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The Science and Splendor of Australian Butterflies: How Two 19th-Century Teenage Sisters’ Forgotten 

Paintings Sparked a Triumph of Modern Conservation 

A bittersweet story of staggering talent, obsessive curiosity, countercultural courage, and posthumous 

redemption. 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

A century after the self-taught German naturalist and artist Maria Merian laid the foundations of modern 

entomology with her stunning pictorial studies of butterflies in Surinam and a century before Vladimir 

Nabokov applied his glorious intellectual promiscuity to advancing the field, the Australian sisters Harriet 

and Helena Scott unleashed their immense talent and curiosity on the natural history of butterflies and moths. 

A century after their death, their stunning, scrumptious paintings would furnish one of the most heartening 

conservation triumphs in history. 

Detail from Helena and Harriet Scott’s art for Australian Lepidoptera. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/09/18/maria-sibylla-merian/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/01/19/stephen-jay-gould-nabokov-butterflies/
https://society6.com/product/butterflies-by-helena-and-harriet-scott-from-australian-lepidoptera-1864-benefiting-the-nature-c3156456_print?curator=brainpicker
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Art by Helena and Harriet Scott from Australian Lepidoptera, 1864. Available as a print and as a face mask. 

(A portion of proceeds benefits The Nature Conservancy.) 

https://society6.com/product/butterflies-by-helena-and-harriet-scott-from-australian-lepidoptera-1864-benefiting-the-nature-c_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/brainpicker/collection/vintage-science-face-masks?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/butterflies-by-helena-and-harriet-scott-from-australian-lepidoptera-1864-benefiting-the-nature-c_print?curator=brainpicker
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Daughters of the Bombay-born Australian entomologist Alexander Walker Scott, Helena and Harriet were 

barely out of childhood when they started harmonizing their father’s scientific studies with their shared 

artistic gift. When the girls were in their teens, the family moved from Sydney to Ash Island — an isolated 

patch of native wilderness in the middle of Hunter River — where they filled their days and their minds with 

activities reserved for the era’s boys. The sisters spent twenty years adventuring into nature — probably 

wearing pants, certainly climbing trees — and documenting their astonishment, their awed curiosity, in field 

notebooks and collecting boxes and elaborate paintings. They lived on the timescale of the insects they 

studied, staying up at night to observe and illustrate in real time the metamorphoses unfolding in the span of 

hour, minutes, in creatures with life-cycles of days — transformations so subtle that the sisters often used the 

single hair of a paintbrush to render the delicate details. 

 

Art by Helena and Harriet Scott from Australian Lepidoptera, 1864. Available as a print and as a face mask. 

(A portion of proceeds benefits The Nature Conservancy.) 

https://society6.com/product/butterflies-by-helena-and-harriet-scott-from-australian-lepidoptera-1864-benefiting-the-nature-c3156456_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/brainpicker/collection/vintage-science-face-masks?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/butterflies-by-helena-and-harriet-scott-from-australian-lepidoptera-1864-benefiting-the-nature-c3156456_print?curator=brainpicker
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A generation before Ernst Haeckel coined the term ecology and a century before Rachel Carson made it a 

household word, the Scott sisters spent innumerable hours in the wilderness, studying the plants that sustained 

the insects, seeking to understand and document the intricate relationships of life. At a time when most natural 

history illustration depicted animals in black and white, islanded on the page as specimens extracted from 

their natural context and splayed for the human viewer’s eye, they chose to honor the vibrant living creatures 

within the web of life. 

 

Art by Helena and Harriet Scott from Australian Lepidoptera, 1864. Available as a print and as a face mask. 

(A portion of proceeds benefits The Nature Conservancy.)

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/03/26/ernst-haeckel-medusae/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/01/27/rachel-carson-silent-spring-dorothy-freeman/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/01/27/rachel-carson-silent-spring-dorothy-freeman/
https://society6.com/product/butterflies-by-helena-and-harriet-scott-from-australian-lepidoptera-1864-benefiting-the-nature-c3156477_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/brainpicker/collection/vintage-science-face-masks?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/butterflies-by-helena-and-harriet-scott-from-australian-lepidoptera-1864-benefiting-the-nature-c3156477_print?curator=brainpicker
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Art by Helena and Harriet Scott from Australian Lepidoptera, 1864. Available as a print. (A portion of 

proceeds benefits The Nature Conservancy.) 

Paper, imported from England, was so precious that they used each sheet twice — painting on the front, 

writing on the back, in a tiny script that could compress the maximum amount of information, the greatest 

volume of coded curiosity, into the finite physical space. They organized and catalogued their father’s 

specimens, watched the glasswing, Acraea andromacha, lay her innumerable eggs inside the passionflower, 

watched the caterpillar turn pupa turn butterfly, and rendered what they saw in consummate detail. 

https://society6.com/product/butterflies-by-helena-and-harriet-scott-from-australian-lepidoptera-1864-benefiting-the-nature-c3156474_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/butterflies-by-helena-and-harriet-scott-from-australian-lepidoptera-1864-benefiting-the-nature-c3156474_print?curator=brainpicker
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Art by Helena and Harriet Scott. (Australian Museum archives) 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/07/30/harriet-helena-scott-butterflies-australia/?curator=brainpicker
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In an era when scientific illustrators were often uncredited in the works they illustrated, an era when hardly 

any women were published authors and of the few who were, most published under initials or male 

pseudonyms, Alexander Walker Scott made the bold and loving decision to print his daughters’ names in the 

book’s title itself, honoring them as collaborators. After a thirteen-year delay due to its exceedingly costly 

production bent on preserving the vibrancy and integrity of the original art, the two-volume Australian 

Lepidoptera and their transformations, drawn from the life by Harriet and Helena Scott was published in 

1864. 

 

Art by Helena and Harriet Scott from Australian Lepidoptera, 1864. Available as a print and as a face mask. 

(A portion of proceeds benefits The Nature Conservancy.) 

Although they could only afford to print a fraction of the 100 artworks Harriet and Helena, now in their early 

thirties, had painted as teenagers between 1846 and 1851, the book just about bankrupted the Scotts without 

https://www.biodiversitylibrary.org/item/110617#page/1/mode/1up
https://www.biodiversitylibrary.org/item/110617#page/1/mode/1up
https://society6.com/product/butterflies-by-helena-and-harriet-scott-from-australian-lepidoptera-18643156578_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/brainpicker/collection/vintage-science-face-masks?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/butterflies-by-helena-and-harriet-scott-from-australian-lepidoptera-18643156578_print?curator=brainpicker
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garnering the recognition they had hoped for. Soon after its publication, their mother died of a heart attack — 

a devastation to the young women who shared a close bond with her and whose grief was compounded by the 

sudden loss of the freedom their mother’s domestic care had afforded them to pursue their artistic-scientific 

career. The family was forced to sell Ash Island and move into humbler dwellings back in Sydney. Harriet 

wrote to a friend at the Australian Museum of natural history: 

In a week or so we shall leave this place poorer than we ever were in our lives, and I am and shall be until 

poor Papa gets something to do, working to gain a livelihood for us three. We give up every article that 

belongs to us and if I can take my drawing materials I shall think myself fortunate. With these I hope to be 

able to make enough to live in a very small way for a time. 

 

Helena and Harriet Scott 

Shortly after the migration, Harriet and Helena were thrust into even deeper dispossession and grief — their 

father died. Forced to lean on their talent not along their passions but against their survival, they began taking 

commissions decorating wedding photographs with drawings of wildlife and plants, they painted commercial 

dinner plate sets, they made botanical illustrations for railway guides, they illustrated the first holiday cards 

featuring native Australian wildflowers. Scholars consider them Australia’s first paid female artists. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/07/30/harriet-helena-scott-butterflies-australia/?curator=brainpicker
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Even so, the income was not enough for the sisters to subsist on. They made the difficult decision to sell their 

life’s work to the Australian Museum, of which their father had been a trustee. The museum, where the 

scrumptious Scott collection now lives among the country-continent’s largest and oldest natural history and 

rare books archive, bought it for £200, or around £25,000 today. 

 

Art by Helena and Harriet Scott from Australian Lepidoptera, 1864. Available as a print. (A portion of 

proceeds benefits The Nature Conservancy.) 

https://australian.museum/learn/collections/museum-archives-library/scott-sisters/
https://society6.com/product/butterflies-by-helena-and-harriet-scott-from-australian-lepidoptera-1864-benefiting-the-nature-c3156471_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/butterflies-by-helena-and-harriet-scott-from-australian-lepidoptera-1864-benefiting-the-nature-c3156471_print?curator=brainpicker
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For a century, the Scott sisters’ work lay brown-papered in the underbelly of the museum, until curator 

Marion Ord rediscovered it with a gasp of awe and set about bringing it back to life in a book celebrating the 

museum’s bicentenary — a book on which conservationists began leaning to restore and rewild Ash Island, 

which industrial farming had left razed of trees and bereft of insects in the twentieth century. 

A turning point for the conservation effort was the discovery of a crucial document among the Scott sisters’ 

papers: Helena’s full list of the plants growing on Ash Island in 1862 — a function of the sisters’ 

understanding of ecology before the term existed. More than 240 species, ranging from trees to ferns to fungi, 

were each meticulously catalogued as a complete phylogenetic listing. 

 

https://society6.com/product/butterflies-by-helena-and-harriet-scott-from-australian-lepidoptera-1864_print?curator=brainpicker
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Art by Helena and Harriet Scott from Australian Lepidoptera, 1864. Available as a print. (A portion of 

proceeds benefits The Nature Conservancy.) 

A century after Harriet and Helena Scott returned their borrowed atoms to the web of life, more than 250,000 

native trees have been replanted on their beloved Ash Island with the help of hundreds of volunteers, restoring 

the flood-plane rainforest of their childhood. Ash Island is now a national park. 

Art by Helena and Harriet Scott from Australian Lepidoptera, 1864. Available as a print. (A portion of 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/07/30/harriet-helena-scott-butterflies-australia/?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/butterflies-by-helena-and-harriet-scott-from-australian-lepidoptera-1864-benefiting-the-nature-c3156469_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/butterflies-by-helena-and-harriet-scott-from-australian-lepidoptera-1864-benefiting-the-nature-c3156469_print?curator=brainpicker
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proceeds benefits The Nature Conservancy.)

 

Art by Helena and Harriet Scott from Australian Lepidoptera, 1864. Available as a print. (A portion of 

proceeds benefits The Nature Conservancy.)

https://society6.com/product/butterflies-by-helena-and-harriet-scott-from-australian-lepidoptera-18643156497_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/butterflies-by-helena-and-harriet-scott-from-australian-lepidoptera-18643156497_print?curator=brainpicker
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Art by Helena and Harriet Scott from Australian Lepidoptera, 1864. Available as a print. (A portion of 

proceeds benefits The Nature Conservancy.) 

Australian Museum curator, historian, and archivist Vanessa Finney tells the Scott sisters’ previously untold 

story in the consummately illustrated Transformations (public library). Complement it with Peter 

Rabbit creator Beatrix Potter’s groundbreaking studies and illustrations of mushrooms, which mycologists 

still use to identify species, trailblazing 18th-century artist Sarah Stone’s natural history paintings of exotic, 

endangered, and extinct species, some of them native to Australia, and the remarkable story of her young 

contemporary Elizabeth Blackwell, who taught herself botanical illustration and created the world’s first 

illustrated encyclopedia of medicinal plants to save her husband from debtor’s prison. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/07/30/harriet-helena-scott-butterflies-

australia/?mc_cid=7e753add27&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

https://society6.com/product/butterflies-by-helena-and-harriet-scott-from-australian-lepidoptera-1864-benefiting-the-nature-c3156448_print?curator=brainpicker
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1742235808/braipick-20
http://www.worldcat.org/title/meditations/oclc/48473882&referer=brief_results
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/07/28/beatrix-potter-a-life-in-nature-botany-mycology-fungi/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/03/12/sarah-stone-natural-history-illustration/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/03/12/sarah-stone-natural-history-illustration/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/01/29/elizabeth-blackwell-curious-herbal/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/01/29/elizabeth-blackwell-curious-herbal/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/07/30/harriet-helena-scott-butterflies-australia/?mc_cid=7e753add27&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/07/30/harriet-helena-scott-butterflies-australia/?mc_cid=7e753add27&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://society6.com/product/butterflies-by-helena-and-harriet-scott-from-australian-lepidoptera-1864-benefiting-the-nature-c3156448_print?curator=brainpicker
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A Hedonist 

by John Galsworthy 

 

A Hedonist was published in Pears' Annual, 1921 and The Century Magazine. It was featured in The Best 

British Short Stories of 1922. "One presumed him rich, for one was never aware of money in his presence. 

Life moved round him with a certain noiseless ease or stood still at a perfect temperature, like the air in a 

conservatory round a choice blossom which a draught might shrivel." 

 

Mary E. Eaton, Magnolia grandiflora L., 1917 

https://americanliterature.com/author/john-galsworthy
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Rupert K. Vaness remains freshly in my mind because he was so fine and large, and because he summed up in 

his person and behavior a philosophy which, budding before the war, hibernated during that distressing epoch, 

and is now again in bloom. 

He was a New-Yorker addicted to Italy. One often puzzled over the composition of his blood. From his 

appearance, it was rich, and his name fortified the conclusion. What the K. stood for, however, I never 

learned; the three possibilities were equally intriguing. Had he a strain of Highlander with Kenneth or Keith; a 

drop of German or Scandinavian with Kurt or Knut; a blend of Syrian or Armenian with Kahalil or Kassim? 

The blue in his fine eyes seemed to preclude the last, but there was an encouraging curve in his nostrils and a 

raven gleam in his auburn hair, which, by the way, was beginning to grizzle and recede when I knew him. The 

flesh of his face, too, had sometimes a tired and pouchy appearance, and his tall body looked a trifle 

rebellious within his extremely well-cut clothes; but, after all, he was fifty-five. You felt that Vaness was a 

philosopher, yet he never bored you with his views, and was content to let you grasp his moving principle 

gradually through watching what he ate, drank, smoked, wore, and how he encircled himself with the 

beautiful things and people of this life. One presumed him rich, for one was never aware of money in his 

presence. Life moved round him with a certain noiseless ease or stood still at a perfect temperature, like the 

air in a conservatory round a choice blossom which a draught might shrivel. 

This image of a flower in relation to Rupert K. Vaness pleases me, because of that little incident in Magnolia 

Gardens, near Charleston, South Carolina. 

Vaness was the sort of a man of whom one could never say with safety whether he was revolving round a 

beautiful young woman or whether the beautiful young woman was revolving round him. His looks, his 

wealth, his taste, his reputation, invested him with a certain sun-like quality; but his age, the recession of his 

locks, and the advancement of his waist were beginning to dim his lustre, so that whether he was moth or 

candle was becoming a moot point. It was moot to me, watching him and Miss Sabine Monroy at Charleston 

throughout the month of March. The casual observer would have said that she was "playing him up," as a 

young poet of my acquaintance puts it; but I was not casual. For me Vaness had the attraction of a theorem, 

and I was looking rather deeply into him and Miss Monroy. 

That girl had charm. She came, I think, from Baltimore, with a strain in her, they said, of old Southern French 

blood. Tall and what is known as willowy, with dark chestnut hair, very broad, dark eyebrows, very soft, 

quick eyes, and a pretty mouth,—when she did not accentuate it with lip-salve,—she had more sheer quiet 

vitality than any girl I ever saw. It was delightful to watch her dance, ride, play tennis. She laughed with her 

eyes; she talked with a savouring vivacity. She never seemed tired or bored. She was, in one hackneyed word, 

attractive. And Vaness, the connoisseur, was quite obviously attracted. Of men who professionally admire 

beauty one can never tell offhand whether they definitely design to add a pretty woman to their collection, or 

whether their dalliance is just matter of habit. But he stood and sat about her, he drove and rode, listened to 

music, and played cards with her; he did all but dance with her, and even at times trembled on the brink of 

that. And his eyes, those fine, lustrous eyes of his, followed her about. 

How she had remained unmarried to the age of twenty-six was a mystery till one reflected that with her power 

of enjoying life she could not yet have had the time. Her perfect physique was at full stretch for eighteen 

hours out of the twenty-four every day. Her sleep must have been like that of a baby. One figured her sinking 

into dreamless rest the moment her head touched the pillow, and never stirring till she sprang up into her bath. 
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As I say, for me Vaness, or rather his philosophy, erat demonstrandum. I was philosophically in some distress 

just then. The microbe of fatalism, already present in the brains of artists before the war, had been 

considerably enlarged by that depressing occurrence. Could a civilization, basing itself on the production of 

material advantages, do anything but insure the desire for more and more material advantages? Could it 

promote progress even of a material character except in countries whose resources were still much in excess 

of their population? The war had seemed to me to show that mankind was too combative an animal ever to 

recognize that the good of all was the good of one. The coarse-fibred, pugnacious, and self-seeking would, I 

had become sure, always carry too many guns for the refined and kindly. 

The march of science appeared, on the whole, to be carrying us backward. I deeply suspected that there had 

been ages when the populations of this earth, though less numerous and comfortable, had been 

proportionately healthier than they were at present. As for religion, I had never had the least faith in 

Providence rewarding the pitiable by giving them a future life of bliss. The theory seemed to me illogical, for 

the more pitiable in this life appeared to me the thick-skinned and successful, and these, as we know, in the 

saying about the camel and the needle's eye, our religion consigns wholesale to hell. Success, power, wealth, 

those aims of profiteers and premiers, pedagogues and pandemoniacs, of all, in fact, who could not see God in 

a dewdrop, hear Him in distant goat-bells, and scent Him in a pepper-tree, had always appeared to me akin to 

dry rot. And yet every day one saw more distinctly that they were the pea in the thimblerig of life, the hub of a 

universe which, to the approbation of the majority they represented, they were fast making uninhabitable. It 

did not even seem of any use to help one's neighbors; all efforts at relief just gilded the pill and encouraged 

our stubbornly contentious leaders to plunge us all into fresh miseries. So I was searching right and left for 

something to believe in, willing to accept even Rupert K. Vaness and his basking philosophy. But could a 

man bask his life right out? Could just looking at fine pictures, tasting rare fruits and wines, the mere listening 

to good music, the scent of azaleas and the best tobacco, above all the society of pretty women, keep salt in 

my bread, an ideal in my brain? Could they? That's what I wanted to know. 

Every one who goes to Charleston in the spring, soon or late, visits Magnolia Gardens. A painter of flowers 

and trees, I specialize in gardens, and freely assert that none in the world is so beautiful as this. Even before 

the magnolias come out, it consigns the Boboli at Florence, the Cinnamon Gardens of Colombo, Concepcion 

at Malaga, Versailles, Hampton Court, the Generaliffe at Granada, and La Mortola to the category of "also 

ran." Nothing so free and gracious, so lovely and wistful, nothing so richly coloured, yet so ghostlike, exists, 

planted by the sons of men. It is a kind of paradise which has wandered down, a miraculously enchanted 

wilderness. Brilliant with azaleas, or magnolias, it centres round a pool of dreamy water, overhung by tall 

trunks wanly festooned with the grey Florida moss. Beyond anything I have ever seen, it is otherworldly. And 

I went there day after day, drawn as one is drawn in youth by visions of the Ionian Sea, of the East, or the 

Pacific Isles. I used to sit paralysed by the absurdity of putting brush to canvas in front of that dream-pool. I 

wanted to paint of it a picture like that of the fountain, by Helleu, which hangs in the Luxembourg. But I 

knew I never should. 

I was sitting there one sunny afternoon, with my back to a clump of azaleas, watching an old coloured 

gardener—so old that he had started life as an "owned" negro, they said, and certainly still retained the 

familiar suavity of the old-time darky—I was watching him prune the shrubs when I heard the voice of Rupert 

K. Vaness say, quite close: 

"There's nothing for me but beauty, Miss Monroy." 
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The two were evidently just behind my azalea clump, perhaps four yards away, yet as invisible as if in China. 

"Beauty is a wide, wide word. Define it, Mr. Vaness." 

"An ounce of fact is worth a ton of theory: it stands before me." 

"Come, now, that's just a get-out. Is beauty of the flesh or of the spirit?" 

"What is the spirit, as you call it? I'm a pagan." 

"Oh, so am I. But the Greeks were pagans." 

"Well, spirit is only the refined side of sensuous appreciations." 

"I wonder!" 

"I have spent my life in finding that out." 

"Then the feeling this garden rouses in me is purely sensuous?" 

"Of course. If you were standing there blind and deaf, without the powers of scent and touch, where would 

your feeling be?" 

"You are very discouraging, Mr. Vaness." "No, madam; I face facts. When I was a youngster I had plenty of 

fluffy aspiration towards I didn't know what; I even used to write poetry." 

"Oh! Mr. Vaness, was it good?" 

"It was not. I very soon learned that a genuine sensation was worth all the uplift in the world." 

"What is going to happen when your senses strike work?" 

"I shall sit in the sun and fade out." 

"I certainly do like your frankness." 

"You think me a cynic, of course; I am nothing so futile, Miss Sabine. A cynic is just a posing ass proud of his 

attitude. I see nothing to be proud of in my attitude, just as I see nothing to be proud of in the truths of 

existence." 

"Suppose you had been poor?" 
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"My senses would be lasting better than they are, and when at last they failed, I should die quicker, from want 

of food and warmth, that's all." 

"Have you ever been in love, Mr. Vaness?" 

"I am in love now." 

"And your love has no element of devotion, no finer side?" 

"None. It wants." 

"I have never been in love. But, if I were, I think I should want to lose myself rather than to gain the other." 

"Would you? Sabine, I am in love with you." 

"Oh! Shall we walk on?" 

I heard their footsteps, and was alone again, with the old gardener lopping at his shrubs. 

But what a perfect declaration of hedonism! How simple and how solid was the Vaness theory of existence! 

Almost Assyrian, worthy of Louis Quinze! 

And just then the old negro came up. 

"It's pleasant settin'," he said in his polite and hoarse half-whisper; "dar ain't no flies yet." 

"It's perfect, Richard. This is the most beautiful spot in the world." 

"Such," he answered, softly drawling. "In deh war-time de Yanks nearly burn deh house heah—Sherman's 

Yanks. Such dey did; po'ful angry wi' ol' massa dey was, 'cause he hid up deh silver plate afore he went away. 

My ol' fader was de factotalum den. De Yanks took 'm, suh; dey took 'm, and deh major he tell my fader to 

show 'm whar deh plate was. My ol' fader he look at 'm an' say: 'Wot yuh take me foh? Yuh take me foh a 

sneakin' nigger? No, sub, you kin du wot yuh like wid dis chile; he ain't goin' to act no Judas. No, suh!' And 

deh Yankee major he put 'm up ag'in' dat tall live-oak dar, an' he say: 'Yuh darn ungrateful nigger! I's come all 

dis way to set yuh free. Now, whar's dat silver plate, or I shoot yuh up, such!' 'No, suh,' says my fader; 'shoot 

away. I's neber goin' t' tell.' So dey begin to shoot, and shot all roun' 'm to skeer 'm up. I was a li'l boy den, an' 

I see my ol' fader wid my own eyes, suh, standin' thar's bold's Peter. No, suh, dey didn't neber git no word 

from him. He loved deh folk heah; such he did, suh." 

The old man smiled, and in that beatific smile I saw not only his perennial pleasure in the well-known story, 

but the fact that he, too, would have stood there, with the bullets raining round him, sooner than betray the 

folk he loved. 
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"Fine story, Richard; but—very silly, obstinate old man, your father, wasn't he?" 

He looked at me with a sort of startled anger, which slowly broadened into a grin; then broke into soft, hoarse 

laughter. 

"Oh, yes, suh, sueh; berry silly, obstinacious ol' man. Yes, suh indeed." And he went off cackling to himself. 

He had only just gone when I heard footsteps again behind my azalea clump, and Miss Monroy's voice. 

"Your philosophy is that of faun and nymph. Can you play the part?" 

"Only let me try." Those words had such a fevered ring that in imagination I could see Vaness all flushed, his 

fine eyes shining, his well-kept hands trembling, his lips a little protruded. 

There came a laugh, high, gay, sweet. 

"Very well, then; catch me!" I heard a swish of skirts against the shrubs, the sound of flight, an astonished 

gasp from Vaness, and the heavy thud, thud of his feet following on the path through the azalea maze. I hoped 

fervently that they would not suddenly come running past and see me sitting there. My straining ears caught 

another laugh far off, a panting sound, a muttered oath, a far-away "Cooee!" And then, staggering, winded, 

pale with heat and vexation, Vaness appeared, caught sight of me, and stood a moment. Sweat was running 

down his face, his hand was clutching at his side, his stomach heaved—a hunter beaten and undignified. He 

muttered, turned abruptly on his heel, and left me staring at where his fastidious dandyism and all that it stood 

for had so abruptly come undone. 

I know not how he and Miss Monroy got home to Charleston; not in the same car, I fancy. As for me, I 

travelled deep in thought, aware of having witnessed something rather tragic, not looking forward to my next 

encounter with Vaness. 

He was not at dinner, but the girl was there, as radiant as ever, and though I was glad she had not been caught, 

I was almost angry at the signal triumph of her youth. She wore a black dress, with a red flower in her hair, 

and another at her breast, and had never looked so vital and so pretty. Instead of dallying with my cigar beside 

cool waters in the lounge of the hotel, I strolled out afterward on the Battery, and sat down beside the statue of 

a tutelary personage. A lovely evening; from some tree or shrub close by emerged an adorable faint fragrance, 

and in the white electric light the acacia foliage was patterned out against a thrilling, blue sky. If there were 

no fireflies abroad, there should have been. A night for hedonists, indeed! 

And suddenly, in fancy, there came before me Vaness's well-dressed person, panting, pale, perplexed; and 

beside him, by a freak of vision, stood the old darky's father, bound to the live-oak, with the bullets whistling 

past, and his face transfigured. There they stood alongside the creed of pleasure, which depended for 

fulfilment on its waist measurement; and the creed of love, devoted unto death! 

"Aha!" I thought, "which of the two laughs last?" 
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And just then I saw Vaness himself beneath a lamp, cigar in mouth, and cape flung back so that its silk lining 

shone. Pale and heavy, in the cruel white light, his face had a bitter look. And I was sorry—very sorry, at that 

moment for Rupert K. Vaness. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/john-galsworthy/short-story/a-hedonist 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/john-galsworthy/short-story/a-hedonist
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Bacterial communities can store memories 

ByInvited Researcher   

Author: María Girbés Mínguez is a doctoral student at Center for Molecular Neurobiology Hamburg 

(ZMNH) / UKE (University Medical Center Hamburg-Eppendorf) 

Figure 1. Graphic abstract from Yang et al (2020) 

A recent study published in the journal Cell Systems 1 uncovered that bacterial communities (biofilms) can 

store complex patterns of information through membrane potentials at the cellular level, in a similar way to 

neurons. But before we dive into the study’s findings, let us remember some bacterial biology. 

Biofilms and bacterial communication 

Commonly, bacteria are represented as single cells that swim or float alone in a liquid medium, however, 

bacteria can behave as a community, and they often do so. Biofilms are formed once bacterial cells stick to 

one another, and while excreting the products of their metabolism, those become the extracellular matrix on 

which they establish and thrive, growing in huge numbers. 

https://mappingignorance.org/2020/06/08/bacterial-communities-can-store-memories/#author
https://www.uke.de/english/departments-institutes/centers/center-for-molecular-neurobiology-hamburg-(zmnh)/index.html
https://www.uke.de/english/departments-institutes/centers/center-for-molecular-neurobiology-hamburg-(zmnh)/index.html
https://www.uke.de/english/index.html
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/06/08/bacterial-communities-can-store-memories/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-6890-1
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Figure 2. Bacillus subtilis biofilm growing on an agar dish. Image extracted from Gross et al (2020). 

Bacteria in biofilms engage in distinct behaviours that were not evident in the past, when studies examined 

bacterial behaviour in low-density liquid cultures. The cells in bacterial communities show cooperative 

interactions that enhance collective survival 2. The structure of a biofilm as it is visible to the naked eye 

(figure 2) shows very intriguing features, like the way they grow into massive structured communities. In 

order to begin to understand how such organized communities are generated, we must examine the best 

characterized mechanism of bacterial communication: quorum sensing. 

https://mappingignorance.org/2020/06/08/bacterial-communities-can-store-memories/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-6890-2
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Quorum sensing (QS) aids bacteria in their transition to a community lifestyle. This system involves two 

components: a receptor in the surface of the bacteria capable of detecting the presence of a molecule, and 

a regulator of transcriptional response, which changes the amount or kind of proteins the bacterial cell 

produces for functioning 3. Since bacteria release molecules to the medium, these molecules can be detected 

by specific membrane receptors, allowing the bacteria to respond in specific ways to different molecules in 

the environment. QS is involved in many bacterial responses, such as antibiotic resistance, bioluminescence, 

or even the production of the necessary components to produce or maintain the molecular matrix of a 

biofilm4, therefore contributing to its appearance. 

A key feature of quorum sensing is that the bacterial response is dependent of a threshold, so that when the 

extracellular concentration of a particular molecule reaches certain threshold is when the cells will respond. 

QS is therefore often promoting behavioural synchronicity in the population, so that a collective response is 

simultaneously generated in order to enhance virulence when the bacterial numbers are high, for example. 

Conversely, bacterial communities can be tremendously heterogeneous, with cells present in different regions 

having different behaviours. A good example is the different behaviours of bacteria in the periphery of the 

biofilm, which have a different metabolic activity when compared to the cells of its interior, and these 

differences change over time as the biofilm develops and the cells cooperate in their metabolism. 

Another important mechanism of bacterial communication is based on electrical signals, and it reminds us of 

the way neurons communicate. It is noteworthy that ion channels in bacteria and in mammalian cells are 

similar in structure. In fact the first characterized ion channel was the potassium ion channel from bacteria, 

detailed in the amazing paper by Rod MacKinnon and colleagues published in the journal Science 5. Although 

communication between neurons requires of both sodium and potassium ion channels, it is remarkable that 

potassium channels are commonly used for cell-to-cell communication in such distantly related cells. 

The discovery of the function of potassium channels in bacteria is important to explain the differential 

behaviour of these cells depending on their position in the biofilm. Bacteria present in the interior of the 

biofilm are starving for glutamate, a vital molecule in bacterial metabolism which is less accessible for the 

cells packed in the interior6. When bacteria are in lack of glutamate, their potassium channels open releasing 

potassium to the exterior where the concentration is lower, and proton motor force facilitates the uptake by its 

specific transporter of glutamate together with two protons, aiding the cell3. The differences in membrane 

potential caused by the efflux of potassium, travel through the biofilm, where the efflux of potassium from 

one hyperpolarizing cell results in the influx of potassium by the neighbouring cell, depolarizing it, and this 

process results in electric oscillations. 

Memory encoding in bacterial communities 

In this new study, the authors discovered that biofilms can store complex patterns of information. The 

researchers were aware that bacteria experience membrane potential spikes 7, and since other organisms have 

been found to experience changes in membrane potential upon exposure to blue light 8, they decided to test 

whether exposure to blue light could alter the membrane potential in biofilms of the bacteria Bacillus subtilis. 

In order to test this, the authors studied a biofilm in conjunction with a special dye that reports differences in 

membrane potential by emitting fluorescence, and when areas of the biofilm were exposed to blue light these 

https://mappingignorance.org/2020/06/08/bacterial-communities-can-store-memories/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-6890-3
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/06/08/bacterial-communities-can-store-memories/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-6890-4
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/06/08/bacterial-communities-can-store-memories/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-6890-5
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/06/08/bacterial-communities-can-store-memories/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-6890-6
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/06/08/bacterial-communities-can-store-memories/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-6890-7
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/06/08/bacterial-communities-can-store-memories/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-6890-8
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areas showed fluorescence indicating depolarization. Strikingly, the spatial pattern indicating a difference in 

membrane potential in the exposed area was persistent for periods of over 3 hours, implying that the biofilms 

can store patterns of spatial information in a membrane-potential-based memory, reminiscent of neurons. The 

biofilms can resolve fine details, as shown in figure 3. 

Figure 3. Schematic showing light encoding of a complex pattern onto a biofilm. Scale bar, 40 mm. 

The researchers also generated a mutant biofilm, lacking the only known potassium channel of B.subtilis, 

finding out that these cells did not show depolarization upon exposure to blue light, concluding that this 

potassium channel was responsible for the induced change in membrane-potential. 

As explained previously, bacterial communities experience electric oscillations that travel through the biofilm 

as a mechanism of communication to alleviate starvation, responding to the individual requirements of 

glutamate, using potassium channels and varying the extracellular levels of potassium. An extraordinary 

finding is that the spatial memory encoded after light exposure in the biofilm is resistant to these electric 

oscillations. When responding to controlled changes in extracellular potassium concentrations, the cells that 

had been exposed to light showed a collective behaviour and switched their membrane potential in an 

opposite manner when compared to unexposed cells. Therefore, the information contained in the biofilm can 

be retrieved after hours, as seen in figure 4. 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 535  october 2020 

 

27 

Figure 4. Top: Cartoon showing the gating of potassium channels (pink) and potassium flux in unexposed 

(black, top row) and exposed (orange, bottom row) cells under high extracellular potassium (left), and regular 

media (right) conditions. Center left: diagram showing unexposed (black) and exposed (orange) regions of the 

biofilm. Center right: filmstrip showing fluorescence (cyan), indicative of membrane potential Bottom: 

Membrane potential dynamics of unexposed (black) and exposed (orange) regions of the biofilm under 

alternating concentrations of high (light gray shaded area) and regular extracellular potassium, corresponding 

to the filmstrip. 

