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VIA TIN HOUSE 

“communication ≠ connection” 

A Poem by Jenny Zhang 

  

 

 

what if there was something softer? 

“no one is smarter than themselves” 

I don’t feel like getting super quotable 

it’s not a vibe if it’s uncompensated 

not everyone can be sloppy and get away with it 

legacy girls for example look best undone 

not me or my mother or my cousins or my aunties 

it’s too easy for us to look poor 

the wrong kind of interesting 

is worth at least noting 

at least I don’t worry about a bullet thru my brain 

at least when I talk I’m only silencing myself 

something that looks bad in photos and tastes good in real life 

https://tinhouse.com/book/my-baby-first-birthday/
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a book that has to be held sideways 

that’s how my ancestors did it 

read up to down right to left 

their descendants avoid going too far south 

they don’t get how they’re lumped in 

I guess it’s time to accept blame 

I hid my origins to fit into that lit party 

where the editors walked around erect 

for 19th century French décor 

“I’m afraid we don’t publish much memoir” 

will anyone stand up and point out 

how melodramatic and revealing it is 

when men efface themselves 

I could say I know everything about 

why he chose to go into war journalism 

. . . starting with his four hour sunburn . . . 

I like it when white people have the faces 

they deserve 

they called for destruction & largely got it 

I mean who am I kidding 

we were extinct so long ago 

all you’re seeing now 

is a dream that lives 

only as long as the dreamer 

 

https://lithub.com/communication-%e2%89%a0-connection/ 

  

https://lithub.com/communication-%e2%89%a0-connection/
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Human Accelerated Regions: What makes us human? 

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

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

Source: “Histoire naturelle des mammifères, avec l’indication de leurs moeurs, et de leurs rapports avec les 

arts, le commerce et l’agriculture” by Paul Gervais, 1854. 

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
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What differentiates us from our closest relatives and how are these differences caused? Scientists are trying to 

answer this question by comparing the genomic information of us and our closest relatives. Yet, we are far 

from having a genomic explanation that justifies the observed phenotypic differences. 

Human Accelerated Regions (HARs) 

Model of how 

HARs could alter gene expression. TFs: transcription factors. Source: extracted from (5). 
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However, some findings bring us closer to an answer. After the genome of the chimpanzee was published in 

20052, Dr. Katherine S. Pollard and her team analysed this genomic data and compared it with the human 

genome. They developed a computer program to identify regions of the genome vastly different between 

chimpanzees and humans, but very conserved between chimpanzees and other vertebrate species. These 

regions would predict a loss or modification of function important for the generation of our species since we 

evolved from our common ancestor with chimpanzees. These sequences have come to be known as human 

accelerated regions (HARs)3. 

The most surprising thing about HARs is that most of them are found in regions popularly known as “junk 

DNA”. These are DNA regions that do not encode for proteins, and most likely play a role in gene regulation. 

What could have made HARs be so conserved through the evolution of mammals, but be so different in 

humans? In fact the five most rapidly changed HARs have 26 times more substitutions in human when 

compared with chimpanzee, than the chimp HARs when compared with mouse, even though humans are 

more closely related to chimpanzees than chimpanzees are related to mice3. 

Interestingly, most HARs (76%) appear to be positively selected for through evolution, meaning they turned 

out to be advantageous genetic variants which prevailed and were successful in the population4. Chimpanzees 

and humans diverged ~8 million years ago, and we still share about 99% of our genome1, suggesting that the 

genetic basis of the morphological differences must primarily stem from regions that regulate gene 

expression, with the potential of causing huge morphological changes5. Remarkably, HARs have been found 

located in intergenic regions and introns3, which could be regulatory sequences like enhancers or silencers of 

gene expression, implying that the differences present in the human HARs likely produce important changes 

in gene expression. 

HARs in Archaic Humans 

An interesting study aimed to quantify the degree of similarity between the HARs of modern humans and 

those of archaic members of the Homo genus (Neanderthals and Denisovans)6. Their study observed small 

differences (8.3%) between the HARs of archaic hominins and modern humans, meaning that most of the 

divergence must have taken place earlier than 500,000 years ago, and could have been a determinant event in 

the formation of the genus Homo. 

However, around 10% the of mutations in HARs are polymorphic, meaning that a subset of people carry the 

mutated version, while others have the DNA sequence observed in chimpanzees7. These changes in HARs 

occurred recently in human evolution, and their occurrence indicates that they predate the migrations of 

humans around 60,000 years ago8. 

HARs and brain disorders 

Other lines of research aimed at investigating whether the mutated genes found in patients with schizophrenia 

are often located in close proximity to HARs, and therefore might be regulated by HARs9. Since 

schizophrenia is a brain disorder that impairs high mental functions characteristic of modern humans, the 

authors expected that genes or regulatory regions involved in the pathogenesis of schizophrenia would be 

exclusive to the human brain. 
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The authors found indeed that the genes mutated in schizophrenia patients were in close proximity to HARs. 

Since genes in proximity to HARs are likely to be under their regulation, this suggest important functional 

roles of HARs in the genetic architecture of schizophrenia. The authors did not stop here, but evaluated which 

of these schizophrenia associated genes in close proximity to HARs were in addition highly conserved in 

primates, and found that those genes were the most conserved. These results could seem counterintuitive, but 

they imply that HARs are regions that evolved divergently in the human lineage under positive selection, and 

that genes that are functionally important for humans gained new regulation of transcription thanks to HARs. 

Furthermore, researchers investigating genetic variants present in patients with autism, found out that these 

genetic variants are often located in HARs10. In addition, these particular HARs seem to interact with proteins 

that regulate gene expression in the brain, and are of great importance for several intracellular processes 

during not only development, but also correct functioning in adulthood. 

Discovering the functions of HARs 

Researchers are exploring the possible functions of HARs, and the role they might have played in human 

evolution, but there is still a long way to go. Fortunately, recent discoveries in biotechnology are proving 

helpful, since it is possible to obtain different cell types from our closest relatives after obtaining skin cells 

(fibroblasts), reprogram them to become pluripotent stem cells (cells that can differentiate into different cell 

types), and edit their DNA to obtain modified brain, heart, or liver cells11. It is even possible to generate a 

model of the differentiation of the human cortex using human fibroblasts as a start12. These cells allow 

researchers to observe the changes in gene regulatory networks caused by HARs in the primate and human 

contexts, and the effects on neural development and functions. 

These research directions may advance our understanding, and fill out the puzzle of what makes us human, 

and how the constraints of evolution shaped our nature. 
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Oh, Memory 
by Charles Simic 

Issue no. 209 (Summer 2014) 

You’ve been paying visits 

To that hunchbacked tailor 

In his long-torn-down shop, 

Hoping to catch a glimpse 

Of yourself in his mirror 

As he sticks steel pins 

And makes chalk marks 

On a small child’s black suit 

Last seen with its pants 

Dangling from a high beam 

In your grandmother’s attic. 

 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=1558176cbb&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=1558176cbb&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=1558176cbb&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=1558176cbb&e=d538c8f2e0
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World-first "impossible" rotating detonation engine fires up 

By Loz Blain 

 

A UCF team has produced a continuously firing prototype of a H2/O2 rotating detonation engine, capable of 

running until the fuel is turned off – a feat previously thought impossible 

Professor Kareem Ahmed, University of Central Florida 

A Florida team working with the US Air Force claims that it's built and tested an experimental model of a 

rotating detonation rocket engine, which uses spinning explosions inside a ring channel to create super-

efficient thrust. 

The vast majority of engines, of course, use combustion rather than detonation to achieve their output goals. 

Combustion is a relatively slow and controlled process resulting from the reaction between fuel and oxygen at 

high temperatures, and it's very well understood and mature as a technology. 

 

https://newatlas.com/author/loz-blain/
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Detonation, on the other hand, is fast and chaotic and much less predictable. An explosion instead of a burn, it 

is the massive discharge of energy you get when you break apart the chemical bonds holding an explosive 

molecule together by giving it a jolt of energy – either electrical or kinetic – in the form of a sufficiently 

powerful shockwave to destabilize those bonds. Detonation is excellent when you want to wreck stuff in bulk, 

and much harder to maintain precise control over. 

But when you need to break the chains of the Earth's gravity and go to space, every gram of weight makes 

things that much harder and more expensive. Detonation releases significantly more energy from significantly 

less fuel mass than combustion, so for more than 60 years, rocket scientists have been working on the idea of 

a rotating detonation rocket as a potential way to cut down weight and add thrust. 

 

Mechanically simple, the rotating detonation engine is dynamically very complex and requires precise timing 

and fuel delivery rates 

Professor Kareem Ahmed, University of Central Florida 

In essence, such a device starts with one cylinder inside another larger one, with a gap between them and 

some small holes or slits through which a detonation fuel mix can be pushed. Some form of ignition creates a 

detonation in that annular gap, which creates gases that are pushed out one end of the ring-shaped channel to 

produce thrust in the opposite direction. But it also creates a shockwave that propagates around the channel at 

https://newatlas.com/space/rotating-detonation-engine-ucf-hydrogen-oxygen/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=68d6b72e91-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_05_09_10_58&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-68d6b72e91-92970593#gallery:3
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around five times the speed of sound, and that shockwave can be used to ignite more detonations in a self-

sustaining, rotating pattern if fuel is added in the right spots at the right times. 

Pioneered by engineers at the University of Michigan in the 1950s, the rotating detonation engine is 

tantalizingly simple in a mechanical sense, but this self-propagating detonation wave has proven torturously 

difficult to achieve and sustain. 

Until now, it seems. A team at the University of Central Florida, working alongside the Rotating Detonation 

Rocket Engine Program at the Air Force Research Laboratory, claims to have built and tested a working 

laboratory model. It's a 3-inch copper test rig using a mix of hydrogen and oxygen for fuel, which is the 

highest-performing rocket fuel for upper stage rocket engines. 

"The study presents, for the first time, experimental evidence of a safe and functioning hydrogen and oxygen 

propellant detonation in a rotating detonation rocket engine," says Kareem Ahmed, an assistant professor in 

UCF's Department of Mechanical and Aerospace Engineering who led the research. "The detonation is 

sustained continuously until you cut off the fuel. We have tested up to 200 lbf, but the thrust increases linearly 

with the propellant mass flow." 

The three-inch copper test rig has developed up to 200 lbf, but thrust will increase in a linear fashion as more 

fuel is added 

Professor Kareem Ahmed, University of Central Florida 

The secret, according to the researchers, was as simple as a tune-up. 

"We have to tune the sizes of the jets releasing the propellants to enhance the mixing for a local hydrogen-

oxygen mixture," Ahmed says. "So, when the rotating explosion comes by for this fresh mixture, it's still 

sustained. Because if you have your composition mixture slightly off, it will tend to deflagrate, or burn slowly 

instead of detonating." 

"Just a few months prior, a number of US rocket engine experts had publicly declared that hydrogen-oxygen 

detonation engines were not possible," Ahmed tells New Atlas. "However, the paper presents experimental 

evidence and demonstrated without a doubt that detonation of oxygen and hydrogen are occurring within a 

rotating detonation rocket engine." 

"These research results already are having repercussions across the international research community," says 

William Hargus, lead of the Air Force Research Laboratory's Rotating Detonation Rocket Engine Program, 

who is a co-author of the study. "Several projects are now re-examining hydrogen detonation combustion 

within rotating detonation rocket engines because of these results. I am very proud to be associated with this 

high-quality research." 

Ahmed tells us this engine design is being evaluated as a possible replacement for Aerojet Rocketdyne's RL-

10 rocket, which was first developed in 1962. Modern versions are still in production for the upper stages of 

Atlas V and Delta IV rockets, with further versions under development for the Exploration, OmegA and 

Vulcan rockets, but a proven rotating detonation rocket engine could be a real game-changer. 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=DaHioh0emTo
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"The U.S. Air Force is targeting a rocket launch flight test by 2025," says Ahmed, "and we are contributing to 

achieving that goal." 

While space propulsion is the key driver for this research, it also has potential terrestrial uses in other cases 

where high power and low fuel consumption could make a big difference. In 2012, the Naval Research 

Laboratory estimated that rotating detonation engines could save the Navy 15-20 percent off a ~US$2-billion 

annual fuel bill if they were retrofitted in place of the gas turbine engines that run over 100 of its large ships. 

They could also potentially be used in hypersonic and supersonic flights, or even electric power generation, 

and Ahmed tells us the design has potential as a booster stage engine as well, but it'd require a different type 

of propellant. 

See a short slow-motion video of the rocket firing below. 

Rotating Detonation Engine 

The team has published their results in the journal Combustion and Flame. 

