a mental hospital, she looks at her unhappy husband with a 

feeling that borders on regret, “but I need to piss and you can go fuck yourself,” she says. “I’ve been 

horny since I met you, horny and neurotic and cursed.” 

At one point the narrator, who spends a lot of time sitting in the car outside the house, hears a woman 

on the radio talking about Mrs. Dalloway. For a moment, her useless education flickers back into her 

mind. She considers the idea that a critic might say her writing “dealt with ‘the interconnectivity of 

human existence,’” and the thought makes her burst out laughing. 

Die, My Love is impressive for the force of the narrator’s insatiable rage, which fragments the 

boundaries of the self. There can be no control over the story, or even over the language in which it is 

told. The book cannot serve as an aesthetic object when the sense of surface constantly gives way. In an 

interview with the blog neverimitate, Harwicz said that she wrote the novel “immersed in that 

desperation between death and desire.” In a way she was not writing at all. “I wasn’t aware I was 

writing a novel. I was not a writer, rather, I was saving myself, slowly lifting my head out of the swamp 

with each line.” That she is writing for herself does not mean the reader is irrelevant, however. “I am 

always interested in the reader,” she said. “The reader is everything, is a sacred figure, is the one who 

will tell me whether what I write is dead or alive.” 

1. * 

See Joyce Carol Oates’s review of My Year of Rest and Relaxation in these pages, October 11, 2018. ↩ 

https://www.nybooks.com/articles/2020/07/23/wanting-wrong-miranda-popkey-ariana-harwicz/  

https://www.nybooks.com/articles/2018/10/11/ottessa-moshfegh-sleeping-beauty/
https://www.nybooks.com/articles/2020/07/23/wanting-wrong-miranda-popkey-ariana-harwicz/#fnr-*
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Induced pluripotent stem cells can help revert brain stroke damage in mice 

NEUROBIOLOGY 

ByRosa García-Verdugo   

 

For a long time it has been posed that induced pluripotent stem cells or iPSC have a great potential in the 

treatment of certain health issues, what’s more, attending to the results of a recently published study in the 

journal PNAS 1, iPSC can be helpful to revert brain stroke damage in mice. 

Sara Palma-Tortosa and colleagues found that in mice, the transplantation of iPSC into stroke-affected brains 

led to a functional recovery associated with the succesful integration of these cells into the neural network. 

iPSC are cells that though originally having a specific function they can be reversed to a more 

undifferentiated state and from there evolve to other cell types. In these case, the used iPSC were expected to 

differentiate into neurons, once transplanted into the damaged brains of post-stroke mice. 

iPSC transplant useful to revert brain stroke damage through functional neurons 

The thorough research by means of tracking techniques, electron microscopy, light-induced neuron inhibition 

and motoric tests performed by the Swedish research group showed that six months after iPSC transplant 

were the cells not only there and properly differentiated, but also that they were active and had made the 

proper neuronal connections to allow for functional recovery. 

For instance, using rabies virus–based transsynaptic tracing, they found that host neurons in the contralateral 

somatosensory cortex receive monosynaptic inputs from iPSC-derived neurons. Immunoelectron microscopy 

demonstrates myelination of iPSC-derived axons and that they form excitatory, glutamatergic synapses on 

host cortical neurons. Using light to induce inhibition of labeled iPSC-derived neurons showed that the 

function of these cells is involved in maintaing normal motor function. 

https://mappingignorance.org/category/science/neurobiology/
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/06/15/induced-pluripotent-stem-cells-can-help-revert-brain-stroke-damage-in-mice/#author
https://starvingneuron.com/uncategorized/ipscs-the-regenerative-medicine-of-the-future/
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/06/15/induced-pluripotent-stem-cells-can-help-revert-brain-stroke-damage-in-mice/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-6924-1
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Most surprisingly, the team discovered that these transplanted cells also extended projections to the other 

brain hemisphere, which probably helps restore motor function. 

This research expands on the possibilities of iPSC as treatment for disease. However, there is a long way to go 

to take this research to humans: first, other brain functions, like memory, need to be examined after 

transplantation and side-effects, especially long-term ones need to be discarded before moving on to making it 

a reality for brain stroke treatment. 
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Of That City, the Heart 

by Carl Phillips 

Issue no. 148 (Fall 1998) 

You lived here once. City—remember?— 

of formerly your own, of the forever beloved, 

of the dead, 

                for some part of you, this pan, 

is dead, you have said so, and it is fitting: 

a city of monuments, monuments to what is 

gone, leaving us with our human need always 

to impose on memory a body language, some 

shape that holds. 

                                I can picture you walking 

this canal, this park, this predictably steep 

gorge through which predictably runs a river, 

in which river, earlier today, I saw stranded 

a bent hubcap, spent condoms, a cup by 

someone crushed, said enough to, tossed . . . 

City in which—what happened? or did not 

happen? what chance (of limbs, of spoils) 

escaped you? 

                      And yet . . . I have sometimes 

imagined you nowhere happier than here, in 

that time before me. 

                                I can even, from what 

little you have told me, imagine your first 

coming here, trouble ahead but still far. 

you innocent—of disappointment, still 

clean. In those historical years preceding 

the sufferings 

                      of Christ, there were cities 

whose precincts no one could enter unclean, 

be their stains those of murder, defilement 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=883a718a8a&e=d538c8f2e0
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of the wrong body, or at what was holy some 

outrage. There were rituals for cleaning; 

behind them, unshakeable laws, or— 

they seemed so . . . But this city is not 

ancient. And it is late inside a century 

in which clean and unclean, 

                                                less and less, 

figure. At this hour of sun, in clubs of 

light, in broad beams failing, I do not 

stop it: I love you. Let us finally, undaunted, 

slow, with the slowness that a 

jaded ease engenders, together 

                                                step into 

—this hour, this sun: city of trumpets, 

noteless now; of tracks whose end is here. 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=883a718a8a&e=d538c8f2e0 
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On Heaven 

by Ford Madox Ford 

 

On Heaven (1914) was the title poem in Ford's collection inspired by World War I, On Heaven, and Poems 

Written on Active Service (1918). 

 

To V., who asked for a working Heaven 

 

I 

 

THAT day the sunlight lay on the farms,  

On the morrow the bitter frost that there was!  

That night my young love lay in my arms,  

The morrow how bitter it was!  

  

And because she is very tall and quaint          

And golden, like a quattrocento saint,  

I desire to write about Heaven;  

To tell you the shape and the ways of it,  

And the joys and the toil and the maze of it,  

For these there must be in Heaven,          

Even in Heaven!  

https://americanliterature.com/author/ford-madox-ford
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For God is a good man, God is a kind man,  

And God’s a good brother, and God is no blind man,  

And God is our father.  

  

          I will tell you how this thing began:          

How I waited in a little town near Lyons many years,  

And yet knew nothing of passing time, or of her tears,  

But, for nine slow years, lounged away at my table in the shadowy sunlit square  

Where the small cafés are.  

  

The Place is small and shaded by great planes,          

Over a rather human monument  

Set up to Louis Dixhuit in the year  

Eighteen fourteen; a funny thing with dolphins  

About a pyramid of green-dripped, sordid stone.  

But the enormous, monumental planes          

Shade it all in, and in the flecks of sun  

Sit market women. There’s a paper shop  

Painted all blue, a shipping agency,  

Three or four cafés; dank, dark colonnades  

Of an eighteen-forty Mairie. I’d no wish          
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To wait for her where it was picturesque,  

Or ancient or historic, or to love  

Over well any place in the land before she came  

And loved it too. I didn’t even go  

To Lyons for the opera; Arles for the bulls,          

Or Avignon for glimpses of the Rhone.  

Not even to Beaucaire! I sat about  

And played long games of dominoes with the maire,  

Or passing commis-voyageurs. And so  

I sat and watched the trams come in, and read          

The Libre Parole and sipped the thin, fresh wine  

They call Piquette, and got to know the people,  

The kind, southern people….  

  

Until, when the years were over, she came in her swift  

red car,  

Shooting out past a tram; and she slowed and stopped 

and lighted absently down,          

A little dazed, in the heart of the town;  

And nodded imperceptibly.  

With a sideways look at me.  
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So our days here began.  

  

And the wrinkled old woman who keeps the café,          

And the man  

Who sells the Libre Parole,  

And the sleepy gendarme,  

And the fat facteur who delivers letters only in the shady,  

Pleasanter kind of streets;          

And the boy I often gave a penny,  

And the maire himself, and the little girl who loves toffee  

And me because I have given her many sweets;  

And the one-eyed, droll  

Bookseller of the rue Grand de Provence,—          

Chancing to be going home to bed,  

Smiled with their kindly, fresh benevolence,  

Because they knew I had waited for a lady  

Who should come in a swift, red, English car,  

To the square where the little cafés are.          

And the old, old woman touched me on the wrist  

With a wrinkled finger,  
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And said: “Why do you linger?—  

Too many kisses can never be kissed!  

And comfort her—nobody here will think harm—          

Take her instantly to your arm!  

It is a little strange, you know, to your dear,  

To be dead!”  

  

But one is English,  

Though one be never so much of a ghost;          

And if most of your life have been spent in the craze to  

relinquish  

What you want most,  

You will go on relinquishing,  

You will go on vanquishing  

Human longings, even          

In Heaven.  

  

God! You will have forgotten what the rest of the world  

is on fire for—  

The madness of desire for the long and quiet embrace,  

The coming nearer of a tear-wet face;  
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Forgotten the desire to slake          

The thirst, and the long, slow ache,  

And to interlace  

Lash with lash, lip with lip, limb with limb, and the  

fingers of the hand with the hand  

And …  

  

You will have forgotten…. 

                But they will all awake;          

Aye, all of them shall awaken  

In this dear place.  

And all that then we took  

Of all that we might have taken,  

Was that one embracing look,          

Coursing over features, over limbs, between eyes, a making sure, and a long sigh,  

Having the tranquillity  

Of trees unshaken,  

And the softness of sweet tears,  

And the clearness of a clear brook          

To wash away past years.  

(For that too is the quality of Heaven,  
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That you are conscious always of great pain  

Only when it is over  

And shall not come again.          

Thank God, thank God, it shall not come again,  

Though your eyes be never so wet with the tears  

Of many years!)  

  

II 

And so she stood a moment by the door  

Of the long, red car. Royally she stepped down,          

Settling on one long foot and leaning back  

Amongst her russet furs. And she looked round …  

Of course it must be strange to come from England  

Straight into Heaven. You must take it in,  

Slowly, for a long instant, with some fear …          

Now that affiche, in orange, on the kiosque:  

“Seven Spanish bulls will fight on Sunday next  

At Arles, in the arena” … Well, it’s strange  

Till you get used to our ways. And, on the Mairie,  

The untidy poster telling of the concours          

De vers de soie, of silkworms. The cocoons  
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Pile, yellow, all across the little Places  

Of ninety townships in the environs  

Of Lyons, the city famous for silks.  

What if she’s pale? It must be more than strange,          

After these years, to come out here from England  

To a strange place, to the stretched-out arms of me,  

A man never fully known, only divined,  

Loved, guessed at, pledged to, in your Sussex mud,  

Amongst the frost-bound farms by the yeasty sea.          

Oh, the long look; the long, long searching look!  

And how my heart beat! 

                Well, you see, in England  

She had a husband. And four families—  

His, hers, mine, and another woman’s too—  

Would have gone crazy. And, with all the rest,          

Eight parents, and the children, seven aunts  

And sixteen uncles and a grandmother.  

There were, besides, our names, a few real friends,  

And the decencies of life. A monstrous heap!  

They made a monstrous heap. I’ve lain awake          

Whole aching nights to tot the figures up!  
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Heap after heaps, of complications, griefs,  

Worries, tongue-clackings, nonsenses and shame  

For not making good. You see the coil there was!  

And the poor strained fibres of our tortured brains,          

And the voice that called from depth in her to depth  

In me … my God, in the dreadful nights,  

Through the roar of the great black winds, through the sound of the sea!  

Oh agony! Agony! From out my breast  

It called whilst the dark house slept, the stairheads creaked;          

From within my breast it screamed and made no sound;  

And wailed … And made no sound.  

And howled like the damned … No sound! No sound!  

Only the roar of the wind, the sound of the sea,  

The tick of the clock …          

And our two voices, noiseless through the dark.  

O God! O God!  

  

(That night my young love lay in my arms….  

  

There was a bitter frost lay on the farms  

In England, by the shiver          
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And the crawling of the tide;  

By the broken silver of the English Channel,  

Beneath the aged moon that watched alone—  

Poor, dreary, lonely old moon to have to watch alone,  

Over the dreary beaches mantled with ancient foam          

Like shrunken flannel;  

The moon, an intent, pale face, looking down  

Over the English Channel.  

But soft and warm She lay in the crook of my arm,  

And came to no harm since we had come quietly home          

Even to Heaven;  

Which is situate in a little old town  

Not very far from the side of the Rhone,  

That mighty river  

That is, just there by the Crau, in the lower reaches,          

Far wider than the Channel.)  

  

But, in the market place of the other little town,  

Where the Rhone is a narrower, greener affair,  

When she had looked at me, she beckoned with her  

long white hand,  
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A little languidly, since it is a strain, if a blessed strain,  

to have just died.          

And, going back again,  

Into the long, red, English racing car,  

Made room for me amongst the furs at her side.  

And we moved away from the kind looks of the kindly  

people  

Into the wine of the hurrying air.          

And very soon even the tall gray steeple  

Of Lyons cathedral behind us grew little and far  

And then was no more there….  

And, thank God, we had nothing any more to think of,  

And thank God, we had nothing any more to talk of;          

Unless, as it chanced, the flashing silver stalk of the 

 pampas  

Growing down to the brink of the Rhone,  

On the lawn of a little chateau, giving onto the river.  

And we were alone, alone, alone….  

At last alone….          

  

The poplars on the hill-crests go marching rank on rank,  
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And far away to the left, like a pyramid, marches the  

ghost of Mont Blanc.  

There are vines and vines and vines, all down to the 

 river bank.  

There will be a castle here,  

And an abbey there;          

And huge quarries and a long white farm,  

With long thatched barns and a long wine shed,  

As we ran alone, all down the Rhone.  

  

And that day there was no puncturing of the tires to fear;  

And no trouble at all with the engine and gear;          

Smoothly and softly we ran between the great poplar  

alley  

All down the valley of the Rhone.  

For the dear, good God knew how we needed rest and  

to be alone.  

But, on other days, just as you must have perfect shadows  

to make perfect Rembrandts,  

He shall afflict us with little lets and hindrances of His own          

Devising—just to let us be glad that we are dead …  
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Just for remembrance.  

  

III 

Hard by the castle of God in the Alpilles,  

In the eternal stone of the Alpilles,  

There’s this little old town, walled round by the old, gray  

gardens….          

There were never such olives as grow in the gardens of God,  

The green-gray trees, the wardens of agony  

And failure of gods.  

Of hatred and faith, of truth, of treachery  

They whisper; they whisper that none of the living prevail;          

They whirl in the great mistral over the white, dry sods,  

Like hair blown back from white foreheads in the enormous  

gale  

Up to the castle walls of God….  

  

But, in the town that’s our home,  

Once you are past the wall,          

Amongst the trunks of the planes,  

Though they roar never so mightily overhead in the day,  
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All this tumult is quieted down, and all  

The windows stand open because of the heat of the night  

That shall come.          

And, from each little window, shines in the twilight a light,  

And, beneath the eternal planes  

With the huge, gnarled trunks that were aged and gray  

At the creation of Time,  

The Chinese lanthorns, hung out at the doors of hotels,          

Shimmering in the dusk, here on an orange tree, there  

on a sweet-scented lime,  

There on a golden inscription: “Hotel of the Three Holy Bells,”  

Or “Hotel Sublime,” or “Inn of the Real Good Will.”  

And, yes, it is very warm and still,  

And all the world is a-foot after the heat of the day,         

In the cool of the even in Heaven….  

And it is here that I have brought my dear to pay her all  

that I owed her,  

Amidst this crowd, with the soft voices, the soft footfalls,  

the rejoicing laughter.  

And after the twilight there falls such a warm, soft darkness,  

And there will come stealing under the planes a drowsy  
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odor,          

Compounded all of cyclamen, of oranges, of rosemary 

 and bay,  

To take the remembrance of the toil of the day away.  

So we sat at a little table, under an immense plane,  

And we remembered again  

The blisters and foments          

And terrible harassments of the tired brain,  

The cold and the frost and the pain,  

As if we were looking at a picture and saying:  

“This is true!  

Why this is a truly painted  

Rendering of that street where—you remember?—I fainted.”          

And we remembered again  

Tranquilly, our poor few tranquil moments,  

The falling of the sunlight through the panes,  

The flutter forever in the chimney of the quiet flame,  

The mutter of our two poor tortured voices, always a whisper          

And the endless nights when I would cry out, running through 

 all the gamut of misery, even to a lisp, her name;  

And we remembered our kisses, nine, maybe, or eleven—  



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 534  september 2020 

 

74 

If you count two that I gave and she did not give again.  

  

And always the crowd drifted by in the cool of the even,  

And we saw the faces of friends,          

And the faces of those to whom one day we must make  

amends,  

Smiling in welcome.  

And I said: “On another day—  

And such a day may well come soon—  

We will play dominoes with Dick and Evelyn and Frances          

For a whole afternoon.  

And, in the time to come, Genée  

Shall dance for us, fluttering over the ground as the sunlight 

dances.”  

And Arlésiennes with the beautiful faces went by us,  

And gypsies and Spanish shepherds, noiseless in sandals  

of straw, sauntered nigh us,          

Wearing slouch hats and old sheep-skins, and casting  

admiring glances  

From dark, foreign eyes at my dear….  