The findings of this study are valuable from an applied perspective, in the context of biological computing. 

Since optical perturbation of ion channels can be used to encode information in these bacterial cells, it may 

become a useful tool in order to achieve complex computations in bioengineering. Exposed cells respond in 

an opposite way to unexposed cells and can allow the encoding of ‘on’ and ‘off’ states as in traditional digital 

memory, so they could be used to coat synthetic circuits, performing computations via the use of light, or 

chemicals such as glutamine. This work contains promising findings that foresee a future in which we could 

use bacteria as memory-capable biological systems. 
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Whirling, glassy magnets found to be new state of matter 

By Michael Irving 

 

A new state of matter, self-induced spin glass, was discovered in neodymium 

Unknown author (CC BY 1.0) 

Most of us are familiar with the four classical states of matter – solid, liquid, gas and plasma – but there’s a 

whole world of exotic states out there. Now, physicists at Radboud and Uppsala Universities have identified a 

new one named “self-induced spin glass,” which could be used to build new artificial intelligence platforms. 

Magnetism usually arises when the electrons in the atoms of a material all spin in the same direction. But in a 

spin glass, the atomic magnets have no order, all spinning in random directions. The “glass” part of the name 

comes from the similarities to how atoms are arranged amorphously in a piece of regular old glass. 

 

 

https://newatlas.com/author/michael-irving/
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Neodymium2.jpg
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by/1.0/deed.en
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So far spin glasses have only been found in certain alloys, but now, researchers have discovered that the state 

occurs naturally in the pure element neodymium. To differentiate it from the alloy version, they’ve called the 

new state self-induced spin glass. 

Neodymium is already well known for having some strange magnetic properties, so the team examined it 

using scanning tunneling microscopy (STM). In doing so, they found that the atomic spins in neodymium 

whirl like a helix, and even weirder, they all do so at different speeds, which means the shape of that helix is 

constantly changing. 

 

A diagram showing the different spin states of different materials, and how self-induced spin glass changes 

over time 

Daniel Wegner 

“(STM) allows us to see the structure of individual atoms, and we can resolve the north and south poles of the 

atoms,” says Daniel Wegner, an author of the study. “With this advancement in high-precision imaging, we 

were able to discover the behavior in neodymium, because we could resolve the incredibly small changes in 

the magnetic structure. That’s not an easy thing to do." 

The team says that this observation implies that neodymium might not be the only self-induced spin glass – 

the behavior could be hiding in other elements too. As for what it might be used for, the researchers suggest 

that the neuron-like behavior could help in future artificial intelligence systems. 

https://newatlas.com/physics/self-induced-spin-glass-new-state-matter/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=3bf7b6604e-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_05_29_08_16&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-3bf7b6604e-92970593#gallery:1
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"The complex evolution of neodymium may be a platform to mimic basic behavior used in artificial 

intelligence,” says Alexander Khajetoorians, an author of the study. “All the complex patterns which can be 

stored in this material can be linked to image recognition. You could never build a brain-inspired computer 

with simple magnets, but materials with this complex behavior could be suitable candidates.” 

Self-induced spin glass joins an ever-growing body of exotic states of matter, such 

as supersolids, excitonium, time crystals, and fluids with negative mass. 

The research was published in the journal Science. 

Source: Radboud University 
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https://science.sciencemag.org/content/368/6494/eaay6757
https://www.ru.nl/english/news-agenda/news/vm/imm/2020/new-whirling-state-matter-discovered-element/
https://www.bmj.com/content/328/Suppl_S6/0406223.abstract?casa_token=wfYcwFQs5tAAAAAA%3A-gLdz2yVXsUD2rlP8ErBgI9Ygwkm5Dvm__NZbPDAMpNeuBbQWhpTCYchoEkyFzwb6N_Ft1gI5I8&utm_content=americas&utm_campaign=usage&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trendmd
https://www.bmj.com/content/340/sbmj.c1627?utm_content=americas&utm_campaign=usage&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trendmd
https://bestpractice.bmj.com/topics/es-es/6?utm_source=trendmd&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=bp&utm_content=americas&utm_term=latin
https://www.bmj.com/content/325/Suppl_S6/0212475.abstract?utm_content=americas&utm_campaign=usage&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trendmd
https://www.bmj.com/content/331/Suppl_S6/0512465.abstract?utm_content=americas&utm_campaign=usage&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trendmd
https://bestpractice.bmj.com/topics/es-es/261?utm_source=trendmd&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=bp&utm_content=americas&utm_term=latin
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Michael Irving 

Michael has always been fascinated by space, technology, dinosaurs, and the weirder mysteries of the 

universe. With a Bachelor of Arts in Professional Writing and several years experience under his belt, he 

joined New Atlas as a staff writer in 2016. 

https://newatlas.com/physics/self-induced-spin-glass-new-state-

matter/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=3bf7b6604e-

EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_05_29_08_16&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-3bf7b6604e-

92970593 

  

https://newatlas.com/author/michael-irving/
https://newatlas.com/physics/self-induced-spin-glass-new-state-matter/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=3bf7b6604e-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_05_29_08_16&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-3bf7b6604e-92970593
https://newatlas.com/physics/self-induced-spin-glass-new-state-matter/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=3bf7b6604e-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_05_29_08_16&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-3bf7b6604e-92970593
https://newatlas.com/physics/self-induced-spin-glass-new-state-matter/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=3bf7b6604e-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_05_29_08_16&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-3bf7b6604e-92970593
https://newatlas.com/physics/self-induced-spin-glass-new-state-matter/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=3bf7b6604e-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_05_29_08_16&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-3bf7b6604e-92970593
https://newatlas.com/author/michael-irving/
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Ursula K. Le Guin on Suffering and Getting to the Other Side of Pain 

“All you have is what you are, and what you give.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

Simone Weil considered it the highest existential discipline to “make use of the sufferings that chance inflicts 

upon us.” George Bernard Shaw saw suffering as our supreme conduit to empathy. “We suffer more in 

imagination than in reality,” Seneca observed before offering his millennia-old, timeless antidote to anxiety. 

And yet we do suffer and the pain incurred, whatever the suffering is grounded in, is real. How we orient 

ourselves to our suffering — or to the suffering, as Buddhist might correct the ego-illusion and reaffirm our 

shared reality — may be the single most significant predictor of our happiness, wellbeing, and capacity for 

joy. “Try to exclude the possibility of suffering which the order of nature and the existence of free wills 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/05/12/simone-weil-pain/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/05/12/simone-weil-pain/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/09/22/george-bernard-shaw-suffering/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/08/27/seneca-anxiety/
https://www.powells.com/book/-9780061054884&partnerID=44711
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involve,” C.S. Lewis wrote in contemplating how suffering confers agency upon life, “and you find that you 

have excluded life itself.” 

That indelible relationship between suffering and life is what Ursula K. Le Guin (October 21, 1929–January 

22, 2018) explores throughout The Dispossessed: An Ambiguous Utopia (public library) — the superb 1974 

novel, part science fiction and part philosophy, that gave us Le Guin’s insight into time, loyalty, and the root 

of human responsibility. 

 

Ursula K. Le Guin (Based on photograph by Benjamin Reed) 

The novel’s protagonist — the idealistic prodigy physicist Shevek, visiting a beautiful earth-like world from a 

society inhabiting the world’s barren moon, where a colony had seceded long ago, disenchanted with the 

profiteering and “propertarian” values of an increasingly materialistic and selfish human society — channels 

Le Guin’s philosophical insight into the paradoxes of existence and the pitfalls of human society: 

Suffering is a misunderstanding. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/07/25/c-s-lewis-problem-of-pain-free-will/
https://www.powells.com/book/-9780061054884&partnerID=44711
http://www.worldcat.org/title/dispossessed-an-ambiguous-utopia-an-astonishing-tale-of-one-mans-search-for-utopia/oclc/931807761&referer=brief_results
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/10/10/ursula-k-le-guin-the-dispossessed-time/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/10/10/ursula-k-le-guin-the-dispossessed-time/
https://www.powells.com/book/-9780061054884&partnerID=44711
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[…] 

It exists… It’s real. I can call it a misunderstanding, but I can’t pretend that it doesn’t exist, or will ever cease 

to exist. Suffering is the condition on which we live. And when it comes, you know it. You know it as the 

truth. Of course it’s right to cure diseases, to prevent hunger and injustice, as the social organism does. But no 

society can change the nature of existence. We can’t prevent suffering. This pain and that pain, yes, but not 

Pain. A society can only relieve social suffering, unnecessary suffering. The rest remains. The root, the 

reality. All of us here are going to know grief; if we live fifty years, we’ll have known pain for fifty years… 

And yet, I wonder if it isn’t all a misunderstanding — this grasping after happiness, this fear of pain… If 

instead of fearing it and running from it, one could… get through it, go beyond it. There is something beyond 

it. It’s the self that suffers, and there’s a place where the self—ceases. I don’t know how to say it. But I 

believe that the reality — the truth that I recognize in suffering as I don’t in comfort and happiness — that the 

reality of pain is not pain. If you can get through it. If you can endure it all the way. 

Art by Jean-Pierre Weill from The Well of Being 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/02/26/the-well-of-being-jean-pierre-weill/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/02/26/the-well-of-being-jean-pierre-weill/
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Defining freedom as “that recognition of each person’s solitude which alone transcends it,” Le Guin pits her 

idealistic protagonist against an imperfect society, which he addresses in a public speech at the climax of the 

novel — a speech he delivers before an enormous crowd of his fellow antiauthoritarian socialists, who have 

taken to the streets in furious desperation in the face of growing privation and inequity on the beautiful but 

corrupt Earth-like world: 

It is our suffering that brings us together. It is not love. Love does not obey the mind, and turns to hate when 

forced. The bond that binds us is beyond choice. We are brothers. We are brothers in what we share. In pain, 

which each of us must suffer alone, in hunger, in poverty, in hope, we know our brotherhood. We know it, 

because we have had to learn it. We know that there is no help for us but from one another, that no hand will 

save us if we do not reach out our hand. And the hand that you reach out is empty, as mine is. You have 

nothing. You possess nothing. You own nothing. You are free. All you have is what you are, and what you 

give. 

In the privacy of his mind, spawned of Le Guin’s own mind, Shevek reflects on the central paradox of 

suffering: 

If you evade suffering you also evade the chance of joy. Pleasure you may get, or pleasures, but you will not 

be fulfilled. You will not know what it is to come home… Fulfillment… is a function of time. The search for 

pleasure is circular, repetitive, atemporal… It has an end. It comes to the end and has to start over. It is not a 

journey and return, but a closed cycle, a locked room, a cell… The thing about working with time, instead of 

against it, …is that it is not wasted. Even pain counts. 

The Dispossessed is a thoroughly magnificent read, exploring themes of staggeringly timely resonance to our 

socially confused and politically troubled world. Complement this particular fragment with the brilliant and 

underappreciated Rebecca West on survival and the redemption of suffering, then revisit Le Guin on poetry 

and science, the power of art to transform and redeem, the art of growing older, storytelling as an instrument 

of freedom, and her classic unsexing of gender. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/29/ursula-k-le-guin-the-dispossessed-

suffering/?mc_cid=8e472620dc&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

https://www.powells.com/book/-9780061054884&partnerID=44711
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/02/24/rebecca-west-black-lamb-grey-falcon/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/04/10/ursula-k-le-guin-late-in-the-day-science-poetry/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/04/10/ursula-k-le-guin-late-in-the-day-science-poetry/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/01/30/ursula-k-le-guin-walking-on-the-water/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/10/21/ursula-le-guin-dogs-cats-dancers-beauty/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/05/06/ursula-k-le-guin-freedom-oppression-storytelling/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/05/06/ursula-k-le-guin-freedom-oppression-storytelling/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/10/17/ursula-k-le-guin-gender/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/29/ursula-k-le-guin-the-dispossessed-suffering/?mc_cid=8e472620dc&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/29/ursula-k-le-guin-the-dispossessed-suffering/?mc_cid=8e472620dc&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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VIA NYRB 

Reading the Eccentric Italian Writer Who Tried to Cover Up His Fascism 

Edmund White on Curzio Malaparte's Oblong Visions of the World 

By Edmund White 

 

On May 21st at 7:30 pm. EST Community Bookstore is hosting a virtual conversation about Curzio 

Malaparte’s Diary of a Foreigner in Paris between writer Gary Indiana and NYRB Classics editor Edwin 

Frank. You can register for free and learn more here. 

* 

Curzio Malaparte is a phrasemaker before anything else—sensuous phrases that stick in the imagination for a 

long time (“the sun’s baked-honey brilliance”). Although he fancied himself a thinker (and was quite jealous 

of the renown of Gide, Sartre, and Camus), his pronouncements on “the French” (“France is the last homeland 

of intelligence”) or on communism or existentialism or on women are often confused or repetitive or banal or 

wrong, whereas his recording of a sensation or a bizarre anecdote or his memory of a strange phrase is always 

indelible if not unerring.  

In fact he is what the French call a “mythomane,” a compulsive liar who embellishes the truth, not necessarily 

for gain but out of an irrepressible compulsion. Anyone who has read his World War II 

masterpieces Kaputt orThe Skin can never forget the memorable but improbable scene when the starving 

https://www.nyrb.com/products/paris-journal?variant=30272628949129
https://lithub.com/author/edmundwhite/
https://bookshop.org/a/132/9781681374161
https://www.communitybookstore.net/event/virtual-event-curzio-malapartes-diary-foreigner-paris-gary-indiana-and-edwin-frank
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Neapolitans serve to American officers a boiled young girl in mayonnaise attached to a fish tail, claiming she 

is a mermaid from the aquarium, or the scene when horses plunging out of a pond in northern Europe freeze 

in place and offer visitors a stationary merry-go-round. 

Or the court of the Nazi “king” of Poland who, when he’s not sensitively playing the classical piano, leads his 

courtiers to the ghetto where the Germans shoot Jewish children for fun, pretending they’re rats. And where 

Malaparte himself offers a weeping little girl who’s starving a fat Havana cigar after she proudly refuses 

money. Or there’s a moment when a Fascist officer opens a pot of freshly shucked oysters and admits it’s 

really 40 pounds of human eyes. I’m not saying these events didn’t happen but Malaparte seems to have 

observed more than his share of grotesque oddities. Whether true or not, these scenes render perfectly the 

horrors of war.  

In his Paris diary, Malaparte ends with a magnificent tableau of an aristocratic couple in Italy, the Pecci-

Blunts, who are snubbed by all of their hundreds of invitees because Blunt is an ennobled American Jew and 

new severe racist laws have just come into effect. Unsuspected, hiding in the bushes, Malaparte and a female 

companion spy on the ostracized couple, who are calmly relishing the festivities—the fireworks, the live 

opera from La Scala, the delicate food and rare wines… Living well is certainly the best revenge. This was  

a beautiful scene Malaparte had first written years before but was unable to publish during the Mussolini era.  

After the war, Malaparte came to Paris (which he’d last visited 15 years earlier); he was expecting a warmer 

reception than the one he received. He spoke and even wrote French. He was very social and dashing and had 

cultivated many friends during the long periods he’d lived there and kept up a French correspondence when 

he was in Italy. He was a famous womanizer. As is apparent from his diary, however, many Parisians shunned 

him and suspected him with some justification of being a Fascist “collaborator.” 

When his dog Febo went missing, Malaparte searched for him desperately throughout Turin and finally found 

him being experimented on by a vivisectionist. 

In fact, he had been a working journalist for the then-Fascist newspaper the Corriere della Serra in the 1930s 

and had published an over-the-top article praising the Wehrmacht and had sent in many other “patriotic” 

reports from the front. He had also fought as a Fascist soldier in the elite Alpine forces. In Paris he 

emphasized that he had been exiled for five years to Lipari, an island off the northern coast of Sicily, for 

criticizing Hitler, and that he had been placed under house arrest in his luxurious villa in Capri and several 

times imprisoned for short stays in Regina Coeli in Rome, all, he claimed, for his assiduous antifascism. 

In fact, in the last days of the regime he was imprisoned for having siphoned off public funds for his own use. 

He had been a member of the Fascist Party from the beginning and a reliable supporter of Mussolini. The real 

reason he was placed under house arrest was that he’d verbally attacked Italo Balbo, a transatlantic pilot who 

was a hero in Italy, even more popular than Mussolini himself. Malaparte had  

written (or at least signed) a worshipful hagiography of Balbo. When the pilot didn’t seem duly grateful for 

the book, Malaparte began to slander him. Malaparte was a touchy, complex man; at the end of his life he was 

reputedly both a staunch Catholic and a member of the Communist Party.  
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He certainly was eccentric. The greatest love in his life was his dog Febo. When the animal went missing, 

Malaparte searched for him desperately throughout Turin and finally found him being experimented on by a 

vivisectionist. Malaparte noticed that none of the tortured dogs was barking; the vivisectionist explained that 

the first step in the laboratory was to cut their vocal cords. The grief-stricken Malaparte convinced the 

scientist to give Febo a lethal injection and put the poor dog out of his misery. 

Certainly Malaparte felt closer to animals (more innocent, less evil) than to human beings; several times in 

this book he sits down to bark loudly at night in the country and sets all the dogs in the neighborhood to 

barking antiphonally. This eccentricity is accepted in France but in Switzerland it is forbidden.  

He has an infallible eye and describes “the pink, pale-green, and faded-blue varnishes of Venetian furniture,” 

or an evening sky that is “dark and red like the inside of a nostril.” Or he speaks of seeing the cathedral of 

Chartres under a “very young blue sky.” Or the sky above Chamonix as having “the cruelty the night stars 

have in Persian poems.” At dawn in Paris the swallows “cried softly, so as not to wake the sleepers.” Or he 

says that when 17th-century European diplomats described the Orient they seemed to be speaking about “tiny, 

fragile, transparent pieces of porcelain.” 

Sometimes he comes up with a phrase right out of Ezra Pound: “She must have been beautiful, when she was 

beautiful.” He overhears a Frenchman speak of a German city “like the women in Italian primitivist paintings 

juggling the infant Jesus in one hand” while holding in the other “the model of a city or a church.”  

We’re not sure what he means exactly and his descriptions don’t seem verifiable, but they can instantly be 

visualized. His statements, his “ideas,” are often more dubious if no less striking: we learn that “Cartesianism 

is the substitute for the Reformation in France.” Or that as an old man Bonnard makes “his youngest, most 

beautiful paintings.” Malaparte declares himself extremely Christian but notes: “If Jesus Christ hadn’t been 

resurrected, I wouldn’t give a damn about Catholicism.” 

He has unlikely bits of knowledge, for instance that the overcivilized courtiers of Versailles called the 

countryside “that place where birds are raw.” He tells us that “the crueler a people is, the more intellectual it 

is.” He’s not the first great prose writer suspicious of culture, refinement, and deep thought. Maybe he was 

anti-intellectual because the French didn’t take him seriously. Or perhaps his exposure to Italian and German 

fascist intellectuals had convinced him there was an inverse relationship between culture and cruelty.  

He’s full of opinions. He declares that the Place de la Concorde in Paris “is an idea, not a piazza; it’s a way of 

thinking.” He keeps worrying over Cartesianism as a dog might gnaw at a bone. One wonders if he ever 

studied Descartes, or if for him the name may just be shorthand for the rule of reason over instinct. Another 

preoccupation is the difference between two 17th-century playwrights, Racine versus Corneille. He despises 

women as much as he lusts after them; he tells us of a beautiful woman “full of ovaries up to her neck.” 

He has a wonderful evocation of the great dressmaker, Schiaparelli: “Tall and slender, her forehead high, 

narrow, immense, the forehead of an Etruscan statue, the oblique eyes of an Etruscan statue, the mouth of an 

Etruscan statue. All the noise of the sea envelops her, and the smell of the sea follows her, and the blue and 

green light of the sea surrounds her, and I see again her naked foot on the sands of Forte dei Marmi, I hear 

again her blue and pale green voice perch atop the crest of the waves like a white gull.” The sea imagery 

comes from their encounter at a ritzy Tuscan sea resort, Forte dei Marmi; who knows where the Etruscan 
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allusions originate. (She was an Italian aristocrat from Rome and the most famous couturiere of her day and 

did have a flat, wide face and a prominent nose.)  

For such an anti-intellectual, Malaparte is extraordinarily intelligent. He was never provincial. 

There are lots of big names in these pages—Cocteau, the playwright Giraudoux (who’d just died), a cold, 

reserved Camus—but not enough friendly ones to make Malaparte feel that he’d returned to his true 

homeland. Although he lived another decade and began many projects, he never completed any of them, not 

even this diary. (This book, never revised, was published in 1966, nine years after his death.) In these pages 

he admits that “the least thing . . . robs me of all confidence.” 

Which is hard to believe, considering how many times he’d pulled it out of the fire. In France he was out of 

sync with the existentialists and the Communists, the two leading cabals; in Italy he’d been eclipsed by 

Alberto Moravia. In America he was denounced by a knowledgeable woman who’d put together a careful 

dossier of all his lies; she wrote: “Truth with him is always a molecule buried in an enormous cocoon of lies 

”  

In an interview with the Paris Review, Moravia said, “Italians prefer beauty to truth.” That may be why 

Malaparte is perennially popular in his own country despite his prevarications. He certainly  

serves up a lot of beauty. As he himself puts it in his Paris diary, “I think about Italy, where affection flows to 

a name, to friendship, to beauty—never to intelligence.” For such an anti-intellectual, Malaparte is 

extraordinarily intelligent. He was never provincial—he knew Eastern Europe, Russia, Finland, Spain, and of 

course France; he could endear himself to anyone and called himself Mister Chameleon. As his brilliant 

biographer, Maurizio Serra, writes: “The Chameleon who knows how to play the aristocrat with aristocrats, 

the diplomat with diplomats, the soldier with soldiers ”  

Throughout this book he seems rattled or at least he’s always taking umbrage. He makes French intellectuals 

responsible for Dachau. When the French keep asking him why he didn’t desert Mussolini’s forces, he chalks 

the question up to “coarseness.” He tells us, “I prefer real collaborators to fake resistants.” He does tell French 

friends a funny story. When he was 20 he was summoned to the Palazzo Venezia, Mussolini’s headquarters. 

After being kept waiting for hours he crosses an empty room on tiptoe and stands before Mussolini’s desk 

without anyone acknowledging his presence.  

At last Mussolini looks at him and is astonished he’s so young. He knows every detail of Malaparte’s 

background. Then he says, “I’d advise you, from here on out, not to concern yourself with me. I don’t like 

that you’re a gossip and a malicious type.” When Malaparte asks him how he has offended him, Mussolini 

replies, “Two days ago, at Caffé Aragno, you told several of your friends I always wear ugly ties.” Malaparte 

apologizes and is dismissed. Halfway to the door he turns back and says, “You’re wearing an ugly tie today as 

well,” which only makes Mussolini laugh at the young man’s cheekiness.  

We’re still laughing today at his outrageous remarks and discussing his singular character. What is 

indisputable is the beauty of his prose and the fascination of his personality.  

__________________________________ 
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From the introduction to Diary of a Foreigner in Paris by Curzio Malaparte. Copyright © 2020 by Edmund 

White; courtesy of NYRB Classics. 

Benito MussoliniCurzio MalaparteDiary of a Foreigner in ParisEdmund WhitefascismNYRBParis 

 

 Edmund White 

Edmund White is the author of A Boy's Own Story (1982), The Beautiful Room Is Empty (1988) and The 

Farewell Symphony (1997). He received the National Book Critics Circle Award for Genet: A Biography. He 

won the 2018 PEN/Saul Bellow Award for Achievement in American Fiction. 

 

https://lithub.com/reading-the-eccentric-italian-writer-who-tried-to-cover-up-his-fascism/ 

  

https://bookshop.org/a/132/9781681374161
https://lithub.com/tag/benito-mussolini/
https://lithub.com/tag/curzio-malaparte/
https://lithub.com/tag/diary-of-a-foreigner-in-paris/
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Insulin-releasing implant prototype could let diabetics ditch needles 

By Michael Irving 

 

A new implantable device prototype could remove the need for insulin injections for those with diabetes 

AndreyPopov/Depositphotos 

Imagine a device that lets people with diabetes use an app or remote control to give themselves a boost of 

insulin when they need it, without an injection. Researchers from ETH Zurich have developed a prototype 

device that can do just that, using electrical jolts to control gene expression in encapsulated beta cells. 

The job of beta cells in the pancreas is to sense spikes in blood sugar levels, and respond by producing and 

releasing insulin, which helps the body metabolize the glucose. But in people with diabetes, these cells no 

longer perform this function properly, leading to serious health repercussions. 

 

https://newatlas.com/author/michael-irving/
https://depositphotos.com/228840330/stock-photo-close-woman-hand-filling-medicine.html
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This problem is normally managed by monitoring glucose levels in the blood, and administering regular 

insulin injections. But injections aren’t exactly pleasant, so the ETH team investigated alternatives. 

The end result is a small device that can be remotely activated to release insulin on demand. On one side is a 

capsule containing engineered human beta cells, connected to a printed circuit board (PCB) that controls 

them. When the PCB is activated by a radio signal, an electrical signal is transmitted to stimulate calcium and 

potassium channels in the beta cells. That triggers expression of the insulin gene, releasing insulin within a 

few minutes. 

The idea is that this device could be implanted beneath the skin of a patient with diabetes. The beta cells can 

be zapped on demand to release insulin, controlled either by the patient, their doctor, or automatically at 

preset times. 

 

The prototype of the device, next to a Swiss Franc coin for comparison. The chamber of beta cells can be seen 

at the top, with the electronics that control them seen on the bottom 

Martin Fussenegger/ETH Zurich 

https://newatlas.com/medical/insulin-releasing-implant-prototype-diabetes-needles/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=3bf7b6604e-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_05_29_08_16&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-3bf7b6604e-92970593#gallery:1
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The team tested the device by implanting it beneath the skin of mice with type 1 diabetes. The researchers 

were able to wirelessly control the insulin release, which peaked within 10 minutes of activation. The device 

was enough to restore normal blood glucose levels in the mice. 

“We’ve wanted to directly control gene expression using electricity for a long time; now we’ve finally 

succeeded,” says Martin Fussenegger, lead researcher of the study. “A device of this kind would enable 

people to be fully integrated into the digital world and become part of the Internet of Things – or even the 

Internet of the Body.” 

Of course, that raises the remote possibility that important biological devices could be hacked by malicious 

parties. The team says that security precautions would need to be implemented into a final device. 

That’s not the only hurdle that needs to be overcome, either – the beta cells have to be replaced every three 

weeks or so. In the current version the team attached two “filler necks” to add more, but that’s not practical in 

the long run. A more useful solution will be needed if this is to ever make it to human tests. 

In the meantime, other similar techniques are in development too. Some use beta cells that can be activated 

with light pulses or other electromagnetic waves, while others use microneedle patches containing beta cells. 

The research was published in the journal Science. 

Source: ETH Zurich 
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Notes from the Cave 

Searching for prophecy in the midst of a pandemic 

JOSHUA COHEN 

A FEW NIGHTS AGO, I WAS VISITED BY AN EMAIL. Back before the world gasped, my brother, the 

doctor, hardly ever wrote me anything beyond a “dinner Friday y/n,” and yet here he was, in the breathless 

thick of it, attaching a file of 7,241 words. I’d thought that he was far out in the boroughs intubating the sick 

or putting them through dialysis—and he was—but somehow he’d also found the time and adrenalized energy 

to put more language down on the screen than I, the ostensible writer, had managed to eke out in weeks, even 

months. The instructions that came at the top of the email explained, or implied, how this was possible: This 

email, my brother wanted me to know, wasn’t for me, it was only for me to hold on to, and in the event of his 

death, I was to pass it along to his wife and children, my niece and nephew, from whom he’d been separated 

since he’d started treating patients infected with the novel coronavirus. His family was upstate at his wife’s 

mother’s condo, and he was at one or another of the hospitals in the Mount Sinai system, and this email was 

on my computer and all that was in my head was the hope of levity: “Do you want me to forward it to your 

kids or print the thing out?” I thought, and then I remembered that his kids didn’t have email yet and only one 

of them could read. At the time, more than two dozen medical workers (doctors, nurses, EMTs) had already 

died of the virus in the States, most of them in New York, and hundreds had died around the world, including 

(beginning with) Dr. Li Wenliang, the Chinese ophthalmologist who tried to bring the virus to wider attention 

and was persecuted by his government for the effort. My brother, a surgeon who cuts cancer for a living, is 

normally unflappable. But here he was: flapped, flapping, giving an account of his life for children so young 

that he was afraid they’d barely remember him. I’d never known him to be afraid of anything or, for that 

matter, to seek my counsel: After giving me my instructions, he signed off by saying that if I had any edits, I 

should let him know. I had no edits. I simply archived the email, which will outlive us both, which will 

outlive his wife and even his children’s children’s children on clouds. 

WHEN EINSTEIN DIED, IN 1955, his brain was removed during an unsanctioned autopsy at a hospital in 

Princeton. Later, at the University of Pennsylvania, a pathologist named Thomas Stoltz Harvey sliced it up for 

research purposes but kept some of the slivers for himself. In 1988, Harvey—who’d since been stripped of his 

medical license—moved to Lawrence, home of the University of Kansas, where he presented one of the 

slivers to local author William S. Burroughs, after whose death in 1997 it passed into the possession of . . . 

I’m going to stop now, because I don’t want to get anyone in trouble. Let’s just say that when I was in 

Lawrence, teaching at KU, this was a thing that still happened, a hazing that was also an homage: You 

scooped the bit of Einstein’s brain out of the jar and shook off the excess formaldehyde; then, you put some 

salt in the crook of your thumb and licked it, after which you took down a shot of cheap room-temperature 

tequila and sucked on the brain-bit until your mouth went numb—until the formaldehyde paralyzed your lips 

and tongue and you couldn’t be understood, you couldn’t even feel yourself trying to make language. 

This quarantine has brought me back to Burroughs, who claimed to believe—which means he didn’t but 

wanted to believe—that language was a virus. Though it’s difficult to puzzle out the exact pathology—

exactness was not Burroughs’s practice—a summary might go like this: Language is a virus that crossed the 

species barrier from an extraterrestrial civilization. This virus infected prehistoric humanity and altered its 

throats, with the result that an infected person could now form sounds representing states that were previously 

interior (i.e., thoughts, feelings). By exteriorizing and airing these states—in other words, by performing the 

https://www.bookforum.com/print/2702/searching-for-prophecy-in-the-midst-of-a-pandemic-24017
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act that we call “speech”—primitive people were actually infecting others, colonizing individual minds with 

foreign bodies that were contagious and self-replicating. The people who spoke the most, or who spoke the 

loudest, were the most dangerous spreaders of this fluency flu, and, aware of this fact, or just aware of what 

viral culture would regard as their influence, they exploited it in pursuit of social control, broadcasting 

pandemics of mass-ideas and mass-emotions. These spreaders could make the vulnerable think what they 

thought and feel what they felt, about anything; they could induce them to spew fake news as if it were real 

and to use alien verbiage as if it were native; they could even convince them that this virus wasn’t literal but a 

metaphor. Meanwhile, the virus kept mutating, so that what manifested in its first season as a mouth-and-ear 

disease returned in subsequent seasons as an eye-and-hand disease, with language becoming writing that left 

its scars of glyphs and grams on cave walls, papyri, parchment, paper, and screens. 

Burroughs’s “virality” theory wasn’t just a media critique, or a condemnation of the technologies, 

governments, and businesses that infect populations with language at scale. It was also, and ultimately, a 

condemnation of himself, or of theorizing and writing in general. The primary concern of his writing was that 

writing couldn’t be done without damaging health; to express oneself in words was to infect one’s readers and 

exert one’s power. He, better than anyone, understood that a diagnosis itself could be a disease: To explain the 

language-virus in language was to spread it. To his mind—to his language-ridden mind—the virality of 

language inhered in its drive to define and express a “reality” and replicate it endlessly. This “reality” would 

replace individuality “cell” by “cell,” or perception by perception, until humanity itself would be replaced, 

propagated into a new composite organism called “the audience.” According to Burroughs, the only way to 

fight this determinative process was to surrender to the operations of chance and put his drafts through “the 

cut-up method,” a venerable surrealist technique by which scissors and knives and razor blades are used to 

excise paragraphs, resect sentences, and chop up their syntax and grammar, the veins of semantic 

transmission. Though he acknowledged that the subversion of literature was bound to be nothing against mass 

mediated virulence, Burroughs came to regard his best-natured attempts as those slight doses of a disease that 

could serve as an inoculation. 

SUSAN SONTAG PUT BURROUGHS’S VIRALITY THEORY TO THE TEST with her censuring of 

illness-metaphors, and the results are . . . negative: It’s a metaphor. To Sontag, the very concept of “illness” 

was a rhetorical fallacy: To use the word “illness” was to create “the ill” and to impose a false distinction 

between “the ill” and “the healthy.” Further, to refer to mass-media bias, for example, or to some other 

historically oppressive and vile societal phenomenon as “diseased” was to imply that disease itself was 

oppressive and vile and that to suffer from it was somehow deviant. By redefining disease from a shameful 

aberration to a natural condition—to nature’s condition—by turning death (a thing) into dying (a process), 

Sontag hoped to restore to the sick the dignity of normalcy; to make from words a world in which sickness 

was not the end of life, but a part of life, a part that’s been with each of us in waves since our birth. 