Source: University of Central Florida 

We recommend 

1. Useful apps for surgical rotations: Surgical Logbook 

Tom Lewis, BMJ's Coronavirus (covid-19) Hub, 2012 

2. Adopting a multidisciplinary approach to maximising performance during military visual search 

tasks 

Katherine R Cornes et al., BMJ Military Health, 2019 

3. Useful apps for surgical rotations: Oxford Handbook of Clinical Surgery 

Tom Lewis, BMJ's Coronavirus (covid-19) Hub, 2012 

1. Tuberculosis pulmonar 

David J. Horne et al., BMJ Best Practice, 2018 

2. Environment at the time of injury determines injury patterns in pelvic blast 

Claire Elizabeth Webster et al., BMJ Military Health, 2019 

3. Peritonitis bacteriana espontánea 

https://newatlas.com/us-navy-nrl-rotating-detonation-engine/24862/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/us-navy-nrl-rotating-detonation-engine/24862/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://www.sciencedirect.com/science/article/abs/pii/S0010218019305838
https://www.eurekalert.org/pub_releases/2020-04/uocf-urd043020.php
https://www.bmj.com/content/344/sbmj.e2515.full?utm_content=americas&utm_campaign=usage&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trendmd
https://militaryhealth.bmj.com/content/165/2/120?utm_content=americas&utm_campaign=usage&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trendmd
https://militaryhealth.bmj.com/content/165/2/120?utm_content=americas&utm_campaign=usage&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trendmd
https://www.bmj.com/content/344/sbmj.e2514?utm_content=americas&utm_campaign=usage&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trendmd
https://bestpractice.bmj.com/topics/es-es/165?utm_source=trendmd&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=bp&utm_content=americas&utm_term=latin
https://militaryhealth.bmj.com/content/165/1/15?utm_content=americas&utm_campaign=usage&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trendmd
https://bestpractice.bmj.com/topics/es-es/793?utm_source=trendmd&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=bp&utm_content=americas&utm_term=latin
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Brian Chinnock et al., BMJ Best Practice, 2018 

 

 

Loz Blain 

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

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

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

 

 

 

https://newatlas.com/space/rotating-detonation-engine-ucf-hydrogen-

oxygen/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=68d6b72e91-

EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_05_09_10_58&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-68d6b72e91-

92970593 

  

https://newatlas.com/author/loz-blain/
https://newatlas.com/space/rotating-detonation-engine-ucf-hydrogen-oxygen/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=68d6b72e91-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_05_09_10_58&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-68d6b72e91-92970593
https://newatlas.com/space/rotating-detonation-engine-ucf-hydrogen-oxygen/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=68d6b72e91-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_05_09_10_58&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-68d6b72e91-92970593
https://newatlas.com/space/rotating-detonation-engine-ucf-hydrogen-oxygen/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=68d6b72e91-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_05_09_10_58&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-68d6b72e91-92970593
https://newatlas.com/space/rotating-detonation-engine-ucf-hydrogen-oxygen/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=68d6b72e91-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_05_09_10_58&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-68d6b72e91-92970593
https://newatlas.com/author/loz-blain/
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The Prophet 

by Kahlil Gibran 

 

Next Chapter 

The Coming of the Ship 

 

 

Almustafa, the chosen and the beloved, who was a dawn unto his own day, had waited twelve years in the city 

of Orphalese for his ship that was to return and bear him back to the isle of his birth. 

And in the twelfth year, on the seventh day of Ielool, the month of reaping, he climbed the hill without the 

city walls and looked seaward; and he beheld his ship coming with the mist. 

Then the gates of his heart were flung open, and his joy flew far over the sea. And he closed his eyes and 

prayed in the silences of his soul. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/kahlil-gibran/book/the-prophet/summary
https://americanliterature.com/author/kahlil-gibran
https://americanliterature.com/author/kahlil-gibran/book/the-prophet/on-love
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But as he descended the hill, a sadness came upon him, and he thought in his heart: 

How shall I go in peace and without sorrow? Nay, not without a wound in the spirit shall I leave this city. 

Long were the days of pain I have spent within its walls, and long were the nights of aloneness; and who can 

depart from his pain and his aloneness without regret? 

Too many fragments of the spirit have I scattered in these streets, and too many are the children of my longing 

that walk naked among these hills, and I cannot withdraw from them without a burden and an ache. 

It is not a garment I cast off this day, but a skin that I tear with my own hands. 

Nor is it a thought I leave behind me, but a heart made sweet with hunger and with thirst. 

Yet I cannot tarry longer. 

The sea that calls all things unto her calls me, and I must embark. 

For to stay, though the hours burn in the night, is to freeze and crystallize and be bound in a mould. 

Fain would I take with me all that is here. But how shall I? 

A voice cannot carry the tongue and the lips that gave it wings. Alone must it seek the ether. 

And alone and without his nest shall the eagle fly across the sun. 

Now when he reached the foot of the hill, he turned again towards the sea, and he saw his ship approaching 

the harbour, and upon her prow the mariners, the men of his own land. 

And his soul cried out to them, and he said: 

Sons of my ancient mother, you riders of the tides, 

How often have you sailed in my dreams. And now you come in my awakening, which is my deeper dream. 

Ready am I to go, and my eagerness with sails full set awaits the wind. 

Only another breath will I breathe in this still air, only another loving look cast backward, 

And then I shall stand among you, a seafarer among seafarers. And you, vast sea, sleepless mother, 

Who alone are peace and freedom to the river and the stream, 
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Only another winding will this stream make, only another murmur in this glade, 

And then shall I come to you, a boundless drop to a boundless ocean. 

And as he walked he saw from afar men and women leaving their fields and their vineyards and hastening 

towards the city gates. 

And he heard their voices calling his name, and shouting from field to field telling one another of the coming 

of his ship. 

And he said to himself: 

Shall the day of parting be the day of gathering? 

And shall it be said that my eve was in truth my dawn? 

And what shall I give unto him who has left his plough in midfurrow, or to him who has stopped the wheel of 

his winepress? Shall my heart become a tree heavy-laden with fruit that I may gather and give unto them? 

And shall my desires flow like a fountain that I may fill their cups? 

Am I a harp that the hand of the mighty may touch me, or a flute that his breath may pass through me? 

A seeker of silences am I, and what treasure have I found in silences that I may dispense with confidence? 

If this is my day of harvest, in what fields have I sowed the seed, and in what unremembered seasons? 

If this indeed be the hour in which I lift up my lantern, it is not my flame that shall burn therein. 

Empty and dark shall I raise my lantern, 

And the guardian of the night shall fill it with oil and he shall light it also. 

These things he said in words. But much in his heart remained unsaid. For he himself could not speak his 

deeper secret. 

And when he entered into the city all the people came to meet him, and they were crying out to him as with 

one voice. 

And the elders of the city stood forth and said: 

Go not yet away from us. 
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A noontide have you been in our twilight, and your youth has given us dreams to dream. 

No stranger are you among us, nor a guest, but our son and our dearly beloved. 

Suffer not yet our eyes to hunger for your face. 

And the priests and the priestesses said unto him: 

Let not the waves of the sea separate us now, and the years you have spent in our midst become a memory. 

You have walked among us a spirit, and your shadow has been a light upon our faces. 

Much have we loved you. But speechless was our love, and with veils has it been veiled. 

Yet now it cries aloud unto you, and would stand revealed before you. 

And ever has it been that love knows not its own depth until the hour of separation. 

And others came also and entreated him. But he answered them not. He only bent his head; and those who 

stood near saw his tears falling upon his breast. 

And he and the people proceeded towards the great square before the temple. 

And there came out of the sanctuary a woman whose name was Almitra. And she was a seeress. 

And he looked upon her with exceeding tenderness, for it was she who had first sought and believed in him 

when he had been but a day in their city. And she hailed him, saying: 

Prophet of God, in quest of the uttermost, long have you searched the distances for your ship. 

And now your ship has come, and you must needs go. 

Deep is your longing for the land of your memories and the dwelling place of your greater desires; and our 

love would not bind you nor our needs hold you. 

Yet this we ask ere you leave us, that you speak to us and give us of your truth. 

And we will give it unto our children, and they unto their children, and it shall not perish. 

In your aloneness you have watched with our days, and in your wakefulness you have listened to the weeping 

and the laughter of our sleep. 
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Now therefore disclose us to ourselves, and tell us all that has been shown you of that which is between birth 

and death. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/kahlil-gibran/book/the-prophet/the-coming-of-the-ship 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/kahlil-gibran/book/the-prophet/the-coming-of-the-ship


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 536  october 2020 

 

21 

Cultivation 
by Dorothea Tanning 

 

Issue no. 191 (Winter 2009) 

Cultivating people can be arduous,  

With results as uncertain as weather.  

Try oysters, meerkats, turnips, mice.  

My mouse field was a triumph of  

Cultivation—pink noses poking  

Through quilts of loam, scampering  

In the furrows—until the falling  

Dwarves (it was that time of year)  

Began landing on my field. Fear for  

Its harvest had me down on hands  

And knees muttering, “Not here,”  

My nails clawed at tangles of fat  

Dwarves crushing mouse families.  

Then, unbelievably, it was over.  

By morning every dwarf, maddened  

By nibbling mice, had fled the field.  

Now, as before, each day, dozens  

Of perfect mice leave for the city.  

There, they have made many friends  

Among computers, and with them  

Are developing skills inconceivable  

To their forebears. Already, these  

Cultivated mice and their computers  

Penetrate guilty secrets. Soon they will  

Prevail over the turmoil that defines  

This darkest of ages. And they will  

Find me, asleep in my cave.  

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=18506968ae&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=18506968ae&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=18506968ae&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=18506968ae&e=d538c8f2e0
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Viktor Frankl on How Music, Nature, and Our Love for Each Other Succor Our Survival and Give 

Meaning to Our Lives 

“Do we not know the feeling that overtakes us when we are in the presence of a particular person and, roughly 

translates as, The fact that this person exists in the world at all, this alone makes this world, and a life in it, 

meaningful.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

Who can weigh the ballast of another’s woe, or another’s love? We live — with our woes and our loves, with 

our tremendous capacity for beauty and our tremendous capacity for suffering — counterbalancing the weight 

of existence with the irrepressible force of living. The question, always, is what feeds the force and hulls the 

ballast. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/080700555X/braipick-20
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Viktor Frankl (March 26, 1905–September 2, 1997), having lost his mother, his father, and his brother to our 

civilization’s most colossal moral failure yet, having barely survived himself, Frankl takes up the question of 

what makes life not only survivable but worthy of living in what now lives as Yes to Life: In Spite of 

Everything (public library) — a slim, powerful set of lectures he delivered a mere eleven months after the 

Holocaust, just as he was completing the manuscript of the classic Man’s Search for Meaning. 

 

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

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/080700555X/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/080700555X/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/yes-to-life-in-spite-of-everything/oclc/1125351500&referer=brief_results
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/08/19/viktor-frankl-humor-survival/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/08/06/trees-at-night-art-young/
https://society6.com/product/weary-and-heavy-laden-from-trees-at-night-by-art-young_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/weary-and-heavy-laden-from-trees-at-night-by-art-young_print?curator=brainpicker
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Tucked into Frankl’s immensely insightful meditations on moving beyond optimism and pessimism to find 

the deepest source of meaning is a passage of great subtlety and great splendor — a portal to a truth so 

elemental that it might appear trite if stated merely as an abstract truism, but one which rises titanic and 

majestic from the crucible of this human being’s unfathomable lived experience. 

Viktor Frankl 

In a sublime sidewise testament to the singular power of music, which some of humanity’s vastest minds 

have so memorably extolled, Frankl writes: 

It is not only through our actions that we can give life meaning — insofar as we can answer life’s specific 

questions responsibly — we can fulfill the demands of existence not only as active agents but also as loving 

human beings: in our loving dedication to the beautiful, the great, the good. Should I perhaps try to explain 

for you with some hackneyed phrase how and why experiencing beauty can make life meaningful? I prefer to 

confine myself to the following thought experiment: imagine that you are sitting in a concert hall and listening 

to your favorite symphony, and your favorite bars of the symphony resound in your ears, and you are so 

moved by the music that it sends shivers down your spine; and now imagine that it would be possible 

(something that is psychologically so impossible) for someone to ask you in this moment whether your life 

has meaning. I believe you would agree with me if I declared that in this case you would only be able to give 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/05/17/yes-to-life-in-spite-of-everything-viktor-frankl/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/05/17/yes-to-life-in-spite-of-everything-viktor-frankl/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/03/15/writers-on-music/
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one answer, and it would go something like: “It would have been worth it to have lived for this moment 

alone!” 

 

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/archangel-from-trees-at-night-by-art-young_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/archangel-from-trees-at-night-by-art-young_print?curator=brainpicker


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 536  october 2020 

 

26 

More than a century after Mary Shelley celebrated nature as a lifeline to sanity in considering what makes life 

worth living in a world savaged by a deadly pandemic, and decades before Tennessee Williams reflected as 

he approached his own death that “we live in a perpetually burning building, and what we must save from it, 

all the time, is love… love for each other and the love that we pour into the art we feel compelled to share: 

being a parent; being a writer; being a painter; being a friend,” Frankl adds: 

Those who experience, not the arts, but nature, may have a similar response, and also those who experience 

another human being. Do we not know the feeling that overtakes us when we are in the presence of a 

particular person and, roughly translates as, The fact that this person exists in the world at all, this alone 

makes this world, and a life in it, meaningful. 

In how we suffer and how we love, Frankl concludes, is the measure of who and what we are: 

How human beings deal with the limitation of their possibilities regarding how it affects their actions and 

their ability to love, how they behave under these restrictions — the way in which they accept their suffering 

under such restrictions — in all of this they still remain capable of fulfilling human values. 

So, how we deal with difficulties truly shows who we are. 

Yes to Life is a slender, spectacular read in its totality. Complement this fragment with Borges on turning 

trauma misfortune, and humiliation into raw material for art and Whitman, shortly after his paralytic stroke, 

on what makes life worth living, then revisit Frankl on humor as a lifeline to survival. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/07/17/viktor-frankl-yes-to-life-love-

music/?mc_cid=70b9d4fc87&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/16/mary-shelley-the-last-man/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/07/30/tennessee-williams-love/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/080700555X/braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/10/08/borges-trauma-art/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/10/08/borges-trauma-art/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/12/20/walt-whitman-specimen-days-meaning-of-life/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/08/19/viktor-frankl-humor-survival/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/07/17/viktor-frankl-yes-to-life-love-music/?mc_cid=70b9d4fc87&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/07/17/viktor-frankl-yes-to-life-love-music/?mc_cid=70b9d4fc87&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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Experimental chronic pain treatment looks to first human trials 

By Rich Haridy 

 

A newly published study offers evidence of safety and efficacy of a new treatment for chronic pain in animal 

models 

lightsource/Depositphotos 

A new study published in the journal EMBO Molecular Medicine describes the successful results of animal 

studies testing a novel experimental peptide designed to inhibit the receptors responsible for chronic 

neuropathic pain. The University of Copenhagen-led research is now moving towards the first human trials 

for this new kind of chronic pain treatment. 