(And ah, it is Heaven alone, to have her alone and so near!)  
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So all this world rejoices  

In the cool of the even          

In Heaven….  

  

And, when the cool of the even was fully there,  

Came a great ha-ha of voices.  

Many children run together, and all laugh and rejoice  

and call,  

Hurrying with little arms flying, and little feet flying,  

and little hurrying haunches,          

From the door of a stable,  

Where, in an olla podrida, they had been playing  

at the corrida  

With the black Spanish bull, whose nature  

Is patience with children. And so, through the  

gaps in the branches  

Of jasmine on our screen beneath the planes,          

We saw, coming down from the road that leads to the  

olives and Alpilles,  

A man of great stature,  

In a great cloak,  
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With a great stride,  

And a little joke          

For all and sundry, coming down with a hound  

at his side.  

And he stood at the cross-roads, passing the time  

of day  

In a great, kind voice, the voice of a man- 

and-a-half!—  

With a great laugh, and a great clap on the back,  

For a fellow in black—a priest I should say,          

Or may be a lover,  

Wearing black for his mistress’s mood.  

“A little toothache,” we could hear him say; “but  

that’s so good  

When it gives over.” So he passed from sight  

In the soft twilight, into the soft night,          

In the soft riot and tumult of the crowd.  

  

And a magpie flew down, laughing, holding up his  

beak to us.  

And I said: “That was God! Presently, when he has  
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walked through the town  

And the night has settled down,  

So that you may not be afraid,          

In the darkness, he will come to our table and speak 

 to us.”  

And past us many saints went walking in a company—  

The kindly, thoughtful saints, devising and laughing  

and talking,  

And smiling at us with their pleasant solicitude.  

And because the thick of the crowd followed to the  

one side God,          

Or to the other the saints, we sat in solitude.  

And quietly, quietly walking, there came before us  

a woman—  

That woman that no man on earth or in Heaven  

May not divinely love and prize above  

All other women; even above love.          

That woman, even she, came walking quietly,  

And quietly stood by the table before us,  

So near that we could almost hear her breathing.  

In the distance the saints went singing all in chorus,  
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And our Lord went by on the other side of the street,          

Holding a little boy,  

Taking him to pick the musk-roses that open at dusk,  

For wreathing the statue of Jove,  

Left on the Alpilles above  

By the Romans; since Jove,          

Even Jove,  

Must not want for his quota of honor and love;  

But round about him there must be,  

With all its tender jollity,  

The laughter of children in Heaven,          

Making merry with roses in Heaven.  

Yet never he looked at us, knowing that would be such  

joy  

As must be over-great for hearts that needed quiet;  

Such a riot and tumult of joy as quiet hearts are not able  

To taste to the full. And then that woman, standing by  

our table,          

So near that we could mark her quiet breathing,  

And the tranquil rise and fall of her breast beneath the  

woolen cloak,  
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And the tender, lovely and mild, dear eyes that looked  

at my dear—  

That woman spoke, in her soft, clear, certain tone:  

“It is so very good to have borne a son;         

It is sad that you have no child!”  

  

There went by an old man carrying many carven  

gourds,  

And, as if it gave her the thought of a pilgrimage,  

“To Lourdes,”  

She said, “is not so very far; go there tomorrow,          

And there shall come much joy and little sorrow  

With the coming of a son very slender and straight  

and upright,  

With a clear glance, and fair cheeks red and white  

With our suns of France,  

And a sweet voice, very courteous and truthful;          

Surely, you shall rejoice!”  

And, as she went, looking back over her shoulder, with  

eyes so sweet, so clear and so ruthful,  

“Go there,” she said, “when you have quietly slept,  
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And kneel you down upon the green grass sod,  

And ask then for your child; my word shall be kept.          

For these are the dear, pretty angels of God,  

And of them there cannot be too many.”  

  

And so I said to my dear one: “That is our Lady!”  

And my dear one sat in the shadows; very softly she  

wept:—  

Such joy is in Heaven,          

In the cool of the even,  

After the burden and toil of the days,  

After the heat and haze  

In the vine-hills; or in the shady  

Whispering groves in high passes up in the Alpilles,          

Guarding the castle of God.  

  

And I went on talking towards her unseen face:  

(Ah God, the peace, to know that she was there!)  

“So it is, so it goes, in this beloved place,  

There shall be never a grief but passes; no, not any;          

There shall be such bright light and no blindness;  
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There shall be so little awe and so much loving-kindness;  

There shall be a little longing and enough care,  

There shall be a little labor and enough of toil  

To bring back the lost flavor of our human coil;          

Not enough to taint it;  

And all that we desire shall prove as fair as we can  

paint it.”  

For, though that may be the very hardest trick of all  

God set himself, who fashioned this goodly hall,  

Thus he has made Heaven;          

Even Heaven.  

  

For God is a very clever mechanician;  

And if he made this proud and goodly ship of the world,  

From the maintop to the hull,  

Do you think he could not finish it to the full,          

With a flag and all,  

And make it sail, tall and brave,  

On the waters, beyond the grave?  

It should cost but very little rhetoric  

To explain for you that last, fine, conjuring trick;          
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Nor does God need to be a very great magician  

To give to each man after his heart,  

Who knows very well what each man has in his heart:  

To let you pass your life in a night-club where they dance,  

If that is your idea of heaven; if you will, in the South of  

France;          

If you will, on the turbulent sea; if you will, in the peace  

of the night;  

Where you will; how you will;  

Or in the long death of a kiss, that may never pall:  

He would be a very little God if he could not do all this,  

And he is still          

The great God of all.  

For God is a good man; God is a kind man;  

In the darkness he came walking to our table beneath  

the planes,  

And spoke  

So kindly to my dear,          

With a little joke, 

Giving himself some pains  

To take away her fear  
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Of his stature,  

So as not to abash her,          

In no way at all to dash her new pleasure beneath the planes,  

In the cool of the even  

In heaven.  

  

That, that is God’s nature.  

For God’s a good brother, and God is no blind man,          

And God’s a good mother and loves sons who’re rovers,  

And God is our father and loves all good lovers.  

He has a kindly smile for many a poor sinner;  

He takes note to make it up to poor wayfarers on sodden  

roads;  

Such as bear heavy loads          

He takes note of, and of all that toil on bitter seas and  

frosty lands,  

He takes care that they shall have good at his hands;  

Well he takes note of a poor old cook,  

Cooking your dinner;  

And much he loves sweet joys in such as ever took          

Sweet joy on earth. He has a kindly smile for a kiss  
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Given in a shady nook.  

And in the golden book  

Where the accounts of his estate are kept,  

All the round, golden sovereigns of bliss,          

Known by poor lovers, married or never yet married,  

Whilst the green world waked, or the black world quietly 

 slept;  

All joy, all sweetness, each sweet sign that’s sighed—  

Their accounts are kept,  

And carried          

By the love of God to his own credit’s side.  

So that is why he came to our table to welcome my  

dear, dear bride,  

In the cool of the even  

In front of a café in Heaven. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/ford-madox-ford/poem/on-heaven 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/ford-madox-ford/poem/on-heaven
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New way to convert CO2 into Lego-like building blocks of useful products 

By Nick Lavars 

 

Carbon dioxide emissions could be easily turned into useful products through a new technology that reduces 

them to Lego-like building blocks 

springfield/Depositphotos 

Developing new technologies that can capture carbon dioxide from power plant emissions and convert it into 

useful products is a huge area of research with all kinds of potential (there’s even a US$20-million 

XPrize dedicated to such endeavors). Scientists in Australia are now claiming to have developed a new 

technique that converts CO2 into simple chemical building blocks that they liken to Lego, which can then be 

turned into products such as synthetic fuels and plastics. 

The work was carried out in the School Of Chemical Engineering at the University of New South Wales, with 

the team setting out to use CO2 as a greener way of producing syngas. Typically made through the use of 

https://newatlas.com/author/nick-lavars/
https://depositphotos.com/11611738/stock-photo-global-warming.html
https://newatlas.com/interview-xprize-carbon-marcius-extavour/54113/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/interview-xprize-carbon-marcius-extavour/54113/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
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natural gas, syngas is chemically versatile and can be used to make a range of fuels and materials. By using 

waste carbon dioxide as a starting point, the scientists hoped to come up with a cheaper and scalable means of 

production, while reducing emissions at the same time. 

 

 

The breakthrough starts with zinc oxide nanoparticles, which act as a catalyst for an efficient new chemical 

reaction. These are created by exposing zinc oxide to an open flame burning at 2,000 °C (3,632 °F) in a 

technique called flame spray pyrolysis. When carbon dioxide was mixed with the resulting zinc oxide 

nanoparticles inside an electrolyzer, the team found they could reduce the greenhouse gas to a mix of 

hydrogen and carbon monoxide known as syngas, or synthesis gas. 

"Syngas is often considered the chemical equivalent of Lego because the two building blocks – hydrogen and 

carbon monoxide – can be used in different ratios to make things like synthetic diesel, methanol, alcohol or 

plastics, which are very important industrial precursors," says Dr Lovell. "So essentially what we’re doing is 

converting CO2 into these precursors that can be used to make all these vital industrial chemicals.” 

According to the researchers, the particle-burning process could be tweaked to produce different mixes of 

syngas building blocks, depending on the desired final product. A ratio of one-to-one carbon monoxide to 

hydrogen, for example, would be highly suitable for fuel, while a four-to-one ratio would be better for the 

production of plastics. 

What’s so promising about the technique in the eyes of the team is the effectiveness of the flame system in 

reducing the carbon dioxide to the syngas building blocks, which can be achieved in all of 10 minutes. The 

researchers say there is a way to go before the technique is scaled up to tackle the emissions from power 

plants, but they are very optimistic about the possibilities. 

“The idea is that we can take a point source of CO2, such as a coal fired power plant, a gas power plant, or 

even a natural gas mine where you liberate a huge amount of pure CO2 and we can essentially retrofit this 

technology at the back end of these plants," says Dr Lovell. "Then you could capture that produced CO2 and 

convert it into something that is hugely valuable to industry." 

The research was published in the journal Advanced Energy Materials. 

Source: University of New South Wales 

We recommend 

1. Plant scraps are the key ingredient in cheap, sustainable jet fuel 

by Cell Press, TechXplore.com 

https://onlinelibrary.wiley.com/doi/abs/10.1002/aenm.202001381
https://newsroom.unsw.edu.au/news/science-tech/engineers-find-neat-way-turn-waste-carbon-dioxide-useful-material
https://techxplore.com/news/2019-03-scraps-key-ingredient-cheap-sustainable.html?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=TechXplore.com_TrendMD_1
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2. Lowering atmospheric CO2 in large-scale renewable energy electrochemical process 

by National Renewable Energy Laboratory, TechXplore.com 

3. Making fuel out of thick air 

by Cathy Milostan et al., TechXplore.com 

1. Nikola Labs phone case harvests back wasted energy 

by Nancy Owano et al., TechXplore.com 

2. A bioprocess for converting gaseous waste substrates to liquid fuels 

by Bob Yirka et al., TechXplore.com 

3. Getting from greenhouse gas to microbial biomass 

by Environmental Molecular Sciences Laboratory, TechXplore.com 

 

Nick Lavars 

Nick has been writing and editing at New Atlas for over six years, where he has covered everything from 

distant space probes to self-driving cars to oddball animal science. He previously spent time at The 

Conversation, Mashable and The Santiago Times, earning a Masters degree in communications from 

Melbourne’s RMIT University along the way. 

 

https://newatlas.com/energy/waste-co2-convert-lego-useful-

products/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=732971e3b0-

EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_06_15_08_23&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-732971e3b0-

92970593 

  

https://techxplore.com/news/2020-06-lowering-atmospheric-co2-large-scale-renewable.html?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=TechXplore.com_TrendMD_1
https://techxplore.com/news/2017-12-fuel-thick-air.html?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=TechXplore.com_TrendMD_1
https://techxplore.com/news/2015-05-nikola-labs-case-harvests-energy.html?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=TechXplore.com_TrendMD_1
https://techxplore.com/news/2016-03-bioprocess-gaseous-substrates-liquid-fuels.html?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=TechXplore.com_TrendMD_1
https://techxplore.com/news/2017-04-greenhouse-gas-microbial-biomass.html?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=TechXplore.com_TrendMD_1
https://newatlas.com/author/nick-lavars/
https://newatlas.com/energy/waste-co2-convert-lego-useful-products/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=732971e3b0-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_06_15_08_23&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-732971e3b0-92970593
https://newatlas.com/energy/waste-co2-convert-lego-useful-products/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=732971e3b0-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_06_15_08_23&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-732971e3b0-92970593
https://newatlas.com/energy/waste-co2-convert-lego-useful-products/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=732971e3b0-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_06_15_08_23&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-732971e3b0-92970593
https://newatlas.com/energy/waste-co2-convert-lego-useful-products/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=732971e3b0-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_06_15_08_23&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-732971e3b0-92970593
https://newatlas.com/author/nick-lavars/


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 534  september 2020 

 

88 

Leibniz’s Blades of Grass: The Philosophy of Plants, Difference as the Wellspring of Identity, and How 

Diversity Gives Meaning to the World 

“The world… flourishes only in and as the variance among the beings that comprise it. Difference is at the 

origin of the world: it ‘worlds.’” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

Nearly a century before Walt Whitman led us to see that “a leaf of grass is no less than the journey work of 

the stars,” Immanuel Kant proclaimed that there will never be a Newton for a blade of grass. There may not 

be a Newton, but there is a Leibniz. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/12/17/sarah-kay-astronaut-whitman/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/12/17/sarah-kay-astronaut-whitman/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0231169035/braipick-20
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One otherwise ordinary day in 1685, the lavish lawn of Princess Sophia’s palace in Hanover was strewn with 

the extraordinary sight of frocked, corseted, and coiffed aristocrats bending and kneeling and squinting at the 

grass, secretly relishing the childlike wonder beneath the grand grownup experiment they were conducting — 

the quest to find two identical leaves of grass in order to refute one of the seven fundamental ontological 

principles laid out by the German polymath Gottfried Wilhelm Leibniz (July 1, 1646–November 14, 1716): 

the identity of indescribables, simply known as Leibniz’s Law, stating that there can be no two separate 

entities that have all their properties in common. A gentleman in the party had taken issue with Leibniz’s 

principle in the Princess’s presence, upon which she had simply challenged him to refute it by finding two 

blades of grass exactly alike. 

Grass by Maria Popova 

Leibniz, who a decade earlier had developed calculus independently from Newton, watched with satisfaction 

as the gentleman “ran all over the garden for a long time” before finally giving up. This comical collision of 

empiricism and logic furnished one of the pillars of Western philosophy, fomenting our disquieting sense that 

however eagerly we may press our minds against physical reality, however eagerly we may lance our 

fingertips on its blade, we live mostly in a consensual imagined reality of abstractions. A year after the garden 

experiment, Leibniz himself affirmed this insight in an essay he titled “Primary Truths”: 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/09/20/janna-levin-a-madman-dreams-of-turing-machines/
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Never do we find two eggs or two leaves or two blades of grass in a garden that are perfectly similar. And 

thus, perfect similarity is found only in incomplete and abstract notions.

 

Passionflower from The Moral of Flowers (1833) by poet and painter Rebecca Hey. Available as a print. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/02/07/the-moral-of-flowers-rebecca-hey/
https://society6.com/product/passionflower-from-the-moral-of-flowers-1833-by-rebecca-hey_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/passionflower-from-the-moral-of-flowers-1833-by-rebecca-hey_print?curator=brainpicker
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A decade after philosophers Lorraine Daston and Gregg Mitman’s excellent inquiry into how we think with 

animals and a generation after John Berger’s landmark meditation on how looking at animals clarifies us to 

ourselves, philosopher Michael Marder explores how we clarify our own minds by looking at and thinking 

with plants in The Philosopher’s Plant: An Intellectual Herbarium (public library). Reaching into the grass 

to wrest from it Leibniz’s broader “protest against the pretentious universal perspective without perspective 

that goes under the name of objectivity,” he examines the most elemental questions of individuality, 

incompleteness, diversity, and difference that color every aspect of our lives: 

Only mathematical or geometrical notions differ in magnitude and in no other respect; matter, on the other 

hand, presupposes a predifferentiation and non-numeric determination well in advance of its concretization in 

things. At the threshold of the modern era, the garden is converted into the arena of valiant philosophical 

resistance to the mathematization of the world, where everything can be assigned its corresponding 

quantitative value on a uniform spatiotemporal grid of coordinates. And plants, despite being historically 

understood as incomplete or deficient things, are at the forefront of this struggle against the incompleteness of 

philosophical and mathematical abstractions. 

Because Leibniz honored the absolute individuality of each blade of grass, and because he recognized that 

what makes it distinct from every other blade of grass is the particular location and confluence of conditions 

in which it grew, at the root of his principle is a bold defiance of John Locke’s model of the soul as a blank 

slate. Marder writes: 

Acceptance of the conclusion that “no two individual things could be perfectly alike,” he argues, “puts an end 

to the blank tablets of the soul, a soul without thought, a substance without action, empty space, atoms, and 

even to portions of matter which are not actually divided,” among other things. The Leibnizian universe, 

much like his writing, resembles a Baroque garden or a Baroque painting, wherein space is saturated to the 

maximum, in an intricate imitation of vegetal excess. Emptiness and nondifferentiation — the mind as a blank 

slate — have no place there; their true home is the sterile sphere of mathematics and of modernity’s desire to 

force reality into quantitative molds. 