Sontag had a personal stake in opposing such metaphorical “malignancy”: Her first book on the subject 

(Illness as Metaphor, 1978) came out of her own treatment for cancer, and her second book (AIDS and Its 

Metaphors, 1989) came at the apex of the title epidemic, which ravaged so many of her friends. This new 

virus, COVID-19—a name that combines all the banality of an acronym (coronavirus disease) with all the 

anonymity of a number (2019)—requires a different rhetoric; the concatenated speed and breadth of its spread 

have rendered it literally incomparable. What is this virus like? And what is like this virus? A virus that 

affects indiscriminately, both symptomatically and asymptomatically, can represent nothing. It can be no 

symbol and bring no stigma, given that it might ultimately be inside all of us, even more pervasively than, 

say, the “diseases” of hunger, poverty, and racism. 
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Whenever an incurable disease mounts a body count, there’s a corresponding linguistic crisis that can be 

expressed in these Burroughsian vs. Sontagian terms: Is language a metaphoric virus or a metaphoric 

antibody? Is language the proliferation of falsity or the protection against it, or can it be both, and what of its 

function is conscious? 

If the dead could speak, they might tell us. 

Anthony Cudahy, Expelled, 2016, oil on canvas, 13 x 13". Courtesy the artist and 1969 Gallery 

https://www.bookforum.com/print/2702/searching-for-prophecy-in-the-midst-of-a-pandemic-24017
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“A THEORY IS . . . A METAPHOR BETWEEN A MODEL AND DATA,” wrote Julian Jaynes in The 

Origin of Consciousness in the Breakdown of the Bicameral Mind (1976), his elucidation of “bicameralism,” 

or the theory of the two chambers of the pre-conscious, or pre-psychological, brain. Another insufficient 

summary: Jaynes proposed that in the earliest human brains, cognitive function was divided, or lateralized; 

one part of the brain “spoke,” and the other part “listened.” Specifically, the right hemisphere of the brain 

transmitted speech to the left, which experienced it as what Jaynes calls a “hallucination”: a visitation from a 

voice without a source, without a name or face or body. Because primitive humans, who were merely talking 

to “themselves,” weren’t yet conscious of having “selves,” they required a metaphor for the voices they were 

hearing, and so they invented the gods, along with the angels and demons and so on—all of whom, or which, 

predated “consciousness,” or played the role of “consciousness” in antiquity. In the bicameral mind, “volition, 

planning, initiative is organized with no consciousness whatever,” Jaynes writes, “and then ‘told’ to the 

individual in his familiar language. . . . The individual obeyed these hallucinated voices because he could not 

‘see’ what to do by himself.” And elsewhere: “The gods were organizations of the central nervous system and 

can be regarded as personae in the sense of poignant consistencies through time. . . . The gods are what we 

now call hallucinations.” And yet elsewhere: “At one time human nature was split in two, an executive part 

called a god, and a follower part called a man. Neither part was conscious. . . . [Man] would have to wait for 

his bicameral voice which with the stored-up admonitory wisdom of his life would tell him nonconsciously 

what to do.” 

But what precipitated these “hallucinated voices”? Or, to put it another way, under what conditions would the 

“executive” “god” part of an ancient human brain issue orders? Jaynes’s answer to this question is “stress”: 

During the eras of the bicameral mind, we may suppose that the stress threshold for hallucinations was much, 

much lower than in either normal people or schizophrenics today. The only stress necessary was that which 

occurs when a change in behavior is necessary because of some novelty in a situation. Anything that could not 

be dealt with on the basis of habit, any conflict between work and fatigue, between attack and flight, any 

choice between whom to obey or what to do, anything that required any decision at all was sufficient to cause 

an auditory hallucination. 

Two thousand or so years before Christ, a human might not have required a god to tell them which cave was 

their home-cave, but if that human found themselves far from their home-cave and having to choose a route 

that would bring them back, they might have experienced such stress that a god had to speak up and decide 

for them. The next time this human would find themselves in the same situation, however, faced with the 

same route-choice, the memory of the previous decision would be conscious: They would remember, they 

would know, whether the route they’d taken previously had been successful. 

 The knowledge of which route to take would have attained to the status of home-cave-knowledge—it would 

have become conscious knowledge—and in this manner, consciousness evolved, out of increased encounters 

with novel conditions. Fundamental to the evolution of this consciousness was an improvement in the ability 

of humans to recognize the damage caused by their default submission to commands that resulted in 

unsuccessful outcomes, which, in turn, bred a growing willingness to interrogate and even resist not just those 

but all “inner voices.” 

Two thousand or so years after Christ, we’re receiving different commands, from sources with names and 

faces and bodies that our consciousness must judge. When we leave our home-caves, should we wear a mask? 

When we touch our caves’ doorknobs, should we wear gloves? And what about visiting our friends’ caves? 
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Which friends and how to get there? Per Jaynes, these are our “stressors.” My friend who invited me over to 

their cave has no symptoms of the virus. But also they have not been tested. Or the tests they took were 

conflicting. Or inconclusive. Or were the wrong tests. Still, they have stayed inside their cave for weeks, for 

months. Leaving only to go food-shopping. But they wore a mask and gloves in the store and disinfected all 

their food. 

But they didn’t disinfect their bags. Or they threw out their bags and threw their clothes in the laundry and 

removed their mask before their gloves or their gloves before their mask and used soap or sanitizer to wash 

their hands but the wrong brand of soap and the wrong brand of sanitizer and though they took off their shoes, 

their feet touched the mat where their shoes were, soaking up the virus. My friend is getting impatient. They 

don’t want me to come anymore; they want to invite someone else, someone less scared, or just less 

indecisive. Or someone who has a car and doesn’t have to take the trains and buses. Are you OK with me 

taking a taxi? If you’re not OK, can you pick me up? And bring me back? Or can I just move in with you?  

And while we’re at it, does having a certain blood type make me immune? And why does “SARS-COV-2,” as 

it’s sometimes called, unlike “SARS-COV-1,” attack the whole entire immune system? What is a T cell? Is a 

protein a gene and where, or when, or who is a thymus? I wish a god would swoop in and issue orders, telling 

me what’s correct, what’s incorrect, telling me what to do. Thou shalt visit the cave of thy friend. Thou shalt 

not. Thou may, but only in groups of four or fewer. Unfortunately, however, the only gods arriving at my 

cave-door lately—besides the delivery-folks—are “experts,” some of them well-meaning and some of them 

not, but all of them bearing “facts” that I don’t remember ordering, facts that are ambiguous when they’re not 

contradictory, or vice versa, and subject to change. 

JAYNES ON PROPHECY: “The speech of possessed prophets is not an hallucination proper, not something 

heard by a conscious, semi-conscious, or even nonconscious man as in the bicameral mind proper. It is 

articulated externally and heard by others. It occurs only in normally conscious men and is coincident with a 

loss of that consciousness. What justification then do we have for saying that the two phenomena, the 

hallucinations of the bicameral mind and the speech of the possessed, are related?” Ask and it shall be given 

you (say Matthew and Luke): “I do not have a truly robust answer,” Jaynes writes. This is how a late-last-

century psychological seeker who was still more academia than counterculture disavows with wit his own 

status as prophet. 

Take, for a moment, the word “possession”; pop it in your mouth, chew it (three bites, pos-ses-sion), swallow. 

This is how prophecy once happened: Isaiah’s mouth (like Moses’s mouth) was burnt by hot coal from an 

altar; God forced Ezekiel to eat a scroll and reached out a finger to move the lips of Jeremiah. A prophet is 

someone overtaken, usurped, vesselized, spoken through. A prophet is a human too conscious to be unaware 

of being possessed and yet too unconscious to regard their possessor as anything less than a divinity.  

A prophet’s introductory utterance—“I am telling you that God speaks through me in the voice you’re 

hearing”—is traditionally followed by an exhortation delivered not in the prophet’s first-person singular 

presence or God’s third-person authorial absence but in some strange binding of the two, in the second-person 

plural: the “you” without exception; the “you” that, by including even the speaker, asserts its mystery. This is 

the pronoun I’ve been hoping to hear, while talking to myself in my quarantine. But instead all I hear is: 

“We’re all in this together.” 
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AFTER READING YOUR EMAIL, my brother, I went to sleep, which is the brother of death, and had a 

dream. People in masks and gloves were waiting in an endless line to enter a pearly-gated facility that wasn’t 

equipped to handle so many of them showing up all at once. It was chaos. People were crying, having fits. 

Inside, angels wearing scrubs over their wings were rushing around taking temperatures and trying to find 

empty beds, and every once in a while in utter frustration they stuck their haloed heads out the window and 

yelled down in their nonlanguage at the round, turning earth: “Stay home . . . stay safe . . . stop the spread . . . 

flatten the curve.” 

Joshua Cohen is home. 

 

https://www.bookforum.com/print/2702/searching-for-prophecy-in-the-midst-of-a-pandemic-24017 
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Dialogue Between Franklin and the Gout 

by Benjamin Franklin 

 

This playful conversation by Benjamin Franklin is excerpted from a collection published in 1914, The Oxford 

Book of American Essays, chosen by Brander Matthews. 

 

 

Midnight, 22 October, 1780 

FRANKLIN. Eh! Oh! eh! What have I done to merit these cruel sufferings? 

GOUT. Many things; you have ate and drank too freely, and too much indulged those legs of yours in their 

indolence. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/benjamin-franklin
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FRANKLIN. Who is it that accuses me? 

GOUT. It is I, even I, the Gout. 

FRANKLIN. What! my enemy in person? 

GOUT. No, not your enemy. 

FRANKLIN. I repeat it, my enemy; for you would not only torment my body to death, but ruin my good 

name; you reproach me as a glutton and a tippler; now all the world, that knows me, will allow that I am 

neither the one nor the other. 

GOUT. The world may think as it pleases; it is always very complaisant to itself, and sometimes to its friends; 

but I very well know that the quantity of meat and drink proper for a man, who takes a reasonable degree of 

exercise, would be too much for another, who never takes any. 

FRANKLIN. I take—eh! oh!—as much exercise—eh!—as I can, Madam Gout. You know my sedentary 

state, and on that account, it would seem, Madam Gout, as if you might spare me a little, seeing it is not 

altogether my own fault. 

GOUT. Not a jot; your rhetoric and your politeness are thrown away; your apology avails nothing. If your 

situation in life is a sedentary one, your amusements, your recreation, at least, should be active. You ought to 

walk or ride; or, if the weather prevents that, play at billiards. But let us examine your course of life. While 

the mornings are long, and you have leisure to go abroad, what do you do? Why, instead of gaining an 

appetite for breakfast, by salutary exercise, you amuse yourself with books, pamphlets, or newspapers, which 

commonly are not worth the reading.  

Yet you eat an inordinate breakfast, four dishes of tea, with cream, and one or two buttered toasts, with slices 

of hung beef, which I fancy are not things the most easily digested. Immediately afterwards you sit down to 

write at your desk, or converse with persons who apply to you on business. Thus the time passes till one, 

without any kind of bodily exercise. But all this I could pardon, in regard, as you say, to your sedentary 

condition. But what is your practice after dinner? Walking in the beautiful gardens of those friends with 

whom you have dined would be the choice of men of sense; yours is to be fixed down to chess, where you are 

found engaged for two or three hours! 

 This is your perpetual recreation, which is the least eligible of any for a sedentary man, because, instead of 

accelerating the motion of the fluids, the rigid attention it requires helps to retard the circulation and obstruct 

internal secretions. Wrapt in the speculations of this wretched game, you destroy your constitution. What can 

be expected from such a course of living, but a body replete with stagnant humors, ready to fall prey to all 

kinds of dangerous maladies, if I, the Gout, did not occasionally bring you relief by agitating those humors, 

and so purifying or dissipating them?  

If it was in some nook or alley in Paris, deprived of walks, that you played awhile at chess after dinner, this 

might be excusable; but the same taste prevails with you in Passy, Auteuil, Montmartre, or Sanoy, places 

where there are the finest gardens and walks, a pure air, beautiful women, and most agreeable and instructive 
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conversation; all which you might enjoy by frequenting the walks. But these are rejected for this abominable 

game of chess. Fie, then, Mr. Franklin! But amidst my instructions, I had almost forgot to administer my 

wholesome corrections; so take that twinge,—and that. 

FRANKLIN. Oh! eh! oh! Ohhh! As much instruction as you please, Madam Gout, and as many reproaches; 

but pray, Madam, a truce with your corrections! 

GOUT. No, Sir, no,—I will not abate a particle of what is so much for your good,—therefore—— 

FRANKLIN. Oh! ehhh!—It is not fair to say I take no exercise, when I do very often, going out to dine and 

returning in my carriage. 

GOUT. That, of all imaginable exercises, is the most slight and insignificant, if you allude to the motion of a 

carriage suspended on springs. By observing the degree of heat obtained by different kinds of motion, we may 

form an estimate of the quantity of exercise given by each. Thus, for example, if you turn out to walk in 

winter with cold feet, in an hour’s time you will be in a glow all over; ride on horseback, the same effect will 

scarcely be perceived by four hours' round trotting; but if you loll in a carriage, such as you have mentioned, 

you may travel all day and gladly enter the last inn to warm your feet by a fire.  

Flatter yourself then no longer, that half an hour’s airing in your carriage deserves the name of exercise. 

Providence has appointed few to roll in carriages, while he has given to all a pair of legs, which are machines 

infinitely more commodious and serviceable. Be grateful, then, and make a proper use of yours. Would you 

know how they forward the circulation of your fluids, in the very action of transporting you from place to 

place; observe when you walk, that all your weight is alternately thrown from one leg to the other; this 

occasions a great pressure on the vessels of the foot, and repels their contents; when relieved, by the weight 

being thrown on the other foot, the vessels of the first are allowed to replenish, and, by a return of this weight, 

this repulsion again succeeds; thus accelerating the circulation of the blood.  

The heat produced in any given time depends on the degree of this acceleration; the fluids are shaken, the 

humors attenuated, the secretions facilitated, and all goes well; the cheeks are ruddy, and health is established. 

Behold your fair friend at Auteuil; a lady who received from bounteous nature more really useful science than 

half a dozen such pretenders to philosophy as you have been able to extract from all your books. When she 

honors you with a visit, it is on foot. She walks all hours of the day, and leaves indolence, and its concomitant 

maladies, to be endured by her horses. In this, see at once the preservative of her health and personal charms. 

But when you go to Auteuil, you must have your carriage, though it is no farther from Passy to Auteuil than 

from Auteuil to Passy. 

FRANKLIN. Your reasonings grow very tiresome. 

GOUT. I stand corrected. I will be silent and continue my office; take that, and that. 

FRANKLIN. Oh! Ohh! Talk on, I pray you. 

GOUT. No, no; I have a good number of twinges for you to-night, and you may be sure of some more to-

morrow. 
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FRANKLIN. What, with such a fever! I shall go distracted. Oh! eh! Can no one bear it for me? 

GOUT. Ask that of your horses; they have served you faithfully. 

FRANKLIN. How can you so cruelly sport with my torments? 

GOUT. Sport! I am very serious. I have here a list of offenses against your own health distinctly written, and 

can justify every stroke inflicted on you. 

FRANKLIN. Read it then. 

GOUT. It is too long a detail; but I will briefly mention some particulars. 

FRANKLIN. Proceed. I am all attention. 

GOUT. Do you remember how often you have promised yourself, the following morning, a walk in the grove 

of Boulogne, in the garden de la Muette, or in your own garden, and have violated your promise, alleging, at 

one time, it was too cold, at another too warm, too windy, too moist, or what else you pleased; when in truth it 

was too nothing, but your insuperable love of ease? 

FRANKLIN. That I confess may have happened occasionally, probably ten times in a year. 

GOUT. Your confession is very far short of the truth; the gross amount is one hundred and ninety-nine times. 

FRANKLIN. Is it possible? 

GOUT. So possible, that it is fact; you may rely on the accuracy of my statement. You know M. Brillon’s 

gardens, and what fine walks they contain; you know the handsome flight of an hundred steps, which lead 

from the terrace above to the lawn below. You have been in the practice of visiting this amiable family twice 

a week, after dinner, and it is a maxim of your own, that "a man may take as much exercise in walking a mile, 

up and down stairs, as in ten on level ground." What an opportunity was here for you to have had exercise in 

both these ways! Did you embrace it, and how often? 

FRANKLIN. I cannot immediately answer that question. 

GOUT. I will do it for you; not once. 

FRANKLIN. Not once? 

GOUT. Even so. During the summer you went there at six o’clock. You found the charming lady, with her 

lovely children and friends, eager to walk with you, and entertain you with their agreeable conversation; and 

what has been your choice? Why, to sit on the terrace, satisfy yourself with the fine prospect, and passing 

your eye over the beauties of the garden below, without taking one step to descend and walk about in them. 
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On the contrary, you call for tea and the chess-board; and lo! you are occupied in your seat till nine o’clock, 

and that besides two hours' play after dinner; and then, instead of walking home, which would have bestirred 

you a little, you step into your carriage. How absurd to suppose that all this carelessness can be reconcilable 

with health, without my interposition! 

FRANKLIN. I am convinced now of the justness of Poor Richard’s remark, that "Our debts and our sins are 

always greater than we think for." 

GOUT. So it is. You philosophers are sages in your maxims, and fools in your conduct. 

FRANKLIN. But do you charge among my crimes, that I return in a carriage from M. Brillon’s? 

GOUT. Certainly; for, having been seated all the while, you cannot object the fatigue of the day, and cannot 

want therefore the relief of a carriage. 

FRANKLIN. What then would you have me do with my carriage? 

GOUT. Burn it if you choose; you would at least get heat out of it once in this way; or, if you dislike that 

proposal, here’s another for you; observe the poor peasants, who work in the vineyards and grounds about the 

villages of Passy, Auteuil, Chaillot, etc.; you may find every day among these deserving creatures, four or 

five old men and women, bent and perhaps crippled by weight of years, and too long and too great labor. 

After a most fatiguing day, these people have to trudge a mile or two to their smoky huts. Order your 

coachman to set them down. This is an act that will be good for your soul; and, at the same time, after your 

visit to the Brillons, if you return on foot, that will be good for your body. 

FRANKLIN. Ah! how tiresome you are! 

GOUT. Well, then, to my office; it should not be forgotten that I am your physician. There. 

FRANKLIN. Ohhh! what a devil of a physician! 

GOUT. How ungrateful you are to say so! Is it not I who, in the character of your physician, have saved you 

from the palsy, dropsy, and apoplexy? one or other of which would have done for you long ago, but for me. 

FRANKLIN. I submit, and thank you for the past, but entreat the discontinuance of your visits for the future; 

for, in my mind, one had better die than be cured so dolefully. Permit me just to hint, that I have also not been 

unfriendly to you. I never feed physician or quack of any kind, to enter the list against you; if then you do not 

leave me to my repose, it may be said you are ungrateful too. 

GOUT. I can scarcely acknowledge that as any objection. As to quacks, I despise them; they may kill you 

indeed, but cannot injure me. And, as to regular physicians, they are at last convinced that the gout, in such a 

subject as you are, is no disease, but a remedy; and wherefore cure a remedy?—but to our business,—there. 
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FRANKLIN. Oh! oh!—for Heaven’s sake leave me! and I promise faithfully never more to play at chess, but 

to take exercise daily, and live temperately. 

GOUT. I know you too well. You promise fair; but, after a few months of good health, you will return to your 

old habits; your fine promises will be forgotten like the forms of the last year’s clouds. Let us then finish the 

account, and I will go. But I leave you with an assurance of visiting you again at a proper time and place; for 

my object is your good, and you are sensible now that I am your real friend. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/benjamin-franklin/essay/dialogue-between-franklin-and-the-gout 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/benjamin-franklin/essay/dialogue-between-franklin-and-the-gout
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D.H. Lawrence on Trees, Solitude, and How We Root Ourselves When Relationships Collapse 

“One must possess oneself, and be alone in possession of oneself.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

To walk among trees is to be reminded that although relationships weave the fabric of life, one can only be in 

relationship — in a forest or a family or a friendship — when firmly planted in the sovereignty of one’s own 

being, when resolutely reaching for one’s own light. 

A century ago, Hermann Hesse contemplated how trees model for us this foundation of integrity in 

his staggeringly beautiful love letter to trees — how they stand lonesome-looking even in a forest, yet “not 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/12/08/the-songs-of-trees-david-haskell/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/05/04/natascha-mcelhone-wander-hesse-kew/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1644393476/braipick-20
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like hermits who have stolen away out of some weakness, but like great, solitary men, like Beethoven and 

Nietzsche.” Celebrating them as “the most penetrating preachers,” he reverenced the silent fortitude with 

which “they struggle with all the force of their lives for one thing only: to fulfill themselves according to their 

own laws, to build up their own form, to represent themselves.” 

 

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

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/08/06/trees-at-night-art-young/
https://society6.com/product/they-were-lonesome-from-trees-at-night-by-art-young_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/they-were-lonesome-from-trees-at-night-by-art-young_print?curator=brainpicker
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A supreme challenge of human life is reconciling the longing to fulfill ourselves in union, in partnership, in 

love, with the urgency of fulfilling ourselves according to our own solitary and sovereign laws. Writing at the 

same time as Hesse, living in exile in the mountains, having barely survived an attack of the deadly Spanish 

Flu that claimed tens of millions of lives, the polymathic creative force D.H. Lawrence (September 11, 

1885–March 2, 1930) took up the question of this divergent longing with great subtlety and splendor of 

insight in his autobiographically tinted novel Aaron’s Rod (free ebook | public library), rooting the plot’s 

climactic relationship resolution in a stunning passage about trees. 

D.H. Lawrence 

At a tea-party, the novel’s protagonist meets the Marchesa del Torre — an American woman from the South, 

married to an Italian man and living with him in Tuscany; a woman of composure with an edge of beckoning 

aloofness, “sitting there, full-bosomed, rather sad, remote-seeming,” a kind of modern Cleopatra brooding 

from under her dark, heavy-hanging hair out of an Aubrey Beardsley drawing. She strikes him as “wonderful, 

and sinister,” affects him “with a touch of horror.” He falls under her spell, drawn to her as we are so often 

drawn to danger by the magnetic pull of the sublime, with its dipoles of beauty and terror. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1644393476/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/B004TQR2BG/braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/07/21/d-h-lawrence-aarons-rod-cypress-trees/worldcat.org/title/aarons-rod/oclc/1122875383&referer=brief_results
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/01/25/aubrey-beardsley-oscar-wilde-salome/
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One of Aubrey Beardsley’s revolutionary illustrations for Oscar Wilde’s Salome. (Available as a print.) 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/01/25/aubrey-beardsley-oscar-wilde-salome/
https://society6.com/product/art-by-aubrey-beardsley-for-salome-by-oscar-wilde-18932254492_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-by-aubrey-beardsley-for-salome-by-oscar-wilde-18932254492_print?curator=brainpicker
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When their affair collapses under the weight of its own impossibility, he finds himself — and finds his self, 

his sovereignty of soul — among the trees. Lawrence writes: 

One must possess oneself, and be alone in possession of oneself. 

[…] 

He sat for long hours among the cypress trees of Tuscany. And never had any trees seemed so like ghosts, like 

soft, strange, pregnant presences. He lay and watched tall cypresses breathing and communicating, faintly 

moving and as it were walking in the small wind. And his soul seemed to leave him and to go far away, far 

back, perhaps, to where life was all different and time passed otherwise than time passes now. As in 

clairvoyance he perceived it: that our life is only a fragment of the shell of life. That there has been and will 

be life, human life such as we do not begin to conceive. Much that is life has passed away from men, leaving 

us all mere bits. In the dark, mindful silence and inflection of the cypress trees, lost races, lost language, lost 

human ways of feeling and of knowing. Men have known as we can no more know, have felt as we can no 

more feel. Great life-realities gone into the darkness. But the cypresses commemorate. 

Complement with Robert Macfarlane on how trees illuminate the secret to healthy love, Pablo 

Neruda’s breathtaking love letter to the forest, and Mary Oliver’s short, shimmering poem “When I Am 

Among the Trees,” then revisit Lawrence on the antidote to the malady of materialism. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/07/21/d-h-lawrence-aarons-rod-cypress-

trees/?mc_cid=2d7c97284b&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/11/13/robert-macfarlane-underland-tree-love/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/26/leland-melvin-reads-pablo-neruda-chilean-forest/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/09/23/amanda-palmer-mary-oliver-when-i-am-among-the-trees/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/09/23/amanda-palmer-mary-oliver-when-i-am-among-the-trees/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/01/02/d-h-lawrence-letters-materialism/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/07/21/d-h-lawrence-aarons-rod-cypress-trees/?mc_cid=2d7c97284b&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/07/21/d-h-lawrence-aarons-rod-cypress-trees/?mc_cid=2d7c97284b&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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COVID-19 case studies: Anatomy of three "super-spreader" clusters 

By Rich Haridy 

 

Recent CDC investigations into three super-spreader COVID-19 clusters may offer insights into what kinds of 

spaces or services can and can't be safely reopened 

zubada/Depositphotos 

As the world grapples with ways to safely come out of social lockdowns without triggering new viral 

outbreaks, the Centers of Disease Control and Prevention (CDC) continues to publish compellingly detailed 

case studies investigating COVID-19 clusters. These case studies offer granular insights into what are often 

referred to as super-spreader events. 

Around one in five people are traditionally thought to be super-spreaders. These are people who seem to 

transmit a given infectious disease significantly more widely than most. 

 

https://newatlas.com/author/rich-haridy/
https://depositphotos.com/356578608/stock-illustration-single-cases-viral-contamination-huge.html
https://www.theguardian.com/world/2020/feb/27/what-are-super-spreaders-and-how-are-they-transmitting-coronavirus
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There are a variety of hypotheses trying to explain super-spreading events, from environmental factors putting 

someone in a place where it is easy to spread the virus widely (someone in food service, for example), to the 

possibility some people seem to actively shed very high volumes of virus particles while barely exhibiting any 

symptoms. 

The novel coronavirus, named SARS-CoV-2, is now known to be highly infectious and although major 

lockdowns or stay-at-home orders can limit person-to-person transmission, the world obviously cannot remain 

in social quarantine for years waiting for a vaccine to be developed. As towns and cities across the globe 

begin to reopen, a huge question remains unanswered. 

What spaces and services can safely reopen without triggering new outbreaks? 

One way to grapple with this question is through examining several of the CDC’s detailed investigations into 

clusters of cases over the past couple of months. This trio of detailed super-spreading events offers insights 

into how easily single gatherings can trigger deadly chains of transmission. 

Choir practice, extended family gatherings, and small church events all present significant challenges for 

authorities trying to reopen their communities. And understanding how these super-spreading events kick off 

in the first place may be the best path to preventing them in the future, helping us get back to some kind of 

normalcy. 

One choir practice, 53 cases, two deaths 

On Tuesday March the 10th, in Skagit County, Washington, a group of choir members met for their weekly 

rehearsal. At that point in time news of the novel coronavirus had already been spreading, and after some 

consideration, it was decided the rehearsal would continue as scheduled, albeit with some cursory protections. 

From around 6 pm members of the choir began to arrive. They were offered hand sanitizer on entry, and 

physical contact was limited, with no handshakes or hugs reportedly taking place across the two-and-a-half-

hour event. All up, 61 singers took part in the rehearsal. 

Over 120 chairs were set up in a large multipurpose space, and since only half of the choir was present, there 

were many empty spaces between singers. In between two 40-minute group rehearsals, the singers split into 

two smaller groups for a 50-minute practice. 

A 15-minute break took place before the final session. Cookies and oranges were freely available from a table 

at the back of the main space, but many members refrained from eating the snacks. 

“Most attendees left the practice immediately after it concluded. No one reported physical contact between 

attendees,” the CDC report states. 

A CDC infographic illustrating advice for people trying to avoid catching the disease 

https://www.cdc.gov/mmwr/volumes/69/wr/mm6919e6.htm?s_cid=mm6919e6_w
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CDC 

Within two weeks, 87 percent of those at the March 10 rehearsal were confirmed to have contracted COVID-

19. Two of the 53 infected subjects died. 

Although a small number of attendees began displaying COVID-19 symptoms within two days of the March 

10 practice, suggesting they may have been infected earlier, the CDC investigators suspect the vast majority 

of cases could be tracked back to this single super-spreading event. 

Alongside the potential of several subjects infecting others during their pre-symptomatic period, the report 

found one individual did attend the rehearsal with active cold-like symptoms. They had been exhibiting 

symptoms for three days, and subsequent testing confirmed COVID-19. 

 

Confirmed and probable COVID-19 cases linked to choir practice by date of symptom onset. While the onset 

of some cases suggest infection prior to March 10, the majority of cases can be linked to the single practice. 

CDC 

Exactly how each individual contracted the virus over the course of this two-and-half-hour choir rehearsal is 

still unknown. While the virus is still primarily thought to be transmitted by direct touch, not all cases in this 

particular event can be explained that way. The CDC report does recognize actions such as stacking chairs 

and sharing snacks may account for some of the infections, but the big mystery in this scenario surrounds the 

act of singing, and how that may have potentiated the super-spreading event. 

“The act of singing, itself, might have contributed to transmission through emission of aerosols, which is 

affected by loudness of vocalization,” the CDC report states. “Certain persons, known as super-emitters, who 

release more aerosol particles during speech than do their peers, might have contributed to this and previously 

reported COVID-19 super-spreading events.” 

https://www.cdc.gov/mmwr/volumes/69/wr/mm6919e6.htm?s_cid=mm6919e6_w
https://newatlas.com/health-wellbeing/covid19-case-studies-coronavirus-superspreader-clusters-cdc-report/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=cdae7169aa-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_05_20_08_22&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-cdae7169aa-92970593#gallery:2
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In an interview with the Los Angeles Times, UCLA infectious disease expert Jamie Lloyd-Smith hypothesized 

the act of singing could reasonably disperse viral particles much more widely than general breathing and 

talking. 

“One could imagine that really trying to project your voice would also project more droplets and aerosols,” 

said Lloyd-Smith. 

The extended family gatherings 

In late February a Chicago man experiencing mild respiratory symptoms was linked to 16 confirmed COVID-

19 cases, resulting in three deaths. The infections were thought to have occurred over a three-day period 

spanning several family gatherings, including a funeral and a birthday party. 

The cluster began when the man shared a takeout meal with two family members of the deceased, the night 

before the funeral. Over the course of three hours the trio talked and ate out of shared serving dishes. 

The next day at the funeral the infected man shared a communal “potluck-style” meal and hugged a number 

of family members. Three days later the man, still mildly symptomatic, attended a family birthday party. The 

event took place in a family member’s home and was attended by 10 people, including the primary COVID-

19 subject. 

For the next three hours the group celebrated in the house, sharing food and occasionally embracing. A week 

later seven of the party attendees had developed COVID-19. 

“Within three weeks after mild respiratory symptoms were noted in the index patient, 15 other persons were 

likely infected with SARS-CoV-2, including three who died,” the CDC report states. “Patient A1.1, the index 

patient, was apparently able to transmit infection to 10 other persons, despite having no household contacts 

and experiencing only mild symptoms for which medical care was not sought.” 

The CDC report suggests this particular cluster strikingly highlights the important of social distancing within 

family units. Although extended family gatherings may feel somewhat safer than broader non-family 

encounters in public spaces, this case report illustrates how swiftly the virus can spread from small gatherings 

of people from multiple households. 

https://www.latimes.com/world-nation/story/2020-03-29/coronavirus-choir-outbreak
https://www.cdc.gov/mmwr/volumes/69/wr/mm6915e1.htm?s_cid=mm6915e1_w
https://www.cdc.gov/mmwr/volumes/69/wr/mm6915e1.htm?s_cid=mm6915e1_w
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The CDC investigation's chain of transmission, illustrating how a single case can trigger a cluster of cases 

CDC 

The church chain 

https://newatlas.com/health-wellbeing/covid19-case-studies-coronavirus-superspreader-clusters-cdc-report/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=cdae7169aa-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_05_20_08_22&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-cdae7169aa-92970593#gallery:4
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Between March 6 and March 8 a church in rural Arkansas hosted a multi-day children’s event. Over the 

course of the three days adults and children participated in games involving close contact, and a buffet-style 

shared meal. 

On March 11 the church’s pastor and his wife began to develop a mild cough and fever. The next day, upon 

hearing about similar respiratory symptoms appearing in the congregation, the pastor immediately closed his 

church. Testing revealed the pair had indeed contracted COVID-19, and investigations tracked the exposure 

back to the church events a few days prior. 

The investigation homed in on the source as two subjects who attended the church events between March 6 

and 8 while they were mildly symptomatic. From the multi-day children’s event, to an additional bible study 

class at the church on March 11, there were 35 subsequent COVID-19 cases directly linked to the gatherings. 

 

Spread of the virus from the first two primary cases, symptomatic at the early church events 

CDC 

Out of the 92 attendees linked to church events over that five-day period, 38 percent were confirmed with 

COVID-19 and three ultimately died. The CDC report suggests an additional 26 cases of community 

transmission could be linked back to this chain, all stemming from two symptomatic individuals attending a 

few church events. 