"We have developed a new way to treat chronic pain,” says co-author on the new study, Kenneth Lindegaard 

Madsen. “It is a targeted treatment. That is, it does not affect the general neuronal signaling, but only affects 

the nerve changes that are caused by the disease.” 

 

https://newatlas.com/author/rich-haridy/
https://depositphotos.com/11274716/stock-photo-human-back-disease.html
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Some estimates suggest nearly 10 percent of the world’s population suffers from some kind of chronic 

neuropathic pain. Caused by either disease or damage to the somatosensory nervous system, this kind of pain 

is notoriously difficult to treat, with current medications, including opioids or anticonvulsants such as 

gabapentin, causing adverse side effects. 

The novel innovation demonstrated in the new study is a peptide called Tat-P4-(C5)2. Previous experimental 

treatments for neuropathic pain worked by generally dampening nerve pathways, however, side effects were 

often significant due to the lack of specific targeting in the treatment. The novel peptide developed by the 

research team suggests it is possible to only inhibit the action of specific, damaged, oversensitized receptors 

responsible for a patient’s neuropathic pain. 

"We have been working on this for more than 10 years,” says Kenneth Lindegaard Madsen. “We have taken 

the process all the way from understanding the biology, inventing and designing the compound to describing 

how it works in animals, affects their behavior and removes the pain.” 

 

The image shows the compound Tat-P4-(C5)2 after an injection into the spinal cord. The compound (purple) 

penetrates the nerve cells of the spinal cord (yellow), but not the surrounding cells (the cell nuclei are blue). 

University of Copenhagen 

https://www.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/pubmed/20018661
https://newatlas.com/science/experimental-chronic-neuropathic-pain-peptide-university-copenhagen/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=68d6b72e91-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_05_09_10_58&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-68d6b72e91-92970593#gallery:2
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The newly published study describes the results of the peptide in animal models designed to simulate 

neuropathic pain. The experimental treatment proved successful in lowering pain responses while not 

impacting broader nervous system sensations. 

"The compound works very efficiently, and we do not see any side effects,” explains Kenneth Lindegaard 

Madsen. “We can administer this peptide and obtain complete pain relief in the mouse model we have used, 

without the lethargic effect that characterizes existing pain-relieving drugs.” 

Interestingly, the same experimental compound has been previously shown as effective in reducing cocaine-

seeking behavior in rats. This suggests the compound may also hold potential for the treatment of addiction. 

Human clinical trials are now being established to first test the safety, and then the efficacy of this novel 

compound. The researchers are currently in the process of patenting the compound, and working to 

commercialize the treatment ahead of the long human clinical trial process. 

"Now, our next step is to work towards testing the treatment on people,” notes Kenneth Lindegaard Madsen. 

“The goal, for us, is to develop a drug, therefore the plan is to establish a biotech company as soon as possible 

so we can focus on this." 

The new research was published in the journal EMBO Molecular Medicine. 

Source: University of Copenhagen 
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Natalia Mendoza et al., BMJ Best Practice, 2019 

3. Cannabinoid agonists for chronic neuropathic pain: randomised, crossover, double blind study 

Elizabeth Loder, BMJ's Coronavirus (covid-19) Hub, 2008 

 

Rich Haridy 

With interests in film, new media, and the new wave of psychedelic science, Rich has written for a number of 

online and print publications over the last decade and was Chair of the Australian Film Critics Association 

from 2013-2015. Since joining New Atlas Rich’s interests have broadened to encompass the era-defining 

effects of new technology on culture and life in the 21st century. 

 

https://newatlas.com/science/experimental-chronic-neuropathic-pain-peptide-university-

copenhagen/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=68d6b72e91-
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https://newatlas.com/science/experimental-chronic-neuropathic-pain-peptide-university-copenhagen/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=68d6b72e91-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_05_09_10_58&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-68d6b72e91-92970593
https://newatlas.com/science/experimental-chronic-neuropathic-pain-peptide-university-copenhagen/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=68d6b72e91-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_05_09_10_58&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-68d6b72e91-92970593
https://newatlas.com/author/rich-haridy/
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Henrique Alvim Corrêa’s Illustrations for The War of the Worlds (1906) 
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Buy as a Print 

H. G. Wells’ The War of the Worlds was first published in 1897 with illustrations by the British artist 

Warwick Goble. These were inky, black-and-white depictions of Wells’ story of a Martian invasion — eerie, 

imaginative, exciting, and thoroughly of their late Victorian time. 

Three years later, The War of the Worlds was published in French, translated by Henry-D. Davray (1873–

1944), an accomplished litterateur who specialized in the work of Wells, Kipling, Wilde, and Yeats. The 

translation was reprinted several times in the following years, but not issued with illustrations until 1906, 

when the Brazilian artist Henrique Alvim Corrêa took on the task. 

Not a great deal is known about Corrêa, who died of tuberculosis at age thirty-four, only a few years after the 

illustrations featured here were published. According to The History Blog, Corrêa was born into a well-to-do 

Rio de Janeiro family. His father was a lawyer (who died when Corrêa was seven), his stepfather was a 

banker who moved the family first to Lisbon in 1892, and then to Paris in 1893. Here, Corrêa studied under 

the military painter Édouard Detaille and exhibited paintings of military scenes in the Paris Salons of 1896 

and 1897. Then, in 1898, Corrêa eloped with Blanche Fernande Barbant, the daughter of Charles Barbant 

(who illustrated Jules Verne and engraved the drawings of Gustave Doré). Cut off by his family, living in 

Brussels, and with a newborn baby to feed, Corrêa was for a while willing to do whatever work came along, 

whether it was designing advertisements or painting houses. By 1900, however, he was financially successful 

enough to have opened a studio. 

During the first decade of the twentieth century, as The History Blog puts it, Corrêa “developed a style of 

strong contrasts and dynamic movement in both drawing and painting,” returning again and again to themes 

of “eroticism and violence individually and in combination”. Reading The War of the Worlds in 1903, Corrêa 

saw a work perfectly suited to his talents and obsessions. He did several illustrations of the book “on spec” 

and traveled to London to show them to Wells, who was apparently so impressed he invited him to illustrate 

the new Belgian edition of Davray’s translation. “Alvim Corrêa”, Wells said after the artist had died, “did 

more for my work with his brush than I with my pen”. 

One can see the reason for Wells’ enthusiasm. Every one of Corrêa’s illustrations bursts with imagination, 

eliciting fascination and terror. The post-apocalyptic landscape introducing Book One, “The Arrival of the 

Martians” — with its extraterrestrial tripods (looking like a cross between octopuses and water towers) and its 

impressive depth of field — presages not only the surrealist style of painting then brewing in Paris but the 

Hollywood sci-fi movies of the 1950s, with their campy mix of silliness and horror. 

The image of a blurry woman, erotically posed, being attacked by a Martians’ tentacles — which introduces 

Chapter Two — may contain a reference to Hokusai’s The Dream of the Fisherman’s Wife, but certainly it 

also represents a central motif in Corrêa’s art. (The only other major work he completed before his death in 

1910 was a series of drawings called Visions Érotiques done under the pseudonym Henri Lemort, i.e. Henry 

the Dead Man.) 

There is something visceral about almost all of Corrêa’s images. The first sighting of a Martian crawling from 

its ship is unsettling, perhaps because the postures of the man and the emergence of the creature are so 

ordinary — it could be a picture of someone recoiling at the appearance of a snake or spider. The illustration 

https://publicdomainreview.org/product/arrival-of-the-martians?utm_source=pdr&utm_medium=inpost&utm_campaign=prints&utm_content=pic
http://johnguycollick.com/warwick-gobles-original-illustrations-to-the-war-of-the-worlds/
http://johnguycollick.com/warwick-gobles-original-illustrations-to-the-war-of-the-worlds/
http://www.thehistoryblog.com/archives/36376
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of the Martians first training their fiery death beam at a group of humans may be familiar to us from a 

thousand comic books, but it also conjures visions of the very real Great War to come. 

You can see all of Corrêa’s illustrations below — including London houses with eyes in the windows and a 

flooded city street loomed over by a Martian ship. 

 

 SOURCE Duke University Libraries  
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https://publicdomainreview.org/collections/source/duke-university-libraries
https://publicdomainreview.org/collections/source/duke-university-libraries
https://publicdomainreview.org/rights-labelling-on-our-site#pd-worldwide
https://publicdomainreview.org/rights-labelling-on-our-site#no-additional-rights
https://publicdomainreview.org/collections/source/duke-university-libraries


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 536  october 2020 

 

34 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 536  october 2020 

 

35 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 536  october 2020 

 

36 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 536  october 2020 

 

37 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 536  october 2020 

 

38 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 536  october 2020 

 

39 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 536  october 2020 

 

40 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 536  october 2020 

 

41 

 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 536  october 2020 

 

42 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 536  october 2020 

 

43 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 536  october 2020 

 

44 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 536  october 2020 

 

45 
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Sperm fooled scientists for 350 years – they spin not swim 
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Sperm actually move like a spinning top. Yurchanka Siarhei/ Shutterstock 

Sperm is critical for the fertilisation of almost every living organism on our planet, including humans. To 

reproduce, human sperm have to swim a distance equivalent to climbing Mount Everest to find the egg. They 

complete this epic journey simply by wiggling their tail, moving fluid to swim forwards. Though over 50 

million sperm will fail to reach the egg – the equivalent to more than six times the entire population of 

London or New York – it only takes one single sperm in order to fertilise an egg that will eventually become a 

human being. 

Sperm was first discovered in 1677 – but it took roughly 200 years before scientists agreed on how humans 

are actually formed. The “preformationists” believed that each spermatozoa contained a tiny, miniaturised 

human – the homunculus. They believed that the egg simply provided a place for the sperm to grow. 

On the other hand, the “epigenesists” argued that both males and females contributed to form a new being, 

and discoveries in the 1700s showed more evidence for this theory. Though scientists now better understand 

the role that sperm plays in reproduction, our latest research has discovered that sperm have actually been 

fooling scientists this whole time. 

One of the first microscopes was developed in the 17th century by Antonie van Leeuwenhoek. He used a blob 

of molten glass that he carefully ground and polished to create a powerful lens. Some of them could magnify 

an object 270 times. Remarkably, a better lens was not created for over 200 years. 

https://www.shutterstock.com/image-illustration/sperm-egg-cell-natural-fertilization-3d-1077682163
https://www.dailymotion.com/video/x4j1yqq
https://youtu.be/Nx7PJr4Fw5Y
https://www.nhs.uk/conditions/low-sperm-count/
https://www.smithsonianmag.com/science-nature/scientists-finally-unravel-mysteries-sperm-180963578/
https://embryo.asu.edu/pages/homunculus
https://www.sciencedirect.com/book/9780123725684/sperm-biology
https://doi.org/10.1126/sciadv.aba5168
https://makingscience.royalsociety.org/s/rs/people/fst00039851
https://www.sciencedirect.com/science/article/pii/B978012372568400001X
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Leeuwenhoek’s lenses made him the first explorer of the microscopic world, able to see objects including 

bacteria, the inside of our cells – and sperm. When Leeuwenhoek first discovered sperm, he described it as a 

“living animalcule” with a “tail, which, when swimming, lashes with a snakelike movement, like eels in 

water”. 

Strikingly, our perception of how sperm swims hasn’t change since. Anyone using a modern microscope 

today still makes the very same observation: sperm swim forward by wiggling their tail from side-to-side. But 

as our latest research shows, we’ve actually been wrong about how sperm swim for the last 350 years. 

Using state-of-the-art 3D microscopy technology, our team of researchers from the UK and Mexico, were 

able to mathematically reconstruct the rapid movement of the sperm tail in 3D. Not only does sperm’s size 

make them difficult to study – its tail only measures half a hair’s breadth – they’re also fast. 

Their tail’s whip-like movement is capable of beating over than 20 swimming-strokes in less than one second. 

We needed a super-fast camera capable of recording over 55,000 pictures in one second mounted in a fast 

oscillating stage to move the sample up and down at an incredibly high rate – effectively scanning the sperm 

tail while swimming freely in 3D. 

What we found surprised us. We discovered that the sperm tail is in fact wonky and only wiggles on one side. 

While this should mean the sperm’s one-sided stroke would have it swimming in circles, sperm have found a 

clever way to adapt and swim forwards: they roll as they swim, much like the way otters corkscrew through 

water. In this way, the wonky one-sided stroke evens out as sperm rolls allowing it to move forwards. 

The sperm’s rapid and highly synchronised spinning causes an illusion when seen from above with 2D 

microscopes - the tail appears to have a side-to-side movement. However, this discovery shows that sperm 

have developed a swimming technique to compensate for their lop-sidedness. In doing so they have also 

ingeniously solved a mathematical puzzle: by creating symmetry out of asymmetry. 

The sperm body spins at the same time that the tail rotates around the swimming direction. Sperm “drills” into 

the fluid like a spinning top by rotating around itself whilst its tilted axis rotates around the centre. This is 

known in physics as precession, much like the precession of the equinoxes in our planet. 

Computer-Assisted Semen Analysis (CASA) systems, in use today, both in clinics and for research, still use 

2D views of the sperm’s movement. Like Leeuwenhoek’s first microscope, they are still prone to this illusion 

of symmetry while assessing semen quality. Symmetry (or the lack of it) is one identifying trait that 

may impact fertility. 

The scientific tale of the sperm tail follows the route of every other area of research: advances in 

understanding sperm movement are highly dependent upon the development of technologies in microscopy, 

recording and, now, mathematical modelling and data analysis. The 3D microscopy technology developed 

today will almost certainly change the way we analyse semen in future. 