Marder considers the blade of grass as the particular fulcrum for Leibniz’s ideas, its particularity itself 

significant, and proposes a branch of phenomenology specifically derived from the contemplation of 

vegetable life: phytophenomenology. In a passage evocative of the late, great physicist Freeman Dyson’s 

insistence that diversity is the ruling law of the universe, Marder explains: 

Phytophenomenology may be encapsulated in the thesis that plants have their own take on life and on the 

world, their growth and reproduction being the lived and enacted processes of interpretation… Each species 

has its unique perspective, as does each individual specimen comprising the species and each part of any 

given plant. The difference between two blades of grass boils down to a divergence, however negligible, 

between embodied orientations to and lived interpretations of the environment. The world, moreover, is 

nothing outside of a nonmathematical sum, or a confluence of these differences. Assuming that two blades of 

grass were completely identical, they would have represented one perspective, one life, one piece of being, 

one blade of grass… In that case, the world would be poorer — or, better yet, it would not be — since it 

flourishes only in and as the variance among the beings that comprise it. Difference is at the origin of the 

world: it “worlds.” 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/04/16/thinking-with-animals-lorainne-daston-gregg-mitman/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/04/16/thinking-with-animals-lorainne-daston-gregg-mitman/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/04/01/why-look-at-animals-john-berger-about-looking/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/04/01/why-look-at-animals-john-berger-about-looking/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0231169035/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/philosopher-plant-an-intellectual-herbarium/oclc/1122968448&referer=brief_results
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/03/07/a-glorious-accident-freeman-dyson/
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[…] 

Even two nearly identical (though not quite!) blades of grass present two faces of the world; they are the 

actual variations on the theme of a possible blade of grass, which, in and of itself, is abstract and incomplete, 

lacking in realization. The backbone of Leibniz’s monadology is this wedge of difference, responsible for the 

separation among perspectives on the world… Each blade of grass has its sufficient reason, elucidating the 

necessity of its existence just the way it is, despite the inexhaustible array of possibilities for it being 

otherwise. 

Leafing by Maria Popova. Available as a print. 

Complement The Philosopher’s Plant: An Intellectual Herbarium, an intellectually coruscating and 

thoroughly original read in its entirety, with The Moral of Flowers — 19th-century poet and painter Rebecca 

Hey’s illustrated encyclopedia of poetic philosophies from the garden — then revisit the astonishing 

contemporary science of what trees feel and how they communicate. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/06/18/leibniz-grass/?mc_cid=0caddecda4&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

https://society6.com/product/leafing3000004_print?sku=s6-14189062p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0231169035/braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/02/07/the-moral-of-flowers-rebecca-hey/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/07/10/trees-ted-ed/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/06/18/leibniz-grass/?mc_cid=0caddecda4&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://society6.com/product/leafing3000004_print?sku=s6-14189062p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Hidden pattern discovered in repeating radio signal from space 

By Michael Irving 

 

A strange repeating radio signal from space has now been found to have a cycle 

Kristi Mickaliger 

New clues have been uncovered in the mystery of fast radio bursts (FRBs) from space. One of these strange 

signals has been repeating seemingly at random – but with years of observation, an international study has 

now found a pattern hidden in the noise, which could help reveal what causes them. 

FRBs are hugely energetic pulses of radio that last mere milliseconds. Many of them are one-off events, gone 

in a flash never to be heard from again, while others repeat at random intervals. Or so we thought. 

 

MORE STORIES 

https://newatlas.com/author/michael-irving/
https://newatlas.com/askap-fast-radio-bursts/49648/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/new-fast-radio-bursts-closest-brightest/56771/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/eight-new-repeating-fast-radio-bursts/61137/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
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As the first repeater to be found, FRB 121102 is arguably the most famous FRB. Sometimes it whips into a 

frenzy, firing off dozens of bursts within hours of each other, while other times we won’t hear a peep out of it 

for months. 

Astronomers have been watching it closely since its discovery in 2012, and with that much data, an 

international team has now found that its activity isn’t random after all. It follows a very regular pattern. 

The team studied 32 bursts detected during a four-year observation run, as well as data from previous studies 

of the object. They found that all of FRB 121102’s emissions occur within a window of about 90 days, before 

it falls silent for 67 days. Then, the entire 157-day cycle begins again. 

“This exciting discovery highlights how little we know about the origin of FRBs,” says Duncan Lorimer an 

author of the study. “Further observations of a larger number of FRBs will be needed in order to obtain a 

clearer picture about these periodic sources and elucidate their origin.” 

 

An artist's impression of an orbital model that could be producing the pattern of signals detected from FRB 

121102: the radio-emitting object may be in a tight orbit with a massive object like a black hole 

Kristi Mickaliger 

This is only the second FRB found to have a repeating pattern. Earlier this year astronomers discovered a 

signal called FRB 180916, which repeated like clockwork on a 16-day cycle, flaring up regularly for about 

four days before falling silent for the next 12. 

Obviously that’s a much quicker cycle, which raises new questions about what actually causes FRBs. A 

periodic nature, the team says, might link the phenomenon to orbital motions of objects such as stars, neutron 

stars and black holes. That's backed up by the fact that signals from FRB 121102 are extremely twisted and 

polarized, which could be caused by a massive black hole nearby. 

https://newatlas.com/fast-radio-burst-repeating/51131/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/space/repeating-fast-radio-burst-located-galaxy/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/fast-radio-bursts-twisted-magnetic-field/52920/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/fast-radio-bursts-twisted-magnetic-field/52920/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/space/hidden-pattern-repeating-signal-fast-radio-burst/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=cdec0e3e26-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_06_13_11_09&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-cdec0e3e26-92970593#gallery:1
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While FRBs remain a mystery for now, every new piece of the puzzle that astronomers discover brings us 

closer to an answer. 

The research was published in the journal Monthly Notices of the Royal Astronomical Society. 

Source: University of Manchester 

We recommend 

1. Radio noise maps show where emergency communications could get tricky 

by Erin I. Garcia De Jesus et al., TechXplore.com 

2. Engineers on a roll toward smaller, more efficient radio frequency transformers 

by Lois Yoksoulian et al., TechXplore.com 

3. Robots track moving objects using RFID tags to home in on targets 

by Rob Matheson et al., TechXplore.com 

1. New chip brings ultra-low power Wi-Fi connectivity to IoT devices 

by University of California - San Diego, TechXplore.com 

2. Internet of things sensors could connect via ambient radio waves 

by Disney Research, TechXplore.com 

3. A 'virtual wall' that improves wireless security and performance 

by Dartmouth College, TechXplore.com 

 

Michael Irving 

https://academic.oup.com/mnras/article/495/4/3551/5840547?searchresult=1
https://www.manchester.ac.uk/discover/news/jodrell-bank-leads-international-effort-which-reveals-157-day-cycle-in-unusual-cosmic-radio-bursts/
https://techxplore.com/news/2019-10-radio-noise-emergency-tricky.html?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=TechXplore.com_TrendMD_1
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https://techxplore.com/news/2017-11-virtual-wall-wireless.html?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=TechXplore.com_TrendMD_1
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Michael has always been fascinated by space, technology, dinosaurs, and the weirder mysteries of the 

universe. With a Bachelor of Arts in Professional Writing and several years experience under his belt, he 

joined New Atlas as a staff writer in 2016. 
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A Novel Way to Think About Literary Categories 

Tim Parks 

Anton Chekhov in Yalta, 1900; Charles Dickens at Antoine Francois Jean Claudet’s London studio, circa 

1852 

Why do we categorize novels? Fantasy, Chick Lit, Crime, Romance, Literary, Gothic, Feminist… Is it the 

better to find what we want, on the carefully labelled shelves of our bookshops? So that the reading 

experience won’t, after all, be too novel. 

Or is it simply for the pleasure of putting the world in order? French Literature, German Literature, American, 

South American, Korean. Or again, Renaissance, Eighteenth-Century, Postwar. In line with the notion of a 

body of knowledge—such that the more you read from one area, the more you can claim to be an expert, or at 

least a buff. There is even World Literature, which is not quite the catch-all it seems; rather, those novels that 

have appealed to many nations over the centuries, or that do so today. One chooses them to be a citizen of the 

world, perhaps, suggesting that behind the category is the desire to categorize oneself, the pursuit of identity. 

In any event, I want to propose a different way of categorizing novels, or at least arranging the ones you have 

read on your shelves: something that came to me after reading Dickens and Chekhov in quick succession. 

https://www.nybooks.com/contributors/tim-parks/
https://cdn.nybooks.com/wp-content/uploads/2020/05/chekhov-dickens.jpg
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At first glance, it might be hard to think of two writers who are more different. Dickens so expansive (I had 

read, reread, David Copperfield, Great Expectations, Little Dorrit); Chekhov so economical—story after story 

unfolding in a few pages, sometimes only a few paragraphs. Cut, cut, cut, he told friends who showed their 

unpublished work to him. 

Yet reading Chekhov’s stories, right after Dickens, I was surprised to find myself sensing a deep affinity 

between the two authors. As if Londoner and Muscovite (though neither was born in those respective cities) 

came from the same family and moved in the same emotional atmosphere. The way some families are 

voluble, boisterous, others are secretive and resistant, still others all quiet practicality and good cheer. 

What was it that I was noticing? Reading biographies of the writers, I was struck by this similarity: both set 

up households with numerous family members and both kept open house for friends. They loved to be the 

center of conversation and attention. At the same time, both had the habit of fleeing society in order to be 

alone, whether to work or simply to walk. And both finally reached the same curious compromise: each kept a 

large house but had a sort of annex or outhouse built nearby, where he could retreat and work. Their houses 

were filled with people waiting for them to appear and play master of ceremonies, then accepting their 

disappearance, rather as readers patiently wait for a favorite author’s next book. 

Suddenly, the likeness was obvious. All Dickens’s stories, and all Chekhov’s, are about being in or out of 

groups. About belonging. The desire to belong. The fear of exclusion. The pleasure of inclusion. The fear of 

not being worthy of the group. The pleasure of being the most worthy. But also the fear of belonging to the 

wrong group, the wrong company. Or marrying the wrong person. Worst of all, of going to prison. The fear 

that others in the group are not worthy. Not as worthy as the character who directs our sympathy first thought, 

that is. They must be expelled. Or the protagonist must leave the group. David Copperfield is ashamed of his 

wife, Dora. He made a mistake to bring her into his family. “It is a most miserable thing to feel ashamed of 

home,” says Pip in Great Expectations. 

In Chekhov’s much shorter narratives, the issue emerges as a question that haunts the protagonists. Do the 

lovers of “Lady With a Dog” belong with each other, or with their families, or with neither? Does the dying 

professor of “A Dreary Story” belong with his irritating family or not? Does the lazy doctor of “Ward 6” 

belong in provincial society, in the hospital, or in the ward for mental patients? There are frequent cases of 

people being embedded in groups to which they don’t belong, or once did, but no longer do so. Or perhaps 

they think they don’t, but they do. 

In “The Peasants,” a sick man returns with wife and daughter to his home village to die, only to find he no 

longer feels comfortable there. The engineer in “The New Villa” tries to help the peasants and become part of 

their life, and cannot understand why he is rebuffed. In “The Robbers,” a young doctor, caught in a blizzard, 

is snowed in with some ruffians at an inn. He has studied, feels superior, but begins to wish he did belong 

among them; their peasant life is so much fun. In an effort to become part of the group, he grabs the 

innkeeper’s daughter and gets a punch in the face. Is that exclusion or intense belonging? 

Chekhov, we recall, was a doctor who gave a lot of time to helping the peasants—and described them as 

boorish, treacherous, and dangerous. Dickens gave a lot of time setting up a home for destitute women, 

prostitutes—and had them thrown out when they misbehaved. 
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With this patterning comes a peculiar hierarchy of values. Good and evil are not absolutes, but in relation to 

the community. No one in Dickens’s or Chekhov’s oeuvres is randomly evil for evil’s sake. Both authors have 

nasty characters who infiltrate a happy group and destroy it from within, or who abandon their wives and send 

away their children. And other unworthy characters whose gambling and debts and promiscuity bring down 

those around them. 

There are also good characters who form a happy group, a family, a club, and protect it. The Pickwick Club. 

Chekhov’s circus master in “Kashtanka.” Cheerful practicality is more highly regarded than purity. Or 

romance, for that matter. Intense, exclusive love is often more destructive of the group than fostering. 

Courage is the courage to face exclusion, or expel an unworthy member. Freedom is the freedom to be with 

those one loves, the worthy, and to be free of those who are unworthy. Winning is not being rich and 

powerful, as Scrooge discovers, but being warmly accepted in a family or peer group. Losing is banishment, 

or the depression of feeling that those whose lives you share are not the right people. 

And so on. Both Dickens and Chekhov were fascinated by prisons. Both faced traumatic periods of exclusion 

as children due to their fathers’ problems with debts: Dickens sent off to live away from the family and work 

in a factory, Chekhov left alone to complete his schooling in Taganrog, on the Sea of Azov, when the rest of 

the family fled to Moscow. Both were depressives. 

Yet with all this similarity, the work remains strikingly different. Dickens is all welcoming inclusion. At least, 

in his opening chapters. His characters are his family, he tells us. His readers are his extended family: come 

in, the water’s fine! But at a certain point in his novels, we sense that he wearies of it all; he is tired of his 

characters and of us. Perhaps we’re not worth the effort. He wants it to be over. The quality falls off (quite 

dramatically in a work like Dombey & Son). He wraps it up in a hurry. As he wrapped up his marriage in 

indecent haste. And wearied of his children. Sent them away. Said he couldn’t believe they were his. Such 

unworthy creatures. 

Chekhov didn’t marry until he knew he had only a short while to live. Rather, he became the center of the 

family of origin, replacing his father in the lives of his mother, sister, and brothers. His style is cooler, never 

sticky. He repeatedly tried to write a novel, but feared he would bore people. It would be too long. Too 

involving for them, too demanding for him. As if he foresaw what Dickens often experienced. So he preferred 

to dive straight in, immediately engage with the reader, and get out fast. Like the writing master in “A 

Blunder,” who flirted with his pretty pupil, but when her parents clumsily tried to force him into marriage, 

“took advantage of the general confusion and slipped away.” 

Interestingly, Chekhov was convinced his works could never be successfully translated. They would make no 

sense, he thought, outside the family that was Russia. Dickens, who wished to extend his family everywhere, 

was happy with translations. His work was hugely successful in Naples, where family reigns supreme, 

and was held up as a positive example by the government of the newly united Italy in its drive to promote 

domestic values and national cohesion. 

Were there other writers, I wondered, for whom this hierarchy of values held, novelists whose plots, one way 

or another, hinged around belonging and its attendant emotions, however differently they might come at it—

just as Dickens and Chekhov come at it differently, and position themselves differently, though obviously 

obsessed by the same questions and construing life in the same way? 
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Over time, reading and rereading carefully, I found these authors who fit the description: Virginia Woolf, 

Natalia Ginzburg, Elsa Morante, George Eliot, Haruki Murakami, Graham Swift, François-René 

Chateaubriand. Many other lesser names, too, in genre fiction as well as literary. Many Italians, perhaps 

because I read a lot of Italian literature, or perhaps because the values of belonging are so powerful in Italian 

society. Dante, writing in exile, is obsessed with belonging; the deepest circle of hell is reserved for the 

treacherous, those who betrayed family and community. 

On the other hand, I haven’t found a single American whose work I can place in this category. Does this tell 

me something about America? Or the limitations of my idea? 

Should I, then, be putting these authors on a shelf together? The Belongers. Separate from the others? 

A category only exists in relation to other categories, similarly constituted. You would need to establish a 

number of other clearly defined hierarchies of value, or centers of interest, generating distinct, or at least 

recognizable, types of plot and character interaction. For example, stories in which good and evil are absolute, 

not subordinated to the community, which in this case would matter only in so far as it fosters goodness, not 

vice versa. Or those in which freedom and independence are the supreme values, hence where evil is 

everything that hampers and constricts the individual, moral codes included. And there might be writers for 

whom what matters is success or power, pure and simple, whose plots essentially hinge around winning and 

losing as ends in themselves, and in which everything else—goodness, belonging, freedom—are subordinate. 

In three following articles, I will explore these other possible categories and the writers who might fall into 

them. And ask if there are writers who straddle categories: Could Dickens ever have written a novel that was 

not structured around issues of belonging? I’ll examine what is achieved if I so manage to arrange all the 

novels I have read in this way. And what damage is done. 

 

https://www.nybooks.com/daily/2020/05/25/a-novel-way-to-think-about-literary-categories/ 
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New explanation for Antarctic mystery doesn't need "parallel universe" 

By Michael Irving 

 

The ANITA experiment in Antarctica, before being launched on a balloon 

University of Hawaii 

VIEW 2 IMAGES 

Headlines all over the internet lately have been screaming about how scientists in Antarctica have discovered 

evidence of a parallel universe where time runs backwards. While we seriously wish that was true, a new 

study has put forward a more realistic explanation. 

The story starts with a hook that would make any sci-fi writer jealous – in a remote research station in 

Antarctica, scientists picked up two anomalies in their experiment. They were looking for cosmic rays, so 

naturally they were focused on the skies above them. But nobody expected to spot two signals coming from 

below them, spontaneously bursting out of the ground and shooting upwards into the sky. 

https://newatlas.com/author/michael-irving/
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Scientists were understandably perplexed, and no less than 40 papers were published outlining possible 

explanations. Some proposed that these were indications of the long-sought dark matter. Others 

suggested sterile neutrinos, another elusive hypothetical particle, were to blame. 

Those are pretty out-there ideas, but one in particular took the proverbial cake. It suggests that 

these anomalies are evidence of a universe that’s a mirror image of our own, made of antimatter, where time 

runs backwards. 