“Despite canceling in-person church activities and closing the church as soon as it was recognized that several 

members of the congregation had become ill, widespread transmission within church A and within the 

surrounding community occurred,” the CDC report states. “The primary patients had no known COVID-19 

exposures in the 14 days preceding their symptom onset dates, suggesting that local transmission was 

occurring before case detection.” 

https://www.cdc.gov/mmwr/volumes/69/wr/mm6920e2.htm?s_cid=mm6920e2_w
https://newatlas.com/health-wellbeing/covid19-case-studies-coronavirus-superspreader-clusters-cdc-report/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=cdae7169aa-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_05_20_08_22&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-cdae7169aa-92970593#gallery:5
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Irwin Redlener, director of Columbia University’s National Center for Disaster Preparedness, says this case 

study illustrates the concerning way the virus can spread so easily via religious gathering spaces. Speaking to 

the The Daily Beast, Redlener suggests this particular case may be less an example of a more contagious 

“super-spreader” and more an indication of how church gatherings in particularly can trigger clusters of 

infection. 

“People can go to church and become infected and then spread it into their larger communities, and with an 

infection like SARS-CoV-2, this could really promote a major secondary or tertiary wave of infection in the 

larger community,” said Redlener. “It’s not just limited to the people who attend these services.” 

These three case studies offer clues as to what kinds of social interactions may need the most vigilance 

moving forward. There are volumes of similar case studies appearing, offering insights into how clusters can 

stem from nightclubs, bars, schools, and cinemas. 

Mike Ryan, executive director of the World Health Organization's emergency health program, recently said it 

is unlikely this virus is going away anytime soon. Ryan noted, even with a vaccine, it is possible this virus 

could become endemic. So, the sooner we can adapt our social environments to limit its transmission, the 

sooner we can get back to some kind of normalcy. 

We recommend 

1. Epidemiological, clinical and virological characteristics of 74 cases of coronavirus-infected disease 
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Xi Jin et al., BMJ's Coronavirus (covid-19) Hub, 2020 

2. Covid-19: hospitals brace for disaster as US surpasses China in number of cases 

Owen Dyer, BMJ's Coronavirus (covid-19) Hub, 2020 

3. Covid-19: preparedness, decentralisation, and the hunt for patient zero 

Fabrizio Carinci, BMJ's Coronavirus (covid-19) Hub, 2020 

1. Carcinoma de células renales 

Amishi Y. Shah et al., BMJ Best Practice, 2017 

2. The first two months of the COVID-19 pandemic in Bosnia and Herzegovina: Single-center 
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Jurica Arapovic et al., Bosnian Journal of Basic Medical Sciences, 2020 
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3. Evaluación de la fatiga 

Bernard Favrat et al., BMJ Best Practice, 2020 

 

Rich Haridy 

With interests in film, new media, and the new wave of psychedelic science, Rich has written for a number of 

online and print publications over the last decade and was Chair of the Australian Film Critics Association 

from 2013-2015. Since joining New Atlas Rich’s interests have broadened to encompass the era-defining 

effects of new technology on culture and life in the 21st century. 
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The magnetism of triangulene 

ByDIPC  

 

Graphene is a diamagnetic material, this is, unable of becoming magnetic. However, a triangular piece of 

graphene is predicted to be magnetic. This apparent contradiction is a consequence of “magic” shapes in the 

structure of graphene flakes, which force electrons to “spin” more easily in one direction. Triangulene is a 

triangular graphene flake, which possesses a net magnetic moment: it is a graphene nanometer-size magnet. 

This magnetic state opens fascinating perspectives on the use of these pure-carbon magnets in technology. 

However, the robust predictions of triangulene magnetism stumbled with the absence of clear experimental 

proofs, because the production of triangulene by organic synthesis methods in solution was difficult. The bi-

radical character of this molecule caused it to be very reactive and difficult to fabricate, and the magnetism 

appears to be very elusive in those few successful cases. 

In a new study 1, this challenge was revisited using a scanning tunnelling microscope (STM). After 

assembling a triangular-like piece of graphene on a clean gold surface, high-resolution scanning tunnelling 

spectroscopy measurements revealed that this compound has a net magnetic state characterized by a 

spin S=1 ground state and, therefore, that this molecule is a small, pure carbon paramagnet. These results are 

the first experimental demonstration of a high-spin graphene flake. 

https://mappingignorance.org/2020/05/14/the-magnetism-of-triangulene/#author
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/05/14/the-magnetism-of-triangulene/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-6786-1
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The findings were further complemented with atomic manipulation steps of hydrogen-passivated triangulene 

side-products occasionally found in the experiment. By controlled removal of these additional hydrogen 

atoms in the experiments, the spin state of the flake could be modified from a closed-shell, doubly 

hydrogenated structure, to an intermediate S=1/2 spin state, and finally to the high-spin S=1 state of the ideal 

molecular structure. 

The experimental proof of a spin-state in the absence of a magnetic quantization axis (detectable by spin-

polarized STM) or magnetic anisotropy (detectable by spin-flip inelastic tunnelling spectroscopy) is not 

simple. In this work, the spin signature was obtained from the underscreened Kondo effect – an exotic version 

of the standard Kondo effect described in the 1960s – that can arise in high-spin systems. Its observation in a 

graphene flake on a metal has not been reported before and brings here novel insights to understanding spins 

interacting with surfaces. 

Authors: José Ignacio Pascual (nanoGUNE & Ikerbasque) & Thomas Frederiksen (DIPC & Ikerbasque) 
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DIPC 

 

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

the cutting edge in the fields of Condensed Matter Physics and Materials Science. Since its conception DIPC 

has stood for the promotion of excellence in research, which demands a flexible space where creativity is 

stimulated by diversity of perspectives. Its dynamic research community integrates local host scientists and a 

constant flow of international visiting researchers. 
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A Conflict Ended 

by Mary E. Wilkins Freeman 

 

A Conflict Ended first appeared in Harper's New Monthly Magazine (February, 1886). 

 

In Acton there were two churches, a Congregational and a Baptist. They stood on opposite sides of the road, 

and the Baptist edifice was a little farther down than the other. On Sunday morning both bells were ringing. 

The Baptist bell was much larger, and followed quickly on the soft peal of the Congregational with a heavy 

brazen clang which vibrated a good while. The people went flocking through the street to the irregular jangle 

of the bells. It was a very hot day, and the sun beat down heavily; parasols were bobbing over all the ladies' 

heads. 

More people went into the Baptist church, whose society was much the larger of the two. It had been for the 

last ten years — ever since the Congregational had settled a new minister. His advent had divided the church, 

and a good third of the congregation had gone over to the Baptist brethren, with whom they still remained. 

It is probable that many of them passed their old sanctuary today with the original stubborn animosity as 

active as ever in their hearts, and led their families up the Baptist steps with the same strong spiritual pull of 

indignation. 

One old lady, who had made herself prominent on the opposition, trotted by this morning with the identical 

wiry vehemence which she had manifested ten years ago. She wore a full black silk skirt, which she held up 

inanely in front, and allowed to trail in the dust in the rear. 

Some of the stanch Congregational people glanced at her amusedly. One fleshy, fair-faced girl in blue muslin 

said to her companion, with a laugh: “See that old lady trailing her best black silk by to the Baptist. Ain't it 

ridiculous how she keeps on showing out? I heard some one talking about it yesterday.” 

“Yes.” 

The girl colored up confusedly. “Oh dear!” she thought to herself. The lady with her had an unpleasant history 

connected with this old church quarrel. She was a small, bony woman in a shiny purple silk, which was 

strained very tightly across her sharp shoulder blades. Her bonnet was quite elaborate with flowers and 

plumes, as was also her companion's. In fact, she was the village milliner, and the girl was her apprentice. 

When the two went up the church steps, they passed a man of about fifty, who was sitting thereon well to one 

side. He had a singular face — a mild forehead, a gently curving mouth, and a terrible chin, with a look of 

strength in it that might have abashed mountains. He held his straw hat in his hand, and the sun was shining 

full on his bald head. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/mary-e-wilkins-freeman
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The milliner half stopped and gave an anxious glance at him; then passed on. In the vestibule she stopped 

again. 

“You go right in, Margy,” she said to the girl. “I'll be along in a minute.” 

“Where be you going, Miss Barney?” 

“You go right in. I'll be there in a minute.” 

Margy entered the audience room then, as if fairly brushed in by the imperious wave of a little knotty hand, 

and Esther Barney stood waiting until the rush of entering people was over. Then she stepped swiftly back to 

the side of the man seated on the steps. She spread her large black parasol deliberately, and extended the 

handle toward him. 

“No, no, Esther; I don't want it — I don't want it.” 

“If you're determined on setting out in this broiling sun, Marcus Woodman, you jest take this parasol of mine 

an' use it.” 

“I don't want your parasol, Esther. I —” 

“Don't you say it over again. Take it.” 

“I won't — not if I don't want to.” 

“You'll get a sunstroke.” 

“That's my own lookout.” 

“Marcus Woodman, you take it.” 

She threw all the force there was in her intense, nervous nature into her tone and look; but she failed in her 

attempt, because of the utter difference in quality between her own will and that with which she had to deal. 

They were on such different planes that hers slid by his with its own momentum; there could be no contact 

even of antagonism between them. He sat there rigid, every line of his face stiffened into an icy obstinacy. 

She held out the parasol toward him like a weapon. 

Finally she let it drop at her side, her whole expression changed. 

“Marcus,” said she, “how's your mother?” 

He started. “Pretty well, thank you, Esther.” 
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“She's out to meeting, then?” 

“Yes.” 

“I've been a-thinking — I ain't drove jest now — that maybe I'd come over an' see her some day this week.” 

He rose politely then. “Wish you would, Esther. Mother'd be real pleased, I know.” 

“Well, I'll see — Wednesday, p'rhaps, if I ain't too busy. I must go in now; they're 'most through singing.” 

“Esther —” 

“I don't believe I can stop any longer, Marcus.” 

“About the parasol — thank you jest the same if I don't take it. Of course you know I can't set out here 

holding a parasol; folks would laugh. But I'm obliged to you all the same. Hope I didn't say anything to hurt 

your feelings?” 

“Oh no! Why, no, Marcus! Of course I don't want to make you take it if you don't want it. I don't know but it 

would look kinder queer, come to think of it. Oh dear! they are through singing.” 

“Say, Esther, I don't know but I might as well take that parasol, if you'd jest as soon. The sun is pretty hot, an' 

I might get a headache. I forgot my umbrella, to tell the truth.” 

“I might have known better than to have gone at him the way I did,” thought Esther to herself, when she was 

seated at last in the cool church beside Margy. “Seems as if I might have got used to Marcus Woodman by 

this time.” 

She did not see him when she came out of church; but a little boy in the vestibule handed her the parasol, with 

the remark, “Mr. Woodman said for me to give this to you.” 

She and Margy passed down the street toward home. Going by the Baptist church, they noticed a young man 

standing by the entrance. He stared hard at Margy. 

She began to laugh after they had passed him. “Did you see that fellow stare?” said she. “Hope he'll know me 

next time.” 

“That's George Elliot; he's that old lady's son you was speaking about this morning.” 

“Well, that's enough for me.” 

“He's a real good, steady young man.” 
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Margy sniffed. 

“P'rhaps you'll change your mind some day.” 

She did, and speedily, too. That glimpse of Margy Wilson's pretty, new face — for she was a stranger in the 

town — had been too much for George Elliot. He obtained an introduction, and soon was a steady visitor at 

Esther Barney's house. Margy fell in love with him easily. She had never had much attention from the young 

men, and he was an engaging young fellow, small and bright-eyed, though with a nervous persistency like his 

mother's in his manner. 

“I'm going to have it an understood thing,” Margy told Esther, after her lover had become constant in his 

attentions, “that I'm going with George, and I ain't going with his mother. I can't bear that old woman.” 

But poor Margy found that it was not so easy to thrust determined old age off the stage, even when young 

Love was flying about so fast on his butterfly wings that he seemed to multiply himself, and there was no 

room for anything else because the air was so full of Loves. That old mother, with her trailing black skirt and 

her wiry obstinacy, trotted as unwaveringly through the sweet stir as a ghost through a door. 

One Monday morning Margy could not eat any breakfast, and there were tear stains around her blue eyes. 

“Why, what's the matter, Margy?” asked Esther, eyeing her across the little kitchen table. 

“Nothing's the matter. I ain't hungry any to speak of, that's all. I guess I'll go right to work on Mis' Fuller's 

bonnet.” 

“I'd try an' eat something if I was you. Be sure you cut that velvet straight, if you go to work on it.” 

When the two were sitting together at their work in the little room back of the shop, Margy suddenly threw 

her scissors down. “There!” said she, “I've done it; I knew I should. I've cut this velvet bias. I knew I should 

cut everything bias I touched today.” 

There was a droll pucker on her mouth; then it began to quiver. She hid her face in her hands and sobbed. 

“Oh, dear, dear, dear!” 

“Margy Wilson, what is the matter?” 

“George and I — had a talk last night. We've broke the engagement, an' it's killing me. An' now I've cut this 

velvet bias. Oh, dear, dear, dear, dear!” 

“For the land's sake, don't mind anything about the velvet! What's come betwixt you an' George?” 

“His mother — horrid old thing! He said she'd got to live with us, and I said she shouldn't. Then he said he 

wouldn't marry any girl that wasn't willing to live with his mother, and I said he wouldn't ever marry me, then. 
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If George Elliot thinks more of his mother than he does of me, he can have her. I don't care. I'll show him I 

can get along without him.” 

“Well, I don't know, Margy. I'm real sorry about it. George Elliot's a good, likely young man; but if you didn't 

want to live with his mother, it was better to say so right in the beginning. And I don't know as I blame you 

much; she's pretty set in her ways.” 

“I guess she is. I never could bear her. I guess he'll find out —” 

Margy dried her eyes defiantly and took up the velvet again. “I've spoilt this velvet. I don't see why being 

disappointed in love should affect a girl so's to make her cut bias.” 

There was a whimsical element in Margy which seemed to roll uppermost along with her grief. 

Esther looked a little puzzled. “Never mind the velvet, child; it ain't much, anyway.” She began tossing over 

some ribbons to cover her departure from her usual reticence. “I'm real sorry about it, Margy. Such things are 

hard to bear, but they can be lived through. I know something about it myself. You knew I'd had some of this 

kind of trouble, didn't you?” 

“About Mr. Woodman, you mean?” 

“Yes, about Marcus Woodman. I'll tell you what 'tis, Margy Wilson, you've got one thing to be thankful for, 

and that is that there ain't anything ridickerlous about this affair of yourn. That makes it the hardest of 

anything, according to my mind — when you know that everybody's laughing, and you can hardly help 

laughing yourself, though you feel 'most ready to die.” 

“Ain't that Mr. Woodman crazy?” 

“No, he ain't crazy; he's got too much will for his common sense, that's all, and the will teeters the sense a 

little too far into the air. I see all through it from the beginning. I could read Marcus Woodman jest like a 

book.” 

“I don't see how in the world you ever come to like such a man.” 

“Well, I s'pose love's the strongest when there ain't any good reason for it. They say it is. I can't say as I ever 

really admired Marcus Woodman much. I always see right through him; but that didn't hinder my thinking so 

much of him that I never felt as if I could marry any other man. And I've had chances, though I shouldn't want 

you to say so.” 

“You turned him off because he went to sitting on the church steps?” 

“Course I did. Do you s'pose I was going to marry a man who made a laughingstock of himself that way?” 

“I don't see how he ever come to do it. It's the funniest thing I ever heard of.” 
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“I know it. It seems so silly nobody'd believe it. Well, all there is about it, Marcus Woodman's got so much 

mulishness in him it makes him almost miraculous. You see, he got up an' spoke in that church meeting when 

they had such a row about Mr. Morton's being settled here — Marcus was awful set again' him. I never could 

see any reason why, and I don't think he could. He said Mr. Morton wa'n't doctrinal; that was what they all 

said; but I don't believe half of 'em knew what doctrinal was. I never could see why Mr. Morton wa'n't as 

good as most ministers — enough sight better than them that treated him so, anyway. I always felt that they 

was really setting him in a pulpit high over their heads by using him the way they did, though they didn't 

know it. 

“Well, Marcus spoke in that church meeting, an' he kept getting more and more set every word he said. He 

always had a way of saying things over and over, as if he was making steps out of 'em, an' raising of himself 

up on 'em, till there was no moving him at all. And he did that night. Finally, when he was up real high, he 

said, as for him, if Mr. Morton was settled over that church, he'd never go inside the door himself as long as 

he lived. Somebody spoke out then — I never quite knew who 'twas, though I suspected — an' says, ‘You'll 

have to set on the steps, then, Brother Woodman.’ 

“Everybody laughed at that but Marcus. He didn't see nothing to laugh at. He spoke out awful set, kinder 

gritting his teeth, ‘I will set on the steps fifty years before I'll go into this house if that man's settled here.’ 

“I couldn't believe he'd really do it. We were going to be married that spring, an' it did seem as if he might 

listen to me; but he wouldn't. The Sunday Mr. Morton begun to preach, he begun to set on them steps, an' he's 

set there ever since, in all kinds of weather. It's a wonder it ain't killed him; but I guess it's made him tough.” 

“Why, didn't he feel bad when you wouldn't marry him?” 

“Feel bad? Of course he did. He took on terribly. But it didn't make any difference; he wouldn't give in a 

hair's breadth. I declare it did seem as if I should die. His mother felt awfully, too — she's a real good woman. 

I don't know what Marcus would have done without her. He wants a sight of tending and waiting on; he's 

dreadful babyish in some ways, though you wouldn't think it. 

“Well, it's all over now as far as I'm concerned. I've got over it a good deal, though sometimes it makes me 

jest as mad as ever to see him setting there. But I try to be reconciled, and I get along jest as well, mebbe, as if 

I'd had him — I don't know. I fretted more at first than there was any sense in, and I hope you won't.” 

“I ain't going to fret at all, Miss Barney. I may cut bias for a while, but I shan't do anything worse.” 

“How you do talk, child!” 

A good deal of it was talk with Margy; she had not as much courage as her words proclaimed. She was 

capable of a strong temporary resolution, but of no enduring one. She gradually weakened as the days without 

her lover went on, and one Saturday night she succumbed entirely. There was quite a rush of business, but 

through it all she caught a conversation between some customers — two pretty young girls. 

“Who was that with you last night at the concert?” 
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“That — oh, that was George Elliot. Didn't you know him?” 

“He's got another girl,” thought Margy, with a great throb. 

The next Sunday night, coming out of meeting with Miss Barney, she left her suddenly. George Elliot was 

one of a waiting line of young men in the vestibule. She went straight up to him. He looked at her in 

bewilderment, his dark face turning red. 

“Good evening, Miss Wilson,” he stammered out, finally. 

“Good evening,” she whispered, and stood looking up at him piteously. She was white and trembling. 

At last he stepped forward suddenly and offered her his arm. In spite of his resentment, he could not put her to 

open shame before all his mates, who were staring curiously. 

When they were out in the dark, cool street, he bent over her. “Why, Margy, what does all this mean?” 

“Oh, George, let her live with us, please. I want her to. I know I can get along with her if I try. I'll do 

everything I can. Please let her live with us.” 

“Who's her?” 

“Your mother.” 

“And I suppose us is you and I? I thought that was all over, Margy. Ain't it?” 

“Oh, George, I am sorry I treated you so.” 

“And you are willing to let mother live with us now?” 

“I'll do anything. Oh, George!” 

“Don't cry, Margy. There — nobody's looking — give us a kiss. It's been a long time, ain't it, dear? So you've 

made up your mind that you're willing to let mother live with us?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well, I don't believe she ever will, Margy. She's about made up her mind to go and live with my brother 

Edward, whether or no. So you won't be troubled with her. I dare say she might have been a little of a trial as 

she grew older.” 

“You didn't tell me.” 
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“I thought it was your place to give in, dear.” 

“Yes, it was, George.” 

“I'm mighty glad you did. I tell you what it is, dear, I don't know how you've felt, but I've been pretty 

miserable lately.” 

“Poor George!” 

They passed Esther Barney's house, and strolled along half a mile farther. When they returned, and Margy 

stole softly into the house and upstairs, it was quite late and Esther had gone to bed. Margy saw the light was 

not out in her room, so she peeped in. She could not wait till morning to tell her. 

“Where have you been?” said Esther, looking up at her out of her pillows. 

“Oh, I went to walk a little way with George.” 

“Then you've made up?” 

“Yes.” 

“Is his mother going to live with you?” 

“No, I guess not. She's going to live with Edward. But I told him I was willing she should. I've about made up 

my mind it's a woman's place to give in mostly. I s'pose you think I'm an awful fool.” 

“No, I don't; no, I don't, Margy. I'm real glad it's all right betwixt you and George. I've seen you weren't very 

happy lately.” 

They talked a little longer, then Margy said “Good night,” going over to Esther and kissing her. Being so rich 

in love made her generous with it. She looked down sweetly into the older woman's thin, red-cheeked face. “I 

wish you were as happy as I,” said she. “I wish you and Mr. Woodman could make up, too.” 

“That's an entirely different matter. I couldn't give in in such a thing as that.” 

Margy looked at her; she was not subtle, but she had just come out triumphant through innocent love and 

submission, and used the wisdom she had gained thereby. 

“Don't you believe,” said she, “if you was to give in the way I did, that he would?” 

Esther started up with an astonished air. That had never occurred to her before. “Oh, I don't believe he would. 

You don't know him; he's awful set. Besides, I don't know but I'm better off the way it is.” 
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In spite of herself, however, she could not help thinking of Margy's suggestion. Would he give in? She was 

hardly disposed to run the risk. With her peculiar cast of mind, her feeling for the ludicrous so keen that it 

almost amounted to a special sense, and her sensitiveness to ridicule, it would have been easier for her to have 

married a man under the shadow of a crime than one who was the deserving target of gibes and jests. Besides, 

she told herself, it was possible that he had changed his mind, that he no longer cared for her. How could she 

make the first overtures? She had not Margy's impulsiveness and innocence of youth to excuse her. 

Also, she was partly influenced by the reason which she had given Margy: she was not so very sure that it 

would be best for her to take any such step. She was more fixed in the peace and pride of her old-maidenhood 

than she had realized, and was more shy of disturbing it. Her comfortable meals, her tidy housekeeping, and 

her prosperous work had become such sources of satisfaction to her that she was almost wedded to them, and 

jealous of any interference. 

So it is doubtful if there would have been any change in the state of affairs if Marcus Woodman's mother had 

not died toward spring. Esther was greatly distressed about it. 

“I don't see what Marcus is going to do,” she told Margy. “He ain't any fitter to take care of himself than a 

baby, and he won't have any housekeeper, they say.” 

One evening, after Marcus's mother had been dead about three weeks, Esther went over there. Margy had 

gone out to walk with George, so nobody knew. When she reached the house — a white cottage on a hill — 

she saw a light in the kitchen window. 

“He's there,” said she. She knocked on the door softly. Marcus shuffled over to it — he was in his stocking 

feet — and opened it. 

“Good evening, Marcus,” said she, speaking first. 

“Good evening.” 

“I hadn't anything special to do this evening, so I thought I'd look in a minute and see how you was getting 

along.” 

“I ain't getting along very well; but I'm glad to see you. Come right in.” 

When she was seated opposite him by the kitchen fire, she surveyed him and his surroundings pityingly. 

Everything had an abject air of forlornness; there was neither tidiness nor comfort. After a few words she rose 

energetically. “See here, Marcus,” said she, “you jest fill up that teakettle, and I'm going to slick up here a 

little for you while I stay.” 

“Now, Esther, I don't feel as if —” 

“Don't you say nothing. Here's the teakettle. I might jest as well be doing that as setting still.” 
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He watched her in a way that made her nervous, as she flew about putting things to rights; but she said to 

herself that this was easier than sitting still, and gradually leading up to the object for which she had come. 

She kept wondering if she could ever accomplish it. When the room was in order, finally, she sat down again, 

with a strained-up look in her face. 

“Marcus,” said she, “I might as well begin. There was something I wanted to say to you tonight.” 

He looked at her, and she went on: 

“I've been thinking some lately about how matters used to be betwixt you an' me, and it's jest possible — I 

don't know — but I might have been a little more patient than I was. I don't know as I'd feel the same way 

now if —” 

“Oh, Esther, what do you mean?” 

“I ain't going to tell you, Marcus Woodman, if you can't find out. I've said full enough; more'n I ever thought I 

should.” 

He was an awkward man, but he rose and threw himself on his knees at her feet with all the grace of complete 

unconsciousness of action. “Oh, Esther, you don't mean, do you? — you don't mean that you'd be willing to 

— marry me?” 

“No; not if you don't get up. You look ridickerlous.” 

“Esther, do you mean it?” 

“Yes. Now get up.” 

“You ain't thinking — I can't give up what we had the trouble about, any more now than I could then.” 

“Ain't I said once that wouldn't make any difference?” 

At that he put his head down on her knees and sobbed. 

“Do, for mercy sake, stop! Somebody'll be coming in. 'Tain't as if we was a young couple.” 

“I ain't going to till I've told you about it, Esther. You ain't never really understood. In the first of it, we was 

both mad; but we ain't now, and we can talk it over. Oh, Esther, I've had such an awful life! I've looked at 

you, and — Oh, dear, dear, dear!” 

“Marcus, you scare me to death crying so.” 

“I won't. Esther, look here — it's the gospel truth: I ain't a thing again' Mr. Morton now.” 
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“Then why on earth don't you go into the meeting house and behave yourself?” 

“Don't you suppose I would if I could? I can't, Esther — I can't.” 

“I don't know what you mean by can't.” 

“Do you s'pose I've took any comfort sitting there on them steps in the winter snows an' the summer suns? Do 

you s'pose I've took any comfort not marrying you? Don't you s'pose I'd given all I was worth any time the 

last ten year to have got up an' walked into the church with the rest of the folks?” 

“Well, I'll own, Marcus, I don't see why you couldn't if you wanted to.” 

“I ain't sure as I see, myself, Esther. All I know is I can't make myself give it up. I can't. I ain't made strong 

enough to.” 

“As near as I can make out, you've taken to sitting on the church steps the way other men take to smoking and 

drinking.” 

“I don't know but you're right, Esther, though I hadn't thought of it in that way before.” 

“Well, you must try to overcome it.” 

“I never can, Esther. It ain't right for me to let you think I can.” 

“Well, we won't talk about it any more tonight. It's time I was going home.” 

“Esther — did you mean it?” 

“Mean what?” 

“That you'd marry me anyway?” 

“Yes, I did. Now do get up. I do hate to see you looking so silly.” 

Esther had a new pearl-colored silk gown, and a little mantle like it, and a bonnet trimmed with roses and 

plumes, and she and Marcus were married in June. 

The Sunday on which she came out a bride they were late at church; but late as it was, curious people were 

lingering by the steps to watch them. What would they do? Would Marcus Woodman enter that church door 

which his awful will had guarded for him so long? 

They walked slowly up the steps between the watching people. When they came to the place where he was 

accustomed to sit, Marcus stopped short and looked down at his wife with an agonized face. 
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“Oh, Esther, I've — got — to stop.” 

“Well, we'll both sit down here, then.” 

“You?” 

“Yes; I'm willing.” 

“No; you go in.” 

“No, Marcus; I sit with you on our wedding Sunday.” 

Her sharp, middle-aged face as she looked up at him was fairly heroic. This was all that she could do: her last 

weapon was used. If this failed, she would accept the chances with which she had married, and before the 

eyes of all these tittering people she would sit down at his side on these church steps. She was determined, 

and she would not weaken. 

He stood for a moment staring into her face. He trembled so that the bystanders noticed it. He actually leaned 

over toward his old seat as if wire ropes were pulling him down upon it. Then he stood up straight, like a man, 

and walked through the church door with his wife. 

The people followed. Not one of them even smiled. They had felt the pathos in the comedy. 

The sitters in the pews watched Marcus wonderingly as he went up the aisle with Esther. He looked strange to 

them; he had almost the grand mien of a conqueror. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/mary-e-wilkins-freeman/short-story/a-conflict-ended 
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After Our Planet 

by Mark Strand 

 

Issue no. 125 (Winter 1992) 

I 

I am writing from a place you have never been, 

Where the trains don’t run, and planes 

Don’t land, a place to the west, 

Where heavy hedges of snow surround each house, 

Where the wind screams at the moon’s blank face, 

Where the people are plain, and fashions, 

If they come, come late and are seen 

As forms of oppression, sources of sorrow. 

This is a place that sparkles a bit at 7 P.M., 

Then goes out, and slides into the funeral home 

Of the stars, and everyone dreams of floating 

Like angels in sweet-smelling habits, 

Of being released from sundry services 

Into the round of pleasures there for the asking— 

Days like pages torn from a family album, 

Endless reunions, the heavenly choir at the barbecue 

Adjusting its tone to serve the occasion, 

And everyone staring, stunned into magnitude. 

II 

The soldiers are gone, and now the women are leaving. 

The dogs howl at the moon, and the moon flees 

Through the clouds. I wonder if I shall ever catch up. 

I think of the shining cheeks, the serious palettes 

Of my friends, and I am sure I am not of their 

   company. 

There was a time when I touched by the pallor of truth, 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=c4d8296cf1&e=d538c8f2e0
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When the fatal steps I took seemed more like the drift 

Of summer crossed at times by the scented music of 

   rain, 

But that was before I was waved to the side 

By the officer on duty, and told that henceforth 

I would have to invent my pleasure, carve it out of 

   the air, 

Subtract it from my future. And I could have no 

   illusions; 

A mysterious crape would cover my work. The roll of a 

   drum 

Would govern the fall of my feet in the long corridors. 

“And listen,” the officer said, “on any morning look down 

Into the valley. Watch the shadows, the clouds dispersing 

Then look through the ice into nature’s frozen 

   museum, 

See how perfectly everything fits in its space.” 

III 

I have just said good-bye to a friend 

And am staring at fields of cornstalks. 

Their stubble is being burned, and the smoke 

Forms a gauze over the sun’s blank face. 

Off to the side there is a line of poplars. 

And beyond, someone is driving a tractor. 

Does he live in that little white house? 

Someone is playing a tape of birds singing. 

Someone has fallen asleep on a boxcar of turnips. 

I think of the seasonal possibilities. 

O pretty densities of white on white! 

O snowflake lost in the vestibules of April air! 

Beyond the sadness—the empty restaurants, 

The empty streets, the small lamps shining 

Down on the town—I see only the stretches 

Of ice and snow, the straight pines, the frigid moon. 
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IV 

“I would like to step out of my heart’s door and be 

Under the great sky.” I would like to step out 

And be on the other side, and be part of all 

That surrounds me. I would like to be 

In that solitude of soundless things, in the random 

Company of the wind, to be weightless, nameless. 

But not for long, for I would be downcast without 

The things I keep inside my heart; and in no time 

I would be back. Ah! the old heart 

In which I sleep, in which my sleep increases, in which 

My grief is ponderous, in which the leaves are falling, 

In which the streets are long, in which the night 

Is dark, in which the sky is great, the old heart 

That murmurs to me of what cannot go on, 

Of the dancing, of the inmost dancing. 

V 

I go out and sit on my roof, hoping 

That a creature from another planet will see me 

And say, “There’s life on earth, definitely life; 

“See that earthling on top of his home, 

His manifold possessions under him, 

Let’s name him after our planet.” Whoa! 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=c4d8296cf1&e=d538c8f2e0 
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The art of forgetting: microglia eats memories away in mice 

ByRosa García-Verdugo   

As important as remembering, it is forgetting. As Sherlock Holmes said the brain is like a room that you 

furnish with memories but where space is limited and unnecesary information should be erased. Much on how 

this erasing works is unkown, but a new study points out to a certain immune cell population in the brain, the 

microglia, to be key in pruning away memories in mice. 

 

Astroglia Z-stack confocal image made with 100X lens on Olympus FV1000 microscope. Source: Gerry 

Shaw – Wikimedia Commons 

Microglia are a type of glial cells in the central nervous system (CNS). This “supporting” cells are the 

macrophages of the brain. And as such are the first immune barrier in the nervous system. It is known that 

during maturation of the CNS, many synapses -contacts between neurons- are pruned, that is, lost. And 

https://mappingignorance.org/2020/05/13/the-art-of-forgetting-microglia-eats-memories-away-in-mice/#author
https://science.sciencemag.org/content/367/6478/688
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Microglia
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microglial cells are involved in this synaptic erasing. Therefore, the hypothesis was if they would also be 

involved in general memory loss, since they are also known to paly a role in neurodegenerative diseases. 

To test it, the researchers delivered a foot shock to mice in a particular cage. After 5 days, the mice still 

remembered that the cage was no good and froze. However, 35 days after they were starting to forget what 

happened in the cage. Their memories were being erased. 

Then to prove microglial activity in this memory loss, they used a drug to get rid of them and saw that those 

mice with fewer of those cells took longer to forget, and therefore froze for more time when placed back in 

the shock-cage. The same was true when microglial cells were incapacitated to eat the synaptic connections 

among neurons. These results point to a microglia-mediated forgetting in these mice. 

Another experiment where the neurons coding this fearful experience were labelled and inhibited to fire away 

their signals, showed that this inhibition of activity made them more susceptible for microglial synaptic 

disruption. This result would point to the observation that memories that are not exercised will often be 

forgotten more easily. 