This latest discovery, with its novel use of 3D microscope technology combined with mathematics, may 

provide fresh hope for unlocking the secrets of human reproduction. With over half of infertility caused 

https://royalsocietypublishing.org/doi/10.1098/rstb.2014.0344
https://www.sciencedirect.com/science/article/abs/pii/S0015028297818481
https://doi.org/10.1126/sciadv.aba5168
https://advances.sciencemag.org/content/6/31/eaba5168
https://youtu.be/Nx7PJr4Fw5Y
https://www.frontiersin.org/articles/10.3389/fphy.2019.00005/full
https://www.britannica.com/science/precession-of-the-equinoxes
https://www.who.int/docs/default-source/srhr-documents/infertility/examination-and-processing-of-human-semen-5ed-eng.pdf?sfvrsn=5227886e_2
https://doi.org/10.1126/sciadv.aba5168
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by male factors, understanding the human sperm tail is fundamental for future diagnostic tools for identifying 

unhealthy sperm, and improving fertility. 
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Cautionary Lessons From Turkey’s Slide Into Totalitarianism 

Elliot Ackerman on Recep Tayyip Erdoğan's Move to Silence the 

Last Voices of Dissent 

By Elliot Ackerman 

 

 “How did you go bankrupt?” Bill asked. 

“Two ways,” Mike said. “Gradually and then suddenly.” 

I’ve been thinking about that famous snippet of Hemingway dialogue recently, not as it applies to finances but 

rather as it applies to life in a free society. I am, admittedly, partial to The Sun Also Rises, from which that 

exchange is taken; the novel is one of the great portraits of expatriate life, and I have lived much of my life as 

an expatriate, immersed in societies that are not my own. 

This includes a three-year stint in Istanbul where, last week, the Turkish parliament, led by President Recep 

Tayyip Erdoğan, passed a sweeping series of measures targeting social media companies. This new legislation 

requires any social media company with one million subscribers or more to have physical offices in Turkey. 

Those companies could also face fines in excess of $700,000 if they fail to take down content deemed 

offensive by the authorities. Currently, the Turkish government controls in excess of 90 percent of traditional 

media outlets, so this restriction on social media effectively shuts the door on the last independent source of 

information available for Turkish citizens. It’s both a remarkable and inevitable turn of events. 

Seven years ago, when I first started covering Turkish politics, it was in the aftermath of the Gezi Park 

protests, the largest mass demonstrations Turkey had undergone in a generation. Erdoğan, who western 

https://lithub.com/author/elliotackerman/
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Europe and the United States had once viewed as a sympathetic and democratically minded leader, led a 

startling crackdown on the protestors in response to Gezi Park, to include select social media blackouts. A 

year later, in 2014, when Erdoğan was ineligible for re-election due to term limits, he enacted a series of 

political maneuvers to retain power, such as the creation of an executive presidency he could hold for life (a 

maneuver also employed by Putin). He placed his political opponents in prison and resumed war with the 

Kurds in the country’s restive southeast. 

In 2016, after rewriting the constitution, Erdogan weathered a military-led coup. In its wake, he declared a 

two-year state of emergency that allowed him a final purge of all opposition voices from both his government 

and Turkish society. He seized media companies and imprisoned thousands of intellectuals. 

This dissolution of a liberal, free Turkish society occurred in plain sight and over only a few years. 

This dissolution of a liberal, free Turkish society occurred in plain sight and over only a few years. These 

latest restrictions on social media are simply an extension of an ongoing unraveling of societal norms. An 

assault on norms—and on norms of free speech—is hardly a Turkish phenomenon. Much of Turkish society 

and politics mirrors America’s own, look no further than the Trump Administration’s flirtation with shutting 

down Chinese-owned social media giant TikTok. Turkey has a rich, pluralistic cultural tradition that often 

bumps up against demands for assimilation and culturally normative behavior, recent examples being the 

arrival of millions of Syrian refugees and continued tensions with the Kurds. Constitutionally, Turkey is a 

secular nation, but a Muslim majority country—in much the same way that the United States is 

constitutionally secular but majority Christian. Witnessing the degradation of what remained of Turkey’s free 

society between Gezi Park and the coup shows how quickly any society can devolve in a similar period of 

time. Say, between 2016 and 2020. 

I don’t hold these concerns as a partisan, but rather as a citizen. In 2016 the Republican Senate refused to 

appoint a replacement for Justice Scalia. This was an egregious departure of norms but equally egregious is 

current Democratic consideration of eliminating the filibuster if they take control of the Senate in 2020, 

allowing them to pass legislation with a simple majority vote. In Turkey, Erdoğan refused to accept that the 

state was larger than any individual, and so he forced the state to conform to his societal vision, rewriting the 

constitution in service of his executive presidency and subsequent governing agenda. In the United States, our 

leaders—both of the right and the left—have in the past few years demonstrated an equal belief that their 

equally partisan governing agendas are more important than the state. This is the erosion of governing norms 

in the service of all or nothing politics. This is the beginnings of totalitarianism. 

The tyrant of our body politic isn’t a person. It’s the tyranny of a radical minority over a moderate majority. 

In our history, if you look at major pieces of legislation that transformed our society for the better—from the 

New Deal to the Highway Act to the Civil Rights Act—in every case these reforms were passed with a 

majority of the minority party supporting that legislation, meaning the minority party didn’t run in the next 

election on overturning the legislation. Today that is not how we pass legislation. Today both parties fight to 

win a “super” majority and then cram their legislation through, so that the opposition party invariably runs in 

the next election on overturning the legislative agenda that came before. We saw this clearly with Obamacare 

over the past decade. The result in that case was millions of Americans who still don’t know whether they’ll 

have healthcare from one election to the next. 
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Life in Turkey was continuously framed as a series of binary choices. You were either with the Gezi 

protestors or against them, either with Erdoğan in the parliamentary elections or against him, and ultimately 

either with the coup plotters or against them. Then, eventually, the binary ceded to the singularity. Today, in 

Turkey, you are either with Erdogan—or you are silent. That’s how the binary works. It becomes increasingly 

extreme until its two polarities meet and out of them is born a singularity. 

Of course, we are not there yet in America. If anything, we are in such a perpetual state of violent 

disagreement it’s hard to imagine ever agreeing on anything. But I see our binary slowly bending toward a 

singularity. It’s a singularity of intolerance, one that crowds out space for good faith disagreement as an 

increasingly strident set of demands are placed on citizens who remain captive to the political polarities of 

American life. These polarities are designed to obscure the real choice we face. It isn’t between left and right. 

It’s between tolerance and totalitarianism. It’s between freedom and silence. 

_________________________________ 

 

Elliot Ackerman’s latest novel, Red Dress in Black & White, is available from Knopf. 

DemocratsElliot AckermanPolarizationpoliticsRecep Tayyip ErdoğanRepublicanssocial 

mediatotalitarianismturkey 

 

 

 

https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780525521815
https://lithub.com/tag/democrats/
https://lithub.com/tag/elliot-ackerman/
https://lithub.com/tag/polarization/
https://lithub.com/tag/politics/
https://lithub.com/tag/recep-tayyip-erdogan/
https://lithub.com/tag/republicans/
https://lithub.com/tag/social-media/
https://lithub.com/tag/social-media/
https://lithub.com/tag/totalitarianism/
https://lithub.com/tag/turkey/
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Elliot Ackerman 

is a National Book Award finalist, author of the novels Waiting for Eden, Dark at the Crossing, and Green on 

Blue, and of the nonfiction book Places and Names. His work has appeared in Esquire, The New Yorker, The 

Atlantic, The New York Times Magazine,and The Best American Short Stories, among other publications. He 

is both a former White House Fellow and a Marine, and he served five tours of duty in Iraq and Afghanistan, 

where he received the Silver Star, the Bronze Star for Valor, and the Purple Heart. He divides his time 

between New York City and Washington, D.C. 

 

https://lithub.com/cautionary-lessons-from-turkeys-slide-into-totalitarianism/ 

  

https://lithub.com/author/elliotackerman/
https://lithub.com/cautionary-lessons-from-turkeys-slide-into-totalitarianism/
https://lithub.com/author/elliotackerman/
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NZ to trial world-first commercial long-range, wireless power transmission 

By Loz Blain 

 

Emrod's wireless power transmission devices can beam large amounts of electrical power between two 

points, with line of sight between relays the only limit on distance 

Emrod 

A New Zealand-based startup has developed a method of safely and wirelessly transmitting electric power 

across long distances without the use of copper wire, and is working on implementing it with the country's 

second-largest power distributor. 

The dream of wireless power transmission is far from new; everyone's favorite electrical genius Nikola Tesla 

once proved he could power light bulbs from more than two miles away with a 140-foot Tesla coil in the 

1890s – never mind that in doing so he burned out the dynamo at the local powerplant and plunged the entire 

town of Colorado Springs into blackout. 

https://newatlas.com/author/loz-blain/
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Tesla's dream was to place enormous towers all over the world that could transmit power wirelessly to any 

point on the globe, powering homes, businesses, industries and even giant electric ships on the ocean. Investor 

J.P. Morgan famously killed the idea with a single question: "where can I put the meter?" 

It has taken 120 years, but New Zealand company Emrod appears to have finally convinced a major power 

distributor to have a crack at going wireless in a commercial capacity. Powerco, the second-biggest distributor 

in New Zealand, is investing in Emrod, whose technology appears to be able to shift large amounts of 

electricity much more efficiently, between any two points that can be joined with line-of-sight relays. 

"We’re interested to see whether Emrod’s technology can complement the established ways we deliver 

power," said Powerco’s Network Transformation Manager Nicolas Vessiot. "We envisage using this to 

deliver electricity in remote places, or across areas with challenging terrain. There’s also potential to use it to 

keep the lights on for our customers when we’re doing maintenance on our existing infrastructure." 

Emrod currently has a working prototype of its device, but will build another for Powerco, with plans to 

deliver by October, then spend several months in lab testing before moving to a field trial. The prototype 

device will be capable of delivering "only a few kilowatts" of power, but can easily be scaled up. "We can use 

the exact same technology to transmit 100 times more power over much longer distances," said Emrod 

founder and serial entrepreneur Greg Kushnir. "Wireless systems using Emrod technology can transmit any 

amount of power current wired solutions transmit." 
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The system uses a transmitting antenna, a series of relays and a receiving rectenna (a rectifying antenna 

capable of converting microwave energy into electricity). Each of these components appear in these images to 

simply look like big ol' squares on poles. Its beams use the non-ionizing Industrial, Scientific and Medical 

band of the radio spectrum, including frequencies commonly used in Wi-Fi and Bluetooth. 

Unlike Tesla's globally-accessible free power dream, the power here is beamed directly between specific 

points, with no radiation around the beam, and a "low power laser safety curtain" immediately shuts down 

power transmission before any object, like a bird, drone, power thief or helicopter, can touch the main beam. 

There will be no difficulties this time working out where to place the meter. 

Emrod says it works in any atmospheric conditions, including rain, fog and dust, and the distance of 

transmission is limited only by line of sight between each relay, giving it the potential to transmit power 

thousands of kilometers, at a fraction of the infrastructure costs, maintenance costs and environmental impact 

a wired solution imposes. 

Indeed, Emrod sees wireless transmission as a key enabling technology for renewable power, which is often 

generated far from where it's needed. This kind of system could be terrific for getting the products of offshore 

and remote renewable energy generation into the city grids without the need for giant storage batteries and the 

like. 

Crude render of a temporary power transmission truck 

Emrod 

It'll also be handy in certain unplanned outage events; a truck can be fitted out with a rectenna, and then 

driven anywhere in visual range of a relay to create a temporary wireless power connection. 

The company has been liaising with the Radio Spectrum Management authorities in New Zealand throughout 

its development process, with a view to meeting every safety standard even once the technology scales right 

up to high power levels, a process Kushnir says has also helped Emrod develop guidelines for the companies 

that will be using the technology. 

We've contacted Emrod to ask more about efficiency, the size, shape and state of the current prototype, future 

plans and what indeed would happen if you stuck your hand in the middle of the beam, and will bring you 

more information when we can. 

Update: we have now spoken with Emrod founder Greg Kushnir, who had plenty to share in our interview 

story. 

Source: Emrod 

We recommend 

1. Should all medical students be graduates first? 

https://newatlas.com/energy/wireless-power-transmission-emrod-interview/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/energy/wireless-power-transmission-emrod-interview/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://emrod.energy/press-release-nz-start-up-launches-world-first-long-range-wireless-power-transmission/
https://www.bmj.com/content/335/Suppl_S6/0712434?utm_content=americas&utm_campaign=usage&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trendmd
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Ed Peile et al., BMJ's Coronavirus (covid-19) Hub, 2007 

2. Pruebas de función tiroidea 

Mae Sheikh-Ali et al., BMJ Best Practice, 2020 

3. Music through time 

Kirstin Lund, BMJ's Coronavirus (covid-19) Hub, 2003 

1. Wales signals intent to abolish tuition fees 

Helen Barratt, BMJ's Coronavirus (covid-19) Hub, 2002 

2. Eyespy: April 2012 

British Medical Journal Publishing Group, BMJ's Coronavirus (covid-19) Hub, 2012 

3. Evaluación de hipotensión 

Fiona Kearney et al., BMJ Best Practice, 2020 

 

Loz Blain 

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

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

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

 

https://newatlas.com/energy/long-range-wireless-power-transmission-new-zealand-

emrod/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=c5a3e5c051-

EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_08_04_08_13&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-c5a3e5c051-

92970593 

https://bestpractice.bmj.com/topics/es-es/1121?utm_source=trendmd&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=bp&utm_content=americas&utm_term=latin
https://www.bmj.com/content/326/Suppl_S3/030377.full?utm_content=americas&utm_campaign=usage&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trendmd
https://www.bmj.com/content/324/Suppl_S5/0205136.full?utm_content=americas&utm_campaign=usage&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trendmd
https://www.bmj.com/content/344/sbmj.e2117?utm_content=americas&utm_campaign=usage&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trendmd
https://bestpractice.bmj.com/topics/es-es/1196?utm_source=trendmd&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=bp&utm_content=americas&utm_term=latin
https://newatlas.com/author/loz-blain/
https://newatlas.com/energy/long-range-wireless-power-transmission-new-zealand-emrod/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=c5a3e5c051-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_08_04_08_13&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-c5a3e5c051-92970593
https://newatlas.com/energy/long-range-wireless-power-transmission-new-zealand-emrod/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=c5a3e5c051-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_08_04_08_13&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-c5a3e5c051-92970593
https://newatlas.com/energy/long-range-wireless-power-transmission-new-zealand-emrod/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=c5a3e5c051-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_08_04_08_13&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-c5a3e5c051-92970593
https://newatlas.com/energy/long-range-wireless-power-transmission-new-zealand-emrod/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=c5a3e5c051-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_08_04_08_13&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-c5a3e5c051-92970593
https://newatlas.com/author/loz-blain/
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The Yellow Wallpaper 

by Charlotte Perkins Gilman 

 

The Yellow Wallpaper is an important cornerstone of feminist literature. Gilman wrote the story to change 

public perception about the role of women in society by demonstrating the harmful mental and emotional 

effects that women suffered when denied their autonomy and decision-making authority. It was her response 

to Dr. Silas Weir Mitchell's attempt to cure her severe postpartum depression via a "rest cure." Enjoy her 

short story about this story, Why I Wrote the Yellow Wallpaper. The story is featured in our Feminist 

Literature Study Guide and The Unreliable Narrator. 