It’s not entirely out-of-the-blue, either. The concept of an anti-universe is an implication of a well-studied 

theorem known as charge, parity and time reversal (CPT) symmetry. Basically, this idea says that the Big 

Bang should have created two universes – our own, and an anti-universe that from our point of view, extends 

backwards in time before the Big Bang. 

Understandably, this exciting theory was the one that much of the tabloid media latched onto. But of course 

it’s far from the most logical or likely explanation. Now a new study has proposed a much more grounded 

idea. 

 

The locations of the two anomalous events (red dots) 

Ian Shoemaker 

Antarctic anomalies 

https://arxiv.org/abs/1902.04584
https://arxiv.org/abs/1804.05362
http://journals.andromedapublisher.com/index.php/LHEP/article/view/67/31
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/CPT_symmetry
https://newatlas.com/physics/antarctic-anomalies-not-parallel-universe/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=cdec0e3e26-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_06_13_11_09&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-cdec0e3e26-92970593#gallery:2
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The Antarctic Impulsive Transient Antenna (ANITA) experiment is a set of radio antennas attached to a high 

altitude balloon, which floats about 23 mi (37 km) above Antarctica. At that isolated altitude, the project is 

looking for high-energy cosmic rays and neutrinos as they stream in from deep space. 

ANITA has been doing that since 2006, but in 2016 and again in 2018 it picked up two unexpected signals. 

These had all the hallmarks of high-energy neutrinos – except they weren’t coming from space. They 

appeared to be shooting up out of the Antarctic ice far below. 

Normally, neutrinos would have no problem with this. They don’t interact with normal matter very much, so 

they could shoot through the entire Earth like it’s nothing. But these were high-energy neutrinos, produced in 

events like supernovae, and they tend to interact with matter more often. It’s highly unlikely that they would 

make it all the way through the planet without touching anything, only to bump into a sensor on the other 

side. 

Instead, the researchers say that the most likely explanation is that the signals did come from the sky above 

ANITA after all. They started off as high-energy cosmic rays falling from the sky, which then reflected off 

the snow and bounced signals back up to ANITA’s sensors. 

“We think sub-surface firn is the culprit,” says Ian Shoemaker, an author of the study. “Firn is something 

between snow and glacial ice. It’s compacted snow that’s not quite dense enough to be ice. So, you can have 

density inversions, with ranges where you go from high density back to low density, and those crucial sorts of 

interfaces where this reflection can happen and could explain these events.” 

A variation on that idea, the team says, is that the signal didn’t reflect off firn but sub-glacial lakes. It’s 

thought that these lakes would be spread too far apart to create the effect seen, but the team says that perhaps 

there are more of them down there than we currently know about. 

“Whatever ANITA has found, it is very interesting, but it may not be a Nobel prize-winning particle physics 

discovery,” says Shoemaker. “ANITA still could have discovered something interesting about glaciology 

instead of particle physics, it could be ANITA discovered some unusual small glacial lakes.” 

Until some extraordinary evidence comes in for the extraordinary claim of a parallel universe, we’ll put our 

money on reflected high-energy particles. 

The research was published in the journal Annals of Glaciology. 

Source: Virginia Tech 

We recommend 

1. Driver's-ed-inspired system could make automated parallel parking more accessible 

by Chinese Association of Automation, TechXplore.com 

https://www.cambridge.org/core/journals/annals-of-glaciology/article/reflections-on-the-anomalous-anita-events-the-antarctic-subsurface-as-a-possible-explanation/33C7346D70528285E88B5B909DF87ADB
https://vtnews.vt.edu/articles/2020/06/science-antarcia_anomolies_neutrinos_ice_study.html
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2. It's easier to trust automated vehicles when we know what they plan to do ahead of time 

by Laurel Thomas et al., TechXplore.com 

3. A new method for type synthesis of non-holonomic underactuated parallel mechanisms 

by Ingrid Fadelli et al., TechXplore.com 

1. An approach to enhance machine learning explanations 

by Ingrid Fadelli et al., TechXplore.com 

2. Keeping GPUs young 

by Vienna University of Technology, TechXplore.com 

3. ExAG: An image-guessing game to evaluate the helpfulness of machine explanations 

by Ingrid Fadelli et al., TechXplore.com 

 

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/physics/antarctic-anomalies-not-parallel-

universe/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=cdec0e3e26-

EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_06_13_11_09&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-cdec0e3e26-

92970593 
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The Celestial Omnibus 

by E.M. Forster 

 

Next Chapter 

I 

 

The boy who resided at Agathox Lodge, 28, Buckingham Park Road, Surbiton, had often been puzzled by the 

old sign-post that stood almost opposite. He asked his mother about it, and she replied that it was a joke, and 

not a very nice one, which had been made many years back by some naughty young men, and that the police 

ought to remove it. For there were two strange things about this sign-post: firstly, it pointed up a blank alley, 

and, secondly, it had painted on it in faded characters, the words, "To Heaven." 

"What kind of young men were they?" he asked. 

"I think your father told me that one of them wrote verses, and was expelled from the University and came to 

grief in other ways. Still, it was a long time ago. You must ask your father about it. He will say the same as I 

do, that it was put up as a joke." 

"So it doesn't mean anything at all?" 

She sent him upstairs to put on his best things, for the Bonses were coming to tea, and he was to hand the 

cake-stand. 

It struck him, as he wrenched on his tightening trousers, that he might do worse than ask Mr. Bons about the 

sign-post. His father, though very kind, always laughed at him—shrieked with laughter whenever he or any 

other child asked a question or spoke. But Mr. Bons was serious as well as kind. He had a beautiful house and 

lent one books, he was a churchwarden, and a candidate for the County Council; he had donated to the Free 

Library enormously, he presided over the Literary Society, and had Members of Parliament to stop with 

him—in short, he was probably the wisest person alive. 

Yet even Mr. Bons could only say that the sign-post was a joke—the joke of a person named Shelley. 

"Off course!" cried the mother; "I told you so, dear. That was the name." 

"Had you never heard of Shelley?" asked Mr. Bons. 

"No," said the boy, and hung his head. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/em-forster/novella/the-celestial-omnibus/summary
https://americanliterature.com/author/em-forster
https://americanliterature.com/author/em-forster/novella/the-celestial-omnibus/ii
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"But is there no Shelley in the house?" 

"Why, yes!" exclaimed the lady, in much agitation. "Dear Mr. Bons, we aren't such Philistines as that. Two at 

the least. One a wedding present, and the other, smaller print, in one of the spare rooms." 

"I believe we have seven Shelleys," said Mr. Bons, with a slow smile. Then he brushed the cake crumbs off 

his stomach, and, together with his daughter, rose to go. 

The boy, obeying a wink from his mother, saw them all the way to the garden gate, and when they had gone 

he did not at once return to the house, but gazed for a little up and down Buckingham Park Road. 

His parents lived at the right end of it. After No. 39 the quality of the houses dropped very suddenly, and 64 

had not even a separate servants' entrance. But at the present moment the whole road looked rather pretty, for 

the sun had just set in splendour, and the inequalities of rent were drowned in a saffron afterglow. Small birds 

twittered, and the breadwinners' train shrieked musically down through the cutting—that wonderful cutting 

which has drawn to itself the whole beauty out of Surbiton, and clad itself, like any Alpine valley, with the 

glory of the fir and the silver birch and the primrose. It was this cutting that had first stirred desires within the 

boy—desires for something just a little different, he knew not what, desires that would return whenever things 

were sunlit, as they were this evening, running up and down inside him, up and down, up and down, till he 

would feel quite unusual all over, and as likely as not would want to cry. This evening he was even sillier, for 

he slipped across the road towards the sign-post and began to run up the blank alley. 

The alley runs between high walls—the walls of the gardens of "Ivanhoe" and "Belle Vista" respectively. It 

smells a little all the way, and is scarcely twenty yards long, including the turn at the end. So not unnaturally 

the boy soon came to a standstill. "I'd like to kick that Shelley," he exclaimed, and glanced idly at a piece of 

paper which was pasted on the wall. Rather an odd piece of paper, and he read it carefully before he turned 

back. This is what he read: 

S. AND C.R.C.C. Alteration in Service. Owing to lack of patronage the Company are regretfully compelled to 

suspend the hourly service, and to retain only the 

Sunrise and Sunset Omnibuses, which will run as usual. It is to be hoped that the public will patronize an 

arrangement which is intended for their convenience. As an extra inducement, the Company will, for the first 

time, now issue 

Return Tickets! (available one day only), which may be obtained of the driver. Passengers are again reminded 

that no tickets are issued at the other end, and that no complaints in this connection will receive consideration 

from the Company. Nor will the Company be responsible for any negligence or stupidity on the part of 

Passengers, nor for Hailstorms, Lightning, Loss of Tickets, nor for any Act of God. 

For the Direction. Now he had never seen this notice before, nor could he imagine where the omnibus went 

to. S. of course was for Surbiton, and R.C.C. meant Road Car Company. But what was the meaning or the 

other C.? Coombe and Maiden, perhaps, of possibly "City." Yet it could not hope to compete with the South-

Western. The whole thing, the boy reflected, was run on hopelessly unbusiness-like lines. Why no tickets 

from the other end? And what an hour to start! Then he realized that unless the notice was a hoax, an omnibus 
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must have been starting just as he was wishing the Bonses good-bye. He peered at the ground through the 

gathering dusk, and there he saw what might or might not be the marks of wheels. Yet nothing had come out 

of the alley. And he had never seen an omnibus at any time in the Buckingham Park Road. No: it must be a 

hoax, like the sign-posts, like the fairy tales, like the dreams upon which he would wake suddenly in the night. 

And with a sigh he stepped from the alley—right into the arms of his father. 

Oh, how his father laughed! "Poor, poor Popsey!" he cried. "Diddums! Diddums! Diddums think he'd walky-

palky up to Evvink!" And his mother, also convulsed with laughter, appeared on the steps of Agathox Lodge. 

"Don't, Bob!" she gasped. "Don't be so naughty! Oh, you'll kill me! Oh, leave the boy alone!" 

But all that evening the joke was kept up. The father implored to be taken too. Was it a very tiring walk? 

Need one wipe one's shoes on the door-mat? And the boy went to bed feeling faint and sore, and thankful for 

only one thing—that he had not said a word about the omnibus. It was a hoax, yet through his dreams it grew 

more and more real, and the streets of Surbiton, through which he saw it driving, seemed instead to become 

hoaxes and shadows. And very early in the morning he woke with a cry, for he had had a glimpse of its 

destination. 

He struck a match, and its light fell not only on his watch but also on his calendar, so that he knew it to be 

half-an-hour to sunrise. It was pitch dark, for the fog had come down from London in the night, and all 

Surbiton was wrapped in its embraces. Yet he sprang out and dressed himself, for he was determined to settle 

once for all which was real: the omnibus or the streets. "I shall be a fool one way or the other," he thought, 

"until I know." Soon he was shivering in the road under the gas lamp that guarded the entrance to the alley. 

To enter the alley itself required some courage. Not only was it horribly dark, but he now realized that it was 

an impossible terminus for an omnibus. If it had not been for a policeman, whom he heard approaching 

through the fog, he would never have made the attempt. The next moment he had made the attempt and failed. 

Nothing. Nothing but a blank alley and a very silly boy gaping at its dirty floor. It was a hoax. "I'll tell papa 

and mamma," he decided. "I deserve it. I deserve that they should know. I am too silly to be alive." And he 

went back to the gate of Agathox Lodge. 

There he remembered that his watch was fast. The sun was not risen; it would not rise for two minutes. "Give 

the bus every chance," he thought cynically, and returned into the alley. 

But the omnibus was there. 

II 

 

It had two horses, whose sides were still smoking from their journey, and its two great lamps shone through 

the fog against the alley's walls, changing their cobwebs and moss into tissues of fairyland. The driver was 

huddled up in a cape. He faced the blank wall, and how he had managed to drive in so neatly and so silently 

was one of the many things that the boy never discovered. Nor could he imagine how ever he would drive out. 

"Please," his voice quavered through the foul brown air, "Please, is that an omnibus?" 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 534  september 2020 

 

108 

"Omnibus est," said the driver, without turning round. There was a moment's silence. The policeman passed, 

coughing, by the entrance of the alley. The boy crouched in the shadow, for he did not want to be found out. 

He was pretty sure, too, that it was a Pirate; nothing else, he reasoned, would go from such odd places and at 

such odd hours. 

"About when do you start?" He tried to sound nonchalant. 

"At sunrise." 

"How far do you go?" 

"The whole way." 

"And can I have a return ticket which will bring me all the way back?" 

"You can." 

"Do you know, I half think I'll come." The driver made no answer. The sun must have risen, for he unhitched 

the brake. And scarcely had the boy jumped in before the omnibus was off. 

How? Did it turn? There was no room. Did it go forward? There was a blank wall. Yet it was moving—

moving at a stately pace through the fog, which had turned from brown to yellow. The thought of warm bed 

and warmer breakfast made the boy feel faint. He wished he had not come. His parents would not have 

approved. He would have gone back to them if the weather had not made it impossible. The solitude was 

terrible; he was the only passenger. And the omnibus, though well-built, was cold and somewhat musty. He 

drew his coat round him, and in so doing chanced to feel his pocket. It was empty. He had forgotten his purse. 

"Stop!" he shouted. "Stop!" And then, being of a polite disposition, he glanced up at the painted notice-board 

so that he might call the driver by name. "Mr. Browne! stop; O, do please stop!" 

Mr. Browne did not stop, but he opened a little window and looked in at the boy. His face was a surprise, so 

kind it was and modest. 

"Mr. Browne, I've left my purse behind. I've not got a penny. I can't pay for the ticket. Will you take my 

watch, please? I am in the most awful hole." 

"Tickets on this line," said the driver, "whether single or return, can be purchased by coinage from no terrene 

mint. And a chronometer, though it had solaced the vigils of Charlemagne, or measured the slumbers of 

Laura, can acquire by no mutation the double-cake that charms the fangless Cerberus of Heaven!" So saying, 

he handed in the necessary ticket, and, while the boy said "Thank you," continued: "Titular pretensions, I 

know it well, are vanity. Yet they merit no censure when uttered on a laughing lip, and in an homonymous 

world are in some sort useful, since they do serve to distinguish one Jack from his fellow. Remember me, 

therefore, as Sir Thomas Browne." 
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"Are you a Sir? Oh, sorry!" He had heard of these gentlemen drivers. "It is good of you about the ticket. But if 

you go on at this rate, however does your bus pay?" 

"It does not pay. It was not intended to pay. Many are the faults of my equipage; it is compounded too 

curiously of foreign woods; its cushions tickle erudition rather than promote repose; and my horses are 

nourished not on the evergreen pastures of the moment, but on the dried bents and clovers of Latinity. But that 

it pays!—that error at all events was never intended and never attained." 

"Sorry again," said the boy rather hopelessly. Sir Thomas looked sad, fearing that, even for a moment, he had 

been the cause of sadness. He invited the boy to come up and sit beside him on the box, and together they 

journeyed on through the fog, which was now changing from yellow to white. There were no houses by the 

road; so it must be either Putney Heath or Wimbledon Common. 

"Have you been a driver always?" 

"I was a physician once." 

"But why did you stop? Weren't you good?" 

"As a healer of bodies I had scant success, and several score of my patients preceded me. But as a healer of 

the spirit I have succeeded beyond my hopes and my deserts. For though my draughts were not better nor 

subtler than those of other men, yet, by reason of the cunning goblets wherein I offered them, the queasy soul 

was ofttimes tempted to sip and be refreshed." 

"The queasy soul," he murmured; "if the sun sets with trees in front of it, and you suddenly come strange all 

over, is that a queasy soul?" 

"Have you felt that?" 

"Why yes." 

After a pause he told the boy a little, a very little, about the journey's end. But they did not chatter much, for 

the boy, when he liked a person, would as soon sit silent in his company as speak, and this, he discovered, 

was also the mind of Sir Thomas Browne and of many others with whom he was to be acquainted. He heard, 

however, about the young man Shelley, who was now quite a famous person, with a carriage of his own, and 

about some of the other drivers who are in the service of the Company. Meanwhile the light grew stronger, 

though the fog did not disperse. It was now more like mist than fog, and at times would travel quickly across 

them, as if it was part of a cloud. They had been ascending, too, in a most puzzling way; for over two hours 

the horses had been pulling against the collar, and even if it were Richmond Hill they ought to have been at 

the top long ago. Perhaps it was Epsom, or even the North Downs; yet the air seemed keener than that which 

blows on either. And as to the name of their destination, Sir Thomas Browne was silent. 

Crash! 
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"Thunder, by Jove!" said the boy, "and not so far off either. Listen to the echoes! It's more like mountains." 

He thought, not very vividly, of his father and mother. He saw them sitting down to sausages and listening to 

the storm. He saw his own empty place. Then there would be questions, alarms, theories, jokes, consolations. 

They would expect him back at lunch. To lunch he would not come, nor to tea, but he would be in for dinner, 

and so his day's truancy would be over. If he had had his purse he would have bought them presents—not that 

he should have known what to get them. 

Crash! 

The peal and the lightning came together. The cloud quivered as if it were alive, and torn streamers of mist 

rushed past. "Are you afraid?" asked Sir Thomas Browne. 

"What is there to be afraid of? Is it much farther?" 

The horses of the omnibus stopped just as a ball of fire burst up and exploded with a ringing noise that was 

deafening but clear, like the noise of a blacksmith's forge. All the cloud was shattered. 

"Oh, listen. Sir Thomas Browne! No, I mean look; we shall get a view at last. No, I mean listen; that sounds 

like a rainbow!" 