So, microglia are involved in forgetting in mice. At least fearful memories in the hippocampus. Since this 

brain region is where early memories are stored before being moved to other brain regions for long-term 

storage, it is not known whether this also takes place elsewhere in the brain And also it does not answer why 

some old memories barely used are not deleted as easily. 

Rosa García-Verdugo 

 

Rosa studied Biochemistry at University of Oviedo and, after working for a while in immunology at the 

Center for Biological Research (CIB) and another brief period of systems biology at the Center for Genomic 

Regulation (CRG), she eventually got her PhD in systems neurobiology at the Max-Planck-Institute of 

Neurobiology in Munich. Her research deals with neuronal plasticity in mouse visual cortex and big 2-photon 

microscopes. 

 Website @starvingneuron 
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VIA PRINCETON UNIVERSITY PRESS 

‘Something Like My Own Obituary.’ Albert Einstein on Skepticism, Reason, and Truth 

From His Autobiographical Notes 

By Albert Einstein 

 

Here I sit in order to write, at the age of 67, something like my own obituary. I am doing this not merely 

because Dr. Schilpp has persuaded me to do it, but because I do, in fact, believe that it is a good thing to show 

those who are striving alongside of us how our own striving and searching appears in retrospect. After some 

reflection, I felt how imperfect any such attempt is bound to be. For, however brief and limited one’s working 

life may be, and however predominant may be the way of error, the exposition of that which is worthy of 

communication does nonetheless not come easy—today’s person of 67 is by no means the same as was the 

one of 50, of 30, or of 20. 

Every reminiscence is colored by one’s present state, hence by a deceptive point of view. This consideration 

could easily deter one. Nevertheless much can be gathered out of one’s own experience that is not open to 

another consciousness. 

When I was a fairly precocious young man I became thoroughly impressed with the futility of the hopes and 

strivings that chase most men restlessly through life. Moreover, I soon discovered the cruelty of that chase, 

which in those years was much more carefully covered up by hypocrisy and glittering words than is the case 

today. By the mere existence of his stomach everyone was condemned to participate in that chase. The 

stomach might well be satisfied by such participation, but not man insofar as he is a thinking and feeling 

being. 

https://press.princeton.edu/books/hardcover/9780691183602/einstein-on-einstein
https://lithub.com/author/alberteinstein/
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As the first way out there was religion, which is implanted into every child by way of the traditional 

education-machine. Thus I came—though the child of entirely irreligious (Jewish) parents—to a deep 

religiousness, which, however, reached an abrupt end at the age of 12. Through the reading of popular 

scientific books I soon reached the conviction that much in the stories of the Bible could not be true. The 

consequence was a positively fanatic [orgy of] freethinking coupled with the impression that youth is 

intentionally being deceived by the state through lies; it was a crushing impression. 

What, precisely, is “thinking”? When, on the reception of sense impressions, memory pictures emerge, this is 

not yet “thinking.” 

Mistrust of every kind of authority grew out of this experience, a skeptical attitude toward the convictions that 

were alive in any specific social environment—an attitude that has never again left me, even though, later on, 

it has been tempered by a better insight into the causal connections. 

It is quite clear to me that the religious paradise of youth, which was thus lost, was a first attempt to free 

myself from the chains of the “merely personal,” from an existence dominated by wishes, hopes, and 

primitive feelings. Out yonder there was this huge world, which exists independently of us human beings and 

which stands before us like a great, eternal riddle, at least partially accessible to our inspection and thinking. 

The contemplation of this world beckoned as a liberation, and I soon noticed that many a man whom I had 

learned to esteem and to admire had found inner freedom and security in its pursuit. 

The mental grasp of this extra-personal world within the frame of our capabilities presented itself to my mind, 

half consciously, half unconsciously, as a supreme goal. Similarly motivated men of the present and of the 

past, as well as the insights they had achieved, were the friends who could not be lost. The road to this 

paradise was not as comfortable and alluring as the road to the religious paradise; but it has shown itself 

reliable, and I have never regretted having chosen it. 

What I have said here is true only in a certain sense, just as a drawing consisting of a few strokes can do 

justice to a complicated object, full of perplexing details, only in a very limited sense. If an individual enjoys 

well-ordered thoughts, it is quite possible that this side of his nature may grow more pronounced at the cost of 

other sides and thus may determine his mentality in increasing degree. In this case it may well be that such an 

individual sees in retrospect a uniformly systematic development, whereas the actual experience takes place in 

kaleidoscopic particular situations. 

The great variety of the external situations and the narrowness of the momentary content of consciousness 

bring about a sort of atomizing of the life of every human being. In a man of my type, the turning point of the 

development lies in the fact that gradually the major interest disengages itself to a far-reaching degree from 

the momentary and the merely personal and turns toward the striving for a conceptual grasp of things. Looked 

at from this point of view, the above schematic remarks contain as much truth as can be stated with such 

brevity. 

What, precisely, is “thinking”? When, on the reception of sense impressions, memory pictures emerge, this is 

not yet “thinking.” And when such pictures form sequences, each member of which calls forth another, this 

too is not yet “thinking.” When, however, a certain picture turns up in many such sequences, then—precisely 
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by such return—it becomes an organizing element for such sequences, in that it connects sequences in 

themselves unrelated to each other. 

Such an element becomes a tool, a concept. I think that the transition from free association or “dreaming” to 

thinking is characterized by the more or less preeminent role played by the “concept.” It is by no means 

necessary that a concept be tied to a sensorily cognizable and reproducible sign (word); but when this is the 

case, then thinking becomes thereby capable of being communicated. 

With what right—the reader will ask—does this man operate so carelessly and primitively with ideas in such 

a problematic realm without making even the least effort to prove anything? My defense: all our thinking is of 

this nature of free play with concepts; the justification for this play lies in the degree of comprehension of our 

sensations that we are able to achieve with its aid. The concept of “truth” cannot yet be applied to such a 

structure; to my thinking this concept becomes applicable only when a far-reaching agreement (convention) 

concerning the elements and rules of the game is already at hand. 

At the age of 12 I experienced a second wonder . . . in a little book dealing with Euclidean plane geometry, 

which came into my hands at the beginning of a school year. 

I have no doubt but that our thinking goes on for the most part without use of signs (words) and beyond that 

to a considerable degree unconsciously. For how, otherwise, should it happen that sometimes we “wonder” 

quite spontaneously about some experience? This “wondering” appears to occur when an experience comes 

into conflict with a world of concepts already sufficiently fixed within us. Whenever such a conflict is 

experienced sharply and intensively it reacts back upon our world of thought in a decisive way. The 

development of this world of thought is in a certain sense a continuous flight from “wonder.” 

A wonder of this kind I experienced as a child of four or five years when my father showed me a compass. 

That this needle behaved in such a determined way did not at all fit into the kind of occurrences that could 

find a place in the unconscious world of concepts (efficacy produced by direct “touch”). I can still 

remember—or at least believe I can remember—that this experience made a deep and lasting impression upon 

me. 

Something deeply hidden had to be behind things. What man sees before him from infancy causes no reaction 

of this kind; he is not surprised by the falling of bodies, by wind and rain, nor by the moon, nor by the fact 

that the moon does not fall down, nor by the differences between living and nonliving matter. 

At the age of 12 I experienced a second wonder of a totally different nature—in a little book dealing with 

Euclidean plane geometry, which came into my hands at the beginning of a school year. Here were assertions, 

as for example the intersection of the three altitudes of a triangle at one point, that—though by no means 

evident—could nevertheless be proved with such certainty that any doubt appeared to be out of the question. 

This lucidity and certainty made an indescribable impression upon me. That the axioms had to be accepted 

unproved did not disturb me. 

In any case it was quite sufficient for me if I could base proofs on propositions whose validity appeared to me 

beyond doubt. For example, I remember that an uncle told me about the Pythagorean theorem before the holy 

geometry booklet had come into my hands. After much effort I succeeded in “proving” this theorem on the 
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basis of the similarity of triangles; in doing so it seemed to me “evident” that the relations of the sides of the 

right-angled triangles would have to be completely determined by one of the acute angles. 

Only whatever did not in similar fashion seem to be “evident” appeared to me to be in need of any proof at 

all. Also, the objects with which geometry is concerned seemed to be of no different type from the objects of 

sensory perception, “which can be seen and touched.” This primitive conception, which probably also lies at 

the bottom of the well-known Kantian inquiry concerning the possibility of “synthetic judgments a priori,” 

rests obviously upon the fact that the relation of geometrical concepts to objects of direct experience (rigid 

rod, finite interval, etc.) was unconsciously present. 

If thus it appeared that it was possible to achieve certain knowledge of the objects of experience by means of 

pure thinking, this “wonder” rested upon an error. Nevertheless, for anyone who experiences it for the first 

time, it is marvelous enough that man is capable at all of reaching such a degree of certainty and purity in 

pure thinking as the Greeks showed us for the first time to be possible in geometry. 

__________________________________ 

 

Excerpted from Hanoch Gutfreund & Jürgen Renn’s Einstein on Einstein © 2020 Princeton University Press. 

From Albert Einstein’s ‘Autobiographical Notes’ Translated from the original German manuscript by Paul 

Arthur Schilpp and revised with the help of Professor Peter Bergmann of Syracuse University. 

Albert EinsteinEinstein on EinsteingeometryHanoch GutfreundJürgen RennmathphysicistsPrinceton 

University PressReligionscientistsskepticism 
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Albert Einstein 

Albert Einstein was a German-born physicist who developed the special and general theories of relativity and 

won the Nobel Prize for Physics in 1921 for his explanation of the photoelectric effect. Einstein is generally 

considered the most influential physicist of the 20th century. 
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“Beating the Bounds” 

How did people find out where their local boundaries were before there were reliable maps? 

 

Girls' Beating the Bounds' at a fence near St Albans in Hertfordshire, 1913 

  

Getty 

By: Amelia Soth  

  

Maps are only one way of knowing the shape of a place. Before the borders of England’s parishes were 

definitively mapped, people learned the boundaries of their community by foot. Every year, a few days before 

the feast of the Ascension, the members of each parish would come together to walk the edge of their 

common lands. 
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The practice was called “beating the bounds,” and the purpose was to create a shared mental map of the 

parish, to ensure that neighboring communities couldn’t encroach on their land. They carried flags, sang 

songs, read homilies, and used slender willow-branches to swat the landmarks that separated one parish from 

another. 

Pain was used as an aid to memory, and the form of attack was determined by the landscape. 

It was the responsibility of the older members of the community to remember the boundaries, and the 

responsibility of the younger ones to learn them, so that they could be preserved for another generation. Pain 

was used as an aid to memory, and the form of attack was determined by the landscape. If they came to a 

stream, the children’s heads might be dunked in it; if the boundary ran against a wall, they might be 

encouraged to race along it, so that they would fall into the brambles on either side. If they came across a 

ditch, they might be encouraged to jump across it, so that they would slip in the mud. And when they came to 

a boundary-stone, the children would be flipped upside down, to have their heads knocked against it. In some 

spots, though, more pleasant memories would be created, by pausing for a glass of beer or a snack of bread 

and cheese. Finally, they would finish with a party on the village green. 

The most practical reason for this tradition was to create a living record of the parish’s boundaries, which 

could serve as evidence in disputes. In one case, for instance, a 75-year-old man testified that he knew exactly 

where the eastern boundary of the parish lay, because he had been thrown into a heap of nettles there sixty 

years ago, when he was a boy. Simply asserting that he remembered the boundary would not have stood up in 

court; it was the vivid, visceral nature of this memory, its connection to a dramatic experience, that helped his 

parish win the case. 

Getty 
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The perambulation also served to bless the crops and to draw the people of the parish together. The poet and 

priest George Herbert wrote that the beating of the bounds was a time for “reconciling of differences” and 

that anyone who stayed home would be reproved as “uncharitable and unneighborly.” The parish came into 

being as its inhabitants walked it: both as a geographical space, and as a community. 

But, in the sixteenth century, the common lands began to be enclosed and appropriated to the exclusive use of 

landowners. John Taylor writes bitingly of how landowners, through enclosure, enriched themselves at the 

expense of their neighbors: 

One man in garments he doth wear 

A thousand akers on his back doth beare 

Whose ancestours in former times did give 

Meanes for a hundred people well to live 

Now all is shrunke, (in this vaineglorious age) 

T’attire a coach, a footman, and a page. 

Landowners employed professional surveyors to assess the value of each acre (which quickly led to hikes in 

the rent) and make maps of their properties. Rather than a space to be travelled through, the land was turned 

into an object that could be viewed at a distance and treated as a trophy. The common lands that the people 

had once considered part of their shared landscape were fenced off and surrounded with hedges, and the 

practice of “beating the bounds” was slowly suffocated. 

But the consequences of land enclosure were much more dramatic than simply destroying a colorful 

tradition. The common lands supported people in many ways: they were used for grazing, hunting, for digging 

sod, and for collecting firewood. Enclosure cut deeply into the ability of average commoners to support their 

families, and many were forced to uproot themselves and move to the cities, becoming industrial laborers. 
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The change was not effected without resistance. The fiery Puritan Robert Crowley called down a plague on 

the heads of rent-hiking landlords, writing that “when you have multipied your renttes to the higheste, so that 

ye have made all your tenantes your slaves to labour… then shal death sodaynly strike you, then shall God 

wythdrawe his comfortable grace from you…For your own conscience shall judge you worthye no mercye, 

because you have shewed no mercy.” 
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Others protested more subtly, by simply insisting on continuing to use the common land as they had always 

done, pushing past or pulling down hedges and leading their cattle onto the green. Most fascinating, however, 

are the cases in which protestors made use of the same festival spirit that characterized the beating of the 

bounds: leaders of anti-enclosure riots took up the mantle of “Lady Skimmington,” a cross-dressing 

character used to publicly shame people who committed antisocial acts. In her petticoats, she led rioters to 

tear down the enclosure hedges and reclaim the common lands. 
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Doctors Have Always Been Against High-Heeled Shoes 

Every generation of medical professionals has issued the same warnings about high heels. For hundreds of 

years. 

 

Louis XIV, King of France by Hyacinthe Rigaud 

  

via Wikimedia Commons 

By: Matthew Wills  

High-heeled shoes in Europe date back to the early 1600s. For a fair amount of the time since, those in the 

medical professions have been arguing against them—accurately, but ineffectually. Marc Linder and Charles 

L. Saltzman track the “hortatory monologue that physicians have been carrying on with wearers of high 

heels for 250 years.” Nobody seems to have been paying attention, including succeeding physicians who 

reinvented the warnings about high heels generation after generation. 
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Initially, the people who wore high heels were aristocrats, both men and women. Thackeray, writing of Louis 

XIV, described “the little lean, shriveled, paunchy old man, of five feet two,” gaining eight inches with a 

towering wig on top and high heels below. The well-turned leg was a masculine thing, shown off by knee 

breeches. 

But fashion changes. The French Revolution leveled many things, including heels. This sans-culottes trend 

spread to England and the United States. Heels wouldn’t rise again until the second half of the nineteenth 

century, but this time only for women. And not just upper-class women, as in the ancien regime. 

Dutch anatomist and physician Jacob Benignus Winslow (1669–1760) wasn’t the first to critique high heels 

from an anatomical perspective. But Linder and Saltzman argue that Winslow made his arguments in 

“biomechanical terms still acceptable to orthopaedic surgeons.” Winslow’s “Anatomical Reflections on the 

Discomforts, Infirmities, etc. which Happen to the Human Body as a result of Certain Attitudes and Clothing” 

(1742) “traced the loss of the free movement of the foot bones in their natural state.” 

Nicholas Andry, the most prominent French orthopedist in the first half of the eighteenth century, said “that 

too high heels induced curvature of the spine in young people.” He recommended that girls shouldn’t wear 

high heels before the age of fifteen. In 1781, Peter Camper, a comparative anatomist, wrote in his Dissertation 

on the Best Form of the Shoe that wealthy women walked “on the fore-ends of their feet, and consequently, 

very badly; they walk, if it is permitted to make the comparison, like the majority of quadrupeds—on their 

toes only.” He also argued that high heels were bad for pregnancy. 

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

When heels returned in the second half of the nineteenth century, physicians went on the offensive again. This 

trend spread into more popular venues. Charles Dickens’s The Year Round magazine noted that the 

anatomists had finally gotten what Herman von Meyer, doyen of Zurich, called The Correct Form of 

Shoes (1858). 

Linder and Saltzman go on to document the concerns of medical professionals from the end of the nineteenth 

century through the twentieth. So medicine concurs that high heels are bad for you, but that doesn’t stop 

people from wearing them. Nor companies from mandating them. 
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A Red Flower 

by Vsevolod Garshin 

 

A Red Flower (1883), also known as The Red Flower, was dedicated to the memory of Ivan Sergeievitch 

Tourgeniev. The translation we offer was published in 1911 by Brown Brothers, Philadelphia. 

 

Illustration for A Red Flower, 1889 

I. 
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"In the name of His Imperial Highness, Emperor Peter the First, I have come to make an inspection of this 

insane asylum!" 

These words were spoken in a loud, shrill, ringing voice. The secretary of the asylum, entering the name of 

the new inmate in a large, much-worn book which lay on an ink-soiled table, could not resist a smile. But the 

two young men who brought the patient felt little inclination to laugh. They could hardly stand upon their legs 

after having passed forty-eight hours without sleep, alone with the madman, whom they accompanied on the 

train. At the railroad station preceding the last his violence increased greatly, and, with the assistance of the 

conductors and a gendarme, a straight-jacket, which had been obtained somewhere, was placed upon the 

patient. In this manner he was brought to the city and into the hospital. 

He was frightful to see. His gray suit, torn to shreds during the attack, was partially concealed by the coarse 

canvas jacket, whose long sleeves clasped his arms cross-wise on his breast and were tied behind. His 

bloodshot, distended eyes he had not slept for ten days sparkled with a motionless, fiery lustre; the lower lip 

twitched convulsively; tangled, curly hair fell with a crest over his forehead; with quick and heavy footsteps 

he walked back and forth from one corner of the office to the other, searchingly examining the old cabinets 

containing documents, the oilcloth-covered chairs, and occasionally giving a glance at his fellow-travellers. 

"Take him into the ward—to the right." 

"I know, I know. I have been already with you during the past year. We examined the hospital. I know all, and 

it will be difficult for you to deceive me," said the madman. 

He went towards the door. The attendant opened it before him; with a rapid, heavy and resolute gait, his 

distraught countenance lifted high, he walked out of the office, and, almost running, veered to the right in the 

direction of the department indicated. His guides could hardly keep up with him. 

"Ring the bell. I can't. You've tied my hands." 

The doorkeeper opened the door and the travellers entered the hospital. 

This was a large stone building, an old governmental structure. Two large chambers—one a dining-room, the 

other a general apartment for calm patients—a wide corridor with a glass door at one end facing the flower 

garden, and about twenty separate chambers occupied by the patients constituted the ground floor. Here also 

were fitted up two dark rooms—one lined with cushions, the other with boards—both of which were used for 

confining the violent, and a large vaulted chamber—a bath room. The upper floor was occupied by women. A 

discordant din, accompanied by groans and cries, came from there. The hospital was originally constructed 

for eighty souls, but as it served for several of the neighboring districts it really harbored about three hundred. 

Each of the little chambers contained four or five beds; during the winter the patients were not permitted in 

the garden, and, all the iron-barred windows being kept tightly shut, it would become very suffocating. 

The new patient was taken to the bathroom. This room would have produced a painful impression even upon 

a healthy man; upon a diseased and excited imagination it had a still more distressing effect. It was a large 

vaulted room with a stone floor, and lighted with but one corner window; the walls and the arches were 

painted dark red; on the level with the floor, which was thick with dirt, were incased two stone bathtubs; these 
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seemed like two oval pits filled with water. The enormous copper stove, with a cylinder boiler for warming 

the water, and with an elaborate system of tubes and stopcocks, occupied a place opposite the window. 

Everything bore for a deranged mind a gloomy and fantastic character, and the bathroom attendant, a stout 

man, an ever-silent Little Russian, increased this impression by his sombre countenance. 

When they brought the patient into this terrible room to give him a bath, and also, in accordance with the 

doctor's orders, to place on the nape of his neck a big Spanish fly, he became terror stricken. Thoughts 

distressing and absurd, one more monstrous than the other, flew about in his head. What was this? An 

Inquisition? Some secret torture chamber where his enemies had resolved to end his life? Perhaps it was hell 

itself? Finally he came to the conclusion that it was a test of some kind. Despite his desperate struggles he was 

undressed. His strength doubled by his disease, he easily threw several of the attendants who tried to hold him 

on the floor; but in the end four of them mastered him, and, holding him by the hands and feet, lowered him 

into the water. Boiling it seemed to him, and in his crazed mind there flashed an incoherent and fragmentary 

thought about having to undergo a test with boiling water and red-hot iron. Almost smothered in his speech by 

the water which filled his mouth, he continued to struggle convulsively with arms and legs, which were held 

fast by the attendants. He gave utterance to both prayers and curses. He shouted till his strength was gone, and 

finally, with hot tears in his eyes, he ejaculated a phrase which had not the least connection with his other 

utterances: 

"Great martyr St. George! I give my body into thy hands. But the soul—no; oh, no! …" 

The attendants still held him, though he had ceased to struggle. The warm bath and the Spanish fly had 

produced the desired effect. But when they removed him almost insensible from the water and set him down 

on the tabouret, the remainder of his strength and insane thoughts once more broke forth. 

"Why? why?" shouted he. "I did not wish anyone harm. Why kill me? Oh, oh, oh! Oh, Lord! Oh, you martyrs 

before me! I pray to you, deliver me. …" 

Feeling a burning on the nape of his neck, he began his struggles with the attendants anew. The nurse could 

not manage him, and did not know what to do. "You can't do anything with him," remarked the soldier who 

assisted in the operation. "It must be removed." 

These simple words brought the patient into a trembling. "Removed? … Remove what? Remove whom? 

Remove me?" cried he, and in deathly agony he closed his eyes. The soldier grasped the two ends of a rough 

towel, and pressing it down tightly drew it quickly across the neck of the patient, causing the Spanish fly to 

come off, together with the outer skin, and leaving an ugly looking sore. The pain produced by this operation, 

not to be endured even by a sane and healthy person, seemed to the madman to be the end of all. He burst 

forward most ferociously, released the hold of the attendants, and his naked body rolled on the stone floor. He 

thought that they had chopped off his head. He wished to cry out, but could not. He was carried away on a 

litter in an insensible condition, which soon passed into a long and sound sleep. 

II. 

He awoke at night. Everything was still; from the large neighboring room could be heard the breathing of the 

sleeping inmates. Somewhere from afar sounded a strange, monotonous voice. It was that of a patient 
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conversing with himself in a dark room; and from the top floor—the women's department—a hoarse contralto 

was singing a wild song. The patient listened to these sounds. He felt a terrible weakness in all his organs; his 

neck pained him frightfully. 

"Where am I? What is the matter with me?" were the thoughts that came into his head, and suddenly, with an 

unusual vividness, there appeared before him the events of the past month, and he understood that he was ill 

and the nature of his illness. A whole row of disconnected thoughts, words and actions came into his memory, 

causing him to shudder in his entire body. "But this is ended, thank God, this is done," he muttered, and fell 

asleep again. 

An open window with iron bars faced a little lane between the large buildings and a stone inclosure. No one 

ever entered this lane, which was thickly overgrown with wild bushes and weeds, magnificently blooming at 

that time of the year. . . . Behind the bushes, just opposite the window, was a high fence bordering on a large 

garden; over this fence appeared the tall treetops, bathed in moonlight. 

To the right stood the white hospital building with lighted, iron-barred windows; to the left the white, deaf 

wall of the dead-house, made even more brilliant by the moonlight. The moonlight, entering through the 

window grating of our patient's room, illuminated a part of the bedding on the floor and the harassed, pale 

face of a man with closed eyes; there was nothing mad in him now. This was the deep, heavy sleep of a 

troubled man, dreamless and motionless and seeming almost without breath. He had awakened for a few 

minutes in full consciousness, as if well, but only to awaken again next morning the same madman. 

III. 

"How do you feel?" the physician asked him next day. 

The patient, who had only just awakened, still lay under the quilt. "Excellent!" answered he, springing up and 

putting on his slippers and morning gown. "Fine! Only one thing: here!" He pointed to his neck. 

"I can't turn my head without pain. But this is nothing. Everything is well if one only understands it; and I 

understand." 

"Do you know where you are?" 

"Of course, doctor! I am in an insane asylum. But if one understands it, it is quite immaterial; absolutely 

immaterial." 

The physician looked intently into the man's eyes. The beautiful, careworn face, with its luxuriant, blonde 

beard, and calm, blue eyes, which gazed through gold-rimmed spectacles, was motionless and impenetrable. 

The doctor watched him. 

"Why do you look at me so intently? You will not read that which is in my soul," said the patient, "but I can 

read yours clearly! Why do you do evil? Why did you gather this crowd of unfortunates, and why do you hold 

them here? To me it is all the same; I understand all, and am calm; but they? Why this torture? When man has 
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attained that state when his soul harbors a great thought—a universal thought—to him 'tis immaterial where 

he lives or what he feels. Even to live, or not to live. . . . Is it not so?" 

"Perhaps so," replied the doctor, sitting down on the stool in the corner of the room, that he might more easily 

observe the patient, who walked rapidly from one corner of the room to the other, dragging noisily his 

enormous horseskin slippers, and flaunting his cotton gown, decorated with wide, red stripes and large 

flowers. The assistant physician and the superintendent, both of whom accompanied the head physician, 

continued to stand at a distance, near the door. 

"But I possess it!" exclaimed the patient. "And when I found it, I felt myself born over again. My senses have 

become more acute; my brain works better than ever. What once required a long path of reasoning and 

conjecture I can do now intuitively. I have attained that degree in fact which has been projected in philosophy. 

I am experiencing those ideas in which time and space are essentials. I am living through all ages. I am living 

without space; everywhere or nowhere, as you wish. And that is why it is immaterial to me whether you hold 

me here or give me liberty, whether I am free or bound. I have noticed that there are several here such as I. 

But for the bulk of the inmates here the situation is terrible. Why don't you free them? Who needs. . ." 

"You remarked," the physician interrupted, "that you live without space or time. However, you cannot but 

agree with me that we are within this room, and that now (here the doctor pulled out his watch) is half-past 

ten A. M., on the sixth of May, of the 18—th year. What say you to that?" 

"Nothing; it's all the same to me where I am and when I live. If it's all the same to me, does it not mean that 

I'm everywhere and always?" 

The physician smiled. 

"Rare logic," said he, rising. "I think you're right. Good-by. Will you have a cigar?" 

"Thank you." He stopped, took the cigar and nervously bit off the end. "This helps one to think," said he. 

"This world is a microcosm. On one end is alkali, and on the other acids. . . . The same equilibrium has the 

world, in which the opposing ends become neutralized. Farewell, doctor!" 

The physician went further. Many of the patients, stretched in their hammocks, were awaiting him anxiously. 

No commander receives such homage from his subordinates as does the head physician from his insane 

patients. 

Our patient, left alone, continued to pace impetuously from one end of the chamber to the other. Tea was 

brought him. Without seating himself, he swallowed in two gulps the entire contents of the cup, and it took 

him but an instant to make away with a big slice of white bread. Later he went out of the room, and, taking no 

rest, spent several hours in walking, with his usual rapid and heavy gait, from one end of the building to the 

other. It was a rainy day and the patients were not permitted in the garden. When the assistant physician began 

to search for the new patient, they pointed him out at the end of the corridor; he stood there, with his face 

against the pane in the glass door, his eye fixed on a flower bed. His entire attention seemed attracted by a 

bright red flower, one which had the appearance of a poppy. 
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"Please have yourself weighed," said the assistant physician, touching the man's shoulder. When the 

individual thus addressed turned his face the doctor almost fell back in fright—so much savage hate and 

wickedness burned in the patient's senseless eyes. But seeing the assistant physician he at once changed the 

expression of his face, and obediently followed without saying a word, as if absorbed in deep thought. They 

entered the physician's cabinet; the patient mounted the platform of a small scale; the assistant weighing him 

noted in a book opposite his name 109 pounds. On the second day it was 107; on the third 106. 

"If he goes on in this way, he will not survive," said the physician, giving special orders to have him fed well. 

Notwithstanding this fact, however, and the extraordinary appetite of the patient, the latter grew thinner each 

day, and the assistant physician noted in the book a fewer and fewer number of pounds. The sick man rarely 

slept and passed whole days in ceaseless motion. 

IV. 

He was conscious that he was in an insane asylum, and was also aware that he was sick. Sometimes, as on the 

first night, he would awaken amidst the stillness, after a whole day of turbulent motion, feeling rheumatic 

pains in all his organs and a terrible heaviness in the head, but nevertheless in full consciousness. Perhaps this 

effect was produced by the absence of sensations in nocturnal stillness and dusk; or perhaps it was due to the 

weak efforts of a suddenly awakened brain, enabling him to catch, during these few moments, a glimpse of 

reason, and to understand his condition as if he were in a normal state. With the approach of day, however; 

with the reappearance of light and the reawakening of life in the hospital, the other mood would seize him 

again; the sick brain could not cope with it, and he would become mad once more. He was in a strange state 

of sound reason mixed with absurdity. He understood that all around him were unwell; at the same time he 

saw in each one of them some secretly concealed face which he had known, read or heard of before. The 

asylum was inhabited by people of all ages and all lands. Here were both the living and the dead. Here were 

celebrities and heroes and the soldiers killed in the recent war. He saw himself in some enchanted sphere, 

which concentrated in itself the entire power of the earth; in proud enthusiasm he regarded himself as the 

centre of this sphere. They all, his comrades in the asylum, had gathered there to accomplish a deed, which 

appeared in his fancy as some giant undertaking toward the extinction of evil on earth. He did not know in 

what it would consist, but he felt in himself sufficient strength for its execution. He could read the thoughts of 

other people; he saw in common things all their history; the big elm trees in the garden related to him many 

legends of the past; the hospital building, indeed an old one, he regarded as a structure of Peter the Great's 

time, and he was confident that the Czar occupied it at the time of the battle of Poltava. He read this on the 

walls, on the crumbling wall plaster, on broken bricks and tiles found by him in the garden; the entire history 

of the house and garden was inscribed upon them. He peopled the little deadhouse with tens and hundreds of 

long deceased men, and glancing attentively into its little cellar-window in the corner of the garden, he 

discovered in the uneven reflection of light on the old, rainbow-tinted and dirty glass familiar lines seen by 

him some time during his life on portraits. 

Meanwhile there came a period of fine, clear weather; the patients spent many days in the open air. Their 

portion of the garden, wherever possible, was planted with flowers. The superintendent set to work all who 

showed any aptitude; whole days they dug and sprinkled the paths with sand; they weeded and watered the 

flower-beds; cucumbers, watermelons and cantaloupes were cared for by the same hands. A corner of the 

garden was planted densely with cherry trees; here, too, stretched rows of elms; in the centre, upon a little 

elevation, bloomed the garden's prettiest rosebush; bright flowers grew along the edges of the place, while in 
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the centre flaunted a large and uncommonly yellow dahlia with red speckles. This flower really marked the 

centre of the whole garden, lifting itself above it, and the fact could not pass unnoticed that the inmates paid it 

some mysterious tribute. To the new patient it also seemed out of the ordinary, as some sort of a palladium of 

the garden and building. 

All paths were similarly planted by the hands of the inmates. Here were found all the flowers usually seen in 

the gardens of Little Russia—tall rose-mallows, the tobacco plant, with its small, pink flowers; mint, violets, 

nasturtium and poppy. Here also, approaching the high steps of the entrance, grew two little bushes of poppy 

of some peculiar species. They were much smaller than that of the ordinary type, and they also differed in the 

unusual brightness of their red. This was the flower which so impressed the patient when he first gazed into 

the garden through the glass door. 

Entering the garden for the first time, his eye fell immediately on these bright flowers. There were only two of 

them. By some chance they grew apart from the others on an uncultivated spot, so that dense weeds and high 

grass surrounded them. The inmates, one by one, passed through the door, at which stood an attendant, who 

gave each one a thick, white cotton cap, with a red decoration sewed on in front. These caps were used during 

the war and were bought at auction. The patient seemed to give this red decoration some secret significance. 

He took off his cap, looked at the decoration, then at the poppy flowers. The flowers were a much brighter 

red. 

"It is vanquishing," murmured the patient; "but we shall see." 

He descended the steps. Having glanced around and not observed the attendant behind him, he stepped over 

the flower bed and stretched out his hand toward the poppy plant; but he had not yet decided to break it off. 

He felt a fever and a pain in his outstretched hand, and later in his whole body, as if a strong current of some 

mysterious power escaped from the red petals and penetrated his entire system. He moved nearer, and 

stretched out his hand to the flower itself; but the flower, it seemed to him, defended itself, discharging a 

poisonous and deadly breath. His head whirled; he made the last desperate effort and had caught its stem, 

when a heavy hand was laid suddenly upon his shoulder. It was the watchman. 

"It is forbidden to break off flowers," said the old muzhik; "and don't step on the flower beds. There are plenty 

of you madmen; a flower for each, and the whole garden is gone!" persuasively argued the muzhik, still 

holding him by the shoulder. 