 

 

IT is very seldom that mere ordinary people like John and myself secure ancestral halls for the summer. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/charlotte-perkins-gilman
https://americanliterature.com/author/charlotte-perkins-gilman/short-story/why-i-wrote-the-yellow-wall-paper
https://americanliterature.com/feminist-literature-study-guide
https://americanliterature.com/feminist-literature-study-guide
https://americanliterature.com/the-unreliable-narrator
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A colonial mansion, a hereditary estate, I would say a haunted house, and reach the height of romantic 

felicity, — but that would be asking too much of fate! 

Still I will proudly declare that there is something queer about it. 

Else, why should it be let so cheaply? And why have stood so long untenanted? 

John laughs at me, of course, but one expects that in marriage. 

John is practical in the extreme. He has no patience with faith, an intense horror of superstition, and he scoffs 

openly at any talk of things not to be felt and seen and put down in figures. 

John is a physician, and perhaps — (I would not say it to a living soul, of course, but this is dead paper and a 

great relief to my mind) — perhaps that is one reason I do not get well faster. 

You see, he does not believe I am sick! 

And what can one do? 

If a physician of high standing, and one's own husband, assures friends and relatives that there is really 

nothing the matter with one but temporary nervous depression, — a slight hysterical tendency, — what is one 

to do? 

My brother is also a physician, and also of high standing, and he says the same thing. 

So I take phosphates or phosphites, — whichever it is, — and tonics, and journeys, and air, and exercise, and 

am absolutely forbidden to "work" until I am well again. 

Personally I disagree with their ideas. 

Personally I believe that congenial work, with excitement and change, would do me good. 

But what is one to do? 

I did write for a while in spite of them; but it does exhaust me a good deal — having to be so sly about it, or 

else meet with heavy opposition. 

I sometimes fancy that in my condition if I had less opposition and more society and stimulus — but John 

says the very worst thing I can do is to think about my condition, and I confess it always makes me feel bad. 

So I will let it alone and talk about the house. 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 536  october 2020 

 

60 

The most beautiful place! It is quite alone, standing well back from the road, quite three miles from the 

village. It makes me think of English places that you read about, for there are hedges and walls and gates that 

lock, and lots of separate little houses for the gardeners and people. 

There is a delicious garden! I never saw such a garden — large and shady, full of box-bordered paths, and 

lined with long grape-covered arbors with seats under them. 

There were greenhouses, too, but they are all broken now. 

There was some legal trouble, I believe, something about the heirs and co-heirs; anyhow, the place has been 

empty for years. 

That spoils my ghostliness, I am afraid; but I don't care — there is something strange about the house — I can 

feel it. 

I even said so to John one moonlight evening, but he said what I felt was a draught, and shut the window. 

I get unreasonably angry with John sometimes. I'm sure I never used to be so sensitive. I think it is due to this 

nervous condition. 

But John says if I feel so I shall neglect proper self-control; so I take pains to control myself, — before him, at 

least,—and that makes me very tired. 

I don't like our room a bit. I wanted one downstairs that opened on the piazza and had roses all over the 

window, and such pretty, old-fashioned chintz hangings! but John would not hear of it. 

He said there was only one window and not room for two beds, and no near room for him if he took another. 

He is very careful and loving, and hardly lets me stir without special direction. 

I have a schedule prescription for each hour in the day; he takes all care from me, and so I feel basely 

ungrateful not to value it more. 

He said we came here solely on my account, that I was to have perfect rest and all the air I could get. "Your 

exercise depends on your strength, my dear," said he, "and your food somewhat on your appetite; but air you 

can absorb all the time." So we took the nursery, at the top of the house. 

It is a big, airy room, the whole floor nearly, with windows that look all ways, and air and sunshine galore. It 

was nursery first and then playground and gymnasium, I should judge; for the windows are barred for little 

children, and there are rings and things in the walls. 

The paint and paper look as if a boys' school had used it. It is stripped off — the paper — in great patches all 

around the head of my bed, about as far as I can reach, and in a great place on the other side of the room low 

down. I never saw a worse paper in my life. 
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One of those sprawling flamboyant patterns committing every artistic sin. 

It is dull enough to confuse the eye in following, pronounced enough to constantly irritate, and provoke study, 

and when you follow the lame, uncertain curves for a little distance they suddenly commit suicide — plunge 

off at outrageous angles, destroy themselves in unheard-of contradictions. 

The color is repellant, almost revolting; a smouldering, unclean yellow, strangely faded by the slow-turning 

sunlight. 

It is a dull yet lurid orange in some places, a sickly sulphur tint in others. 

No wonder the children hated it! I should hate it myself if I had to live in this room long. 

There comes John, and I must put this away, — he hates to have me write a word. 

We have been here two weeks, and I haven't felt like writing before, since that first day. 

I am sitting by the window now, up in this atrocious nursery, and there is nothing to hinder my writing as 

much as I please, save lack of strength. 

John is away all day, and even some nights when his cases are serious. 

I am glad my case is not serious! 

But these nervous troubles are dreadfully depressing. 

John does not know how much I really suffer. He knows there is no reason to suffer, and that satisfies him. 

Of course it is only nervousness. It does weigh on me so not to do my duty in any way! 

I meant to be such a help to John, such a real rest and comfort, and here I am a comparative burden already! 

Nobody would believe what an effort it is to do what little I am able — to dress and entertain, and order 

things. 

It is fortunate Mary is so good with the baby. Such a dear baby! 

And yet I cannot be with him, it makes me so nervous. 

I suppose John never was nervous in his life. He laughs at me so about this wall paper! 

At first he meant to repaper the room, but afterwards he said that I was letting it get the better of me, and that 

nothing was worse for a nervous patient than to give way to such fancies. 
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He said that after the wall paper was changed it would be the heavy bedstead, and then the barred windows, 

and then that gate at the head of the stairs, and so on. 

"You know the place is doing you good," he said, "and really, dear, I don't care to renovate the house just for 

a three months' rental." 

"Then do let us go downstairs," I said, "there are such pretty rooms there." 

Then he took me in his arms and called me a blessed little goose, and said he would go down cellar if I 

wished, and have it whitewashed into the bargain. 

But he is right enough about the beds and windows and things. 

It is as airy and comfortable a room as any one need wish, and, of course, I would not be so silly as to make 

him uncomfortable just for a whim. 

I'm really getting quite fond of the big room, all but that horrid paper. 

Out of one window I can see the garden, those mysterious deep-shaded arbors, the riotous old-fashioned 

flowers, and bushes and gnarly trees. 

Out of another I get a lovely view of the bay and a little private wharf belonging to the estate. There is a 

beautiful shaded lane that runs down there from the house. I always fancy I see people walking in these 

numerous paths and arbors, but John has cautioned me not to give way to fancy in the least. He says that with 

my imaginative power and habit of story-making a nervous weakness like mine is sure to lead to all manner of 

excited fancies, and that I ought to use my will and good sense to check the tendency. So I try. 

I think sometimes that if I were only well enough to write a little it would relieve the press of ideas and rest 

me. 

But I find I get pretty tired when I try. 

It is so discouraging not to have any advice and companionship about my work. When I get really well John 

says we will ask Cousin Henry and Julia down for a long visit; but he says he would as soon put fire-works in 

my pillow-case as to let me have those stimulating people about now. 

I wish I could get well faster. 

But I must not think about that. This paper looks to me as if it knew what a vicious influence it had! 

There is a recurrent spot where the pattern lolls like a broken neck and two bulbous eyes stare at you upside-

down. 
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I got positively angry with the impertinence of it and the everlastingness. Up and down and sideways they 

crawl, and those absurd, unblinking eyes are everywhere. There is one place where two breadths didn't match, 

and the eyes go all up and down the line, one a little higher than the other. 

I never saw so much expression in an inanimate thing before, and we all know how much expression they 

have! I used to lie awake as a child and get more entertainment and terror out of blank walls and plain 

furniture than most children could find in a toy-store. 

I remember what a kindly wink the knobs of our big old bureau used to have, and there was one chair that 

always seemed like a strong friend. 

I used to feel that if any of the other things looked too fierce I could always hop into that chair and be safe. 

The furniture in this room is no worse than inharmonious, however, for we had to bring it all from downstairs. 

I suppose when this was used as a playroom they had to take the nursery things out, and no wonder! I never 

saw such ravages as the children have made here. 

The wall paper, as I said before, is torn off in spots, and it sticketh closer than a brother — they must have had 

perseverance as well as hatred. 

Then the floor is scratched and gouged and splintered, the plaster itself is dug out here and there, and this 

great heavy bed, which is all we found in the room, looks as if it had been through the wars. 

But I don't mind it a bit — only the paper. 

There comes John's sister. Such a dear girl as she is, and so careful of me! I must not let her find me writing. 

She is a perfect, an enthusiastic housekeeper, and hopes for no better profession. I verily believe she thinks it 

is the writing which made me sick! 

But I can write when she is out, and see her a long way off from these windows. 

There is one that commands the road, a lovely, shaded, winding road, and one that just looks off over the 

country. A lovely country, too, full of great elms and velvet meadows. 

This wall paper has a kind of sub-pattern in a different shade, a particularly irritating one, for you can only see 

it in certain lights, and not clearly then. 

But in the places where it isn't faded, and where the sun is just so, I can see a strange, provoking, formless sort 

of figure, that seems to sulk about behind that silly and conspicuous front design. 

There's sister on the stairs! 
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Well, the Fourth of July is over! The people are all gone and I am tired out. John thought it might do me good 

to see a little company, so we just had mother and Nellie and the children down for a week. 

Of course I didn't do a thing. Jennie sees to everything now. 

But it tired me all the same. 

John says if I don't pick up faster he shall send me to Weir Mitchell in the fall. 

But I don't want to go there at all. I had a friend who was in his hands once, and she says he is just like John 

and my brother, only more so! 

Besides, it is such an undertaking to go so far. 

I don't feel as if it was worth while to turn my hand over for anything, and I'm getting dreadfully fretful and 

querulous. 

I cry at nothing, and cry most of the time. 

Of course I don't when John is here, or anybody else, but when I am alone. 

And I am alone a good deal just now. John is kept in town very often by serious cases, and Jennie is good and 

lets me alone when I want her to. 

So I walk a little in the garden or down that lovely lane, sit on the porch under the roses, and lie down up here 

a good deal. 

I'm getting really fond of the room in spite of the wall paper. Perhaps because of the wall paper. 

It dwells in my mind so! 

I lie here on this great immovable bed — it is nailed down, I believe — and follow that pattern about by the 

hour. It is as good as gymnastics, I assure you. I start, we'll say, at the bottom, down in the corner over there 

where it has not been touched, and I determine for the thousandth time that I will follow that pointless pattern 

to some sort of a conclusion. 

I know a little of the principles of design, and I know this thing was not arranged on any laws of radiation, or 

alternation, or repetition, or symmetry, or anything else that I ever heard of. 

It is repeated, of course, by the breadths, but not otherwise. 

Looked at in one way, each breadth stands alone, the bloated curves and flourishes — a kind of "debased 

Romanesque" with delirium tremens — go waddling up and down in isolated columns of fatuity. 
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But, on the other hand, they connect diagonally, and the sprawling outlines run off in great slanting waves of 

optic horror, like a lot of wallowing seaweeds in full chase. 

The whole thing goes horizontally, too, at least it seems so, and I exhaust myself in trying to distinguish the 

order of its going in that direction. 

They have used a horizontal breadth for a frieze, and that adds wonderfully to the confusion. 

There is one end of the room where it is almost intact, and there, when the cross-lights fade and the low sun 

shines directly upon it, I can almost fancy radiation, after all, — the interminable grotesques seem to form 

around a common centre and rush off in headlong plunges of equal distraction. 

It makes me tired to follow it. I will take a nap, I guess. 

 

I don't know why I should write this. 

I don't want to. 

I don't feel able. 

And I know John would think it absurd. But I must say what I feel and think in some way — it is such a 

relief! 

But the effort is getting to be greater than the relief. 

Half the time now I am awfully lazy, and lie down ever so much. 

John says I mustn't lose my strength, and has me take cod-liver oil and lots of tonics and things, to say 

nothing of ale and wine and rare meat. 

Dear John! He loves me very dearly, and hates to have me sick. I tried to have a real earnest reasonable talk 

with him the other day, and tell him how I wished he would let me go and make a visit to Cousin Henry and 

Julia. 

But he said I wasn't able to go, nor able to stand it after I got there; and I did not make out a very good case 

for myself, for I was crying before I had finished. 