The noise had died into the faintest murmur, beneath which another murmur grew, spreading stealthily, 

steadily, in a curve that widened but did not vary. And in widening curves a rainbow was spreading from the 

horses' feet into the dissolving mists. 

"But how beautiful! What colours! Where will it stop? It is more like the rainbows you can tread on. More 

like dreams." 

The colour and the sound grew together. The rainbow spanned an enormous gulf. Clouds rushed under it and 

were pierced by it, and still it grew, reaching forward, conquering the darkness, until it touched something 

that seemed more solid than a cloud. 

The boy stood up. "What is that out there?" he called. "What does it rest on, out at that other end?" 

In the morning sunshine a precipice shone forth beyond the gulf A precipice—or was it a castle? The horses 

moved. They set their feet upon the rainbow. 

"Oh, look!" the boy shouted. "Oh, listen! Those caves—or are they gateways? Oh, look between those cliffs at 

those ledges. I see people! I see trees!" 

"Look also below," whispered Sir Thomas. "Neglect not the diviner Acheron." 

The boy looked below, past the flames of the rainbow that licked against their wheels. The gulf also had 

cleared, and in its depths there flowed an everlasting river. One sunbeam entered and struck a green pool, and 
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as they passed over he saw three maidens rise to the surface of the pool, singing, and playing with something 

that glistened like a ring. 

"You down in the water——" he called. 

They answered, "You up on the bridge——" There was a burst of music. "You up on the bridge, good luck to 

you. Truth in the depth, truth on the height." 

"You down in the water, what are you doing?" 

Sir Thomas Browne replied: "They sport in the mancipiary possession of their gold"; and the omnibus arrived. 

III 

 

The boy was in disgrace. He sat locked up in the nursery of Agathox Lodge, learning poetry for a punishment. 

His father had said, "My boy! I can pardon anything but untruthfulness," and had caned him, saying at each 

stroke, "There is no omnibus, no driver, no bridge, no mountain; you are a truant, guttersnipe, a liar." His 

father could be very stern at times. His mother had begged him to say he was sorry. But he could not say that. 

It was the greatest day of his life, in spite of the caning, and the poetry at the end of it. 

He had returned punctually at sunset—driven not by Sir Thomas Browne, but by a maiden lady who was full 

of quiet fun. They had talked of omnibuses and also of barouche landaus. How far away her gentle voice 

seemed now! Yet it was scarcely three hours since he had left her up the alley. 

His mother called through the door. "Dear, you are to come down and to bring your poetry with you." 

He came down, and found that Mr. Bons was in the smoking-room with his father. It had been a dinner party. 

"Here is the great traveller!" said his father grimly. "Here is the young gentleman who drives in an omnibus 

over rainbows, while young ladies sing to him." Pleased with his wit, he laughed. 

"After all," said Mr. Bons, smiling, "there is something a little like it in Wagner. It is odd how, in quite 

illiterate minds, you will find glimmers of Artistic Truth. The case interests me. Let me plead for the culprit. 

We have all romanced in our time, haven't we?" 

"Hear how kind Mr. Bons is," said his mother, while his father said, "Very well. Let him say his Poem, and 

that will do. He is going away to my sister on Tuesday, and she will cure him of this alley-slopering." 

(Laughter.) "Say your Poem." 

The boy began. "'Standing aloof in giant ignorance.'" 
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His father laughed again—roared. "One for you, my son! 'Standing aloof in giant ignorance!' I never knew 

these poets talked sense. Just describes you. Here, Bons, you go in for poetry. Put him through it, will you, 

while I fetch up the whisky?" 

"Yes, give me the Keats," said Mr. Bons. "Let him say his Keats to me." 

So for a few moments the wise man and the ignorant boy were left alone in the smoking-room. 

"'Standing aloof in giant ignorance, of thee I dream and of the Cyclades, as one who sits ashore and longs 

perchance to visit——'" 

"Quite right. To visit what?" 

"'To visit dolphin coral in deep seas,'" said the boy, and burst into tears. 

"Come, come! why do you cry?" 

"Because—because all these words that only rhymed before, now that I've come back they're me." 

Mr. Bons laid the Keats down. The case was more interesting than he had expected. "You?" he exclaimed, 

"This sonnet, you?" 

"Yes—and look further on: 'Aye, on the shores of darkness there is light, and precipices show untrodden 

green.' It is so, sir. All these things are true." 

"I never doubted it," said Mr. Bons, with closed eyes. 

"You—then you believe me? You believe in the omnibus and the driver and the storm and that return ticket I 

got for nothing and——" 

"Tut, tut! No more of your yarns, my boy. I meant that I never doubted the essential truth of Poetry. Some 

day, when you read more, you will understand what I mean." 

"But Mr. Bons, it is so. There is light upon the shores of darkness. I have seen it coming. Light and a wind." 

"Nonsense," said Mr. Bons. 

"If I had stopped! They tempted me. They told me to give up my ticket—for you cannot come back if you 

lose your ticket. They called from the river for it, and indeed I was tempted, for I have never been so happy as 

among those precipices. But I thought of my mother and father, and that I must fetch them. Yet they will not 

come, though the road starts opposite our house. It has all happened as the people up there warned me, and 

Mr. Bons has disbelieved me like every one else. I have been caned. I shall never see that mountain again." 
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"What's that about me?" said Mr. Bons, sitting up in his chair very suddenly. 

"I told them about you, and how clever you were, and how many books you had, and they said, 'Mr. Bons will 

certainly disbelieve you.'" 

"Stuff and nonsense, my young friend. You grow impertinent. I—well—I will settle the matter. Not a word to 

your father. I will cure you. To-morrow evening I will myself call here to take you for a walk, and at sunset 

we will go up this alley opposite and hunt for your omnibus, you silly little boy." 

His face grew serious, for the boy was not disconcerted, but leapt about the room singing, "Joy! joy! I told 

them you would believe me. We will drive together over the rainbow. I told them that you would come." 

After all, could there be anything in the story? Wagner? Keats? Shelley? Sir Thomas Browne? Certainly the 

case was interesting. 

And on the morrow evening, though it was pouring with rain, Mr. Bons did not omit to call at Agathox 

Lodge. 

The boy was ready, bubbling with excitement, and skipping about in a way that rather vexed the President of 

the Literary Society. They took a turn down Buckingham Park Road, and then—having seen that no one was 

watching them—slipped up the alley. Naturally enough (for the sun was setting) they ran straight against the 

omnibus. 

"Good heavens!" exclaimed Mr. Bons. "Good gracious heavens!" 

It was not the omnibus in which the boy had driven first, nor yet that in which he had returned. There were 

three horses—black, gray, and white, the gray being the finest. The driver, who turned round at the mention of 

goodness and of heaven, was a sallow man with terrifying jaws and sunken eyes. Mr. Bons, on seeing him, 

gave a cry as if of recognition, and began to tremble violently. 

The boy jumped in. 

"Is it possible?" cried Mr. Bons. "Is the impossible possible?" 

"Sir; come in, sir. It is such a fine omnibus. Oh, here is his name—Dan some one." 

Mr. Bons sprang in too. A blast of wind immediately slammed the omnibus door, and the shock jerked down 

all the omnibus blinds, which were very weak on their springs. 

"Dan.... Show me. Good gracious heavens! we're moving." 

"Hooray!" said the boy. 
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Mr. Bons became flustered. He had not intended to be kidnapped. He could not find the door-handle, nor push 

up the blinds. The omnibus was quite dark, and by the time he had struck a match, night had come on outside 

also. They were moving rapidly. 

"A strange, a memorable adventure," he said, surveying the interior of the omnibus, which was large, roomy, 

and constructed with extreme regularity, every part exactly answering to every other part. Over the door (the 

handle of which was outside) was written, "Lasciate ogni baldanza voi che entrate"—at least, that was what 

was written, but Mr. Bons said that it was Lashy arty something, and that baldanza was a mistake for 

speranza. His voice sounded as if he was in church. Meanwhile, the boy called to the cadaverous driver for 

two return tickets. They were handed in without a word. Mr. Bons covered his face with his hand and again 

trembled. "Do you know who that is!" he whispered, when the little window had shut upon them. "It is the 

impossible." 

"Well, I don't like him as much as Sir Thomas Browne, though I shouldn't be surprised if he had even more in 

him." 

"More in him?" He stamped irritably. "By accident you have made the greatest discovery of the century, and 

all you can say is that there is more in this man. Do you remember those vellum books in my library, stamped 

with red lilies? This—sit still, I bring you stupendous news!—this is the man who wrote them." 

The boy sat quite still. "I wonder if we shall see Mrs. Gamp?" he asked, after a civil pause. 

"Mrs. ——?" 

"Mrs. Gamp and Mrs. Harris. I like Mrs. Harris. I came upon them quite suddenly. Mrs. Gamp's bandboxes 

have moved over the rainbow so badly. All the bottoms have fallen out, and two of the pippins off her 

bedstead tumbled into the stream." 

"Out there sits the man who wrote my vellum books!" thundered Mr. Bons, "and you talk to me of Dickens 

and of Mrs. Gamp?" 

"I know Mrs. Gamp so well," he apologized. "I could not help being glad to see her. I recognized her voice. 

She was telling Mrs. Harris about Mrs. Prig." 

"Did you spend the whole day in her elevating company?" 

"Oh, no. I raced. I met a man who took me out beyond to a race-course. You run, and there are dolphins out at 

sea." 

"Indeed. Do you remember the man's name?" 

"Achilles. No; he was later. Tom Jones." 
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Mr. Bons sighed heavily. "Well, my lad, you have made a miserable mess of it. Think of a cultured person 

with your opportunities! A cultured person would have known all these characters and known what to have 

said to each. He would not have wasted his time with a Mrs. Gamp or a Tom Jones. The creations of Homer, 

of Shakespeare, and of Him who drives us now, would alone have contented him. He would not have raced. 

He would have asked intelligent questions." 

"But, Mr. Bons," said the boy humbly, "you will be a cultured person. I told them so." 

"True, true, and I beg you not to disgrace me when we arrive. No gossiping. No running. Keep close to my 

side, and never speak to these Immortals unless they speak to you. Yes, and give me the return tickets. You 

will be losing them." 

The boy surrendered the tickets, but felt a little sore. After all, he had found the way to this place. It was hard 

first to be disbelieved and then to be lectured. Meanwhile, the rain had stopped, and moonlight crept into the 

omnibus through the cracks in the blinds. 

"But how is there to be a rainbow?" cried the boy. 

"You distract me," snapped Mr. Bons. "I wish to meditate on beauty. I wish to goodness I was with a reverent 

and sympathetic person." 

The lad bit his lip. He made a hundred good resolutions. He would imitate Mr. Bons all the visit. He would 

not laugh, or run, or sing, or do any of the vulgar things that must have disgusted his new friends last time. He 

would be very careful to pronounce their names properly, and to remember who knew whom. Achilles did not 

know Tom Jones—at least, so Mr. Bons said. The Duchess of Malfi was older than Mrs. Gamp—at least, so 

Mr. Bons said. He would be self-conscious, reticent, and prim. He would never say he liked any one. Yet 

when the Wind flew up at a chance touch of his head, all these good resolutions went to the winds, for the 

omnibus had reached the summit of a moonlit hill, and there was the chasm, and there, across it, stood the old 

precipices, dreaming, with their feet in the everlasting river. He exclaimed, "The mountain! Listen to the new 

tune in the water! Look at the camp fires in the ravines," and Mr. Bons, after a hasty glance, retorted, "Water? 

Camp fires? Ridiculous rubbish. Hold your tongue. There is nothing at all." 

Yet, under his eyes, a rainbow formed, compounded not of sunlight and storm, but of moonlight and the spray 

of the river. The three horses put their feet upon it. He thought it the finest rainbow he had seen, but did not 

dare to say so, since Mr. Bons said that nothing was there. He leant out—the window had opened—and sang 

the tune that rose from the sleeping waters. 

"The prelude to Rhinegold?" said Mr. Bons suddenly. "Who taught you these leit motifs?" He, too, looked out 

of the window. Then he behaved very oddly. He gave a choking cry, and fell back on to the omnibus floor. He 

writhed and kicked. His face was green. 

"Does the bridge make you dizzy?" the boy asked. 

"Dizzy!" gasped Mr. Bons. "I want to go back. Tell the driver." 
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But the driver shook his head. 

"We are nearly there," said the boy, "They are asleep. Shall I call? They will be so pleased to see you, for I 

have prepared them." 

Mr. Bons moaned. They moved over the lunar rainbow, which ever and ever broke away behind their wheels. 

How still the night was! Who would be sentry at the Gate? 

"I am coming," he shouted, again forgetting the hundred resolutions. "I am returning—I, the boy." 

"The boy is returning," cried a voice to other voices, who repeated, "The boy is returning." 

"I am bringing Mr. Bons with me." 

Silence. 

"I should have said Mr. Bons is bringing me with him." 

Profound silence. 

"Who stands sentry?" 

"Achilles." 

And on the rocky causeway, close to the springing of the rainbow bridge, he saw a young man who carried a 

wonderful shield. 

"Mr. Bons, it is Achilles, armed." 

"I want to go back," said Mr. Bons. 

The last fragment of the rainbow melted, the wheels sang upon the living rock, the door of the omnibus burst 

open. Out leapt the boy—he could not resist—and sprang to meet the warrior, who, stooping suddenly, caught 

him on his shield. 

"Achilles!" he cried, "let me get down, for I am ignorant and vulgar, and I must wait for that Mr. Bons of 

whom I told you yesterday." 

But Achilles raised him aloft. He crouched on the wonderful shield, on heroes and burning cities, on 

vineyards graven in gold, on every dear passion, every joy, on the entire image of the Mountain that he had 

discovered, encircled, like it, with an everlasting stream. "No, no," he protested, "I am not worthy. It is Mr. 

Bons who must be up here." 
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But Mr. Bons was whimpering, and Achilles trumpeted and cried, "Stand upright upon my shield!" 

"Sir, I did not mean to stand! something made me stand. Sir, why do you delay? Here is only the great 

Achilles, whom you knew." 

Mr. Bons screamed, "I see no one. I see nothing. I want to go back." Then he cried to the driver, "Save me! 

Let me stop in your chariot. I have honoured you. I have quoted you. I have bound you in vellum. Take me 

back to my world." 

The driver replied, "I am the means and not the end. I am the food and not the life. Stand by yourself, as that 

boy has stood. I cannot save you. For poetry is a spirit; and they that would worship it must worship in spirit 

and in truth." 

Mr. Bons—he could not resist—crawled out of the beautiful omnibus. His face appeared, gaping horribly. His 

hands followed, one gripping the step, the other beating the air. Now his shoulders emerged, his chest, his 

stomach. With a shriek of "I see London," he fell—fell against the hard, moonlit rock, fell into it as if it were 

water, fell through it, vanished, and was seen by the boy no more. 

"Where have you fallen to, Mr. Bons? Here is a procession arriving to honour you with music and torches. 

Here come the men and women whose names you know. The mountain is awake, the river is awake, over the 

race-course the sea is awaking those dolphins, and it is all for you. They want you——" 

There was the touch of fresh leaves on his forehead. Some one had crowned him. 

TELOS From the Kingston Gazette, Surbiton Times, and Paynes Park Observer. 

The body of Mr. Septimus Bons has been found in a shockingly mutilated condition in the vicinity of the 

Bermondsey gas-works. The deceased's pockets contained a sovereign-purse, a silver cigar-case, a bijou 

pronouncing dictionary, and a couple of omnibus tickets. The unfortunate gentleman had apparently been 

hurled from a considerable height. Foul play is suspected, and a thorough investigation is pending by the 

authorities. 

THE END 
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Emily Temple on Translating a Decade of Internet Writing into a Debut Novel 

Or, How I Learned to Stop Worrying and Love the List 

By Emily Temple 

 

June 16, 2020 

For most of my life, I didn’t want to call myself a writer. Not when I was a kid, scribbling at night in my 

notebook, writing stories about dogs with wings, or changing the endings of Disney films (what if Princess 

Jasmine just ran off with her tiger?). Not when I was a teenager, trying my hand at thinly-veiled satires of my 

parents and friends. Not when I was in college, taking workshop after workshop, talking myself into an 

independent study with a novelist I admired, amassing copies of The Paris Review and taking copious notes, 

writing for and editing two different campus publications. 

The problem with me was that I loved books so much that I thought being a writer was basically the best and 

most important thing anyone could possibly be. I considered Writing to be a magical, elevated calling—and 

had decided, in some deep and inaccessible place, that only Nabokovian geniuses and Morrisonian stylists and 

Plathian poets should be allowed to claim that lofty mantle. 

Don’t worry: I was cured of this lame and romantic notion as soon as I left college. The agent of my healing? 

Yes, you guessed it: it was the horrible, glorious internet. 

A few months after graduation, I moved to New York City, where I had been offered an internship at a 

website called Flavorwire, the blog arm of a cultural event listings site—and remarkably I was paid for my 
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work, which in 2009 wasn’t yet the norm for interns. If I remember correctly, my first big hit was a short, 

snarky item about the Weezer snuggie, which Rivers Cuomo himself retweeted, despite the fact that I had 

photoshopped an enormous cartoon tear onto his face, for some reason. Thus began my tenure of writing for 

the internet—one that, as you can see, continues to this day. 

“The list doesn’t destroy culture; it creates it. Wherever you look in cultural history, you will find lists.” 