The sick man looked in the watchman's face; he silently freed himself from his hands, and in deep agitation 

walked along the path. "Oh, unfortunates!" thought he, "I'll end it yet. If not to-day, we'll measure our strength 

to-morrow. And if I'm lost, is it not all the same?" 

He diverted himself in the garden till evening, making acquaintances and holding strange conversations, and 

his companions, giving their attention, seemed keenly interested in his insane ideas, expressed in incoherent 

and mysterious words. The patient strolled, now with one comrade, now with another, and at the conclusion 

of the day he was convinced that "all is ready," as he said to himself. "Soon, soon, shall fall apart the iron 

bars; all these prisoners will depart from here, and go to all the corners of the earth; the whole world shall 

tremble; it shall cast off its old cover, and appear in a new and marvellous beauty." He had almost forgotten 

the flower, but, in ascending the entrance stairs, he again noticed in the dense and darkened grass, on which 
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the dew had just begun to fall, two little red objects. He straggled behind the others, and waited for an 

opportune moment when the watchman would turn his back. No one had noticed that he jumped over the 

flower bed, broke off the flower, and hid it hastily in his bosom, inside his shirt. When the fresh leaves, wet 

with dew, came in contact with his body, he became deathly pale, and opened his eyes wide in terror. A cold 

sweat covered his forehead. 

The hospital lamps were lighted. Awaiting their supper, most of the inmates lay in their beds, save those few 

restless ones who walked back and forth in the corridor and in the rooms. Our patient was among the latter. 

He walked, convulsively pressing his arms crosswise on his breast; it seemed as if he wished to crush the 

blossom in this manner. Upon meeting someone he would avoid him, in fear of coming in contact with the 

hem of his dress. "Keep away! keep away!" he would exclaim. Little attention was paid to such trifles in the 

asylum. And he walked quicker and quicker; he made steps larger and larger; he walked on one hour, two 

hours, suffering with exasperation. 

"I'll tire you, I'll strangle you!" muttered he, wrathfully; several times he gnashed his teeth. 

In the dining-room the supper was ready. Upon a big table, minus a tablecloth, were placed several painted, 

wooden bowls, containing a thin millet-gruel. The patients sat down on the benches and each was given a 

piece of black bread. About eight persons ate with wooden spoons out of a single bowl. The few who were 

entitled to a superior diet ate separately. Our patient, quickly swallowing his portion brought by the attendant 

into his room, was not satisfied with this alone, and went into the general dining-room. 

"Allow me to sit down here!" said he to the superintendent. 

"Why, haven't you had your supper?" asked the superintendent, pouring extra portions into the bowls. 

"I'm very hungry, and I need something to strengthen me a great deal. My whole subsistence is in food; you 

are aware that I do not sleep at all." 

"All right, my dear fellow, eat all you want. Taras, give him a spoon and bread." 

Sitting down before one of the bowls, he ate another enormous quantity of gruel. 

"Well, enough, enough," said the superintendent finally, when all had finished their supper; but our patient 

still continued to sit over the bowl, employing one hand to draw the gruel, and clasping the other tightly to his 

breast. 

"You'll overeat yourself." 

"Ah, if you only knew how much strength I need, how much strength! Farewell, Nicolai Nicolaiich," said the 

patient, rising from his seat and grasping vigorously the hand of the superintendent. His voice trembled and 

tears ran down his cheeks. 
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"Calm yourself, my dear fellow, calm yourself," replied the superintendent. "Why such gloomy thoughts? Go, 

lie down and fall asleep. You should sleep more." 

The patient wept. The superintendent turned away, in order to tell the attendant to remove what remained of 

the supper. In the course of half an hour every one slumbered in the hospital, save one man who lay without 

undressing himself in his bed in the corner room. He shook as in a fever, and pressed vehemently his bosom, 

which was impregnated, as it seemed to him, with some unheard-of deadly poison. 

V. 

He had not slept a wink through the night. He had broken off this flower because he saw in his action a duty. 

At his first glance through the glass door the red petals had attracted his attention, and it now seemed to him 

that he had fulfilled that which he was to accomplish on earth. In this bright red flower was concentrated all 

evil. He knew that opium was made out of poppy; perhaps it was this thought which, growing and assuming 

various monstrous forms, had created in his mind the fearful fantastic idea. The flower, as he saw it, ruled 

over evil; it absorbed in itself all innocently-shed blood (that is why it was so red), all tears and all the gall of 

humanity. It was an awful and mysterious being, the antithesis of God, an Ahriman presenting a most 

unassuming and innocent appearance. It was necessary to break it off and kill it. But this was not all; it was 

also necessary not to permit it at its death to discharge its evil upon the world. And that is why he put it in his 

bosom. He hoped that by morning the flower would lose its strength. Its evil would transplant itself to his 

breast, to his soul, and there it would be vanquished, or else it would vanquish; then he would perish, die, but 

die like an honest combatant, as the first champion of humanity, because until now no one had yet dared to 

wrestle at one onset with all the evil of the universe. 

"They did not see it. I saw it. Can I permit it to live? Better death." 

And he lay there, succumbing to a visionary, non-existing struggle. In the morning the assistant physician 

found him barely alive. Nothwithstanding this, however, in a short while he seemed to regain his vigor; he 

jumped out of bed, and as formerly he traversed the hospital, conversing with the inmates and with himself in 

a louder tone and more incoherently than before. He was not allowed in the garden. The doctor, noticing that 

his weight was growing less, that he did not sleep and that he walked and walked all the time, prescribed 

morphine. He did not struggle; fortunately at this moment his insane thoughts seemed agreeable to the 

operation. He soon fell asleep. His frenzied motion ceased, and there was relief from the noise made by his 

impetuous footsteps. He slumbered and ceased to think of everything, even of the second flower, which it was 

necessary to sever from its stem. 

However, he detached the flower three days later, before the eyes of the old watchman, who was not 

sufficiently quick to prevent it. The old man ran after him. With a loud and joyful cry the patient ran into the 

hospital, and, casting himself into his room, hid the flower in his bosom. 

"Why do you break off flowers?" asked the watchman, entering the room. The sick man, however, lying in his 

bed in his usual position with crossed arms, began to talk such nonsense that the watchman, cap in hand, 

silently made his exit. The visionary, fantastic struggle began anew. The patient felt the long, snake-like, 

creeping leaves of the flower—coils of evil they were—enwrap him, strangle him; he felt them impregnating 

all his body with their terrible contents. He wept, and prayed to God, and cursed his enemy. The madman 
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crushed the faded flower under his foot, and, picking up the remains from the floor, took them into the 

bathroom. He threw the shapeless plant into the red-hot stove, and he gazed long thereon as his enemy hissed, 

shriveled and finally became transformed into fine, snow-white ashes. He blew with his mouth, and it all 

disappeared. 

On the next day the patient grew worse. Horribly pale in his hollow cheeks, his burning eyes sunk deeply in 

his head, he began to reel and stumble when he walked. But he continued to stroll impetuously, and he talked 

and talked without end. 

"I should not like to employ force," remarked the senior physician to his assistant. 

"But it is absolutely necessary to stop this thing. To-day he only weighed ninety-three pounds. If this goes on 

any farther, he'll die in the course of a day or two." 

The senior physician fell into deep thought. "Morphine? chloral?" said he, half-questioningly. 

"Even yesterday the morphine refused to act." 

"Have him bound; otherwise he is to remain unmolested." 

VI. 

The patient was bound. He lay in his bed, dressed in the straight-jacket, and tightly bound with wide strips of 

cloth to the iron cross-beams of the bed. The violence of his movements, however, did not cease, but had even 

increased. In the course of many hours he made several attempts to free himself. Finally, bursting forth with 

all his strength, he broke one of the bonds, freed his feet, and, slipping from under the others, began to walk 

around the room, his arms still tied, making wild and unintelligible cries. 

"Confound you! . . ." exclaimed the watchman, entering the room. "Who the deuce helps you? Gritsko! Ivan! 

Come in here, quick. He has unbound himself." 

The three threw themselves on the madman, and then began a long struggle, a wearying one for the attacking 

party, and a harassing one for the man on the defensive, spending the remainder of his well-nigh exhausted 

strength. Finally they threw him upon the bed and bound him still more fast than before. 

"You do not know what you are doing," cried the madman, stifled. "You are perishing! I saw the bud of a 

third one yesterday. Now it is ready. Allow me to finish the deed! It must be killed! killed! killed! Then all 

will be done, all will be saved. I would send you to do it, but this only I alone could do. You would die from 

contact alone." 

"Be quiet, man, be quiet!" said the old watchman, remaining on duty near the bed. 

The madman suddenly became silent. He had determined to deceive the watchman. He was kept bound the 

entire day, and was left in the same condition for the night. Having given him his supper, the watchman lay 
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down to sleep on the floor, close to the bed of the patient. It was no longer than a minute before he fell into a 

deep slumber, but the madman began to work. 

Bending his whole body so as to come in contact with the iron beam of the bed, and having found it finally by 

feeling with the hand hid in the long sleeve, he began to rub the latter rapidly and forcibly against the iron. 

After some time, the thick cloth gave way, and he succeeded in freeing his index finger. Then the work went 

on with more speed. With a dexterity and a suppleness, unusual for the ordinary man, he untied behind him 

the knot which drew together the two long sleeves, unbound the straight-jacket, and for a long time he 

listened to the snoring of the watchman. But the old man slept soundly. The madman removed the straight-

jacket and rose from the bed. He was free. He tried the door; it was locked from the inside; the key was 

probably in the watchman's pocket. In fear of awaking him, he did not dare to look through the pockets, and 

he resolved to make his exit through the window. 

It was a calm, warm and dark night; the sky was resplendent with stars. He looked up at them, discerning a 

familiar constellation and feeling happy at the thought that they, as it seemed to him, understood him and 

sympathized with him. Blinking, he saw endless rays which they sent him, and his mad desire increased. It 

was necessary to straighten the thick bar of the iron grating, to squeeze himself through the narrow opening 

facing the corner overgrown with bushes, and to climb over the high stone wall. There the final struggle 

would take place, and then—even death. 

He attempted to straighten the bar with his bare hands, but the iron would not give way. Then, twisting the 

strong sleeves of the straight-jacket into a rope, and tying one end to the bar, he hung on to it with his entire 

body. After many vehement efforts, exhausting almost all of his remaining strength, the bar yielded, and a 

narrow opening was made. He squeezed himself through it, grazing his shoulders, elbows and bared knees. 

He made his way through the bushes and stopped before the wall. Everything was silent; through a window of 

the large building could be seen the interior, faintly illumined by the night-lamps; he did not see anyone there. 

No one would notice him, thought he; the old man set to watch at his bedside evidently slept very soundly. 

The stars gleamed radiantly and their rays penetrated his very heart. 

"I'm coming to you," he murmured, gazing at the sky. Having failed in his first effort, he, with broken 

toenails, blood-stained hands and knees, began to look for a better place to climb. There where the wall joined 

the deadhouse a few bricks had fallen from both wall and house. The madman soon felt these hollows with his 

hands. He climbed the wall, caught hold of a branch of an elm growing on the other side, and silently 

descended the tree to the ground. He threw himself towards the familiar spot. The flower appeared to be dark; 

its leaves were curled up and stood forth clearly in the dewy grass. 

"The last one," murmured the madman. "The last! To-day, victory or death. But to me 'tis all the same now," 

said he, gazing at the sky. "I'll soon be with you." 

He seized the flower; crushing it in his hand, and holding on to it, he returned through the same path to his 

room. The old watchman slept. The madman scarcely managed to get to his bed, and fell down upon it 

unconscious. 

In the morning he was found dead. His face was calm and clear; the harassed features, with thin lips and 

deeply-sunken, closed eyes, seemed to express some proud happiness. When they laid him on the litter they 
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tried to unclasp his hand and to remove the red flower. But the hand had become stiffened, and he took the 

trophy with him into the grave. 
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The Tree 
by Adrienne Rich 

Issue no. 10 (Fall 1955) 

Long ago I found a seed, 

And kept it in a glass of water, 

And half forgot my dim intent 

Until I saw it start to reach 

For life with one blind, fragile root. 

And then I pressed it into earth 

And saw its tendrils seek the air, 

So slowly that I hardly knew 

Of any change till it had grown 

A stalk, a leaf; and seemed to be 

No more a thing in need of me, 

But living by some sapience 

I had not given, could not withdraw. 

So it grew on, and days went by, 

And seasons with their common gifts, 

Till at the leafage of the year 

I felt the sun cut off from me 

By something thick outside my room— 

Not yet a tree grown to the full, 

Yet so endowed with need and will 

It took the warmth and left me cold. 

And first I climbed with hook and shears 

To prune the boughs that darkened me 

,But the tree was stubborner than I, 

And where I clipped it grew again, 

Brutal in purpose as a weed. 

Nor did it give of fruit or flower, 

Though seasons brought their common gifts, 

And years went by. It only grew 

Darker and denser to my view, 

Taking whatever I would yield— 

The homage of a troubled mind— 

Requiring nothing, yet accepting 

My willingness to guard its life 

By the endurance of my own. 

It gives me nothing: yet I see 

Sometimes in dreams my enemy 

Hanged by the hair upon that tree. 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=4caa7a48c4&e=d538c8f2e0 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=4caa7a48c4&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=4caa7a48c4&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=4caa7a48c4&e=d538c8f2e0
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Second-harmonic generation in a quantum emitter – metallic nanoparticle hybrid 

ByDIPC   

When two photons with the same energy interact with a nonlinear material, they “combine” and generate a 

new photon with twice the energy of the initial photons. More precisely, two photons at the fundamental 

frequency are absorbed by a plasmonic structure to emit one photon at the second-harmonic frequency. This is 

called second-harmonic generation. 

Second-harmonic generation is a nonlinear response very sensitive to the geometry of the system. Actually, 

second-harmonic generation is not possible for centro-symmetric materials and nanostructures. But, as 

geometry must be understood broadly, we must also consider surface effects that may eventually break the 

structural symmetry constraints, leading to the emission of light at the second harmonic in systems where it 

was not supposed to be possible. 

 

Now, a team of researchers have studied 1 the second-harmonic generation resulting from a hybrid system 

consisting of a quantum emitter (such as an organic molecule or a quantum dot) placed in the vicinity of a 

spherical metallic nanoparticle. They find that, even though the small individual centro-symmetric 

nanoparticle does not allow for second-harmonic emission, the presence of the quantum emitter lifts this 

symmetry constraint. 

To calculate the nonlinear response of the coupled system and to reveal the physical mechanisms behind the 

second-harmonic generation in this situation, the researchers use a quantum approach based on the time-

dependent density functional theory. 

They find that, when the electronic transition frequency of the quantum emitter is resonant with the second 

harmonic of the incident frequency, the quantum emitter plays the role of an optical resonator, which 

efficiently couples to the nonlinear near fields induced around the nanoparticle, extracting them to the far field 

https://mappingignorance.org/2020/05/07/second-harmonic-generation-in-a-quantum-emitter-metallic-nanoparticle-hybrid/#author
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/05/07/second-harmonic-generation-in-a-quantum-emitter-metallic-nanoparticle-hybrid/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-6754-1


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 535  october 2020 

 

116 

and thus producing second-harmonic generation. This metallic nanoparticle-quantum emitter system thus 

enhances the frequency conversion and allows for its control. 

Using these insights, the researchers built a semiclassical model that naturally incorporates the losses and the 

plasmon decay. This model not only reproduces the outcome of the quantum calculations, but also makes 

possible a detailed study of the sensitivity of the second-harmonic generation to different parameters that 

characterize the system. 

Although the results are obtained for a model spherical nanoparticle and a structureless quantum emitter, they 

clearly show that the hybrid metallic nanoparticle-quantum emitter structure can be a promising platform for 

enhancing second-harmonic generation and probing the nonlinear near fields of metallic nanostructures. 

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

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

paper. 
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An Illustrated Love Letter to Gardening 

A lush serenade to the patience and fortitude of living with uncertainty and letting life unfold on its own 

terms. 

BY MARIA POPOVA 
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“I work like a gardener,” the visionary artist Joan Miró observed in reflecting on his creative process. It was 

in a garden bed that Virginia Woolf arrived at her exquisite epiphany about what it takes to be an artist. For 

poet Ross Gay, time spent in the garden is “an exercise in supreme attentiveness.” Looking back on his life, 

the great neurologist Oliver Sacks recognized the healing power of gardens as one of only two non-medical 

interventions that have helped his patients, alongside music. “It came to me while picking beans, the secret of 

happiness,” the bryologist and Native American storyteller Robin Wall Kimmerer wrote in her gorgeous ode 

to gardening. 

I too have healed, have honed my attention, have fine-tuned my artistic voice and purpose, have learned and 

practiced happiness in the garden, on my tiny patch of Brooklyn soil. I too have knelt on the frost-bitten 

ground to press into it the first seed of spring, have craned my neck by midsummer to meet the prayerful face 

of the sunflower, radiant and rueful in its solitary stature. I too have plunged my hands into the moist dirt, 

cupping the infant root system of a willow tree I know will outlive me, cupping with it the bewildering, 

consecrating knowledge that seed and sunflower and willow and I all banged into being 13.8 billion years ago 

from a single source, no louder than the opening note of Beethoven’s Fifth Symphony, no larger than the dot 

levitating over the small i, the I lowered from the pedestal of ego, all the while remembering 

that humility comes from humilis — Latin for low, of the earth. 

 

That — how gardening brings us into intimate contact with the rhythms and relational marvels of nature, with 

ourselves as humble notes in the rhythm and nodes in the marvel — is what artist Debbie Millman, my 

longtime former partner and now darling friend, explores in this wondrous illustrated love letter to the garden 

she started with her then-fiancé, now-wife Roxane Gay, part of a four-part series for TED, narrated in 

Debbie’s own lush and recognizable voice. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/09/17/i-work-like-a-gardener-joan-miro/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/09/09/virginia-woolf-cotton-wool-moments-of-being/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/12/01/ross-gay-book-of-delights/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/07/24/debbie-millman-love-letter-to-my-garden/?mc_cid=2d7c97284b&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/02/29/robin-wall-kimmerer-braiding-sweetgrass/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/02/29/robin-wall-kimmerer-braiding-sweetgrass/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/01/figuring/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/01/figuring/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/01/figuring/
http://debbiemillman.com/
http://www.roxanegay.com/
https://www.ted.com/talks/debbie_millman_love_letters_to_what_we_hold_dear
https://www.designmattersmedia.com/designmatters
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Complement with this illustrated Victorian encyclopedia of poetic lessons from the garden and a lovely 

contemporary children’s book about how gardening teaches us to work with unselfish purpose, then savor 

more of Debbie’s splendid visual stories and meditations on her Instagram. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/07/24/debbie-millman-love-letter-to-my-

garden/?mc_cid=2d7c97284b&mc_eid=d1c16ac662  

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/02/07/the-moral-of-flowers-rebecca-hey/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/08/10/the-little-gardener-emily-hughes/
https://www.instagram.com/debbiemillman/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/07/24/debbie-millman-love-letter-to-my-garden/?mc_cid=2d7c97284b&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/07/24/debbie-millman-love-letter-to-my-garden/?mc_cid=2d7c97284b&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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Half a Life-Time Ago 

by Elizabeth Gaskell 

 

Chapter I 

Half a life-time ago, there lived in one of the Westmoreland dales a single woman, of the name of Susan 

Dixon. She was owner of the small farm-house where she resided, and of some thirty or forty acres of land by 

which it was surrounded. She had also an hereditary right to a sheep-walk, extending to the wild fells that 

overhang Blea Tarn. In the language of the country she was a Stateswoman. Her house is yet to be seen on the 

Oxenfell road, between Skelwith and Coniston. You go along a moorland track, made by the carts that 

occasionally came for turf from the Oxenfell. A brook babbles and brattles by the wayside, giving you a sense 

of companionship, which relieves the deep solitude in which this way is usually traversed. Some miles on this 

side of Coniston there is a farmstead--a gray stone house, and a square of farm-buildings surrounding a green 

space of rough turf, in the midst of which stands a mighty, funereal umbrageous yew, making a solemn 

shadow, as of death, in the very heart and centre of the light and heat of the brightest summer day. On the side 

away from the house, this yard slopes down to a dark-brown pool, which is supplied with fresh water from the 

overflowings of a stone cistern, into which some rivulet of the brook before-mentioned continually and 

melodiously falls bubbling. The cattle drink out of this cistern. The household bring their pitchers and fill 

them with drinking-water by a dilatory, yet pretty, process. The water-carrier brings with her a leaf of the 

hound's-tongue fern, and, inserting it in the crevice of the gray rock, makes a cool, green spout for the 

sparkling stream. 

The house is no specimen, at the present day, of what it was in the lifetime of Susan Dixon. Then, every small 

diamond pane in the windows glittered with cleanliness. You might have eaten off the floor; you could see 

yourself in the pewter plates and the polished oaken awmry, or dresser, of the state kitchen into which you 

entered. Few strangers penetrated further than this room. Once or twice, wandering tourists, attracted by the 

lonely picturesqueness of the situation, and the exquisite cleanliness of the house itself, made their way into 

this house-place, and offered money enough (as they thought) to tempt the hostess to receive them as lodgers. 

They would give no trouble, they said; they would be out rambling or sketching all day long; would be 

perfectly content with a share of the food which she provided for herself; or would procure what they required 

from the Waterhead Inn at Coniston. But no liberal sum--no fair words--moved her from her stony manner, or 

her monotonous tone of indifferent refusal. No persuasion could induce her to show any more of the house 

than that first room; no appearance of fatigue procured for the weary an invitation to sit down and rest; and if 

one more bold and less delicate did so without being asked, Susan stood by, cold and apparently deaf, or only 

replying by the briefest monosyllables, till the unwelcome visitor had departed. Yet those with whom she had 

dealings, in the way of selling her cattle or her farm produce, spoke of her as keen after a bargain--a hard one 

to have to do with; and she never spared herself exertion or fatigue, at market or in the field, to make the most 

of her produce. She led the hay-makers with her swift, steady rake, and her noiseless evenness of motion. She 

was about among the earliest in the market, examining samples of oats, pricing them, and then turning with 

grim satisfaction to her own cleaner corn. 

She was served faithfully and long by those who were rather her fellow-labourers than her servants. She was 

even and just in her dealings with them. If she was peculiar and silent, they knew her, and knew that she 

https://americanliterature.com/author/elizabeth-gaskell
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might be relied on. Some of them had known her from her childhood; and deep in their hearts was an 

unspoken--almost unconscious--pity for her, for they knew her story, though they never spoke of it. 

Yes; the time had been when that tall, gaunt, hard-featured, angular woman--who never smiled, and hardly 

ever spoke an unnecessary word--had been a fine-looking girl, bright-spirited and rosy; and when the hearth at 

the Yew Nook had been as bright as she, with family love and youthful hope and mirth. Fifty or fifty-one 

years ago, William Dixon and his wife Margaret were alive; and Susan, their daughter, was about eighteen 

years old--ten years older than the only other child, a boy named after his father. William and Margaret Dixon 

were rather superior people, of a character belonging--as far as I have seen--exclusively to the class of 

Westmoreland and Cumberland statesmen--just, independent, upright; not given to much speaking; kind-

hearted, but not demonstrative; disliking change, and new ways, and new people; sensible and shrewd; each 

household self-contained, and its members having little curiosity as to their neighbours, with whom they 

rarely met for any social intercourse, save at the stated times of sheep-shearing and Christmas; having a 

certain kind of sober pleasure in amassing money, which occasionally made them miserable (as they call 

miserly people up in the north) in their old age; reading no light or ephemeral literature, but the grave, solid 

books brought round by the pedlars (such as the "Paradise Lost" and "Regained,'" "The Death of Abel," "The 

Spiritual Quixote," and "The Pilgrim's Progress"), were to be found in nearly every house: the men 

occasionally going off laking, i.e. playing, i.e. drinking for days together, and having to be hunted up by 

anxious wives, who dared not leave their husbands to the chances of the wild precipitous roads, but walked 

miles and miles, lantern in hand, in the dead of night, to discover and guide the solemnly-drunken husband 

home; who had a dreadful headache the next day, and the day after that came forth as grave, and sober, and 

virtuous looking as if there were no such thing as malt and spirituous liquors in the world; and who were 

seldom reminded of their misdoings by their wives, to whom such occasional outbreaks were as things of 

course, when once the immediate anxiety produced by them was over. Such were--such are--the 

characteristics of a class now passing away from the face of the land, as their compeers, the yeomen, have 

done before them. Of such was William Dixon. He was a shrewd clever farmer, in his day and generation, 

when shrewdness was rather shown in the breeding and rearing of sheep and cattle than in the cultivation of 

land. Owing to this character of his, statesmen from a distance from beyond Kendal, or from Borrowdale, of 

greater wealth than he, would send their sons to be farm-servants for a year or two with him, in order to learn 

some of his methods before setting up on land of their own. When Susan, his daughter, was about seventeen, 

one Michael Hurst was farm-servant at Yew Nook. He worked with the master, and lived with the family, and 

was in all respects treated as an equal, except in the field. His father was a wealthy statesman at Wythburne, 

up beyond Grasmere; and through Michael's servitude the families had become acquainted, and the Dixons 

went over to the High Beck sheep-shearing, and the Hursts came down by Red Bank and Loughrig Tarn and 

across the Oxenfell when there was the Christmas-tide feasting at Yew Nook. The fathers strolled round the 

fields together, examined cattle and sheep, and looked knowing over each other's horses. The mothers 

inspected the dairies and household arrangements, each openly admiring the plans of the other, but secretly 

preferring their own. Both fathers and mothers cast a glance from time to time at Michael and Susan, who 

were thinking of nothing less than farm or dairy, but whose unspoken attachment was, in all ways, so suitable 

and natural a thing that each parent rejoiced over it, although with characteristic reserve it was never spoken 

about--not even between husband and wife. 

Susan had been a strong, independent, healthy girl; a clever help to her mother, and a spirited companion to 

her father; more of a man in her (as he often said) than her delicate little brother ever would have. He was his 

mother's darling, although she loved Susan well. There was no positive engagement between Michael and 

Susan--I doubt whether even plain words of love had been spoken; when one winter- time Margaret Dixon 

was seized with inflammation consequent upon a neglected cold. She had always been strong and notable, and 
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had been too busy to attend to the early symptoms of illness. It would go off, she said to the woman who 

helped in the kitchen; or if she did not feel better when they had got the hams and bacon out of hand, she 

would take some herb-tea and nurse up a bit. But Death could not wait till the hams and bacon were cured: he 

came on with rapid strides, and shooting arrows of portentous agony. Susan had never seen illness--never 

knew how much she loved her mother till now, when she felt a dreadful, instinctive certainty that she was 

losing her. Her mind was thronged with recollections of the many times she had slighted her mother's wishes; 

her heart was full of the echoes of careless and angry replies that she had spoken. What would she not now 

give to have opportunities of service and obedience, and trials of her patience and love, for that dear mother 

who lay gasping in torture! And yet Susan had been a good girl and an affectionate daughter. 

The sharp pain went off, and delicious ease came on; yet still her mother sunk. In the midst of this languid 

peace she was dying. She motioned Susan to her bedside, for she could only whisper; and then, while the 

father was out of the room, she spoke as much to the eager, hungering eyes of her daughter by the motion of 

her lips, as by the slow, feeble sounds of her voice. 

"Susan, lass, thou must not fret. It is God's will, and thou wilt have a deal to do. Keep father straight if thou 

canst; and if he goes out Ulverstone ways, see that thou meet him before he gets to the Old Quarry. It's a dree 

bit for a man who has had a drop. As for lile Will"--Here the poor woman's face began to work and her 

fingers to move nervously as they lay on the bed-quilt--"lile Will will miss me most of all. Father's often 

vexed with him because he's not a quick strong lad; he is not, my poor lile chap. And father thinks he's saucy, 

because he cannot always stomach oat-cake and porridge. There's better than three pound in th' old black tea-

pot on the top shelf of the cupboard. Just keep a piece of loaf-bread by you, Susan dear, for Will to come to 

when he's not taken his breakfast. I have, may be, spoilt him; but there'll be no one to spoil him now." 

She began to cry a low, feeble cry, and covered up her face that Susan might not see her. That dear face! those 

precious moments while yet the eyes could look out with love and intelligence. Susan laid her head down 

close by her mother's ear. 

"Mother I'll take tent of Will. Mother, do you hear? He shall not want ought I can give or get for him, least of 

all the kind words which you had ever ready for us both. Bless you! bless you! my own mother." 

"Thou'lt promise me that, Susan, wilt thou? I can die easy if thou'lt take charge of him. But he's hardly like 

other folk; he tries father at times, though I think father'll be tender of him when I'm gone, for my sake. And, 

Susan, there's one thing more. I never spoke on it for fear of the bairn being called a tell-tale, but I just 

comforted him up. He vexes Michael at times, and Michael has struck him before now. I did not want to make 

a stir; but he's not strong, and a word from thee, Susan, will go a long way with Michael." 

Susan was as red now as she had been pale before; it was the first time that her influence over Michael had 

been openly acknowledged by a third person, and a flash of joy came athwart the solemn sadness of the 

moment. Her mother had spoken too much, and now came on the miserable faintness. She never spoke again 

coherently; but when her children and her husband stood by her bedside, she took lile Will's hand and put it 

into Susan's, and looked at her with imploring eyes. Susan clasped her arms round Will, and leaned her head 

upon his little curly one, and vowed within herself to be as a mother to him. 
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Henceforward she was all in all to her brother. She was a more spirited and amusing companion to him than 

his mother had been, from her greater activity, and perhaps, also, from her originality of character, which 

often prompted her to perform her habitual actions in some new and racy manner. She was tender to lile Will 

when she was prompt and sharp with everybody else--with Michael most of all; for somehow the girl felt that, 

unprotected by her mother, she must keep up her own dignity, and not allow her lover to see how strong a 

hold he had upon her heart. He called her hard and cruel, and left her so; and she smiled softly to herself, 

when his back was turned, to think how little he guessed how deeply he was loved. For Susan was merely 

comely and fine looking; Michael was strikingly handsome, admired by all the girls for miles round, and quite 

enough of a country coxcomb to know it and plume himself accordingly. He was the second son of his father; 

the eldest would have High Beck farm, of course, but there was a good penny in the Kendal bank in store for 

Michael. When harvest was over, he went to Chapel Langdale to learn to dance; and at night, in his merry 

moods, he would do his steps on the flag floor of the Yew Nook kitchen, to the secret admiration of Susan, 

who had never learned dancing, but who flouted him perpetually, even while she admired, in accordance with 

the rule she seemed to have made for herself about keeping him at a distance so long as he lived under the 

same roof with her. One evening he sulked at some saucy remark of hers; he sitting in the chimney corner 

with his arms on his knees, and his head bent forwards, lazily gazing into the wood-fire on the hearth, and 

luxuriating in rest after a hard day's labour; she sitting among the geraniums on the long, low window-seat, 

trying to catch the last slanting rays of the autumnal light to enable her to finish stitching a shirt-collar for 

Will, who lounged full length on the flags at the other side of the hearth to Michael, poking the burning wood 

from time to time with a long hazel-stick to bring out the leap of glittering sparks. 

"And if you can dance a threesome reel, what good does it do ye?" asked Susan, looking askance at Michael, 

who had just been vaunting his proficiency. "Does it help you plough, reap, or even climb the rocks to take a 

raven's nest? If I were a man, I'd be ashamed to give in to such softness." 

"If you were a man, you'd be glad to do anything which made the pretty girls stand round and admire." 

"As they do to you, eh! Ho, Michael, that would not be my way o' being a man!" 

"What would then?" asked he, after a pause, during which he had expected in vain that she would go on with 

her sentence. No answer. 

"I should not like you as a man, Susy; you'd be too hard and headstrong." 

"Am I hard and headstrong?" asked she, with as indifferent a tone as she could assume, but which yet had a 

touch of pique in it. His quick ear detected the inflexion. 

"No, Susy! You're wilful at times, and that's right enough. I don't like a girl without spirit. There's a mighty 

pretty girl comes to the dancing class; but she is all milk and water. Her eyes never flash like yours when 

you're put out; why, I can see them flame across the kitchen like a cat's in the dark. Now, if you were a man, I 

should feel queer before those looks of yours; as it is, I rather like them, because--" 

"Because what?" asked she, looking up and perceiving that he had stolen close up to her. 

"Because I can make all right in this way," said he, kissing her suddenly. 
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"Can you?" said she, wrenching herself out of his grasp and panting, half with rage. "Take that, by way of 

proof that making right is none so easy." And she boxed his ears pretty sharply. He went back to his seat 

discomfited and out of temper. She could no longer see to look, even if her face had not burnt and her eyes 

dazzled, but she did not choose to move her seat, so she still preserved her stooping attitude and pretended to 

go on sewing. 

"Eleanor Hebthwaite may be milk-and-water," muttered he, "but--Confound thee, lad! what art thou doing?" 

exclaimed Michael, as a great piece of burning wood was cast into his face by an unlucky poke of Will's. 

"Thou great lounging, clumsy chap, I'll teach thee better!" and with one or two good round kicks he sent the 

lad whimpering away into the back-kitchen. When he had a little recovered himself from his passion, he saw 

Susan standing before him, her face looking strange and almost ghastly by the reversed position of the 

shadows, arising from the firelight shining upwards right under it. 

"I tell thee what, Michael," said she, "that lad's motherless, but not friendless." 