It is getting to be a great effort for me to think straight. Just this nervous weakness, I suppose. 

And dear John gathered me up in his arms, and just carried me upstairs and laid me on the bed, and sat by me 

and read to me till he tired my head. 
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He said I was his darling and his comfort and all he had, and that I must take care of myself for his sake, and 

keep well. 

He says no one but myself can help me out of it, that I must use my will and self-control and not let my silly 

fancies run away with me. 

There's one comfort, the baby is well and happy, and does not have to occupy this nursery with the horrid wall 

paper. 

If we had not used it that blessed child would have! What a fortunate escape! Why, I wouldn't have a child of 

mine, an impressionable little thing, live in such a room for worlds. 

I never thought of it before, but it is lucky that John kept me here, after all. I can stand it so much easier than a 

baby, you see. 

Of course I never mention it to them any more, — I am too wise, — but I keep watch of it all the same. 

There are things in that paper that nobody knows but me, or ever will. 

Behind that outside pattern the dim shapes get clearer every day. 

It is always the same shape, only very numerous. 

And it is like a woman stooping down and creeping about behind that pattern. I don't like it a bit. I wonder — 

I begin to think — I wish John would take me away from here! 

It is so hard to talk with John about my case, because he is so wise, and because he loves me so. 

But I tried it last night. 

It was moonlight. The moon shines in all around, just as the sun does. 

I hate to see it sometimes, it creeps so slowly, and always comes in by one window or another. 

John was asleep and I hated to waken him, so I kept still and watched the moonlight on that undulating wall 

paper till I felt creepy. 

The faint figure behind seemed to shake the pattern, just as if she wanted to get out. 

I got up softly and went to feel and see if the paper did move, and when I came back John was awake. 

"What is it, little girl?" he said. "Don't go walking about like that — you'll get cold." 
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I thought it was a good time to talk, so I told him that I really was not gaining here, and that I wished he 

would take me away. 

"Why, darling!" said he, "our lease will be up in three weeks, and I can't see how to leave before. 

"The repairs are not done at home, and I cannot possibly leave town just now. Of course if you were in any 

danger I could and would, but you really are better, dear, whether you can see it or not. I am a doctor, dear, 

and I know. You are gaining flesh and color, your appetite is better. I feel really much easier about you." 

"I don't weigh a bit more," said I, "nor as much; and my appetite may be better in the evening, when you are 

here, but it is worse in the morning, when you are away." 

"Bless her little heart!" said he with a big hug; "she shall be as sick as she pleases. But now let's improve the 

shining hours by going to sleep, and talk about it in the morning." 

"And you won't go away?" I asked gloomily. 

"Why, how can I, dear? It is only three weeks more and then we will take a nice little trip of a few days while 

Jennie is getting the house ready. Really, dear, you are better!" 

"Better in body, perhaps" — I began, and stopped short, for he sat up straight and looked at me with such a 

stern, reproachful look that I could not say another word. 

"My darling," said he, "I beg of you, for my sake and for our child's sake, as well as for your own, that you 

will never for one instant let that idea enter your mind! There is nothing so dangerous, so fascinating, to a 

temperament like yours. It is a false and foolish fancy. Can you not trust me as a physician when I tell you 

so?" 

So of course I said no more on that score, and we went to sleep before long. He thought I was asleep first, but 

I wasn't, — I lay there for hours trying to decide whether that front pattern and the back pattern really did 

move together or separately. 

On a pattern like this, by daylight, there is a lack of sequence, a defiance of law, that is a constant irritant to a 

normal mind. 

The color is hideous enough, and unreliable enough, and infuriating enough, but the pattern is torturing. 

You think you have mastered it, but just as you get well under way in following, it turns a back somersault, 

and there you are. It slaps you in the face, knocks you down, and tramples upon you. It is like a bad dream. 

The outside pattern is a florid arabesque, reminding one of a fungus. If you can imagine a toadstool in joints, 

an interminable string of toadstools, budding and sprouting in endless convolutions, — why, that is something 

like it. 
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That is, sometimes! 

There is one marked peculiarity about this paper, a thing nobody seems to notice but myself, and that is that it 

changes as the light changes. 

When the sun shoots in through the east window — I always watch for that first long, straight ray — it 

changes so quickly that I never can quite believe it. 

That is why I watch it always. 

By moonlight — the moon shines in all night when there is a moon — I wouldn't know it was the same paper. 

At night in any kind of light, in twilight, candlelight, lamplight, and worst of all by moonlight, it becomes 

bars! The outside pattern, I mean, and the woman behind it is as plain as can be. 

I didn't realize for a long time what the thing was that showed behind, — that dim sub-pattern, — but now I 

am quite sure it is a woman. 

By daylight she is subdued, quiet. I fancy it is the pattern that keeps her so still. It is so puzzling. It keeps me 

quiet by the hour. 

I lie down ever so much now. John says it is good for me, and to sleep all I can. 

Indeed, he started the habit by making me lie down for an hour after each meal. 

It is a very bad habit, I am convinced, for, you see, I don't sleep. 

And that cultivates deceit, for I don't tell them I'm awake, — oh, no! 

The fact is, I am getting a little afraid of John. 

He seems very queer sometimes, and even Jennie has an inexplicable look. 

It strikes me occasionally, just as a scientific hypothesis, that perhaps it is the paper! 

I have watched John when he did not know I was looking, and come into the room suddenly on the most 

innocent excuses, and I've caught him several times looking at the paper! And Jennie too. I caught Jennie 

with her hand on it once. 

She didn't know I was in the room, and when I asked her in a quiet, a very quiet voice, with the most 

restrained manner possible, what she was doing with the paper she turned around as if she had been caught 

stealing, and looked quite angry — asked me why I should frighten her so! 
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Then she said that the paper stained everything it touched, that she had found yellow smooches on all my 

clothes and John's, and she wished we would be more careful! 

Did not that sound innocent? But I know she was studying that pattern, and I am determined that nobody shall 

find it out but myself! 

Life is very much more exciting now than it used to be. You see I have something more to expect, to look 

forward to, to watch. I really do eat better, and am more quiet than I was. 

John is so pleased to see me improve! He laughed a little the other day, and said I seemed to be flourishing in 

spite of my wall paper. 

I turned it off with a laugh. I had no intention of telling him it was because of the wall paper — he would 

make fun of me. He might even want to take me away. 

I don't want to leave now until I have found it out. There is a week more, and I think that will be enough. 

I'm feeling ever so much better! I don't sleep much at night, for it is so interesting to watch developments; but 

I sleep a good deal in the daytime. 

In the daytime it is tiresome and perplexing. 

There are always new shoots on the fungus, and new shades of yellow all over it. I cannot keep count of them, 

though I have tried conscientiously. 

It is the strangest yellow, that wall paper! It makes me think of all the yellow things I ever saw — not 

beautiful ones like buttercups, but old foul, bad yellow things. 

But there is something else about that paper — the smell! I noticed it the moment we came into the room, but 

with so much air and sun it was not bad. Now we have had a week of fog and rain, and whether the windows 

are open or not the smell is here. 

It creeps all over the house. 

I find it hovering in the dining-room, skulking in the parlor, hiding in the hall, lying in wait for me on the 

stairs. 

It gets into my hair. 

Even when I go to ride, if I turn my head suddenly and surprise it — there is that smell! 

Such a peculiar odor, too! I have spent hours in trying to analyze it, to find what it smelled like. 
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It is not bad — at first, and very gentle, but quite the subtlest, most enduring odor I ever met. 

In this damp weather it is awful. I wake up in the night and find it hanging over me. 

It used to disturb me at first. I thought seriously of burning the house — to reach the smell. 

But now I am used to it. The only thing I can think of that it is like is the color of the paper — a yellow smell! 

There is a very funny mark on this wall, low down, near the mopboard. A streak that runs around the room. It 

goes behind every piece of furniture, except the bed, a long, straight, even smooch, as if it had been rubbed 

over and over. 

I wonder how it was done and who did it, and what they did it for. Round and round and round — round and 

round and round — it makes me dizzy! 

I really have discovered something at last. 

Through watching so much at night, when it changes so, I have finally found out. 

The front pattern does move — and no wonder! The woman behind shakes it! 

Sometimes I think there are a great many women behind, and sometimes only one, and she crawls around fast, 

and her crawling shakes it all over. 

Then in the very bright spots she keeps still, and in the very shady spots she just takes hold of the bars and 

shakes them hard. 

And she is all the time trying to climb through. But nobody could climb through that pattern — it strangles so; 

I think that is why it has so many heads. 

They get through, and then the pattern strangles them off and turns them upside-down, and makes their eyes 

white! 

If those heads were covered or taken off it would not be half so bad. 

I think that woman gets out in the daytime! 

And I'll tell you why — privately — I've seen her! 

I can see her out of every one of my windows! 

It is the same woman, I know, for she is always creeping, and most women do not creep by daylight. 
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I see her in that long shaded lane, creeping up and down. I see her in those dark grape arbors, creeping all 

around the garden. 

I see her on that long road under the trees, creeping along, and when a carriage comes she hides under the 

blackberry vines. 

I don't blame her a bit. It must be very humiliating to be caught creeping by daylight! 

I always lock the door when I creep by daylight. I can't do it at night, for I know John would suspect 

something at once. 

And John is so queer, now, that I don't want to irritate him. I wish he would take another room! Besides, I 

don't want anybody to get that woman out at night but myself. 

I often wonder if I could see her out of all the windows at once. 

But, turn as fast as I can, I can only see out of one at one time. 

And though I always see her she may be able to creep faster than I can turn! 

I have watched her sometimes away off in the open country, creeping as fast as a cloud shadow in a high 

wind. 

If only that top pattern could be gotten off from the under one! I mean to try it, little by little. 

I have found out another funny thing, but I shan't tell it this time! It does not do to trust people too much. 

There are only two more days to get this paper off, and I believe John is beginning to notice. I don't like the 

look in his eyes. 

And I heard him ask Jennie a lot of professional questions about me. She had a very good report to give. 

She said I slept a good deal in the daytime. 

John knows I don't sleep very well at night, for all I'm so quiet! 

He asked me all sorts of questions, too, and pretended to be very loving and kind. 

As if I couldn't see through him! 

Still, I don't wonder he acts so, sleeping under this paper for three months. 

It only interests me, but I feel sure John and Jennie are secretly affected by it. 
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Hurrah! This is the last day, but it is enough. John is to stay in town over night, and won't be out until this 

evening. 

Jennie wanted to sleep with me — the sly thing! but I told her I should undoubtedly rest better for a night all 

alone. 

That was clever, for really I wasn't alone a bit! As soon as it was moonlight, and that poor thing began to 

crawl and shake the pattern, I got up and ran to help her. 

I pulled and she shook, I shook and she pulled, and before morning we had peeled off yards of that paper. 

A strip about as high as my head and half around the room. 

And then when the sun came and that awful pattern began to laugh at me I declared I would finish it today! 

We go away to-morrow, and they are moving all my furniture down again to leave things as they were before. 

Jennie looked at the wall in amazement, but I told her merrily that I did it out of pure spite at the vicious 

thing. 

She laughed and said she wouldn't mind doing it herself, but I must not get tired. 

How she betrayed herself that time! 

But I am here, and no person touches this paper but me — not alive! 

She tried to get me out of the room — it was too patent! But I said it was so quiet and empty and clean now 

that I believed I would lie down again and sleep all I could; and not to wake me even for dinner — I would 

call when I woke. 

So now she is gone, and the servants are gone, and the things are gone, and there is nothing left but that great 

bed-stead nailed down, with the canvas mattress we found on it. 

We shall sleep downstairs to-night, and take the boat home to-morrow. 

I quite enjoy the room, now it is bare again. 

How those children did tear about here! 

This bedstead is fairly gnawed! 

But I must get to work. 
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I have locked the door and thrown the key down into the front path. 

I don't want to go out, and I don't want to have anybody come in, till John comes. 

I want to astonish him. 

I've got a rope up here that even Jennie did not find. If that woman does get out, and tries to get away, I can 

tie her! 

But I forgot I could not reach far without anything to stand on! 

This bed will not move! 

I tried to lift and push it until I was lame, and then I got so angry I bit off a little piece at one corner — but it 

hurt my teeth. 

Then I peeled off all the paper I could reach standing on the floor. It sticks horribly and the pattern just enjoys 

it! All those strangled heads and bulbous eyes and waddling fungus growths just shriek with derision! 

I am getting angry enough to do something desperate. To jump out of the window would be admirable 

exercise, but the bars are too strong even to try. 

Besides, I wouldn't do it. Of course not. I know well enough that a step like that is improper and might be 

misconstrued. 

I don't like to look out of the windows even — there are so many of those creeping women, and they creep so 

fast. 

I wonder if they all come out of that wall paper, as I did? 

But I am securely fastened now by my well-hidden rope — you don't get me out in the road there! 

I suppose I shall have to get back behind the pattern when it comes night, and that is hard! 

It is so pleasant to be out in this great room and creep around as I please! 

I don't want to go outside. I won't, even if Jennie asks me to. 

For outside you have to creep on the ground, and everything is green instead of yellow. 

But here I can creep smoothly on the floor, and my shoulder just fits in that long smooch around the wall, so I 

cannot lose my way. 
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Why, there's John at the door! 

It is no use, young man, you can't open it! 

How he does call and pound! 

Now he's crying for an axe. 

It would be a shame to break down that beautiful door! 

"John, dear!" said I in the gentlest voice, "the key is down by the front steps, under a plantain leaf!" 

That silenced him for a few moments. 

Then he said — very quietly indeed, "Open the door, my darling!" 

"I can't," said I. "The key is down by the front door, under a plantain leaf!" 

And then I said it again, several times, very gently and slowly, and said it so often that he had to go and see, 

and he got it, of course, and came in. He stopped short by the door. 

"What is the matter?" he cried. "For God's sake, what are you doing?" 