Once I was hired full time at Flavorwire, I was tasked with publishing at least three features a day. I used to 

worry that if I ever published a novel, someone would dig up my oldest, dumbest internet articles, the ones I 

wrote during that time; these have headlines like “Arresting Photos of Children Trapped in Boxes” [ed. note: 

Google it yourself] and “25 Vintage Photos of Librarians Being Awesome.” (The fact that plenty of famous 

writers, including F. Scott Fitzgerald and Don DeLillo, spent time as copywriters did not soothe me—their 

enemies, after all, didn’t have Google.) Now that I’ve brought it up, that’s more likely to happen, but I’ve 

made my peace with it. It was a living, after all. 

In fact, now I feel immensely grateful for the quota that pushed me to write so many frivolous articles. That 

quota taught me an important skill, one without which I don’t think I would ever have been able to finish the 

first draft of my novel. The quota taught me to let go, to jump in, to start writing, and to keep writing until I 

was done. In college, I agonized over sentences, stared longingly at blank pages, wrote and rewrote the same 

stories until every line was a precious jewel. I could not do that anymore. I had to produce. I had to write 

often, and I had to write quickly, and I had to smash that “publish” button even on imperfect work. By the 

end, I wouldn’t even read something once I’d written it. I just wrote it, published it, and moved on. Which 

sometimes led to some pretty bad internet articles—but even so, every day I got better, and faster. 

Look: I still agonize over my sentences—in my second (and third and thirteenth) drafts. But my first drafts? I 

write them like Flavorwire articles. I get them down, out, away, so there’s something to work with. I write my 

first drafts like I have a quota to fill and three hours before lunch. That is how I wrote the first draft of my 

debut novel, The Lightness: as if I was going to get in trouble if I didn’t get to the end. 

The other thing that writing for the internet did for me? It made me admit that I was a writer. Someone 

pointed it out to me once, after they’d introduced me as a writer and I’d shaken my head shyly. I was a 

professional writer. Sure, some of what I wrote was silly. But some of it was good. And I got a salary to do it. 

Turns out I didn’t have to be Nabokov after all. 

In fact, as much as it hurts me to say so, I may be the opposite of Nabokov, that snob, considering that (as you 

may know if you are a frequent visitor to this site) I ultimately found my niche in the most derided, mocked, 

and secretly beloved realm of internet writing: the listicle. But this too has influenced my fiction writing, or at 

least my first novel—for good or for ill. Personally, I think it’s for good. I love lists in literature; I find them 

ecstatic. I am not the first writer to say so, though I may be the first one to have made a career out of 

listmaking. I have made lists of literature, I have made lists of literary lists, I have made lists of reasons you 

should not be mad about literary lists of literature on the internet. Lists are great. Consider Christopher 

Smart’s poetic fragment about his cat Jeoffry. Or the feelings of Umberto Eco, who said: 

The list doesn’t destroy culture; it creates it. Wherever you look in cultural history, you will find lists. In fact, 

there is a dizzying array: lists of saints, armies and medicinal plants, or of treasures and book titles. Think of 

https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780062905321
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the nature collections of the 16th century. My novels, by the way, are full of lists . . . We have a limit, a very 

discouraging, humiliating limit: death. That’s why we like all the things that we assume have no limits and, 

therefore, no end. It’s a way of escaping thoughts about death. We like lists because we don’t want to die. 

My novel is, of course, full of lists. There are lists of observations, of rumors, of possibilities, of secrets. The 

list is the first tool I reach for when I’m trying to express something basically inexpressible, which is what 

writing novels is really about. 

Finally, I’ll just say this: writing about books on the internet for over a decade has forced me to read quite a 

lot of them, and there is nothing, nothing better for your writing than reading widely, deeply, and as strangely 

as you can. I probably would have done this anyway, to some extent, but perhaps with less intent. Maybe if I 

were a neuroscientist (my other idea) I wouldn’t have the time. Probably if I were a neuroscientist I would 

never have written a novel. But then I’d still be afraid of Nabokov. 

Christopher SmartcraftDon DeLilloEmily TempleF. Scott FitzgeraldFlavorwirelistsLists of ListsThe 

Internetthe lightnessUmberto EcoWilliam Morrowwriting 

 

 

Emily Temple 

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. 
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Fat-fighting molecule sees the body burn more fuel 

By Nick Lavars 

 

A newly identified molecule could manipulate the way fat cells work and cause the body to burn through more 

fuel 

Spectral/Depositphotos 

Modern science has presented us with some experimental compounds that offer exciting possibilities when it 

comes to tackling obesity. Some trick the body into thinking that it has already had enough to eat, 

others manipulate the metabolic process so that the body burns off more fat than is actually necessary. 

Researchers have come across a new molecule that falls in with the latter category, reducing body fat in mice 

without changes to their diet. 

Researchers from the Virginia Tech, the University of Virginia and Australia’s University of New South 

Wales teamed up to identify the molecule, which they say has the potential to overcome some of the 

drawbacks of other fat-fighting therapies that work by suppressing appetite and can result in patients eating 

more once the effects have worn off. 

https://newatlas.com/author/nick-lavars/
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Called BAM15, the newly identified molecule is a type of “mitochondrial uncoupler” that instead works by 

targeting mitochondria, often described as the powerhouses of cells, and changing the way they consume 

energy and distribute it throughout the body. 

The way it does this is by upping the concentration of protons within the inner membrane of the mitochondria. 

Normally, the mitochondria relies on a balance of protons on either side of this membrane, generating energy 

as they pass through a particular enzyme embedded inside the wall. 

This is called proton motive force (PMF), and by increasing the proton numbers in the matrix while bypassing 

this key enzyme, the BAM15 molecule forces the cell to take corrective action. With excess protons inside, 

the cell responds by expelling them outside the membrane wall which, in fat-fighting terms, has the effect of 

burning fuel at higher levels than are actually needed. 

“So anything that decreases the PMF has the potential to increase respiration," says Webster Santos, professor 

of chemistry at the Virginia Tech. “Mitochondrial uncouplers are small molecules that go to the mitochondria 

to help the cells respire more. Effectively, they change metabolism in the cell so that we burn more calories 

without doing any exercise.” 

The researchers were able to demonstrate the effectiveness of the BAM15 molecule through a number of 

mouse studies, in which the rodents were administered the drug and exhibited weight loss, despite consuming 

the same diet as a control group. The team considers this proof that the molecule functions without affecting 

the satiety center in the brain that controls appetite, while it also appears to work without altering body 

temperature and was found to be non-toxic even in higher doses. 

There is a lot of work to do to establish the effectiveness of BAM15 in humans, and there are certainly no 

guarantees. In addition to safety, one of the limitations the team is working to address is how long the dose 

remains effective for in the body, with its performance relatively short-lived in the mouse models. The 

researchers say they have already identified variations of the molecule that could offer a way forward. 

“We are essentially looking for roughly the same type of molecule, but it needs to stay in the body for longer 

to have an effect,” says Santos. “We are tweaking the chemical structure of the compound. So far, we have 

made several hundred molecules related to this.” 

If the technology can be adapted for use in humans, the researchers say it could be used to address a range of 

health problems, not just obesity and its related conditions like cardiovascular or fatty liver disease. The 

molecule was also shown to reduce inflammation and oxidative stress, which are related to the progression of 

degenerative diseases and aging. 

“If you just minimize aging, you could minimize the risk of Alzheimer’s disease and Parkinson’s disease,” 

says Santos. “All of these reactive oxygen species-related or inflammation-related diseases could benefit from 

mitochondrial uncouplers. So, we could see this heading that way.” 
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The research was published in the journal Nature Communications. 

Source: Virginia Tech 

We recommend 

1. Levl device helps dieters gauge how much fat they are burning with breath sample 

by Bob Yirka et al., TechXplore.com 

2. Calorie-burning vest makes use of cold exposure 

by Nancy Owano et al., TechXplore.com 

3. Handheld 3-D skin printer demonstrates accelerated healing of large, severe burns 

by Liz Do et al., TechXplore.com 

1. Safe burn excision prior to military repatriation: an achievable goal? 

Ojas Pujji et al., BMJ Military Health, 2018 

2. Scale to serve fuller reality check on your body 

by Nancy Owano et al., TechXplore.com 

3. Using simple radiologic measurements to anticipate surgical challenge in endometrial cancer: a 

prospective study 

Ross F Harrison et al., International Journal of Gynecologic Cancer, 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 
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Conversation, Mashable and The Santiago Times, earning a Masters degree in communications from 

Melbourne’s RMIT University along the way. 
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Friday 

by Zona Gale 

 

Friday, Gale's story about a woman's march, was published in The Century Magazine in August, 1914. 

 

HEMPEL had watched the hands of the clock make all the motions of the hour, from the trim segment of 

eleven to the lazy down-stretch of twenty minutes past, the slim erectness of the half-hour, the promising 

angles of the three quarters, ten, five to twelve, and last the unanimity and consummation of noon. 

Before all the whistles had ceased he was on the street. It was Thursday, but he was going home; he had told 

them that he must get home. He had even told one of them why he must get home. "Look alive!" he wanted to 

shout to somebody. "She may be going through it now." Only of course there was nobody to whom a man 

could shout a thing like that, so he sent the message flooding through all the little secret cells that faithfully 

worked to let him hurry. Thus he dashed through West Twenty-eighth Street, and came to a halt at Fifth 

Avenue. 

A procession was passing. 

"Hold on, young fellow," an officer said, serene in the law's backing of constituted authority for easy 

familiarity. "Can't you see the doin's?" 

"But I must—I must! I tell you I must!" Hempel cried. And when the thick neck continued to shake the great, 

faintly smiling face, Hempel, the boy, stepped close to the policeman and said something to him, man to man. 

The officer lifted his chin in the first half of a nod, passed the business on to his eyebrows, and threw his 

glance down the avenue. 

"Set tight, then," he said, "till I tip you the go." 

So Hempel waited on the curb. For the first time his eye took in the procession passing, and he saw that the 

paraders were women. At first this fact made on him small impression. Then he found himself thinking: 

"These women here are well and strong, and she may be dying." But that thought he put violently away, and 

seized on something, anything, to crowd it back. So he fixed his mind on the women. 

Some were young, ruddy, erect; some were young, narrow-chested, stooped; some were old, and dragged 

their feet; one who passed near Hempel scuffled at every step. But, decently or shabbily or showily dressed, 

all were looking up, intent on something. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/zona-gale
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"What's the matter with 'em?" Hempel asked. 

"That there big fire," the policeman answered—"that there last factory fire. It et into 'em some. These are 

striking; a grand sight o' good it 'll do 'em." 

Hempel looked at them now with a new impression. He too had shuddered at that thing—the flimsy loft, the 

locked doors, the broken bodies, the charred remains. Poor things, trying to earn their living! He straightened 

his young shoulders. She did n't have to do that. Thank God! he had saved her from this kind of thing. That 

poor young creature there, carrying the heavy pole of a rude banner: GIVE US THE CHANCE TO SAY 

HOW WE WORK, it said. Already the girl was dropping with weariness. Every day must be to her weariness. 

But the girl's face was intent on something, as the faces of all were intent. And Letty was there in the flat, just 

waiting. But she might be going through it now, and he three miles away from her. Even as he turned fiercely 

on the policeman, he saw the gray helmet execute a mighty nod. 

"Skin!" said the officer, and through a break in the ranks Hempel tore across the avenue and fled toward the 

subway. 

As he ran, a sickening thought swept him. It was true that Letty need never march like that,—she was safe, 

with him to work for her,—but suppose it should be a girl—Hempel shrank abashed from "daughter"—

suppose it should be a girl, and she should go to work sometime! 

"O God!" something in him said as he ran, "I wanted a boy. Here's another reason. Let it be a boy!" 

The little flat was very still as Hempel fitted his key. He had dreaded finding some alien confusion. Now the 

silence seemed more ominous. He ran tiptoeing across the passage and turned the knob. The afternoon sun 

flooded the sitting-room. In the willow rocker his wife sat sewing. 

"Letty!" he cried. "I thought maybe-" 

"Not yet," she said, and one moment smiled up at him, the next caught at a button of his coat with a 

whimpering breath. "Dicko, I'm so glad you 've come!" he heard her say. 

Instead of going into the dark dining-room, the noisy, loud-voiced, kindly maid, a luxury which they had 

never known until of late, brought a covered dish or two to Letty's sewing-table, and they ate by the window, 

in the sun. A book lay open on the window-sill. Some one had sent in a pink hyacinth. A child in a red dress 

was playing with two colored balls in the street below. When luncheon was finished, the well-being in the 

small, bright room, and the thrilling suspense of the time, possessed Hempel as the chief fact in life. He 

looked at his wife in her gray gown and cap of lace, at her soft, white work. She was so little! He stretched out 

his big, brown hand, and laid it on her knee. 

"Letty," he said, "see me, strong as an ox; and it does n't help any." 

She looked at him strangely, beautifully. 
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"Strength is n't the only thing," she said. "I was thinking that just when you came in. I'd found something—" 

She took up the book on the window-sill. Sometimes the things which she read to him from books had made 

Hempel uneasy with the sense that he was not seeing in them what she saw; then gradually he had grown to 

feel that very likely she saw more than was really there. But now he felt that in this hour whatever she had 

found would be there for him, too. He followed her, even when he began to perceive that what she was 

reading aloud was verse, which someway always confused him, like several exposures on the same film. But 

this, he understood quickly, was man's verse, man's talk, straight from the shoulder: 

"Force rules the world still. Has ruled it, shall rule it; Meekness is weakness, Strength is triumphant, Over the 

whole earth Still it is Thor's Day!" 

"Bully!" said Hempel, spontaneously. 

She shook her head, smiling. 

"It is n't true," she said. 

"What is n't?" asked Hempel. 

"Well," she said, "there's something else. It is n't just strength that's going to pull me through to-night, if it's 

to-night. It's something else—something that's weak and great and small, not a bit like strength, Dicko." 

He wondered what she meant. He reached out, and took in his somewhat roughened fingers a hem of the soft, 

white stuff of her work. He saw that it was a little skirt. A strange sweetness ran current with his blood. 

"Strength is the greatest thing in the world though, I guess, Letty," he was saying. 

She laughed, and for a moment leaned her face close to his. Then she met his puzzled eyes gravely, sweetly. 

"Men don't know it," she said. "They don't know how to know it. Women know; I know now, and I 'll know 

to-night." 

Abruptly, as he looked at her, Hempel saw something in her face that he had never seen there before—a 

strange intentness, a strangely uplifted, radiant intentness. He had seen faces intent like that only a little while 

before in a marching line. It gave him the instance that he needed. 

"Why, look here," said Hempel. "Talk about strength not being the biggest thing ever. If you 'd seen what I 

saw to-day—the whole street full of miserable, half-starved women, some of 'em left out o' that last factory 

fire, some of 'em striking out o' sympathy and on account o' their own troubles. And a grand sight o' good it 'll 

do 'em," Hempel repeated. "Look at 'em, what they are, just because they 've got no strength. All they can do, 

the poor things, is to get out there and go marching." 
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"Ah," Letty said, "but they were marching. They were marching. And they 'll get what they 're after in the 

end. And without strength." 

She dropped her sewing and put out her hand. 

"Listen, Dicko," she said, "and hear about me. You know—I 've almost hoped it would be a boy. Well, when I 

read that to-day, of that big old god shouting around about strength being the thing, I remembered to-day is 

his day, the day they named for him—Thursday:—Thor's day. And, Dicko, I don't want it to be a boy, born 

to-day. Because if it is, I'm afraid it won't ever know but that force is the thing still—just as that says." 

Hempel looked apprehensively round. Were women like this at such a time, he wondered. He recalled vague 

things which he had heard of them. 

"Ain't you—ain't there something you 've taking?" he said. "Can't she beat you up an egg?" 

At this his wife further alarmed him by laughing softly and long. Then abruptly she kissed him, and he saw 

that there were tears in her eyes. 

"I 'll tell you what," he said nervously, "you let me run over to the drug store and get you a little bottle of 

lime-juice. You liked that other." 

He rushed out like a boy. She watched him hurrying down the street. Her smile was brooding, maternal, as if 

already the maternity were hers, for him. 

"Not a boy," she was thinking, "born on Thor's day; but a girl, born on Friday, Freia's day—the day of the 

goddess that held the apples of new life. On Friday," she said, "the new day. The day of something better than 

strength." 

In the dining-room the loud-voiced maid met Hempel on his return. 

"She's took to talking to herself, sir," she told him. "I dunno but what—" 

Hempel nodded. These two worried faces perfectly understood each other. He swung briskly into the sitting-

room and set down the bottle. 

"Now, then," he cried cheerily, "two nice glasses of lime-juice, and we 'll be all right." 

Once more Hempel's look dragged round the clock with the hour: the grim segment of eleven; the strained 

down-stretch of twenty minutes past; the horrible,waiting attention of the half-hour, like a man standing 

listening, listening; the warning angles of the three quarters, ten, five to twelve; last the solemn inevitability of 

midnight. 

He stood leaning against the glass of the sitting-room window; the sickish smell of the hyacinth that he was 

brushing rose protestingly. People loitered in the street, extinguished lights, went to sleep; and in there, where 
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the nurse and the doctor had her, she might be dying. Sometimes he heard something, and then he crumpled 

against the window-frame, his magnificent body as weak as that of a child. 

Pale against the black sheet of the buildings opposite, he could see his wife's face, not laughing, not looking at 

him, not turned to him as at his home-comings, but remote and intent. That was it: she was amazingly intent 

on something. It was as if, in this hour of hers, was occurring the whole creation of a new being. And on it she 

was unspeakably intent. 

He shut his eyes, and there on the imminent black was Letty's face in the midst of a thousand white faces. 