"His own father leathers him, and why should not I, when he's given me such a burn on my face?" said 

Michael, putting up his hand to his cheek as if in pain. 

"His father's his father, and there is nought more to be said. But if he did burn thee, it was by accident, and not 

o' purpose; as thou kicked him, it's a mercy if his ribs are not broken." 

"He howls loud enough, I'm sure. I might ha' kicked many a lad twice as hard, and they'd ne'er ha' said ought 

but 'damn ye;' but yon lad must needs cry out like a stuck pig if one touches him;" replied Michael, sullenly. 

Susan went back to the window-seat, and looked absently out of the window at the drifting clouds for a 

minute or two, while her eyes filled with tears. Then she got up and made for the outer door which led into the 

back-kitchen. Before she reached it, however, she heard a low voice, whose music made her thrill, say - 

"Susan, Susan!" 

Her heart melted within her, but it seemed like treachery to her poor boy, like faithlessness to her dead 

mother, to turn to her lover while the tears which he had caused to flow were yet unwiped on Will's cheeks. 

So she seemed to take no heed, but passed into the darkness, and, guided by the sobs, she found her way to 

where Willie sat crouched among the disused tubs and churns. 

"Come out wi' me, lad;" and they went out into the orchard, where the fruit-trees were bare of leaves, but 

ghastly in their tattered covering of gray moss: and the soughing November wind came with long sweeps over 

the fells till it rattled among the crackling boughs, underneath which the brother and sister sat in the dark; he 

in her lap, and she hushing his head against her shoulder. 

"Thou should'st na' play wi' fire. It's a naughty trick. Thoul't suffer for it in worse ways nor this before thou'st 

done, I'm afeared. I should ha' hit thee twice as lungeous kicks as Mike, if I'd been in his place. He did na' hurt 

thee, I am sure," she assumed, half as a question. 
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"Yes but he did. He turned me quite sick." And he let his head fall languidly down on his sister's breast. 

"Come, lad! come, lad!" said she anxiously. "Be a man. It was not much that I saw. Why, when first the red 

cow came she kicked me far harder for offering to milk her before her legs were tied. See thee! here's a 

peppermint-drop, and I'll make thee a pasty to-night; only don't give way so, for it hurts me sore to think that 

Michael has done thee any harm, my pretty." 

Willie roused himself up, and put back the wet and ruffled hair from his heated face; and he and Susan rose 

up, and hand-in-hand went towards the house, walking slowly and quietly except for a kind of sob which 

Willie could not repress. Susan took him to the pump and washed his tear-stained face, till she thought she 

had obliterated all traces of the recent disturbance, arranging his curls for him, and then she kissed him 

tenderly, and led him in, hoping to find Michael in the kitchen, and make all straight between them. But the 

blaze had dropped down into darkness; the wood was a heap of gray ashes in which the sparks ran hither and 

thither; but even in the groping darkness Susan knew by the sinking at her heart that Michael was not there. 

She threw another brand on the hearth and lighted the candle, and sat down to her work in silence. Willie 

cowered on his stool by the side of the fire, eyeing his sister from time to time, and sorry and oppressed, he 

knew not why, by the sight of her grave, almost stern face. No one came. They two were in the house alone. 

The old woman who helped Susan with the household work had gone out for the night to some friend's 

dwelling. William Dixon, the father, was up on the fells seeing after his sheep. Susan had no heart to prepare 

the evening meal. 

"Susy, darling, are you angry with me?" said Willie, in his little piping, gentle voice. He had stolen up to his 

sister's side. "I won't never play with the fire again; and I'll not cry if Michael does kick me. Only don't look 

so like dead mother--don't--don't--please don't!" he exclaimed, hiding his face on her shoulder. 

"I'm not angry, Willie," said she. "Don't be feared on me. You want your supper, and you shall have it; and 

don't you be feared on Michael. He shall give reason for every hair of your head that he touches--he shall." 

When William Dixon came home he found Susan and Willie sitting together, hand-in-hand, and apparently 

pretty cheerful. He bade them go to bed, for that he would sit up for Michael; and the next morning, when 

Susan came down, she found that Michael had started an hour before with the cart for lime. It was a long 

day's work; Susan knew it would be late, perhaps later than on the preceding night, before he returned--at any 

rate, past her usual bed-time; and on no account would she stop up a minute beyond that hour in the kitchen, 

whatever she might do in her bed-room. Here she sat and watched till past midnight; and when she saw him 

coming up the brow with the carts, she knew full well, even in that faint moonlight, that his gait was the gait 

of a man in liquor. But though she was annoyed and mortified to find in what way he had chosen to forget 

her, the fact did not disgust or shock her as it would have done many a girl, even at that day, who had not 

been brought up as Susan had, among a class who considered it no crime, but rather a mark of spirit, in a man 

to get drunk occasionally. Nevertheless, she chose to hold herself very high all the next day when Michael 

was, perforce, obliged to give up any attempt to do heavy work, and hung about the out-buildings and farm in 

a very disconsolate and sickly state. Willie had far more pity on him than Susan. Before evening, Willie and 

he were fast, and, on his side, ostentatious friends. Willie rode the horses down to water; Willie helped him to 

chop wood. Susan sat gloomily at her work, hearing an indistinct but cheerful conversation going on in the 

shippon, while the cows were being milked. She almost felt irritated with her little brother, as if he were a 

traitor, and had gone over to the enemy in the very battle that she was fighting in his cause. She was alone 

with no one to speak to, while they prattled on regardless if she were glad or sorry. 
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Soon Willie burst in. "Susan! Susan! come with me; I've something so pretty to show you. Round the corner 

of the barn--run! run!" (He was dragging her along, half reluctant, half desirous of some change in that weary 

day. Round the corner of the barn; and caught hold of by Michael, who stood there awaiting her. 

"O Willie!" cried she "you naughty boy. There is nothing pretty--what have you brought me here for? Let me 

go; I won't be held." 

"Only one word. Nay, if you wish it so much, you may go," said Michael, suddenly loosing his hold as she 

struggled. But now she was free, she only drew off a step or two, murmuring something about Willie. 

"You are going, then?" said Michael, with seeming sadness. "You won't hear me say a word of what is in my 

heart." 

"How can I tell whether it is what I should like to hear?" replied she, still drawing back. 

"That is just what I want you to tell me; I want you to hear it and then to tell me whether you like it or not." 

"Well, you may speak," replied she, turning her back, and beginning to plait the hem of her apron. 

He came close to her ear. 

"I'm sorry I hurt Willie the other night. He has forgiven me. Can you?" 

"You hurt him very badly," she replied. "But you are right to be sorry. I forgive you." 

"Stop, stop!" said he, laying his hand upon her arm. "There is something more I've got to say. I want you to be 

my--what is it they call it, Susan?" 

"I don't know," said she, half-laughing, but trying to get away with all her might now; and she was a strong 

girl, but she could not manage it. 

"You do. My--what is it I want you to be?" 

"I tell you I don't know, and you had best be quiet, and just let me go in, or I shall think you're as bad now as 

you were last night." 

"And how did you know what I was last night? It was past twelve when I came home. Were you watching? 

Ah, Susan! be my wife, and you shall never have to watch for a drunken husband. If I were your husband, I 

would come straight home, and count every minute an hour till I saw your bonny face. Now you know what I 

want you to be. I ask you to be my wife. Will you, my own dear Susan?" 
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She did not speak for some time. Then she only said "Ask father." And now she was really off like a lapwing 

round the corner of the barn, and up in her own little room, crying with all her might, before the triumphant 

smile had left Michael's face where he stood. 

The "Ask father" was a mere form to be gone though. Old Daniel Hurst and William Dixon had talked over 

what they could respectively give their children before this; and that was the parental way of arranging such 

matters. When the probable amount of worldly gear that he could give his child had been named by each 

father, the young folk, as they said, might take their own time in coming to the point which the old men, with 

the prescience of experience, saw they were drifting to; no need to hurry them, for they were both young, and 

Michael, though active enough, was too thoughtless, old Daniel said, to be trusted with the entire management 

of a farm. Meanwhile, his father would look about him, and see after all the farms that were to be let. 

Michael had a shrewd notion of this preliminary understanding between the fathers, and so felt less daunted 

than he might otherwise have done at making the application for Susan's hand. It was all right, there was not 

an obstacle; only a deal of good advice, which the lover thought might have as well been spared, and which it 

must be confessed he did not much attend to, although he assented to every part of it. Then Susan was called 

down stairs, and slowly came dropping into view down the steps which led from the two family apartments 

into the house-place. She tried to look composed and quiet, but it could not be done. She stood side by side 

with her lover, with her head drooping, her cheeks burning, not daring to look up or move, while her father 

made the newly-betrothed a somewhat formal address in which he gave his consent, and many a piece of 

worldly wisdom beside. Susan listened as well as she could for the beating of her heart; but when her father 

solemnly and sadly referred to his own lost wife, she could keep from sobbing no longer; but throwing her 

apron over her face, she sat down on the bench by the dresser, and fairly gave way to pent-up tears. Oh, how 

strangely sweet to be comforted as she was comforted, by tender caress, and many a low-whispered promise 

of love! Her father sat by the fire, thinking of the days that were gone; Willie was still out of doors; but Susan 

and Michael felt no one's presence or absence--they only knew they were together as betrothed husband and 

wife. 

In a week, or two, they were formally told of the arrangements to be made in their favour. A small farm in the 

neighbourhood happened to fall vacant; and Michael's father offered to take it for him, and be responsible for 

the rent for the first year, while William Dixon was to contribute a certain amount of stock, and both fathers 

were to help towards the furnishing of the house. Susan received all this information in a quiet, indifferent 

way; she did not care much for any of these preparations, which were to hurry her through the happy hours; 

she cared least of all for the money amount of dowry and of substance. It jarred on her to be made the 

confidante of occasional slight repinings of Michael's, as one by one his future father-in-law set aside a beast 

or a pig for Susan's portion, which were not always the best animals of their kind upon the farm. But he also 

complained of his own father's stinginess, which somewhat, though not much, alleviated Susan's dislike to 

being awakened out of her pure dream of love to the consideration of worldly wealth. 

But in the midst of all this bustle, Willie moped and pined. He had the same chord of delicacy running 

through his mind that made his body feeble and weak. He kept out of the way, and was apparently occupied in 

whittling and carving uncouth heads on hazel-sticks in an out-house. But he positively avoided Michael, and 

shrunk away even from Susan. She was too much occupied to notice this at first. Michael pointed it out to her, 

saying, with a laugh, - 
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"Look at Willie! he might be a cast-off lover and jealous of me, he looks so dark and downcast at me." 

Michael spoke this jest out loud, and Willie burst into tears, and ran out of the house. 

"Let me go. Let me go!" said Susan (for her lover's arm was round her waist). "I must go to him if he's 

fretting. I promised mother I would!" She pulled herself away, and went in search of the boy. She sought in 

byre and barn, through the orchard, where indeed in this leafless winter-time there was no great concealment; 

up into the room where the wool was usually stored in the later summer, and at last she found him, sitting at 

bay, like some hunted creature, up behind the wood-stack. 

"What are ye gone for, lad, and me seeking you everywhere?" asked she, breathless. 

"I did not know you would seek me. I've been away many a time, and no one has cared to seek me," said he, 

crying afresh. 

"Nonsense," replied Susan, "don't be so foolish, ye little good-for-nought." But she crept up to him in the hole 

he had made underneath the great, brown sheafs of wood, and squeezed herself down by him. "What for 

should folk seek after you, when you get away from them whenever you can?" asked she. 

"They don't want me to stay. Nobody wants me. If I go with father, he says I hinder more than I help. You 

used to like to have me with you. But now, you've taken up with Michael, and you'd rather I was away; and I 

can just bide away; but I cannot stand Michael jeering at me. He's got you to love him and that might serve 

him." 

"But I love you, too, dearly, lad!" said she, putting her arm round his neck. 

"Which on us do you like best?" said he, wistfully, after a little pause, putting her arm away, so that he might 

look in her face, and see if she spoke truth. 

She went very red. 

"You should not ask such questions. They are not fit for you to ask, nor for me to answer." 

"But mother bade you love me!" said he, plaintively. 

"And so I do. And so I ever will do. Lover nor husband shall come betwixt thee and me, lad--ne'er a one of 

them. That I promise thee (as I promised mother before), in the sight of God and with her hearkening now, if 

ever she can hearken to earthly word again. Only I cannot abide to have thee fretting, just because my heart is 

large enough for two." 

"And thou'lt love me always?" 

"Always, and ever. And the more--the more thou'lt love Michael," said she, dropping her voice. 
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"I'll try," said the boy, sighing, for he remembered many a harsh word and blow of which his sister knew 

nothing. She would have risen up to go away, but he held her tight, for here and now she was all his own, and 

he did not know when such a time might come again. So the two sat crouched up and silent, till they heard the 

horn blowing at the field-gate, which was the summons home to any wanderers belonging to the farm, and at 

this hour of the evening, signified that supper was ready. Then the two went in. 

Chapter II 

Susan and Michael were to be married in April. He had already gone to take possession of his new farm, three 

or four miles away from Yew Nook--but that is neighbouring, according to the acceptation of the word in that 

thinly-populated district,--when William Dixon fell ill. He came home one evening, complaining of head-ache 

and pains in his limbs, but seemed to loathe the posset which Susan prepared for him; the treacle-posset which 

was the homely country remedy against an incipient cold. He took to his bed with a sensation of exceeding 

weariness, and an odd, unusual looking-back to the days of his youth, when he was a lad living with his 

parents, in this very house. 

The next morning he had forgotten all his life since then, and did not know his own children; crying, like a 

newly-weaned baby, for his mother to come and soothe away his terrible pain. The doctor from Coniston said 

it was the typhus-fever, and warned Susan of its infectious character, and shook his head over his patient. 

There were no near friends to come and share her anxiety; only good, kind old Peggy, who was faithfulness 

itself, and one or two labourers' wives, who would fain have helped her, had not their hands been tied by their 

responsibility to their own families. But, somehow, Susan neither feared nor flagged. As for fear, indeed, she 

had no time to give way to it, for every energy of both body and mind was required. Besides, the young have 

had too little experience of the danger of infection to dread it much. She did indeed wish, from time to time, 

that Michael had been at home to have taken Willie over to his father's at High Beck; but then, again, the lad 

was docile and useful to her, and his fecklessness in many things might make him harshly treated by 

strangers; so, perhaps, it was as well that Michael was away at Appleby fair, or even beyond that--gone into 

Yorkshire after horses. 

Her father grew worse; and the doctor insisted on sending over a nurse from Coniston. Not a professed nurse--

Coniston could not have supported such a one; but a widow who was ready to go where the doctor sent her for 

the sake of the payment. When she came, Susan suddenly gave way; she was felled by the fever herself, and 

lay unconscious for long weeks. Her consciousness returned to her one spring afternoon; early spring: April,--

her wedding-month. There was a little fire burning in the small corner-grate, and the flickering of the blaze 

was enough for her to notice in her weak state. She felt that there was some one sitting on the window-side of 

her bed, behind the curtain, but she did not care to know who it was; it was even too great a trouble for her 

languid mind to consider who it was likely to be. She would rather shut her eyes, and melt off again into the 

gentle luxury of sleep. The next time she wakened, the Coniston nurse perceived her movement, and made her 

a cup of tea, which she drank with eager relish; but still they did not speak, and once more Susan lay 

motionless--not asleep, but strangely, pleasantly conscious of all the small chamber and household sounds; 

the fall of a cinder on the hearth, the fitful singing of the half-empty kettle, the cattle tramping out to field 

again after they had been milked, the aged step on the creaking stair--old Peggy's, as she knew. It came to her 

door; it stopped; the person outside listened for a moment, and then lifted the wooden latch, and looked in. 

The watcher by the bedside arose, and went to her. Susan would have been glad to see Peggy's face once 

more, but was far too weak to turn, so she lay and listened. 
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"How is she?" whispered one trembling, aged voice. 

"Better," replied the other. "She's been awake, and had a cup of tea. She'll do now." 

"Has she asked after him?" 

"Hush! No; she has not spoken a word." 

"Poor lass! poor lass!" 

The door was shut. A weak feeling of sorrow and self-pity came over Susan. What was wrong? Whom had 

she loved? And dawning, dawning, slowly rose the sun of her former life, and all particulars were made 

distinct to her. She felt that some sorrow was coming to her, and cried over it before she knew what it was, or 

had strength enough to ask. In the dead of night,--and she had never slept again,--she softly called to the 

watcher, and asked - 

"Who?" 

"Who what?" replied the woman, with a conscious affright, ill-veiled by a poor assumption of ease. "Lie still, 

there's a darling, and go to sleep. Sleep's better for you than all the doctor's stuff." 

"Who?" repeated Susan. "Something is wrong. Who?" 

"Oh, dear!" said the woman. "There's nothing wrong. Willie has taken the turn, and is doing nicely." 

"Father?" 

"Well! he's all right now," she answered, looking another way, as if seeking for something. 

"Then it's Michael! Oh, me! oh, me!" She set up a succession of weak, plaintive, hysterical cries before the 

nurse could pacify her, by declaring that Michael had been at the house not three hours before to ask after her, 

and looked as well and as hearty as ever man did. 

"And you heard of no harm to him since?" inquired Susan. 

"Bless the lass, no, for sure! I've ne'er heard his name named since I saw him go out of the yard as stout a man 

as ever trod shoe- leather." 

It was well, as the nurse said afterwards to Peggy, that Susan had been so easily pacified by the equivocating 

answer in respect to her father. If she had pressed the questions home in his case as she did in Michael's, she 

would have learnt that he was dead and buried more than a month before. It was well, too, that in her weak 

state of convalescence (which lasted long after this first day of consciousness) her perceptions were not sharp 

enough to observe the sad change that had taken place in Willie. His bodily strength returned, his appetite was 
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something enormous, but his eyes wandered continually; his regard could not be arrested; his speech became 

slow, impeded, and incoherent. People began to say that the fever had taken away the little wit Willie Dixon 

had ever possessed and that they feared that he would end in being a "natural," as they call an idiot in the 

Dales. 

The habitual affection and obedience to Susan lasted longer than any other feeling that the boy had had 

previous to his illness; and, perhaps, this made her be the last to perceive what every one else had long 

anticipated. She felt the awakening rude when it did come. It was in this wise:- 

One Jane evening, she sat out of doors under the yew-tree, knitting. She was pale still from her recent illness; 

and her languor, joined to the fact of her black dress, made her look more than usually interesting. She was no 

longer the buoyant self-sufficient Susan, equal to every occasion. The men were bringing in the cows to be 

milked, and Michael was about in the yard giving orders and directions with somewhat the air of a master, for 

the farm belonged of right to Willie, and Susan had succeeded to the guardianship of her brother. Michael and 

she were to be married as soon as she was strong enough--so, perhaps, his authoritative manner was justified; 

but the labourers did not like it, although they said little. They remembered a stripling on the farm, knowing 

far less than they did, and often glad to shelter his ignorance of all agricultural matters behind their superior 

knowledge. They would have taken orders from Susan with far more willingness; nay, Willie himself might 

have commanded them; and from the old hereditary feeling toward the owners of land, they would have 

obeyed him with far greater cordiality than they now showed to Michael. But Susan was tired with even three 

rounds of knitting, and seemed not to notice, or to care, how things went on around her; and Willie--poor 

Willie!--there he stood lounging against the door-sill, enormously grown and developed, to be sure, but with 

restless eyes and ever-open mouth, and every now and then setting up a strange kind of howling cry, and then 

smiling vacantly to himself at the sound he had made. As the two old labourers passed him, they looked at 

each other ominously, and shook their heads. 

"Willie, darling," said Susan, "don't make that noise--it makes my head ache." 

She spoke feebly, and Willie did not seem to hear; at any rate, he continued his howl from time to time. 

"Hold thy noise, wilt'a?" said Michael, roughly, as he passed near him, and threatening him with his fist. 

Susan's back was turned to the pair. The expression of Willie's face changed from vacancy to fear, and he 

came shambling up to Susan, who put her arm round him, and, as if protected by that shelter, he began 

making faces at Michael. Susan saw what was going on, and, as if now first struck by the strangeness of her 

brother's manner, she looked anxiously at Michael for an explanation. Michael was irritated at Willie's 

defiance of him, and did not mince the matter. 

"It's just that the fever has left him silly--he never was as wise as other folk, and now I doubt if he will ever 

get right." 

Susan did not speak, but she went very pale, and her lip quivered. She looked long and wistfully at Willie's 

face, as he watched the motion of the ducks in the great stable-pool. He laughed softly to himself every now 

and then. 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 535  october 2020 

 

140 

"Willie likes to see the ducks go overhead," said Susan, instinctively adopting the form of speech she would 

have used to a young child. 

"Willie, boo! Willie, boo!" he replied, clapping his hands, and avoiding her eye. 

"Speak properly, Willie," said Susan, making a strong effort at self-control, and trying to arrest his attention. 

"You know who I am--tell me my name!" She grasped his arm almost painfully tight to make him attend. 

Now he looked at her, and, for an instant, a gleam of recognition quivered over his face; but the exertion was 

evidently painful, and he began to cry at the vainness of the effort to recall her name. He hid his face upon her 

shoulder with the old affectionate trick of manner. She put him gently away, and went into the house into her 

own little bedroom. She locked the door, and did not reply at all to Michael's calls for her, hardly spoke to old 

Peggy, who tried to tempt her out to receive some homely sympathy, and through the open easement there 

still came the idiotic sound of "Willie, boo! Willie, boo!" 

Chapter III 

After the stun of the blow came the realization of the consequences. Susan would sit for hours trying patiently 

to recall and piece together fragments of recollection and consciousness in her brother's mind. She would let 

him go and pursue some senseless bit of play, and wait until she could catch his eye or his attention again, 

when she would resume her self-imposed task. Michael complained that she never had a word for him, or a 

minute of time to spend with him now; but she only said she must try, while there was yet a chance, to bring 

back her brother's lost wits. As for marriage in this state of uncertainty, she had no heart to think of it. Then 

Michael stormed, and absented himself for two or three days; but it was of no use. When he came back, he 

saw that she had been crying till her eyes were all swollen up, and he gathered from Peggy's scoldings (which 

she did not spare him) that Susan had eaten nothing since he went away. But she was as inflexible as ever. 

"Not just yet. Only not just yet. And don't say again that I do not love you," said she, suddenly hiding herself 

in his arms. 

And so matters went on through August. The crop of oats was gathered in; the wheat-field was not ready as 

yet, when one fine day Michael drove up in a borrowed shandry, and offered to take Willie a ride. His 

manner, when Susan asked him where he was going to, was rather confused; but the answer was straight and 

clear enough. 

He had business in Ambleside. He would never lose sight of the lad, and have him back safe and sound before 

dark. So Susan let him go. 

Before night they were at home again: Willie in high delight at a little rattling paper windmill that Michael 

had bought for him in the street, and striving to imitate this new sound with perpetual buzzings. Michael, too, 

looked pleased. Susan knew the look, although afterwards she remembered that he had tried to veil it from 

her, and had assumed a grave appearance of sorrow whenever he caught her eye. He put up his horse; for, 

although he had three miles further to go, the moon was up--the bonny harvest-moon--and he did not care 

how late he had to drive on such a road by such a light. After the supper which Susan had prepared for the 
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travellers was over, Peggy went up-stairs to see Willie safe in bed; for he had to have the same care taken of 

him that a little child of four years old requires. 

Michael drew near to Susan. 

"Susan," said he, "I took Will to see Dr. Preston, at Kendal. He's the first doctor in the county. I thought it 

were better for us--for you--to know at once what chance there were for him." 

"Well!" said Susan, looking eagerly up. She saw the same strange glance of satisfaction, the same instant 

change to apparent regret and pain. "What did he say?" said she. "Speak! can't you?" 

"He said he would never get better of his weakness." 

"Never!" 

"No; never. It's a long word, and hard to bear. And there's worse to come, dearest. The doctor thinks he will 

get badder from year to year. And he said, if he was us--you--he would send him off in time to Lancaster 

Asylum. They've ways there both of keeping such people in order and making them happy. I only tell you 

what he said," continued he, seeing the gathering storm in her face. 

"There was no harm in his saying it," she replied, with great self-constraint, forcing herself to speak coldly 

instead of angrily. "Folk is welcome to their opinions." 

They sat silent for a minute or two, her breast heaving with suppressed feeling. 

"He's counted a very clever man," said Michael at length. 

"He may be. He's none of my clever men, nor am I going to be guided by him, whatever he may think. And I 

don't thank them that went and took my poor lad to have such harsh notions formed about him. If I'd been 

there, I could have called out the sense that is in him." 

"Well! I'll not say more to-night, Susan. You're not taking it rightly, and I'd best be gone, and leave you to 

think it over. I'll not deny they are hard words to hear, but there's sense in them, as I take it; and I reckon 

you'll have to come to 'em. Anyhow, it's a bad way of thanking me for my pains, and I don't take it well in 

you, Susan," said he, getting up, as if offended. 

"Michael, I'm beside myself with sorrow. Don't blame me if I speak sharp. He and me is the only ones, you 

see. And mother did so charge me to have a care of him! And this is what he's come to, poor lile chap!" She 

began to cry, and Michael to comfort her with caresses. 

"Don't," said she. "It's no use trying to make me forget poor Willie is a natural. I could hate myself for being 

happy with you, even for just a little minute. Go away, and leave me to face it out." 

"And you'll think it over, Susan, and remember what the doctor says?" 
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"I can't forget," said she. She meant she could not forget what the doctor had said about the hopelessness of 

her brother's case; Michael had referred to the plan of sending Willie to an asylum, or madhouse, as they were 

called in that day and place. The idea had been gathering force in Michael's mind for some time; he had talked 

it over with his father, and secretly rejoiced over the possession of the farm and land which would then be his 

in fact, if not in law, by right of his wife. He had always considered the good penny her father could give her 

in his catalogue of Susan's charms and attractions. But of late he had grown to esteem her as the heiress of 

Yew Nook. He, too, should have land like his brother--land to possess, to cultivate, to make profit from, to 

bequeath. For some time he had wondered that Susan had been so much absorbed in Willie's present, that she 

had never seemed to look forward to his future, state. Michael had long felt the boy to be a trouble; but of late 

he had absolutely loathed him. His gibbering, his uncouth gestures, his loose, shambling gait, all irritated 

Michael inexpressibly. He did not come near the Yew Nook for a couple of days. He thought that he would 

leave her time to become anxious to see him and reconciled to his plan. They were strange lonely days to 

Susan. They were the first she had spent face to face with the sorrows that had turned her from a girl into a 

woman; for hitherto Michael had never let twenty- four hours pass by without coming to see her since she had 

had the fever. Now that he was absent, it seemed as though some cause of irritation was removed from Will, 

who was much more gentle and tractable than he had been for many weeks. Susan thought that she observed 

him making efforts at her bidding, and there was something piteous in the way in which he crept up to her, 

and looked wistfully in her face, as if asking her to restore him the faculties that he felt to be wanting. 

"I never will let thee go, lad. Never! There's no knowing where they would take thee to, or what they would 

do with thee. As it says in the Bible, 'Nought but death shall part thee and me!'" 

The country-side was full, in those days, of stories of the brutal treatment offered to the insane; stories that 

were, in fact, but too well founded, and the truth of one of which only would have been a sufficient reason for 

the strong prejudice existing against all such places. Each succeeding hour that Susan passed, alone, or with 

the poor affectionate lad for her sole companion, served to deepen her solemn resolution never to part with 

him. So, when Michael came, he was annoyed and surprised by the calm way in which she spoke, as if 

following Dr. Preston's advice was utterly and entirely out of the question. He had expected nothing less than 

a consent, reluctant it might be, but still a consent; and he was extremely irritated. He could have repressed 

his anger, but he chose rather to give way to it; thinking that he could thus best work upon Susan's affection, 

so as to gain his point. But, somehow, he over-reached himself; and now he was astonished in his turn at the 

passion of indignation that she burst into. 

"Thou wilt not bide in the same house with him, say'st thou? There's no need for thy biding, as far as I can 

tell. There's solemn reason why I should bide with my own flesh and blood and keep to the word I pledged 

my mother on her death-bed; but, as for thee, there's no tie that I know on to keep thee fro' going to America 

or Botany Bay this very night, if that were thy inclination. I will have no more of your threats to make me 

send my bairn away. If thou marry me, thou'lt help me to take charge of Willie. If thou doesn't choose to 

marry me on those terms--why, I can snap my fingers at thee, never fear. I'm not so far gone in love as that. 

But I will not have thee, if thou say'st in such a hectoring way that Willie must go out of the house--and the 

house his own too--before thoul't set foot in it. Willie bides here, and I bide with him." 

"Thou hast may-be spoken a word too much," said Michael, pale with rage. "If I am free, as thou say'st, to go 

to Canada, or Botany Bay, I reckon I'm free to live where I like, and that will not be with a natural who may 

turn into a madman some day, for aught I know. Choose between him and me, Susy, for I swear to thee, thou 

shan't have both." 
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"I have chosen," said Susan, now perfectly composed and still. "Whatever comes of it, I bide with Willie." 

"Very well," replied Michael, trying to assume an equal composure of manner. "Then I'll wish you a very 

good night." He went out of the house door, half-expecting to be called back again; but, instead, he heard a 

hasty step inside, and a bolt drawn. 

"Whew!" said he to himself, "I think I must leave my lady alone for a week or two, and give her time to come 

to her senses. She'll not find it so easy as she thinks to let me go." 

So he went past the kitchen-window in nonchalant style, and was not seen again at Yew Nook for some 

weeks. How did he pass the time? For the first day or two, he was unusually cross with all things and people 

that came athwart him. Then wheat-harvest began, and he was busy, and exultant about his heavy crop. Then 

a man came from a distance to bid for the lease of his farm, which, by his father's advice, had been offered for 

sale, as he himself was so soon likely to remove to the Yew Nook. He had so little idea that Susan really 

would remain firm to her determination, that he at once began to haggle with the man who came after his 

farm, showed him the crop just got in, and managed skilfully enough to make a good bargain for himself. Of 

course, the bargain had to be sealed at the public- house; and the companions he met with there soon became 

friends enough to tempt him into Langdale, where again he met with Eleanor Hebthwaite. 

How did Susan pass the time? For the first day or so, she was too angry and offended to cry. She went about 

her household duties in a quick, sharp, jerking, yet absent way; shrinking one moment from Will, 

overwhelming him with remorseful caresses the next. The third day of Michael's absence, she had the relief of 

a good fit of crying; and after that, she grew softer and more tender; she felt how harshly she had spoken to 

him, and remembered how angry she had been. She made excuses for him. "It was no wonder," she said to 

herself, "that he had been vexed with her; and no wonder he would not give in, when she had never tried to 

speak gently or to reason with him. She was to blame, and she would tell him so, and tell him once again all 

that her mother had bade her to be to Willie, and all the horrible stories she had heard about madhouses, and 

he would be on her side at once." 

And so she watched for his coming, intending to apologise as soon as ever she saw him. She hurried over her 

household work, in order to sit quietly at her sewing, and hear the first distant sound of his well-known step or 

whistle. But even the sound of her flying needle seemed too loud--perhaps she was losing an exquisite instant 

of anticipation; so she stopped sewing, and looked longingly out through the geranium leaves, in order that 

her eye might catch the first stir of the branches in the wood-path by which he generally came. Now and then 

a bird might spring out of the covert; otherwise the leaves were heavily still in the sultry weather of early 

autumn. Then she would take up her sewing, and, with a spasm of resolution, she would determine that a 

certain task should be fulfilled before she would again allow herself the poignant luxury of expectation. Sick 

at heart was she when the evening closed in, and the chances of that day diminished. Yet she stayed up longer 

than usual, thinking that if he were coming--if he were only passing along the distant road--the sight of a light 

in the window might encourage him to make his appearance even at that late hour, while seeing the house all 

darkened and shut up might quench any such intention. 

Very sick and weary at heart, she went to bed; too desolate and despairing to cry, or make any moan. But in 

the morning hope came afresh. Another day--another chance! And so it went on for weeks. Peggy understood 

her young mistress's sorrow full well, and respected it by her silence on the subject. Willie seemed happier 

now that the irritation of Michael's presence was removed; for the poor idiot had a sort of antipathy to 
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Michael, which was a kind of heart's echo to the repugnance in which the latter held him. Altogether, just at 

this time, Willie was the happiest of the three. 

As Susan went into Coniston, to sell her butter, one Saturday, some inconsiderate person told her that she had 

seen Michael Hurst the night before. I said inconsiderate, but I might rather have said unobservant; for any 

one who had spent half-an-hour in Susan Dixon's company might have seen that she disliked having any 

reference made to the subjects nearest her heart, were they joyous or grievous. Now she went a little paler 

than usual (and she had never recovered her colour since she had had the fever), and tried to keep silence. But 

an irrepressible pang forced out the question - 

"Where?" 

"At Thomas Applethwaite's, in Langdale. They had a kind of harvest-home, and he were there among the 

young folk, and very thick wi' Nelly Hebthwaite, old Thomas's niece. Thou'lt have to look after him a bit, 

Susan!" 