I kept on creeping just the same, but I looked at him over my shoulder. 

"I've got out at last," said I, "in spite of you and Jane! And I've pulled off most of the paper, so you can't put 

me back!" 

Now why should that man have fainted? But he did, and right across my path by the wall, so that I had to 

creep over him every time! 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/charlotte-perkins-gilman/short-story/the-yellow-wallpaper 
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Measuring electron-phonon interaction in multidimensional materials with helium atom scattering 

ByDIPC  The discovery of superconductivity in 2D films dates back over 80 years. Initially, these were 2D 

metallic films deposited on inert substrates, but in recent times more exotic 2D systems have exhibited 

superconducting properties, such as the surface of topological insulators or twisted bilayer graphene. 

Superconductivity is caused by the interactions between atomic vibrations (phonons) and electrons in a lattice. 

The interaction strength is determined by the electron-phonon coupling constant. Still, the theoretical 

explanation of the mechanisms involved in these surface and 2D systems is not clear, and even the role of 

electron correlations versus the electron–phonon interaction is not well understood. 

One parameter that has proven to be useful in describing conventional superconductivity in the bulk is the 

mentioned electron-phonon coupling constant. Now, a team of researchers show that the electron-phonon 

coupling constant can be measured in the surface region with helium atom scattering experiments, thus 

enabling a measurement of this useful parameter specific to the 2D surface region. 

Very recently, the electron-phonon interaction has been shown to play a relevant role in topological 

semimetal surfaces such the quasi- 1D charge density wave system Bi(114) and the layered pnictogen 

chalcogenides. The electron-phonon coupling in these materials for individual phonons , and its average 

electron-phonon coupling constant, the well-known mass-enhancement factor can be directly measured with 

supersonic helium atom scattering (HAS). 

A unique feature of low-energy HAS is that the atoms scatter not from the atomic cores of the target surface, 

but from the rarefied density of electron states whose wave functions extend outward in front of the outermost 

layer of surface atoms. Thus, the scattered atoms sense the structure and phonon vibrations of the surface 

atomic cores only through their contributions to the electron density outside (roughly about 3 Å above) the 

terminal surface layer. Inelastic HAS has been shown to be proportional to the mode-selected components of 

the electron−phonon coupling constant. 

For metal crystal surfaces, inelastic scattering can even detect surface modes for which the largest core 

displacement amplitudes are located several layers beneath the outermost terminal layer, a property that has 

been called the quantum sonar effect. With this experimental technique, subsurface phonons were detected on 

multilayer metallic structures exploring the fairly long range of the electron-phonon interaction, for example, 

spanning as many as ten atomic layers in Pb films . 

Under reasonable approximations, from the thermal attenuation of the diffraction peaks ruled by the so-called 

Debye–Waller factor as well as the interaction range through the number of layers, experimental values for 

some variables can actually be extracted which agree fairly well with previous values for the bulk or obtained 

from other surface techniques. 

 

https://mappingignorance.org/2020/07/30/measuring-electron-phonon-interaction-in-multidimensional-materials-with-helium-atom-scattering/#author
https://mappingignorance.org/2018/01/18/what-the-heck-is-a-phonon/
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/04/09/a-universal-tool-for-the-measurement-of-electron%E2%88%92phonon-coupling-in-conducting-low-dimensional-systems/
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Helium_atom_scattering


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 536  october 2020 

 

76 

 

Now, a team of researchers has focused 1 on the specific role of dimensionality in the electron-phonon mass-

enhancement factor as derived from HAS. They are able to extract values for this factor from HAS data for 

different classes of conducting surfaces characterized by nearly free-electron gases of growing dimensions, 

from the quasi-1D systems such as W(110):(1 × 1)H and Bi(114), and the quasi-2D layered chalcogenides, to 

quasicrystalline surfaces such as the dodecagonal 2ML-Ba(0001)/Cu(001) and decagonal d-AlNiCo(00001), 

which can be regarded as behaving like periodic 4D and 5D materials, respectively. 

The analysis of thermal dependence of the Debye–Waller factor measured in the scattering of atoms is based 

on a theory originally developed for obtaining electron-phonon coupling constant for metal surfaces, adapted 

now to the more complicated cases of layered chalcogenide semiconductors and systems that can be 

considered as having different dimensions. 

The new analysis shows that, with suitable interpretation of the theory, values of the constant can be obtained 

from the surfaces of these more complex systems. For all of these systems, the values of the mass-

enhancement factor obtained from atom-surface scattering experiments compare favorably with established 

values for the bulk materials as published in the literature. 
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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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VIA RANDOM HOUSE 

The Natural World Can Teach Us a Lot About the Ancient Art of Bulls**t 

On Deceptive Ravens, Bluffing Shrimp and Other Snake Oil Salesmen 

By Carl T. Bergstrom and Jevin D. West 

 

August 4, 2020 

We would like to understand what bullshit is, where it comes from, and why so much of it is produced. To 

answer these questions, it is helpful to look back into deep time at the origins of the phenomenon. 

Bullshit is not a modern invention. In one of his Socratic dialogues, Euthydemus, Plato complains that the 

philosophers known as the Sophists are indifferent to what is actually true and are interested only in winning 

arguments. In other words, they are bullshit artists. But if we want to trace bullshit back to its origins, we have 

to look a lot further back than any human civilization. Bullshit has its origins in deception more broadly, and 

animals have been deceiving one another for hundreds of millions of years. 

* 

https://www.penguinrandomhouse.com/books/563882/calling-bullshit-by-carl-t-bergstrom-and-jevin-d-west/
https://lithub.com/author/carlbergstromjevinwest/
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The oceans are full of fierce and wonderful creatures, but few are as badass as the marine crustaceans known 

as the mantis shrimp or, in more technical circles, stomatopods. Some specialize in eating marine snails, 

which are protected by hard, thick shells. To smash through these calcite defenses, mantis shrimp have 

evolved a spring-loading mechanism in their forelimbs that allows them to punch with enormous force. 

Their hammer-like claws travel 50 mph when they strike. The punch is so powerful that it creates an 

underwater phenomenon known as cavitation bubbles, a sort of literal Batman “KAPOW!” that results in a 

loud noise and a flash of light. In captivity they sometimes punch right through the glass walls of their 

aquariums. 

This punching power serves another purpose. Mantis shrimp live on shallow reefs, where they are vulnerable 

to moray eels, octopi, sharks, and other predators. To stay safe, they spend much of their time holed up in 

cavities in the reef, with just their powerful foreclaws exposed. But suitable cavities are in short supply, and 

this can lead to fights. When an intruder approaches a smaller resident, the resident typically sees. But if the 

resident is big enough, it waves its claws in a fierce display, demonstrating its size and challenging its 

opponent. 

Like any superhero, however, mantis shrimp have an Achilles’ heel. They have to molt in order to replace the 

hard casings of their hammer claws—which as you can imagine take more than their share of abuse. During 

the two or three days that the animal is molting, it is extremely vulnerable. It can’t punch, and it lacks the hard 

shell that normally defends it against predators. Pretty much everything on the reef eats everything else, and 

mantis shrimp are essentially lobster tails with claws on the front. 

A sophisticated bullshitter needs a theory of mind—she needs to be able to put herself in the place of her 

mark. 

So if you’re a molting mantis shrimp holed up in a discreet crevice, the last thing you want to do is flee and 

expose yourself to the surrounding dangers. This is where the deception comes in. Normally, big mantis 

shrimp wave their claws—an honest threat—and small mantis shrimp flee. But during molting, mantis shrimp 

of any size perform the threat display, even though in their current state they can’t punch any harder than an 

angry gummy bear. 

The threat is completely empty—but the danger of leaving one’s hole is even greater than the risk of getting 

into a fight. Intruders, aware that they’re facing the mantis shrimp’s fierce punch, are reluctant to call the 

bluff. 

Stomatopods may be good bluffers, and bluffing does feel rather like a kind of bullshit—but it’s not very 

sophisticated bullshit. For one thing, this behavior isn’t something that these creatures think up and decide to 

carry out. It is merely an evolved response, a sort of instinct or reflex. 

A sophisticated bullshitter needs a theory of mind—she needs to be able to put herself in the place of her 

mark. She needs to be able to think about what the others around her do and do not know. She needs to be 

able to imagine what impression will be created by what sort of bullshit, and to choose her bullshit 

accordingly. 
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Such advanced cognition is rare in the animal kingdom. We have it. Our closest primate relatives, 

chimpanzees and gorillas, may have it as well. Other apes and monkeys do not seem to have this capacity. But 

one very different family does: Corvidae. 

We know that corvids—ravens, crows, and jays—are remarkably intelligent birds. They manufacture the most 

sophisticated tools of any nonhuman species. They manipulate objects in their environment to solve all 

manners of puzzle. The Aesop’s fable about the crow putting pebbles into an urn to raise the water level is 

probably based on a real observation; captive crows can figure out how to do this sort of thing. Ravens plan 

ahead for the future, selecting objects that may be useful to them later. Crows recognize human faces and hold 

grudges against those who have threatened or mistreated them. They even pass these grudges along to their 

fellow crows. 

We don’t know exactly why corvids are so smart, but their lifestyle does reward intelligence. They live a long 

time, they are highly social, and they creatively explore their surroundings for anything that might be edible. 

Ravens in particular may have evolved alongside pack-hunting species such as wolves and ourselves, and are 

excellent at tricking mammals out of their food. 

Because food is sometimes plentiful and other times scarce, most corvid species cache their food, storing it in 

a safe place where it can be recovered later. But caching is a losing proposition if others are watching. If one 

bird sees another cache a piece of food, the observer often steals it. As a result, corvids are cautious about 

caching their food in view of other birds. When being watched, ravens cache quickly, or move out of sight 

before hiding their food. They also “fake-cache,” pretending to stash a food item but actually keeping it safely 

in their beak or crop to be properly cached at a later time. 

So when a raven pretends to cache a snack but is actually just faking, does that qualify as bullshitting? In our 

view, this depends on why the raven is faking and whether it thinks about the impression its fakery will create 

in the mind of an onlooker. Full-on bullshit is intended to distract, confuse, or mislead—which means that the 

bullshitter needs to have a mental model of the effect that his actions have on an observer’s mind. 

Do corvids have a theory of mind? Do they understand that other birds can see them caching and are likely to 

steal from them? Or do they merely follow some simple rule of thumb—such as “cache only when no other 

ravens are around”—without knowing why they are doing so? Researchers who study animal behavior have 

been hard-pressed to demonstrate that any nonhuman animals have a theory of mind. But recent studies 

suggest that ravens may be an exception. 

When caching treats, they do think about what other ravens know. And not only do ravens act to deceive other 

birds sitting right there in front of them; they recognize that there might be other birds out there, unseen, who 

can be deceived as well. That is pretty close to what we do when we bullshit on the Internet. We don’t see 

anyone out there, but we hope and expect that our words will reach an audience. 

Why is there bullshit everywhere? Part of the answer is that everyone, crustacean or raven or fellow human 

being, is trying to sell you something. 

Ravens are tricky creatures, but we humans take bullshit to the next level. Like ravens, we have a theory of 

mind. We can think in advance about how others will interpret our actions, and we use this skill to our 
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advantage. Unlike ravens, we also have a rich system of language to deploy. Human language is immensely 

expressive, in the sense that we can combine words in a vast number of ways to convey different ideas. 

Together, language and theory of mind allow us to convey a broad range of messages and to model in our 

own minds what effects our messages will have on those who hear them. This is a good skill to have when 

trying to communicate efficiently—and it’s equally useful when using communication to manipulate another 

person’s beliefs or actions. 

 

That’s the thing about communication. It’s a two-edged sword. By communicating we can work together in 

remarkable ways. But by paying attention to communication, you are giving other people a “handle” they can 

use to manipulate your behavior. Animals with limited communication systems—a few different alarm calls, 

say— have just a few handles with which they can be manipulated. Capuchin monkeys warn one another with 

alarm calls. On average this saves a lot of capuchin lives. But it also allows lower-ranking monkeys to scare 
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dominant individuals away from precious food: All they have to do is send a deceptive alarm call in the 

absence of danger. 

Still, there aren’t all that many things capuchins can say, so there aren’t all that many ways they can deceive 

one another. A capuchin monkey can tell me to flee, even if doing so is not in my best interest. But it can’t, 

say, convince me that it totally has a girlfriend in Canada; I’ve just never met her. Never mind getting me to 

transfer $10,000 into a bank account belonging to the widow of a mining tycoon, who just happened to ask 

out of the blue for my help laundering her fortune into US currency. 

So why is there bullshit everywhere? Part of the answer is that everyone, crustacean or raven or fellow human 

being, is trying to sell you something. Another part is that humans possess the cognitive tools to figure out 

what kinds of bullshit will be effective. A third part is that our complex language allows us to produce an 

infinite variety of bullshit. 

__________________________________ 

 

Excerpt from Calling Bullshit. Used with the permission of the publisher, Random House. Copyright © 2020 

by Carl T. Bergstrom and Kevin D. West. 

Calling BullshitCarl T. Bergstromevolutionary biologymarine lifeRandom Houseravensshrimpthe art of 

deception 

 

Carl T. Bergstrom and Jevin D. West 

Carl T. Bergstrom is an evolutionary biologist and professor in the Department of Biology at the University of 

Washington, where he studies how epidemics spread through populations and how information flows through 

biological and social systems at scales -- from the intracellular control of gene expression to the spread of 

misinformation on social media. 

 

Jevin D. West is an associate professor in the Information School at the University of Washington. He is the 

director of UW's Center for an Informed Public and co-director of its DataLab, where he studies the science 

of science and the impact of technology on society. He also coordinates data science education at UW's 

eScience Institute. 