They were the faces of women, the faces of women marching. And each one was as intent on something as 

was Letty. Each one was as intent as if this were to her the hour of the creation of new beings, somewhere 

ahead there in a time that Hempel did n't know anything about. And if it was a girl, if it was a daughter, that 

daughter might be somewhere, sometime, with women like those, marching, too. And he, as strong as an ox, 

could do nothing to help either of them, Letty in there, or his daughter down there in the street. 

Hempel pulled himself up, and he smiled foolishly. What was the matter with him? Was he going to pieces 

like a baby? He squared his shoulders and started toward the kitchen. He'd better eat a little something, he told 

himself, to keep up his strength. If his strength went back on him—But he came to Letty's willow chair, and 

he sank down in it, and took his head in his big, helpless hands. 

Interminably thereafter the nurse came to him. 

"It's all right," she said, "and she's all right. She asked me, before, not to tell you which it is." 

Hempel glared at her, and did his best to roar in a whisper. 

"Which it is?" he said. "What do I care which it is? Is she safe? Is she?" 

A little while later Hempel sat trying to read the morning paper. He read the same things over a great many 

times. One of these things was an obscure head which he kept reading for a long time before it fixed his 

attention. 

MARCH OF THE WOMEN 

Thin Line of Agitators Parade Fifth Avenue for Half an Hour 

Hempel thought back to the line as he had seen it, those lifted, determined, intent faces. Think of their starting 

out to get something, weak as they were! He sat fingering at something within his reach, a soft, white hem of 

his wife's sewing in her basket. Think of Letty going through that thing alone, almost as weak as a child! He 

stared out the window, past her plant and her book on the sill. How in the world did women do these things, 

anyway? 

He was still sitting so when they came to tell him that he could go into the room. Now that the time had come, 

he found, when he rose, that he was trembling. 
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There she lay, the same Letty, yet incalculably different. In some mysterious way she was nearer to him than 

ever he had known that she could be; in some way, more mysterious, she was as remote as she had seemed to 

him at midnight. 

"Dicko," she whispered, "I would n't let them tell you. See your son!" 

He stooped awkwardly, got to one knee, and looked. Then he bent his look on her. 

"But you—" he said. "Letty, how—" 

She did not hear him. She was speaking softly, eagerly. 

"And it was n't on Thor's day, either," she said. "He came Friday, Dicko, the day of something better than 

strength." 

He kissed her. 

"There! there! there!" he kept saying. 

"Dicko, it's coming," she tried to make it clear. "Can't you tell? The time when men will know—something 

better than strength. And use it. O Dicko, maybe our little man will know it—in his life-time!" 

"There! there! there!" Hempel went on, and patted her arm. 

At last he stumbled out of the room. Indeterminately it smote him that to be in the little chamber, which he 

knew so well, was like being in some other place. 

"Better than strength," he heard her insisting as he closed the door. 

He turned to the nurse, who stood waiting in the passage. 

"I guess she's a little delirious yet, ain't she?" he said, much shaken. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/zona-gale/short-story/friday 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/zona-gale/short-story/friday
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The 2018 Camp Fire north of Sacramento burned everything in its path: cars, power lines, and buildings – and 

contaminated local drinking water. Justin Sullivan/Getty Images 

Wildfires can poison drinking water – here’s how communities can be better prepared 

August 3, 2020 8.00am EDT 
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In recent years wildfires have entered urban areas, causing breathtaking destruction. 

The 2018 Camp Fire in Paradise and Butte County, California was the deadliest and most destructive fire in 

California’s history. It took 86 lives and destroyed more than 18,000 structures in a matter of hours. 

Almost two years later, only a fraction of the area’s 40,000-plus population has returned. This disaster 

followed the 2017 Tubbs Fire, which killed 22 people in California’s Sonoma and Napa counties. 

After both fires, drinking water tests revealed a plethora of acutely toxic and carcinogenic pollutants. Water 

inside homes was not safe to use, or even to treat. Water pipes buried underground and inside of buildings 

were extensively contaminated. 

We are environmental engineers who help communities affected by disasters, and supported responses to both 

fires. As we conclude in a recently published study of burned areas, communities need to upgrade building 

codes to keep wildfires from causing this kind of widespread contamination of drinking water systems. 

https://theconversation.com/institutions/purdue-university-1827
https://theconversation.com/us/partners
https://www.usgs.gov/center-news/new-usgs-research-21st-century-california-wildfires-examines-drivers-fire-behavior-and?qt-news_science_products=3#qt-news_science_products
https://www.youtube.com/watch?time_continue=1&v=5KNAl23NwME&feature=emb_logo
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=OcyPBHPk_VM
https://www.fire.ca.gov/incidents/2018/11/8/camp-fire/
https://www.nbcnews.com/news/us-news/california-wildfire-killed-22-wine-country-was-caused-homeowner-equipment-n962521
https://www.fire.ca.gov/incidents/2017/10/8/tubbs-fire-central-lnu-complex/
https://scholar.google.com/citations?user=dBy5drAAAAAJ&hl=en
https://scholar.google.ch/citations?user=-LMLQJ0AAAAJ&hl=en
https://doi.org/10.1002/aws2.1183
https://theconversation.com/institutions/purdue-university-1827
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Survivors left everything to flee the Camp Fire’s path. Andrew Whelton, Purdue University 

Wildfires and water 

Both the Tubbs and Camp fires destroyed fire hydrants, water pipes and meter boxes. Water leaks and 

ruptured hydrants were common. The Camp Fire inferno spread at a speed of one football field per second, 

chasing everyone – including water system operators – out of town. 
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After the fires passed, testing ultimately revealed widespread hazardous drinking water contamination. 

Evidence suggests that the toxic chemicals originated from a combination of burning vegetation, structures 

and plastic materials. 

 

Pipes, water meters and meter covers after wildfires destroyed them. Caitlin Proctor, Amisha Shah, David Yu, 

and Andrew Whelton/Purdue University 

Firefighting can accelerate the spread of contamination. As emergency workers draw hydrant water, they 

spread contaminated water through the water pipe network. 

https://doi.org/10.1002/aws2.1183
https://doi.org/10.1002/aws2.1183
https://images.theconversation.com/files/350237/original/file-20200729-29-x380zt.png?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/350237/original/file-20200729-29-x380zt.png?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://awwa.onlinelibrary.wiley.com/doi/full/10.1002/aws2.1183
https://awwa.onlinelibrary.wiley.com/doi/full/10.1002/aws2.1183
https://images.theconversation.com/files/350237/original/file-20200729-29-x380zt.png?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 534  september 2020 

 

135 

Metal, concrete and plastic pipes can become contaminated. Many plastics take up these chemicals like 

sponges. As clean water later passes through the pipes, the toxic substances leach out, rendering the water 

unsafe. 

In the Tubbs and Camp fires, chemicals in the air may have also been sucked into hydrants as water pipes lost 

pressure. Some water system plastics decomposed and leached chemicals directly into water. Toxic chemicals 

then spread throughout pipe networks and into buildings. 

Limited water testing by state and local agencies showed benzene and naphthalene were present at levels that 

could cause immediate harm. These, as well as methylene chloride, styrene, toluene and vinyl 

chloride exceeded longer-term regulated exposure limits. Many of these chemicals cause cancer. All can 

cause vomiting, diarrhea and nausea after short-term high concentration exposure. 

Anyone who drinks the water containing these substances could be harmed. And simply running a faucet 

could cause chemicals to enter the air. Hot showers and boiling water would vaporize the chemicals and 

increase the dose a person breathed in. Some of these substances can also be absorbed through the skin. 

Dangerous contamination levels 

Benzene was found at concentrations of 40,000 parts per billion (ppb) in drinking water after the Tubbs Fire 

and at more than 2,217 ppb after the Camp Fire. According to the California Office of Environmental Health 

Hazard Assessment, children exposed to benzene for a single day can suffer harm at levels as low as 26 ppb. 

The U.S. Environmental Protection Agency recommends limiting children’s short-term acute exposure to 200 

ppb, and long-term exposure to less than 5 ppb. The EPA regulatory level for what constitutes a hazardous 

waste is 500 ppb. 

In early 2019, California conducted contaminated water testing on humans by taking contaminated water from 

the Paradise Irrigation District and asking persons to smell it. The state found that even when people smelled 

contaminated water that had less than 200 ppb benzene, at least one person reported nausea and throat 

irritation. The test also showed that water contained a variety of other benzene-like compounds that first 

responders had not sampled for. 

The officials who carried out this small-scale test did not appear to realize the significance of what they had 

done, until we asked whether they had had their action approved in advance by an institutional review board. 

In response, they asserted that such a review was not needed. 

In our view, this episode is telling for two reasons. First, one subject reported an adverse health effect after 

being exposed to water that contained benzene at a level below the EPA’s recommended one-day limit for 

children. Second, doing this kind of test without proper oversight suggests that officials greatly 

underestimated the potential for serious contamination of local water supplies and public harm. After the 

Camp Fire, together with the EPA, we estimated that some plastic pipes needed more than 280 days of 

flushing to make them safe again. 

https://doi.org/10.1002/aws2.1183
https://engineering.purdue.edu/PlumbingSafety/resources/Benzene-Levels-in-Water.pdf
https://www.epa.gov/sites/production/files/2018-03/documents/dwtable2018.pdf
https://www.epa.gov/sites/production/files/2018-03/documents/dwtable2018.pdf
https://www.epa.gov/ground-water-and-drinking-water/national-primary-drinking-water-regulations
https://19january2017snapshot.epa.gov/sites/production/files/2015-06/documents/tclp.pdf
https://engineering.purdue.edu/PlumbingSafety/resources/Dissipatiion-of-Burn-Related-VOC-From-Water.pdf
https://engineering.purdue.edu/PlumbingSafety/resources/Dissipatiion-of-Burn-Related-VOC-From-Water.pdf
https://engineering.purdue.edu/PlumbingSafety/opinions/Final-HDPE-Service-Line-Decontamination-2019-03-18.pdf
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Plastic pipes can be damaged by heat and fire contact. Andrew Whelton, Purdue University 

Building codes could make areas disaster-ready 

Our research underscores that community building codes are inadequate to prevent wildfire-caused pollution 

of drinking water and homes. 

Installing one-way valves, called backflow prevention devices, at each water meter can prevent contamination 

rushing out of the damaged building from flowing into the larger buried pipe network. 
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Adopting codes that required builders to install fire-resistant meter boxes and place them farther from 

vegetation would help prevent infrastructure from burning so readily in wildfires. Concrete meter boxes and 

water meters with minimal plastic components would be less likely to ignite. Some plastics may be practically 

impossible to make safe again, since all types are susceptible to fire and heat. 

Water main shutoff valves and water sampling taps should exist at every water meter box. Sample taps can 

help responders quickly determine water safety. 

Benzene contamination in the water supply slowed rebuilding efforts in Paradise, Calif., after the Camp Fire. 

The smell test doesn’t work 

Under no circumstance should people be told to smell the water to determine its safety, as was recommended 

for months after the Camp Fire. Many chemicals have no odor when they are harmful. Only testing can 

determine safety. 

Ordering people to boil their water will not make it safe if it contains toxic chemicals that enter the air. 

Boiling just transmits those substances into the air faster. “Do not use” orders can keep people safe until 

agencies can test the water. Before such advisories are lifted or modified, regulators should be required to 

carry out a full chemical screen of the water systems. Yet, disaster after disaster, government agencies have 

failed to take this step. 

[Understand new developments in science, health and technology, each week. Subscribe to The 

Conversation’s science newsletter.] 

Buildings should be tested to find contamination. Home drinking water quality can differ from room to room, 

so reliable testing should sample both cold and hot water at many locations within each building. 

While infrastructure is being repaired, survivors need a safe water supply. Water treatment devices sold for 

home use, such as refrigerator and faucet water filters, are not approved for extremely contaminated water, 

although product sales representatives and government officials may mistakenly think the devices can be used 

for that purpose. 

To avoid this kind of confusion, external technical experts should be called in assist local public health 

departments, which can quickly become overwhelmed after disasters. 

Preparing for future fires 

The damage that the Tubbs and Camp fires caused to local water systems was preventable. We believe that 

urban and rural communities, as well as state legislatures, should establish codes and lists of authorized 

construction materials for high-risk areas. They also should establish rapid methods to assess health, prepare 

for water testing and decontamination, and set aside emergency water supplies. 

https://www.waterboards.ca.gov/press_room/press_releases/2018/pr122418_voc.pdf
https://doi.org/10.1002/aws2.1183
https://pubs.rsc.org/en/content/articlehtml/2017/ew/c5ew00294j
https://theconversation.com/us/newsletters/science-editors-picks-71/?utm_source=TCUS&utm_medium=inline-link&utm_campaign=newsletter-text&utm_content=science-understand
https://theconversation.com/us/newsletters/science-editors-picks-71/?utm_source=TCUS&utm_medium=inline-link&utm_campaign=newsletter-text&utm_content=science-understand
https://www.purdue.edu/newsroom/releases/2020/Q1/study-your-homes-water-quality-could-vary-by-the-room-and-the-season.html
https://undark.org/2019/09/19/camp-fire-california-drinking-water-carcinogens/
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Wildfires are coming to urban areas. Protecting drinking water systems, buried underground or in buildings, is 

one thing communities can do to prepare for that reality. 

 

https://theconversation.com/wildfires-can-poison-drinking-water-heres-how-communities-can-be-better-

prepared-

141430?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20August%

203%202020%20-

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

%20-

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

us&utm_term=Wildfires%20can%20poison%20drinking%20water%20%20heres%20how%20communities%

20can%20be%20better%20prepared 
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https://theconversation.com/wildfires-can-poison-drinking-water-heres-how-communities-can-be-better-prepared-141430?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20August%203%202020%20-%201694416347&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20August%203%202020%20-%201694416347+Version+A+CID_15f9937b261e28a3ca3e365d99f24f03&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Wildfires%20can%20poison%20drinking%20water%20%20heres%20how%20communities%20can%20be%20better%20prepared
https://theconversation.com/wildfires-can-poison-drinking-water-heres-how-communities-can-be-better-prepared-141430?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20August%203%202020%20-%201694416347&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20August%203%202020%20-%201694416347+Version+A+CID_15f9937b261e28a3ca3e365d99f24f03&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Wildfires%20can%20poison%20drinking%20water%20%20heres%20how%20communities%20can%20be%20better%20prepared
https://theconversation.com/wildfires-can-poison-drinking-water-heres-how-communities-can-be-better-prepared-141430?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20August%203%202020%20-%201694416347&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20August%203%202020%20-%201694416347+Version+A+CID_15f9937b261e28a3ca3e365d99f24f03&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Wildfires%20can%20poison%20drinking%20water%20%20heres%20how%20communities%20can%20be%20better%20prepared
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https://theconversation.com/wildfires-can-poison-drinking-water-heres-how-communities-can-be-better-prepared-141430?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20August%203%202020%20-%201694416347&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20August%203%202020%20-%201694416347+Version+A+CID_15f9937b261e28a3ca3e365d99f24f03&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Wildfires%20can%20poison%20drinking%20water%20%20heres%20how%20communities%20can%20be%20better%20prepared
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Awake In Nanjing 
by Xi Chuan 

Issue no. 213 (Summer 2015) 

the instant the sky wakes my eyes are shut I’m listening to the rainfall huh   huh huh listening to half 

a lifetime of rainfall isn’t romantic 

the sound of rainfall approaching unites with the sound of a solitary car 

the car going away pushes the sound of rainfall away but maybe it’s not pushed   away so much as 

letting up 

like someone’s existence maybe it’s not the person disappearing so much as   lightening 

imagine raindrops hitting the ground umbrellas raincoats scenery soaked 

one two three four five six construction sites of silent scaffolding cranes no   workers climbing up or 

down or all around 

a shop owner figures umbrellas and raincoats will sell in weather like this 

strange 

light rain from the country falling on hard heads in the city 

apricot blossoms in the light rain peeping through a window at a poetaster   sipping tea this is my 

image of Jiangnan 

this is the Jiangnan of the scholarly landlord and the peasant in concert with   the maxim that houses 

of gold and jade-like faces are contained within   books 

but are the Jiangnan of the small-business owner and the day laborer still   Jiangnan the capitalist’s 

Jiangnan 

is definitely not Jiangnan since jade-like faces no longer seek shelter in books 

why don’t the birds sing is it the morning’s fault or the birds’ fault 

don’t they know I’m searching with ears of the blind 

in Beijing the birds start singing at four a.m. but here what time do the birds   start singing this is a 

Shakespearean question 

or else the birds have signed an agreement not to sing 

Meng Haoran died about 1,300 years ago and for 1,300 years the little poem  he wrote about birds 

singing has lived in his stead 

that’s a long time for an American but won’t impress an Egyptian 

Meng Haoran was used to a life of sharp mountains and clear waters so we   can infer how sharp and 

clear he looked 

but we can’t imagine how he could make a living as a poet without representing   advanced social 

productive forces 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=193898b56f&e=d538c8f2e0
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it wasn’t strange for him to get something off his chest from time to time   and tell it to the river 

is this why he stood apart from the crowd how trading up on his grievances   he associated with 

Wang Wei and Li Bai 

but Wang Wei and Li Bai never acknowledged each other when they were   both in Chang’an they 

looked down on each other 

the river flows on night and day oh the river flows by my bedside oh this is   too much 

I’ll withdraw it 

the river flows by the door of my hotel in Nanjing or Jinling or the ancient   capital of the Six 