She neither smiled nor sighed. The neighbour who had been speaking to her was struck with the gray stillness 

of her face. Susan herself felt how well her self-command was obeyed by every little muscle, and said to 

herself in her Spartan manner, "I can bear it without either wincing or blenching." She went home early, at a 

tearing, passionate pace, trampling and breaking through all obstacles of briar or bush. Willie was moping in 

her absence--hanging listlessly on the farm-yard gate to watch for her. When he saw her, he set up one of his 

strange, inarticulate cries, of which she was now learning the meaning, and came towards her with his loose, 

galloping run, head and limbs all shaking and wagging with pleasant excitement. Suddenly she turned from 

him, and burst into tears. She sat down on a stone by the wayside, not a hundred yards from home, and buried 

her face in her hands, and gave way to a passion of pent-up sorrow; so terrible and full of agony were her low 

cries, that the idiot stood by her, aghast and silent. All his joy gone for the time, but not, like her joy, turned 

into ashes. Some thought struck him. Yes! the sight of her woe made him think, great as the exertion was. He 

ran, and stumbled, and shambled home, buzzing with his lips all the time. She never missed him. He came 

back in a trice, bringing with him his cherished paper windmill, bought on that fatal day when Michael had 

taken him into Kendal to have his doom of perpetual idiocy pronounced. He thrust it into Susan's face, her 

hands, her lap, regardless of the injury his frail plaything thereby received. He leapt before her to think how 

he had cured all heart-sorrow, buzzing louder than ever. Susan looked up at him, and that glance of her sad 

eyes sobered him. He began to whimper, he knew not why: and she now, comforter in her turn, tried to soothe 

him by twirling his windmill. But it was broken; it made no noise; it would not go round. This seemed to 

afflict Susan more than him. She tried to make it right, although she saw the task was hopeless; and while she 

did so, the tears rained down unheeded from her bent head on the paper toy. 

"It won't do," said she, at last. "It will never do again." And, somehow, she took the accident and her words as 

omens of the love that was broken, and that she feared could never be pieced together more. She rose up and 

took Willie's hand, and the two went slowly into the house. 

To her surprise, Michael Hurst sat in the house-place. House-place is a sort of better kitchen, where no 

cookery is done, but which is reserved for state occasions. Michael had gone in there because he was 

accompanied by his only sister, a woman older than himself, who was well married beyond Keswick, and 

who now came for the first time to make acquaintance with Susan. Michael had primed his sister with his 

wishes regarding Will, and the position in which he stood with Susan; and arriving at Yew Nook in the 
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absence of the latter, he had not scrupled to conduct his sister into the guest-room, as he held Mrs. Gale's 

worldly position in respect and admiration, and therefore wished her to be favourably impressed with all the 

signs of property which he was beginning to consider as Susan's greatest charms. He had secretly said to 

himself, that if Eleanor Hebthwaite and Susan Dixon were equal in point of riches, he would sooner have 

Eleanor by far. He had begun to consider Susan as a termagant; and when he thought of his intercourse with 

her, recollections of her somewhat warm and hasty temper came far more readily to his mind than any 

remembrance of her generous, loving nature. 

And now she stood face to face with him; her eyes tear-swollen, her garments dusty, and here and there torn 

in consequence of her rapid progress through the bushy by-paths. She did not make a favourable impression 

on the well-clad Mrs. Gale, dressed in her best silk gown, and therefore unusually susceptible to the 

appearance of another. Nor were Susan's manners gracious or cordial. How could they be, when she 

remembered what had passed between Michael and herself the last time they met? For her penitence had 

faded away under the daily disappointment of these last weary weeks. 

But she was hospitable in substance. She bade Peggy hurry on the kettle, and busied herself among the tea-

cups, thankful that the presence of Mrs. Gale, as a stranger, would prevent the immediate recurrence to the 

one subject which she felt must be present in Michael's mind as well as in her own. But Mrs. Gale was 

withheld by no such feelings of delicacy. She had come ready-primed with the case, and had undertaken to 

bring the girl to reason. There was no time to be lost. It had been prearranged between the brother and sister 

that he was to stroll out into the farm-yard before his sister introduced the subject; but she was so confident in 

the success of her arguments, that she must needs have the triumph of a victory as soon as possible; and, 

accordingly, she brought a hail-storm of good reasons to bear upon Susan. Susan did not reply for a long time; 

she was so indignant at this intermeddling of a stranger in the deep family sorrow and shame. Mrs. Gale 

thought she was gaining the day, and urged her arguments more pitilessly. Even Michael winced for Susan, 

and wondered at her silence. He shrank out of sight, and into the shadow, hoping that his sister might prevail, 

but annoyed at the hard way in which she kept putting the case. 

Suddenly Susan turned round from the occupation she had pretended to be engaged in, and said to him in a 

low voice, which yet not only vibrated itself, but made its hearers thrill through all their obtuseness: 

"Michael Hurst! does your sister speak truth, think you?" 

Both women looked at him for his answer; Mrs. Gale without anxiety, for had she not said the very words 

they had spoken together before? had she not used the very arguments that he himself had suggested? Susan, 

on the contrary, looked to his answer as settling her doom for life; and in the gloom of her eyes you might 

have read more despair than hope. 

He shuffled his position. He shuffled in his words. 

"What is it you ask? My sister has said many things." 

"I ask you," said Susan, trying to give a crystal clearness both to her expressions and her pronunciation, "if, 

knowing as you do how Will is afflicted, you will help me to take that charge of him which I promised my 
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mother on her death-bed that I would do; and which means, that I shall keep him always with me, and do all 

in my power to make his life happy. If you will do this, I will be your wife; if not, I remain unwed." 

"But he may get dangerous; he can be but a trouble; his being here is a pain to you, Susan, not a pleasure." 

"I ask you for either yes or no," said she, a little contempt at his evading her question mingling with her tone. 

He perceived it, and it nettled him. 

"And I have told you. I answered your question the last time I was here. I said I would ne'er keep house with 

an idiot; no more I will. So now you've gotten your answer." 

"I have," said Susan. And she sighed deeply. 

"Come, now," said Mrs. Gale, encouraged by the sigh; "one would think you don't love Michael, Susan, to be 

so stubborn in yielding to what I'm sure would be best for the lad." 

"Oh! she does not care for me," said Michael. "I don't believe she ever did." 

"Don't I? Haven't I?" asked Susan, her eyes blazing out fire. She left the room directly, and sent Peggy in to 

make the tea; and catching at Will, who was lounging about in the kitchen, she went up-stairs with him and 

bolted herself in, straining the boy to her heart, and keeping almost breathless, lest any noise she made might 

cause him to break out into the howls and sounds which she could not bear that those below should hear. 

A knock at the door. It was Peggy. 

"He wants for to see you, to wish you good-bye." 

"I cannot come. Oh, Peggy, send them away." 

It was her only cry for sympathy; and the old servant understood it. She sent them away, somehow; not 

politely, as I have been given to understand. 

"Good go with them," said Peggy, as she grimly watched their retreating figures. "We're rid of bad rubbish, 

anyhow." And she turned into the house, with the intention of making ready some refreshment for Susan, after 

her hard day at the market, and her harder evening. But in the kitchen, to which she passed through the empty 

house-place, making a face of contemptuous dislike at the used tea-cups and fragments of a meal yet standing 

there, she found Susan, with her sleeves tucked up and her working apron on, busied in preparing to make 

clap-bread, one of the hardest and hottest domestic tasks of a Daleswoman. She looked up, and first met, and 

then avoided Peggy's eye; it was too full of sympathy. Her own cheeks were flushed, and her own eyes were 

dry and burning. 

"Where's the board, Peggy? We need clap-bread; and, I reckon, I've time to get through with it to-night." Her 

voice had a sharp, dry tone in it, and her motions a jerking angularity about them. 
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Peggy said nothing, but fetched her all that she needed. Susan beat her cakes thin with vehement force. As she 

stooped over them, regardless even of the task in which she seemed so much occupied, she was surprised by a 

touch on her mouth of something--what she did not see at first. It was a cup of tea, delicately sweetened and 

cooled, and held to her lips, when exactly ready, by the faithful old woman. Susan held it off a hand's breath, 

and looked into Peggy's eyes, while her own filled with the strange relief of tears. 

"Lass!" said Peggy, solemnly, "thou hast done well. It is not long to bide, and then the end will come." 

"But you are very old, Peggy," said Susan, quivering. 

"It is but a day sin' I were young," replied Peggy; but she stopped the conversation by again pushing the cup 

with gentle force to Susan's dry and thirsty lips. When she had drunken she fell again to her labour, Peggy 

heating the hearth, and doing all that she knew would be required, but never speaking another word. Willie 

basked close to the fire, enjoying the animal luxury of warmth, for the autumn evenings were beginning to be 

chilly. It was one o'clock before they thought of going to bed on that memorable night. 

Chapter IV 

The vehemence with which Susan Dixon threw herself into occupation could not last for ever. Times of 

languor and remembrance would come--times when she recurred with a passionate yearning to bygone days, 

the recollection of which was so vivid and delicious, that it seemed as though it were the reality, and the 

present bleak bareness the dream. She smiled anew at the magical sweetness of some touch or tone which in 

memory she felt and heard, and drank the delicious cup of poison, although at the very time she knew what 

the consequences of racking pain would be. 

"This time, last year," thought she, "we went nutting together--this very day last year; just such a day as to-

day. Purple and gold were the lights on the hills; the leaves were just turning brown; here and there on the 

sunny slopes the stubble-fields looked tawny; down in a cleft of yon purple slate-rock the beck fell like a 

silver glancing thread; all just as it is to-day. And he climbed the slender, swaying nut-trees, and bent the 

branches for me to gather; or made a passage through the hazel copses, from time to time claiming a toll. Who 

could have thought he loved me so little?--who?--who?" 

Or, as the evening closed in, she would allow herself to imagine that she heard his coming step, just that she 

might recall time feeling of exquisite delight which had passed by without the due and passionate relish at the 

time. Then she would wonder how she could have had strength, the cruel, self-piercing strength, to say what 

she had done; to stab himself with that stern resolution, of which the sear would remain till her dying day. It 

might have been right; but, as she sickened, she wished she had not instinctively chosen the right. How 

luxurious a life haunted by no stern sense of duty must be! And many led this kind of life; why could not she? 

O, for one hour again of his sweet company! If he came now, she would agree to whatever he proposed. 

It was a fever of the mind. She passed through it, and came out healthy, if weak. She was capable once more 

of taking pleasure in following an unseen guide through briar and brake. She returned with tenfold affection 

to her protecting care of Willie. She acknowledged to herself that he was to he her all-in-all in life. She made 

him her constant companion. For his sake, as the real owner of Yew Nook, and she as his steward and 

guardian, she began that course of careful saving, and that love of acquisition, which afterwards gained for 
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her the reputation of being miserly. She still thought that he might regain a scanty portion of sense--enough to 

require some simple pleasures and excitement, which would cost money. And money should not be wanting. 

Peggy rather assisted her in the formation of her parsimonious habits than otherwise; economy was the order 

of the district, and a certain degree of respectable avarice the characteristic of her age. Only Willie was never 

stinted nor hindered of anything that the two women thought could give him pleasure, for want of money. 

There was one gratification which Susan felt was needed for the restoration of her mind to its more healthy 

state, after she had passed through the whirling fever, when duty was as nothing, and anarchy reigned; a 

gratification that, somehow, was to be her last burst of unreasonableness; of which she knew and recognised 

pain as the sure consequence. She must see him once more,--herself unseen. 

The week before the Christmas of this memorable year, she went out in the dusk of the early winter evening, 

wrapped close in shawl and cloak. She wore her dark shawl under her cloak, putting it over her head in lieu of 

a bonnet; for she knew that she might have to wait long in concealment. Then she tramped over the wet fell-

path, shut in by misty rain for miles and miles, till she came to the place where he was lodging; a farm-house 

in Langdale, with a steep, stony lane leading up to it: this lane was entered by a gate out of the main road, and 

by the gate were a few bushes--thorns; but of them the leaves had fallen, and they offered no concealment: an 

old wreck of a yew-tree grew among them, however, and underneath that Susan cowered down, shrouding her 

face, of which the colour might betray her, with a corner of her shawl. Long did she wait; cold and cramped 

she became, too damp and stiff to change her posture readily. And after all, he might never come! But, she 

would wait till daylight,if need were; and she pulled out a crust, with which she had providently supplied 

herself. The rain had ceased,--a dull, still, brooding weather had succeeded; it was a night to hear distant 

sounds. She heard horses' hoofs striking and splashing in the stones, and in the pools of the road at her back. 

Two horses; not well-ridden, or evenly guided, as she could tell. 

Michael Hurst and a companion drew near: not tipsy, but not sober. They stopped at the gate to bid each other 

a maudlin farewell. Michael stooped forward to catch the latch with the hook of the stick which he carried; he 

dropped the stick, and it fell with one end close to Susan,--indeed, with the slightest change of posture she 

could have opened the gate for him. He swore a great oath, and struck his horse with his closed fist, as if that 

animal had been to blame; then he dismounted, opened the gate, and fumbled about for his stick. When he had 

found it (Susan had touched the other end) his first use of it was to flog his horse well, and she had much ado 

to avoid its kicks and plunges. Then, still swearing, he staggered up the lane, for it was evident he was not 

sober enough to remount. 

By daylight Susan was back and at her daily labours at Yew Nook. When the spring came, Michael Hurst was 

married to Eleanor Hebthwaite. Others, too, were married, and christenings made their firesides merry and 

glad; or they travelled, and came back after long years with many wondrous tales. More rarely, perhaps, a 

Dalesman changed his dwelling. But to all households more change came than to Yew Nook. There the 

seasons came round with monotonous sameness; or, if they brought mutation, it was of a slow, and decaying, 

and depressing kind. Old Peggy died. Her silent sympathy, concealed under much roughness, was a loss to 

Susan Dixon. Susan was not yet thirty when this happened, but she looked a middle-aged, not to say an 

elderly woman. People affirmed that she had never recovered her complexion since that fever, a dozen years 

ago, which killed her father, and left Will Dixon an idiot. But besides her gray sallowness, the lines in her 

face were strong, and deep, and hard. The movements of her eyeballs were slow and heavy; the wrinkles at 

the corners of her mouth and eyes were planted firm and sure; not an ounce of unnecessary flesh was there on 

her bones--every muscle started strong and ready for use. She needed all this bodily strength, to a degree that 
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no human creature, now Peggy was dead, knew of: for Willie had grown up large and strong in body, and, in 

general, docile enough in mind; but, every now and then, he became first moody, and then violent. These 

paroxysms lasted but a day or two; and it was Susan's anxious care to keep their very existence hidden and 

unknown. It is true, that occasional passers-by on that lonely road heard sounds at night of knocking about of 

furniture, blows, and cries, as of some tearing demon within the solitary farm-house; but these fits of violence 

usually occurred in the night; and whatever had been their consequence, Susan had tidied and redded up all 

signs of aught unusual before the morning. For, above all, she dreaded lest some one might find out in what 

danger and peril she occasionally was, and might assume a right to take away her brother from her care. The 

one idea of taking charge of him had deepened and deepened with years. It was graven into her mind as the 

object for which she lived. The sacrifice she had made for this object only made it more precious to her. 

Besides, she separated the idea of the docile, affectionate, loutish, indolent Will, and kept it distinct from the 

terror which the demon that occasionally possessed him inspired her with. The one was her flesh and her 

blood--the child of her dead mother; the other was some fiend who came to torture and convulse the creature 

she so loved. She believed that she fought her brother's battle in holding down those tearing hands, in binding 

whenever she could those uplifted restless arms prompt and prone to do mischief. All the time she subdued 

him with her cunning or her strength, she spoke to him in pitying murmurs, or abused the third person, the 

fiendish enemy, in no unmeasured tones. Towards morning the paroxysm was exhausted, and he would fall 

asleep, perhaps only to waken with evil and renewed vigour. But when he was laid down, she would sally out 

to taste the fresh air, and to work off her wild sorrow in cries and mutterings to herself. The early labourers 

saw her gestures at a distance, and thought her as crazed as the idiot-brother who made the neighbourhood a 

haunted place. But did any chance person call at Yew Nook later on in the day, he would find Susan Dixon 

cold, calm, collected; her manner curt, her wits keen. 

Once this fit of violence lasted longer than usual. Susan's strength both of mind and body was nearly worn 

out; she wrestled in prayer that somehow it might end before she, too, was driven mad; or, worse, might be 

obliged to give up life's aim, and consign Willie to a madhouse. From that moment of prayer (as she 

afterwards superstitiously thought) Willie calmed--and then he drooped--and then he sank--and, last of all, he 

died in reality from physical exhaustion. 

But he was so gentle and tender as he lay on his dying bed; such strange, child-like gleams of returning 

intelligence came over his face, long after the power to make his dull, inarticulate sounds had departed, that 

Susan was attracted to him by a stronger tie than she had ever felt before. It was something to have even an 

idiot loving her with dumb, wistful, animal affection; something to have any creature looking at her with such 

beseeching eyes, imploring protection from the insidious enemy stealing on. And yet she knew that to him 

death was no enemy, but a true friend, restoring light and health to his poor clouded mind. It was to her that 

death was an enemy; to her, the survivor, when Willie died; there was no one to love her. 

Worse doom still, there was no one left on earth for her to love. 

You now know why no wandering tourist could persuade her to receive him as a lodger; why no tired traveller 

could melt her heart to afford him rest and refreshment; why long habits of seclusion had given her a 

moroseness of manner, and how care for the interests of another had rendered her keen and miserly. 

But there was a third act in the drama of her life. 

Chapter V 
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In spite of Peggy's prophecy that Susan's life should not seem long, it did seem wearisome and endless, as the 

years slowly uncoiled their monotonous circles. To be sure, she might have made change for herself, but she 

did not care to do it. It was, indeed, more than "not caring," which merely implies a certain degree of vis 

inertiae to be subdued before an object can be attained, and that the object itself does not seem to be of 

sufficient importance to call out the requisite energy. On the contrary, Susan exerted herself to avoid change 

and variety. She had a morbid dread of new faces, which originated in her desire to keep poor dead Willie's 

state a profound secret. She had a contempt for new customs; and, indeed, her old ways prospered so well 

under her active hand and vigilant eye, that it was difficult to know how they could be improved upon. She 

was regularly present in Coniston market with the best butter and the earliest chickens of the season. Those 

were the common farm produce that every farmer's wife about had to sell; but Susan, after she had disposed 

of the more feminine articles, turned to on the man's side. A better judge of a horse or cow there was not in all 

the country round. Yorkshire itself might have attempted to jockey her, and would have failed. Her corn was 

sound and clean; her potatoes well preserved to the latest spring. People began to talk of the hoards of money 

Susan Dixon must have laid up somewhere; and one young ne'er-do-weel of a farmer's son undertook to make 

love to the woman of forty, who looked fifty-five, if a day. He made up to her by opening a gate on the road-

path home, as she was riding on a bare-backed horse, her purchase not an hour ago. She was off before him, 

refusing his civility; but the remounting was not so easy, and rather than fail she did not choose to attempt it. 

She walked, and he walked alongside, improving his opportunity, which, as he vainly thought, had been 

consciously granted to him. As they drew near Yew Nook, he ventured on some expression of a wish to keep 

company with her. His words were vague and clumsily arranged. Susan turned round and coolly asked him to 

explain himself, he took courage, as he thought of her reputed wealth, and expressed his wishes this second 

time pretty plainly. To his surprise, the reply she made was in a series of smart strokes across his shoulders, 

administered through the medium of a supple hazel-switch. 

"Take that!" said she, almost breathless, "to teach thee how thou darest make a fool of an honest woman old 

enough to be thy mother. If thou com'st a step nearer the house, there's a good horse-pool, and there's two 

stout fellows who'll like no better fun than ducking thee. Be off wi' thee!" 

And she strode into her own premises, never looking round to see whether he obeyed her injunction or not. 

Sometimes three or four years would pass over without her hearing Michael Hurst's name mentioned. She 

used to wonder at such times whether he were dead or alive. She would sit for hours by the dying embers of 

her fire on a winter's evening, trying to recall the scenes of her youth; trying to bring up living pictures of the 

faces she had then known--Michael's most especially. She thought it was possible, so long had been the lapse 

of years, that she might now pass by him in the street unknowing and unknown. His outward form she might 

not recognize, but himself she should feel in the thrill of her whole being. He could not pass her unawares. 

What little she did hear about him, all testified a downward tendency. He drank--not at stated times when 

there was no other work to be done, but continually, whether it was seed-time or harvest. His children were all 

ill at the same time; then one died, while the others recovered, but were poor sickly things. No one dared to 

give Susan any direct intelligence of her former lover; many avoided all mention of his name in her presence; 

but a few spoke out either in indifference to, or ignorance of, those bygone days. Susan heard every word, 

every whisper, every sound that related to him. But her eye never changed, nor did a muscle of her face move. 

Late one November night she sat over her fire; not a human being besides herself in the house; none but she 

had ever slept there since Willie's death. The farm-labourers had foddered the cattle and gone home hours 
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before. There were crickets chirping all round the warm hearth-stones; there was the clock ticking with the 

peculiar beat Susan had known from her childhood, and which then and ever since she had oddly associated 

within the idea of a mother and child talking together, one loud tick, and quick--a feeble, sharp one following. 

The day had been keen, and piercingly cold. The whole lift of heaven seemed a dome of iron. Black and frost-

bound was the earth under the cruel east wind. Now the wind had dropped, and as the darkness had gathered 

in, the weather-wise old labourers prophesied snow. The sounds in the air arose again, as Susan sat still and 

silent. They were of a different character to what they had been during the prevalence of the east wind. Then 

they had been shrill and piping; now they were like low distant growling; not unmusical, but strangely 

threatening. Susan went to the window, and drew aside the little curtain. The whole world was white--the air 

was blinded with the swift and heavy fall of snow. At present it came down straight, but Susan knew those 

distant sounds in the hollows and gulleys of the hills portended a driving wind and a more cruel storm. She 

thought of her sheep; were they all folded? the new-born calf, was it bedded well? Before the drifts were 

formed too deep for her to pass in and out--and by the morning she judged that they would be six or seven 

feet deep--she would go out and see after the comfort of her beasts. She took a lantern, and tied a shawl over 

her head, and went out into the open air. She had tenderly provided for all her animals, and was returning, 

when, borne on the blast as if some spirit-cry--for it seemed to come rather down from the skies than from any 

creature standing on earth's level--she heard a voice of agony; she could not distinguish words; it seemed 

rather as if some bird of prey was being caught in the whirl of the icy wind, and torn and tortured by its 

violence. Again up high above! Susan put down her lantern, and shouted loud in return; it was an instinct, for 

if the creature were not human, which she had doubted but a moment before, what good could her responding 

cry do? And her cry was seized on by the tyrannous wind, and borne farther away in the opposite direction to 

that from which the call of agony had proceeded. Again she listened; no sound: then again it rang through 

space; and this time she was sure it was human. She turned into the house, and heaped turf and wood on the 

fire, which, careless of her own sensations, she had allowed to fade and almost die out. She put a new candle 

in her lantern; she changed her shawl for a maud, and leaving the door on latch, she sallied out. Just at the 

moment when her ear first encountered the weird noises of the storm, on issuing forth into the open air, she 

thought she heard the words, "O God! O help!" They were a guide to her, if words they were, for they came 

straight from a rock not a quarter of a mile from Yew Nook, but only to be reached, on account of its 

precipitous character, by a round-about path. Thither she steered, defying wind and snow; guided by here a 

thorn-tree, there an old, doddered oak, which had not quite lest their identity under the whelming mask of 

snow. Now and then she stopped to listen; but never a word or sound heard she, till right from where the 

copse-wood grew thick and tangled at the base of the rock, round which she was winding, she heard a moan. 

Into the brake--all snow in appearance--almost a plain of snow looked on from the little eminence where she 

stood--she plunged, breaking down the bush, stumbling, bruising herself, fighting her way; her lantern held 

between her teeth, and she herself using head as well as hands to butt away a passage, at whatever cost of 

bodily injury. As she climbed or staggered, owing to the unevenness of the snow-covered ground, where the 

briars and weeds of years were tangled and matted together, her foot felt something strangely soft and 

yielding. She lowered her lantern; there lay a man, prone on his face, nearly covered by the fast-falling flakes; 

he must have fallen from the rock above, as, not knowing of the circuitous path, he had tried to descend its 

steep, slippery face. Who could tell? it was no time for thinking. Susan lifted him up with her wiry strength; 

he gave no help--no sign of life; but for all that he might be alive: he was still warm; she tied her maud round 

him; she fastened the lantern to her apron-string; she held him tight: half-carrying, half-dragging--what did a 

few bruises signify to him, compared to dear life, to precious life! She got him through the brake, and down 

the path. There, for an instant, she stopped to take breath; but, as if stung by the Furies, she pushed on again 

with almost superhuman strength. Clasping him round the waist, and leaning his dead weight against the lintel 

of the door, she tried to undo the latch; but now, just at this moment, a trembling faintness came over her, and 
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a fearful dread took possession of her--that here, on the very threshold of her home, she might be found dead, 

and buried under the snow, when the farm-servants came in the morning. This terror stirred her up to one 

more effort. Then she and her companion were in the warmth of the quiet haven of that kitchen; she laid him 

on the settle, and sank on the floor by his side. How long she remained in this swoon she could not tell; not 

very long she judged by the fire, which was still red and sullenly glowing when she came to herself. She 

lighted the candle, and bent over her late burden to ascertain if indeed he were dead. She stood long gazing. 

The man lay dead. There could be no doubt about it. His filmy eyes glared at her, unshut. But Susan was not 

one to be affrighted by the stony aspect of death. It was not that; it was the bitter, woeful recognition of 

Michael Hurst! 

She was convinced he was dead; but after a while she refused to believe in her conviction. She stripped off his 

wet outer-garments with trembling, hurried hands. She brought a blanket down from her own bed; she made 

up the fire. She swathed him in fresh, warm wrappings, and laid him on the flags before the fire, sitting 

herself at his head, and holding it in her lap, while she tenderly wiped his loose, wet hair, curly still, although 

its colour had changed from nut-brown to iron-gray since she had seen it last. From time to time she bent over 

the face afresh, sick, and fain to believe that the flicker of the fire-light was some slight convulsive motion. 

But the dim, staring eyes struck chill to her heart. At last she ceased her delicate, busy cares: but she still held 

the head softly, as if caressing it. She thought over all the possibilities and chances in the mingled yarn of 

their lives that might, by so slight a turn, have ended far otherwise. If her mother's cold had been early tended, 

so that the responsibility as to her brother's weal or woe had not fallen upon her; if the fever had not taken 

such rough, cruel hold on Will; nay, if Mrs. Gale, that hard, worldly sister, had not accompanied him on his 

last visit to Yew Nook--his very last before this fatal, stormy might; if she had heard his cry,--cry uttered by 

these pale, dead lips with such wild, despairing agony, not yet three hours ago!--O! if she had but heard it 

sooner, he might have been saved before that blind, false step had precipitated him down the rock! In going 

over this weary chain of unrealized possibilities, Susan learnt the force of Peggy's words. Life was short, 

looking back upon it. It seemed but yesterday since all the love of her being had been poured out, and run to 

waste. The intervening years--the long monotonous years that had turned her into an old woman before her 

time--were but a dream. 

The labourers coming in the dawn of the winter's day were surprised to see the fire-light through the low 

kitchen-window. They knocked, and hearing a moaning answer, they entered, fearing that something had 

befallen their mistress. For all explanation they got these words 

"It is Michael Hurst. He was belated, and fell down the Raven's Crag. Where does Eleanor, his wife, live?" 

How Michael Hurst got to Yew Nook no one but Susan ever knew. They thought he had dragged himself 

there, with some sore internal bruise sapping away his minuted life. They could not have believed the 

superhuman exertion which had first sought him out, and then dragged him hither. Only Susan knew of that. 

She gave him into the charge of her servants, and went out and saddled her horse. Where the wind had drifted 

the snow on one side, and the road was clear and bare, she rode, and rode fast; where the soft, deceitful heaps 

were massed up, she dismounted and led her steed, plunging in deep, with fierce energy, the pain at her heart 

urging her onwards with a sharp, digging spur. 

The gray, solemn, winter's noon was more night-like than the depth of summer's night; dim-purple brooded 

the low skies over the white earth, as Susan rode up to what had been Michael Hurst's abode while living. It 
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was a small farm-house carelessly kept outside, slatternly tended within. The pretty Nelly Hebthwaite was 

pretty still; her delicate face had never suffered from any long-enduring feeling. If anything, its expression 

was that of plaintive sorrow; but the soft, light hair had scarcely a tinge of gray; the wood-rose tint of 

complexion yet remained, if not so brilliant as in youth; the straight nose, the small mouth were untouched by 

time. Susan felt the contrast even at that moment. She knew that her own skin was weather-beaten, furrowed, 

brown,--that her teeth were gone, and her hair gray and ragged. And yet she was not two years older than 

Nelly,--she had not been, in youth, when she took account of these things. Nelly stood wondering at the 

strange-enough horse-woman, who stopped and panted at the door, holding her horse's bridle, and refusing to 

enter. 

"Where is Michael Hurst?" asked Susan, at last. 

"Well, I can't rightly say. He should have been at home last night, but he was off, seeing after a public-house 

to be let at Ulverstone, for our farm does not answer, and we were thinking--" 

"He did not come home last night?" said Susan, cutting short the story, and half-affirming, half-questioning, 

by way of letting in a ray of the awful light before she let it full in, in its consuming wrath. 

"No! he'll be stopping somewhere out Ulverstone ways. I'm sure we've need of him at home, for I've no one 

but lile Tommy to help me tend the beasts. Things have not gone well with us, and we don't keep a servant 

now. But you're trembling all over, ma'am. You'd better come in, and take something warm, while your horse 

rests. That's the stable-door, to your left." 

Susan took her horse there; loosened his girths, and rubbed him down with a wisp of straw. Then she hooked 

about her for hay; but the place was bare of feed, and smelt damp and unused. She went to the house, thankful 

for the respite, and got some clap-bread, which she mashed up in a pailful of lukewarm water. Every moment 

was a respite, and yet every moment made her dread the more the task that lay before her. It would be longer 

than she thought at first. She took the saddle off, and hung about her horse, which seemed, somehow, more 

like a friend than anything else in the world. She laid her cheek against its neck, and rested there, before 

returning to the house for the last time. 

Eleanor had brought down one of her own gowns, which hung on a chair against the fire, and had made her 

unknown visitor a cup of hot tea. Susan could hardly bear all these little attentions: they choked her, and yet 

she was so wet, so weak with fatigue and excitement, that she could neither resist by voice or by action. Two 

children stood awkwardly about, puzzled at the scene, and even Eleanor began to wish for some explanation 

of who her strange visitor was. 

"You've, maybe, heard him speaking of me? I'm called Susan Dixon." 

Nelly coloured, and avoided meeting Susan's eye. 

"I've heard other folk speak of you. He never named your name." 

This respect of silence came like balm to Susan: balm not felt or heeded at the time it was applied, but very 

grateful in its effects for all that. 
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"He is at my house," continued Susan, determined not to stop or quaver in the operation--the pain which must 

be inflicted. 

"At your house? Yew Nook?" questioned Eleanor, surprised. "How came he there?"--half jealously. "Did he 

take shelter from the coming storm? Tell me,--there is something--tell me, woman!" 

"He took no shelter. Would to God he had!" 

"O! would to God! would to God!" shrieked out Eleanor, learning all from the woful import of those dreary 

eyes. Her cries thrilled through the house; the children's piping wailings and passionate cries on "Daddy! 

Daddy!" pierced into Susan's very marrow. But she remained as still and tearless as the great round face upon 

the clock. 

At last, in a lull of crying, she said,--not exactly questioning, but as if partly to herself - 

"You loved him, then?" 

"Loved him! he was my husband! He was the father of three bonny bairns that lie dead in Grasmere 

churchyard. I wish you'd go, Susan Dixon, and let me weep without your watching me! I wish you'd never 

come near the place." 

"Alas! alas! it would not have brought him to life. I would have laid down my own to save his. My life has 

been so very sad! No one would have cared if I had died. Alas! alas!" 

The tone in which she said this was so utterly mournful and despairing that it awed Nelly into quiet for a time. 

But by-and-by she said, "I would not turn a dog out to do it harm; but the night is clear, and Tommy shall 

guide you to the Red Cow. But, oh, I want to be alone! If you'll come back to-morrow, I'll be better, and I'll 

hear all, and thank you for every kindness you have shown him,--and I do believe you've showed him 

kindness,--though I don't know why." 

Susan moved heavily and strangely. 

She said something--her words came thick and unintelligible. She had had a paralytic stroke since she had last 

spoken. She could not go, even if she would. Nor did Eleanor, when she became aware of the state of the 

case, wish her to leave. She had her laid on her own bed, and weeping silently all the while for her lest 

husband, she nursed Susan like a sister. She did not know what her guest's worldly position might be; and she 

might never be repaid. But she sold many a little trifle to purchase such small comforts as Susan needed. 

Susan, lying still and motionless, learnt much. It was not a severe stroke; it might be the forerunner of others 

yet to come, but at some distance of time. But for the present she recovered, and regained much of her former 

health. On her sick-bed she matured her plans. When she returned to Yew Nook, she took Michael Hurst's 

widow and children with her to live there, and fill up the haunted hearth with living forms that should banish 

the ghosts. 

And so it fell out that the latter days of Susan Dixon's life were better than the former. 
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