Dynasties 

is this a hotel or an inn or is this a guesthouse or is it a resort 

to friends on the phone it’s a resort it’s an inn to me 

what’s the difference the ancients only lived in inns and wrote poems on walls 

but in the Republican era Fang Hongjian got a girl in bed only to find a dirty   ditty on the wall 

behind the pillow 

written yesterday 

girls girls though red lanterns are still raised over the river Qinhuai at night   there are no more 

seductress spirits just snack food 

on a clean white bed lie four white pillows I use only two 

body comfortable erection comfortable I’m in my yesterday not in my day   before I’m not in 

in the symmetrical room in the mirror is another me are you the me I’m   symmetrical with 

the red light in the left lower corner of the black TV screen is on to show the   power is on like the 

Young Pioneers showing they’re ready at any minute 

use me 

a press on the remote control and it’s the world of media 

I open an eye and then shut it 

who will die today whose nude photos released which factory explode 

which police department will commit brutality today which bridge collapse   which politician 

detained 

at 7:20 I hear the birds singing that’s incredibly late am I in some deep ravine 

in the split sense of reality in my mind the birds started singing hours ago 

I’ve never told anyone that the birds in my mind come from Jingting Mountain   not far from here 
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Li Bai saw the birds on Jingting Mountain all fly away but never learned   where those birds went 

they flew into my mind and won’t stop chirping 

they’ve divided into sixteen competing camps and decided to hash it out in   my mind 

hashing it out they have no idea they’re singing for the rising sun 

while the birds singing outside do their best to satisfy Meng Haoran’s   eavesdropping 

as if the world outside the window weren’t the real world only the world   where accidents happen is 

the real world 

a world where accidents don’t happen can’t convince people of its reality like   Baudrillard’s 

simulacrum can be unsure sometimes 

so someone who jumped off a roof was caught by someone on the street   stretching his arms 

the one who stretched his arms to save him was crushed into paraplegia the   townspeople were so 

moved by the appeals in the newspaper they   donated money and goods 

and the one who’d been saved refused to make a donation the turmoil in his   mind the night before 

he jumped 

and the shocked parents of the one who was saved thought there’d be calm   and peace in the world 

sounds of people in the hallway the bacteria in the carpet eat up all the   sounds of footsteps 

at 7:25 

the residue of a dream 

Xia said the water in the pool was too cold so she got out put on a shirt and   went back in 

the manager told her to get out he said you can’t wear shirts in the pool if   you’re cold you’ll have to 

put on three swimsuits 

at 7:27 

the residue of a dream 

Feng hears someone knocking at the door asks who is it on the other side   someone says in a husky 

voice it’s me well good guy or bad guy 

Feng asks what is it and on the other side someone says in a husky voice I’m   not sure 

is a dream the past 

if a dream isn’t the past why does the past try to keep up with dreams 

I hear a toilet flush I’m alive others are alive too 

the water-treatment plant in the vicinity of the Yangtze might make a   difference of thirty percent 

but to piss directly into the Yangtze I won’t do that like Mencius ate meat   but kept clear of the 

kitchen 

it’s a little hypocritical it’s the hypocrisy necessary for civilized behavior 
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if I can lie in bed looking at the Yangtze I will hypocritically and happily give   thanks to both legal 

life and illegal life 

outside the inn at night there must be Chinese sturgeons swimming by in   the Yangtze but what kind 

of fish is this 

such a grand name such a mundane name who conferred it is it an endangered   species 

why isn’t the giant panda called the Chinese bear 

the sand barges on the Yangtze ride low in the water paint blotchy not a   single boat is new 

the women baring their breasts to the water at stern and bow all women’s   women not a single one 

ugly 

Du Shiniang threw her treasure chest into the water 

of all the pretty flowers on the banks not one blooms because of this of all   the cheery lanterns not 

one goes out because of it 

thus eastward do the torrents of the river flow 

last year I took a trip here and gazed at the river from the Yuejiang Tower it’s   reconstructed all 

wrong 

I pretended I was the painter Gong Xian gazing at the openness of the river 

I tried to pretend I was the poet Gao Qi ascending Rain-Flower Terrace to see   the river emerge from 

ten thousand peaks but I couldn’t get it right 

the Yangtze changed its course from Rain-Flower Terrace you can’t see the   river as it was in the 

Ming dynasty 

from my bed I can’t see the river either which means I’m not Emperor   Kangxi I can’t see all under 

heaven 

I can’t see the teeming multitudes in Guangzhou I can’t see the teeming   multitudes in Chongqing 

I may as well accept my fate as an ordinary man at least I have nothing to do   with the plight of the 

empire 

reading the paper reading online news worrying about everything under   heaven it doesn’t do shit 

read short stories instead 

my grammar-school teachers my high school teachers they ruined me for life   they trained me to be 

an observer 

an observing peach or plum tree doesn’t even need to blossom 

the paulownia trees in the city have been felled the property developers have   friends in city 

government 
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if I were the next mayor I’d have all the Republican-era paulownias replanted   back where they were 

but this is impossible 

so I don’t make that kind of friends 

I don’t drink my dad doesn’t drink my grandpa didn’t drink 

so I can easily open my eyes at 7:30 my bleary brain just lets in the light 

I look at the ceiling obviously in luxurious European style but it’s made of plaster 

who gives a shit about mountains of plaster wealth so lofty it’s scary 

who gives a shit about the three beef patties that fell on my head yesterday   who gives a shit about a 

modicum of fame 

accomplishment comes too easily for engineers accomplishment comes too   easily for masters of arts 

and crafts 

who gives a shit about liking to pretend not to be so vulgar it’s vulgar who   gives a shit about 

average talent but even that isn’t easy 

but who gives a shit 

power and influence were of supreme importance to Han Feizi but Zhuangzi   didn’t give a shit about 

them 

my brain is wide awake buzzing for my soul to wake up 

which is greater that which can be understood in history or that which   cannot be understood 

how can refined taste be propagated in a crass age 

propagating refined taste means propagating the seeds of the collapse of the   country take the 

Northern Song dynasty for example the new tycoons   aren’t buying it 

ugh the discontent you can’t speak freely and the complaints you won’t make   out loud 

I should get up and shower bedhead makes people think you have nightmares   every night but that’s 

not the case 

I should lose some weight my teeth need brushing I have bad breath when   I get up 

Han Yu wrote a poem about losing his teeth it must have been before he   turned fifty 

at 7:35 who wound me up like a watch to make me take such good care of myself 

last night I flipped every switch I couldn’t figure out how to turn off one   light so I left it on until 

now 
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sounds from last night’s banquet still linger 

two men hugging each other they drank so much two tongues fattened   by alcohol 

one said I just went to Frankfurt look at my bag the other said I just went to   Paris look at my shoes 

they were talking about package tours to Europe man see ten countries in   nine days 

Confucius traveled through the central states if he’d kept that pace there’d   have been no 

degeneration of the rites under heaven 2,500 years ago 

but running through Europe just proves there’s nothing to see there 

or else proves they come from a lately developed country it’s not easy for   them to relax 

but it’s nothing like spending time in Jiangnan and watching the river flow 

from different angles 

when Emperor Kangxi came it must have been a real campaign 

it’s almost Dragon Boat Festival 

Dragon Boat Festival doesn’t mean anything in any country it only means   something in Jiangnan 

and Jiangnan is this area beneath my bed 

it was the kingdom of Wu but was it also the kingdom of Chu 

I have friends from Chu I have no friends from Wu I do have some friends   from Jiangnan but right 

now I’m on my own 

how far into the distance stretch the roads inn after inn along this road   reduplicating themselves to 

the end of the sky 

I toss off the blanket slide my feet into two paper slippers 

a deep breath 

and I stand up 

—Translated from the Chinese by Lucas Klein 

  

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=193898b56f&e=d538c8f2e0 
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Neutron sciences as an essential tool to develop ‘materials for a better life’ 

ByBCMaterials   

Until 1932, atoms were considered to consist in positive charges, called protons, located within the atomic 

nucleus, where the majority of the mass of the atom is concentrated, and negative charges, identified as 

electrons, surrounding the nucleus to make it electrically neutral. However, in 1932 James Chadwick 

discovered the neutron, an uncharged particle located at the nucleus with a similar mass of the proton. Thanks 

to this essential discovery, James Chadwick won the Physics Nobel Prize in 1935. However, it was not until a 

few decades later, that scientists began to make use of neutrons as probes to characterize matter, allowing 

Bertram N. Brockhouse and Clifford G. Shull to be awarded with the 1994 Physics Nobel Prize “for 

pioneering contributions to the development of neutron scattering techniques for studies of condensed matter” 

[1]. 

Since then, neutrons have been extensively used for materials characterization, complementary to X-rays. 

Both types of particles are very different in nature. X-rays are electromagnetic radiation composed by 

massless particles, called photons, with high energy and wavelengths ranging from 0.1 to 100 Å. Neutrons are 

particles with mass and no electric charge, showing wavelengths ranging from 0.0003 Å, for fast neutrons, to 

495 Å, for ultracold neutrons. However, neutrons have smaller energies than X-rays, making them less 

destructive. 

The way neutrons and X-rays interact with matter is also very different. X-rays interact with the electronic 

cloud of the atoms, and because of that, they interact better with heavy atoms, due to the bigger electronic 

clouds they possess with respect to lighter ones. This also means that they have many problems to probe 

lighter elements, which are characteristic of biological materials, where neutrons are essential to depict their 

structure and dynamics. In fact, neutrons interact with the nuclei of the atoms, and this interaction does not 

just depends on the atomic number (number of protons on the nucleus). This results into three key facts: 

 Neutrons can probe light elements, such as hydrogen, better than X-rays. 

 Neutrons can differentiate better atoms with close atomic numbers. 

 Neutrons can differentiate between isotopes, as they have different nucleus. 

Further, neutrons have a magnetic moment, therefore allowing the study of magnetic structures in different 

ways (Figure 1). 

https://mappingignorance.org/2020/06/10/neutron-sciences-as-an-essential-tool-to-develop-materials-for-a-better-life/#author
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Figure 1. Neutron scattering techniques as a function of the probing length and time scales [2]. 

 

 

Nowadays neutrons are commonly used to investigate a wide variety of materials. In a typical neutron 

experiment, a neutron beam passes through the object under investigation, analyzing how the characteristics 

of the incoming beam change after its interaction with the sample. The variations in the beam passing through 

the sample allow scientists to obtain precise information about the internal structure and/or composition of the 

sample, according to the specific neutron scattering experiment [3]. 

The most widely used neutron scattering techniques are Neutron Imaging (NI), to evaluate the internal 

structure of materials; Neutron Diffraction (ND), for crystal structure determination; Small-Angle Neutron 

Scattering (SANS) and Neutron Reflectometry (NR), for large-scale structures (from the nanometer scale to 

microns) characterization, and Inelastic (INS)/Quasielastic (QENS) Neutron Scattering, to study atomic and 

molecular motions. Different methods provide different ways of achieving scattering patterns, and can be 

applied to different types of materials (Figure 1). 

Neutron imaging is used to investigate the internal structure of objects with micrometric resolution. It is quite 

similar to X-ray (Radiography), which is typically used in medical applications. Since neutrons have large 

penetration depths and different materials attenuate neutrons differently, NI is widely used, for example, in 

the aerospace industry, by testing turbine blades of airplane engines or components for space programs, 

among others. NI is also an attractive method to analyze archaeological artefacts or pieces of art (Figure 2). 

Neutron Diffraction is commonly applied to study crystalline solids, gasses, liquids or amorphous materials. 

The diffraction pattern resulting from neutron diffraction experiments can be recorded as a series of peaks of 

the scattered neutron intensity, which provides information about the position of the atoms and the distances 

among them. 
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Neutron Reflectometry and Small Angle Neutron Scattering are used for structural investigations of the planar 

and developed interfaces of materials. It is possible to probe structures at length scales from around 1 

nanometer to more than 100 nanometers. NR and SANS have a wide range of applications from studies of 

polymers and biological molecules to nanoparticles, passing through microemulsions and liposomes, as well 

as layered nanostructures. 

Inelastic and Quasielastic Neutron Scattering experiments analyze the change in kinetic energy of neutrons 

after passing through the sample. Motions of atoms or molecules are responsible for many of the 

characteristic properties of a material, including atomic momentum distributions, vibrations, and relaxation 

phenomena, among others. Thus, understanding the atomic and magnetic dynamics is essential in areas such 

as polymer sciences or information and communication technologies. 

Figure 2. Neutron sciences across different scientific areas and disciplines [4]. 

 

 

Examples of neutron science experiments contributions to science, technology and society cover a wide 

variety of disciplines across different scientific, engineering and biomedical areas. In the area of biological 
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systems, neutron experiments play an essential role in determining their structure and behavior. The need to 

understand the structure and dynamics of biological macromolecules can be addressed by a combination of 

different neutron scattering techniques, such as INS/QENS, imaging or SANS. Pharmaceutical materials or 

supra-molecular chemistry, where hydrogen bonding plays an important role binding together complex 

molecules and larger structures, can be characterized by means of neutron diffraction and INS [5] /QENS [6], 

the latter being used to study molecular dynamics in chemistry [7]. 

Soft matter, where polymers, surfactants or liquid crystals are encompassed, are widely studied via neutron 

scattering experiments due to the suitability of the length and time scales that can be reached by neutrons, 

together with the capability to enhance contrast between different elements by specific deuteration of a 

particular constituent of the material [8]. The unique capability of neutrons to probe magnetic materials 

through pure magnetic scattering events is also exploited to unravel novel magnetic behaviors and magnetic 

materials. These include the development of superconductor materials with higher transition temperatures, the 

study of topological matter or the characterization of novel alloys with advanced magnetic properties [9,10]. 

Finally, due to neutron being composed by three quarks, events such as collisions between neutrons, all of 

them traveling at relativistic speeds close to the speed of light, are used to get an insight on new physics 

beyond the Standard Model of particle physics [11]. 

Another perspective from which neutron science can be considered as an incomparable tool to study materials 

is within one of the main conceptual frameworks determining science policies nowadays: their contribution to 

properly address grand challenges of current society. Environmental challenges such as pollution can be 

tackled by neutron reflectometry and diffraction experiments, which determine the intrinsic nature of 

contaminants within the media they pollute [12]. Energy generation and storage, together with the transition 

to environmental friendlier materials and circular economy paradigms, are areas where neutrons can help 

[13]. Information and communication technologies are also improved thanks to neutron sciences, where 

spintronic devices, ferroelectric materials, novel magnetic data storage material candidates and sensors or 

actuators, among others, are being intensively studied with neutrons [14]. The unique capabilities of neutrons 

as a non-invasive deeply penetrating imaging tool to reveal structures in real time, allows obtaining 3D 

images of inner parts of different cultural heritage materials [15]. Further, neutron scattering experiments are 

being essential to study degenerative diseases such as Alzheimer, targeted drug delivery systems or dental and 

bone implants, among others [16]. 

As an excellence center aiming to develop “new materials for a better life”, BCMaterials, Basque Center for 

Materials, Applications and Nanostructures, is devoted to the development of a new generation of materials 

contributing to advanced and sustainable technologies. In this scope, neutron sciences are an essential tool in 

our understanding on materials, guiding both materials design and applications. The international effort that 

represents science has allowed our researchers to successfully perform neutron scattering experiments in 

different neutron sources around the world, including the Institute Laue Langevin (ILL) in Grenoble, France; 

the ISIS neutron and muon source in Oxfordshire, UK; the FRM-II in Munich, Germany; the Budapest 

Neutron Center in Hungary; the IBR-II of the Joint Institute of Nuclear Research in Dubna, Russia; or the 

Spallation Neutron Source, part of the Oak Ridge National Laboratory in the USA, among others. 

Five specific examples of scientific experiments performed by our researchers using neutron scattering 

techniques are presented hereafter. The first example, in the area of materials for energy applications, consists 

in a combination of neutron diffraction, NR and SANS experiments, to investigate a new generation of 

organic solar cells with enhanced durability, essential for the new energy generation paradigms. More 
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concretely, the degradation mechanisms of different perovskite-based organic solar cells are being currently 

studied through a combination of three different neutron scattering techniques: neutron reflectometry, small 

angle neutron scattering and neutron diffraction. The second example corresponds to the study of advanced 

multifunctional materials such as ferromagnetic shape memory alloys, which are magnetic materials that 

deform up to 15% upon the application of a magnetic field, and that are being studied by combining different 

types of neutron diffraction techniques, namely powder, single crystal and polarized single crystal neutron 

diffraction. The atomic site occupancies and magnetic spin densities are being analyzed in these materials, 

being these neutron experiments combined also with synchrotron X-Ray absorption measurements performed 

in SPring-8, Japan (Figure 3). 

Figure 3. Researchers from BCMaterials performing an experiment in the D17 neutron reflectometer of ILL, 

Grenoble, France 

. 

A third example is found in the study of nanostructured materials for biomedicine by means of SANS 

experiments, aiming to reveal the structure of magnetosome chains embedded in magnetotactic bacteria, a 
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study aiming at improving cancer treatment by magnetic hyperthermia. The fourth example corresponds to 

materials envisaged to tackle environmental issues such as water remediation and purification from heavy 

elements, investigating different metal adsorption and functionalization processes of Metal-Organic 

Framework (MOF) materials, by means of inelastic and quasi-elastic neutron scattering experiments. Finally, 

the last example of neutron experiments performed by scientists at BCMaterials is found in the area of 

advanced manufacturing and technologies, where novel rare earth-free permanent magnets or materials for 

sensors and actuators are being investigated by means of neutron diffraction experiments. 

Thus, in the complex challenge of developing advanced and multifunctional materials for advanced 

technologies allowing to tackle the grand challenges facing nowadays society, with respect to energy, 

environment, biomedicine or communication and information technologies, among others, neutron science 

appear as an essential tool to reach, sooner than later, a new generation of “materials for a better life”. 
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