 

https://lithub.com/the-natural-world-can-teach-us-a-lot-about-the-ancient-art-of-bullst/ 

  

https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780525509189
https://lithub.com/tag/calling-bullshit/
https://lithub.com/tag/carl-t-bergstrom/
https://lithub.com/tag/evolutionary-biology/
https://lithub.com/tag/marine-life/
https://lithub.com/tag/random-house/
https://lithub.com/tag/ravens/
https://lithub.com/tag/shrimp/
https://lithub.com/tag/the-art-of-deception/
https://lithub.com/tag/the-art-of-deception/
https://lithub.com/author/carlbergstromjevinwest/
https://lithub.com/the-natural-world-can-teach-us-a-lot-about-the-ancient-art-of-bullst/
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Bacteria-eating viruses clear infections in diabetic foot ulcers 

By Michael Irving 

Researchers have used bacteria-eating viruses to treat infections in wounds 

auntspray/Depositphotos 

VIEW 1 IMAGES 

Viruses may be getting a lot of bad press lately, but it’s important to remember that there are some species 

that may be helpful to us. Bacteriophages (or just phages) are viruses that prey on bacteria, and now scientists 

have used them to treat Golden Staph infections in diabetic foot ulcers. 

Bacteria are a long-time antagonist of ours, although since the invention of antibiotics we might have become 

a bit too complacent. Now, the critters are fast developing resistance to our best drugs, and if this continues 

even the most basic infections could become life-threatening once again. 

 

 

New antibiotics are always in development, but to make sure we keep the upper hand long-term, brand new 

strategies will be needed too. And phage therapy might be one of them. 

Among the most abundant lifeforms on the planet, phages are tiny viruses that infect and replicate inside 

bacteria. Already, they’re proving promising in fighting bacterial infections, taking the forms of inhalable 

treatments for pneumonia, wrapping materials that kill foodborne bugs or, failing that, drinkable chasers to 

clear up food poisoning symptoms. 

For the new study, researchers from Flinders University in Australia used phages to target bacteria that may 

infect diabetic foot ulcers. These wounds can affect a large number of people with diabetes, and if infected 

and left untreated, can result in amputation or even death. 

The bacteria in the crosshairs here is a worryingly common strain of Staphylococcus aureus that’s resistant to 

multiple drugs, earning it the nickname Golden Staph. The researchers mixed up a cocktail of three phages 

that attack this bacteria, then applied it as a topical solution to infected foot ulcers in mice. And it worked. 

“The phages effectively decreased the bacterial load and significantly improved wound healing in multi-drug 

resistant S aureus infection – similar or superior to the currently prescribed antibiotic treatment,” says 

Garedew Kifelow, co-author of the study. 

The team tested the phages against the antibiotic vancomycin, which is still the most commonly used for this 

kind of infection. However, bacteria are increasingly becoming resistant to it. 

https://newatlas.com/author/michael-irving/
https://depositphotos.com/101047042/stock-photo-bacteriophage-viruses-up-close.html
https://newatlas.com/health-wellbeing/heart-damage-recovered-covid19-patients-coronavirus/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/phage-virus-bacteria-treatment-human-patient/59595/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/last-line-antibiotics-failing/46529/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/antimicrobial-resistance-review-calls-urgent-action/43443/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/leaf-bacteria-superbug-antibiotic/55671/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/medical/phage-antibiotic-alternative-phanorods/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/inhalable-viruses-phage-pneumonia/55526/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/inhalable-viruses-phage-pneumonia/55526/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/bacteriophage-food-wrap/52107/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/virus-cocktail-fight-food-poisoning/54490/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
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No other side effects were noted either, although much more testing will need to be done before this kind of 

treatment advances to humans. The phage therapy could also take other forms besides topical treatments. 

“The next step in our research is to bind phages to a dressing to make a truly antibacterial dressing, with 

specific activity against golden staph,” says Peter Speck, co-author of the study. “The technology exists to 

make such a dressing, with a big advantage being that bound phages remain viable for a year even when 

stored at room temperature, making this approach ideal for use in hospitals and clinics – even in rural and 

remote settings.” 

The research was published in the journal BMC Microbiology. 

Source: Flinders University 

We recommend 

1. ABC of wound healing: Venous and arterial leg ulcers 

Joseph E Grey et al., BMJ's Coronavirus (covid-19) Hub, 2006 

2. ABC of wound healing: Diabetic foot ulcers 

Michael E Edmonds et al., BMJ's Coronavirus (covid-19) Hub, 2006 

3. Síndrome hepatorrenal 

John Kepros et al., BMJ Best Practice, 2019 

1. Síndrome antifosfolípido 

Karen A. Breen et al., BMJ Best Practice, 2018 

2. You’ve been bleeped: chest pain 

Andrew Clarke et al., BMJ's Coronavirus (covid-19) Hub, 2014 

3. Essential microbiology 

Suneeta Kochhar et al., BMJ's Coronavirus (covid-19) Hub, 2004 

https://www.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/pmc/articles/PMC7346408/
https://news.flinders.edu.au/blog/2020/08/01/good-virus-for-common-infection/
https://www.bmj.com/content/332/Suppl_S4/0604140.abstract?utm_content=americas&utm_campaign=usage&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trendmd
https://www.bmj.com/content/332/Suppl_S5/0605190?utm_content=americas&utm_campaign=usage&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trendmd
https://bestpractice.bmj.com/topics/es-es/402?utm_source=trendmd&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=bp&utm_content=americas&utm_term=latin
https://bestpractice.bmj.com/topics/es-es/469?utm_source=trendmd&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=bp&utm_content=americas&utm_term=latin
https://www.bmj.com/content/349/sbmj.g7628?utm_content=americas&utm_campaign=usage&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trendmd
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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/medical/bacteria-eating-viruses-clear-infections-diabetic-foot-

ulcers/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=c5a3e5c051-

EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_08_04_08_13&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-c5a3e5c051-

92970593 
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Boxed In 
by Mónica de la Torre 

 

Issue no. 224 (Spring 2018) 

Heads up, false friends use familiarity as camouflage.  

In the source language deciduous might be confused with apathy,  

but nothing could be further away from desidia than the timed impermanence of leaves.  

Yes, even forests engage in a form of family planning.  

We took for granted the tree outside our window until it failed to bud. 

A ginkgo, they cut it down when the building across the street went up.  

Since our view is limited, we like to imagine the situation from the missing tree’s perspective. 

Given the recent turn of events, it might have resisted blooming. 

It was protesting its decorative use to boost property values. 

Or perhaps after millennia of honing its particulars, it refused “the magic of tree-lined streets.” 

Concrete blocks these social beings’ access to fungal networks, 

prevents their roots from interconnecting. 

Are you a reluctant loner like the specimens that surround us here today? 

I hope you understand I don’t mean to ruin the relationship. 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=60b7d81508&e=d538c8f2e0 
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Anatomy of Deception and Self-Delusion: Walter Lippmann on Public Opinion, Our Slippery Grasp of 

Truth, and the Discipline of Apprehending Reality Clearly 

“If the connection between reality and human response were direct and immediate, rather than indirect and 

inferred, indecision and failure would be unknown.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

“Truth always rests with the minority … because the minority is generally formed by those who really have 

an opinion, while the strength of a majority is illusory, formed by the gangs who have no 

opinion,” Kierkegaard wrote in his journal in the middle of the nineteenth century as he tussled with the 

eternal question of why we conform. Around the same time, across the Atlantic, Emerson fumed in his own 

diary as he contemplated the supreme existential challenge of individual integrity in a mass society: “Masses 

are rude, lame, unmade, pernicious in their demands and influence… I wish not to concede anything to them, 

but to tame, drill, divide, and break them up, and draw individuals out of them.” A century later, Eleanor 

Roosevelt would sharpen this sentiment in her abiding meditation on happiness and conformity: “When you 

adopt the standards and the values of someone else, you surrender your own integrity [and] become, to the 

extent of your surrender, less of a human being.” 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/11/26/kierkegaard-individual-crowd-conformity-minority/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/05/04/emerson-masses/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2012/11/16/eleanor-roosevelt-on-happiness-conformity-and-integrity/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1497547776/braipick-20
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Why even the soundest-minded of us are so susceptible to such unconscious surrender and what it takes to 

uphold a clear view of reality is what the great writer, media theorist, and political critic Walter 

Lippmann (September 23, 1889–December 14, 1974) — whose moral courage of shedding light on the 

pitfalls of society and the human psyche Eleanor Roosevelt greatly admired, and whom Theodore Roosevelt 

considered the “most brilliant young man of his age in all the United States” — explores in his timelessly 

insightful 1922 book Public Opinion (free ebook | public library). 

Walter Lippmann 

Lippmann — who coined the word stereotype in its contemporary sense — begins by considering just how 

porous to ambient information we are in the constitution of our inner landscape opinion, and how absurd it is 

to regard ourselves as having firm and final grasp of reality when the entire history of our species is the 

history of misapprehension and pseudoreality tightly held as truth. He writes: 

Looking back we can see how indirectly we know the environment in which nevertheless we live. We can see 

that the news of it comes to us now fast, now slowly; but that whatever we believe to be a true picture, we 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1497547776/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/B0084AFUW6/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/public-opinion/oclc/1027815737&referer=brief_results
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treat as if it were the environment itself. It is harder to remember that about the beliefs upon which we are 

now acting, but in respect to other peoples and other ages we flatter ourselves that it is easy to see when they 

were in deadly earnest about ludicrous pictures of the world. We insist, because of our superior hindsight, that 

the world as they needed to know it, and the world as they did know it, were often two quite contradictory 

things. We can see, too, that while they governed and fought, traded and reformed in the world as they 

imagined it to be, they produced results, or failed to produce any, in the world as it was. They started for the 

Indies and found America. They diagnosed evil and hanged old women. They thought they could grow rich 

by always selling and never buying. A caliph, obeying what he conceived to be the Will of Allah, burned the 

library at Alexandria. 

Nearly a century before the Nobel-winning psychologist Daniel Kahneman came to study how our minds 

mislead us and observed that “the confidence people have in their beliefs is not a measure of the quality of 

evidence but of the coherence of the story that the mind has managed to construct,” Lippmann illustrates this 

elemental human tendency with the example of the sixth-century Alexandrian monk Cosmas, who set out to 

disprove pre-Christian geographers’ assertion that our planet is spherical. 

Cosmas’s map of the Earth 

Although the belief that Earth is flat had been steadily falling out of favor over the preceding three centuries, 

Cosmas held tightly to his religious mythology, positing that Earth was structurally modeled on the house of 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/10/30/daniel-kahneman-intuition/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/10/30/daniel-kahneman-intuition/
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worship God describes to Moses during the Jewish Exodus from Egypt. Determined to reconcile reality and 

religion, Cosmas devised a theoretical model of the universe he called “Christian Topography.” Drawn 

centuries before the development of perspective, his map depicts the world as a flat parallelogram, twice as 

wide from east to west as it is high from north to south, containing the Earth at the center, surrounded by an 

ocean, in turn contained by another Earth, where humans lived before the flood of the Genesis myth. Atop this 

other Earth — Noah’s point of embarkation — is a conical mountain, behind which the Sun and Moon 

revolve like a celestial chandelier spinning to turn day into night. Specific compartments of this universe-

within-a-world are allotted to the mortals, the blessed, and the angels. 

 

Mountain detail from Cosmas’s model of the universe 

Cosmas enfolded the map into his treatise Christian Opinion Concerning the World, and yet he seemed 

unwitting of the fact that the map was indeed an opinion rather than a representation of reality. He did what 

we have always done as human beings — mistake our labels and models of things for the things themselves. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/01/02/perspective/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/01/figuring/
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In the ancient monk, Lippmann finds a living allegory for the human pathology to see what we wish to 

believe: 

For Cosmas there was nothing in the least absurd about his map. Only by remembering his absolute 

conviction that this was the map of the universe can we begin to understand how he would have dreaded 

Magellan or Peary or the aviator who risked a collision with the angels and the vault of heaven by flying 

seven miles up in the air. In the same way we can best understand the furies of war and politics by 

remembering that almost the whole of each party believes absolutely in its picture of the opposition, that it 

takes as fact, not what is, but what it supposes to be the fact. 

Our opinions of the world and of other people, Lippmann argues, form much the way Cosmas constructed his 

map — governed less by a clear view of the relevant facts and the inner motives of others than by our 

theoretical models of what happened and why it happened, informed largely by our own beliefs and feelings. 

Decades before neuroscientists located the central mystery of consciousness in qualia — the subjective 

interiority of any human experience, so opaque to outside observers — Lippmann writes: 

The only feeling that anyone can have about an event he does not experience is the feeling aroused by his 

mental image of that event. That is why until we know what others think they know, we cannot truly 

understand their acts. 

(A century later, that impossibility stands as the greatest challenge to artificial intelligence.) 

The most interesting question, then, as well as the most pressing in matters both political and personal, is what 

makes us vulnerable to such self-inflicted blindnesses and delusions, and what can be done about it. 

Lippmann writes: 

It is clear enough that under certain conditions men respond as powerfully to fictions as they do to realities, 

and that in many cases they help to create the very fictions to which they respond. 

[…] 

In [such] instances we must note particularly one common factor. It is the insertion between man and his 

environment of a pseudo-environment. To that pseudo-environment his behavior is a response. But because it 

is behavior, the consequences, if they are acts, operate not in the pseudo-environment where the behavior is 

stimulated, but in the real environment where action eventuates. If the behavior is not a practical act, but what 

we call roughly thought and emotion, it may be a long time before there is any noticeable break in the texture 

of the fictitious world. But when the stimulus of the pseudo-fact results in action on things or other people, 

contradiction soon develops. Then comes the sensation of butting one’s head against a stone wall, of learning 

by experience, and witnessing Herbert Spencer’s tragedy of the murder of a Beautiful Theory by a Gang of 

Brutal Facts, the discomfort in short of a maladjustment. For certainly, at the level of social life, what is called 

the adjustment of man to his environment takes place through the medium of fictions. 

Fictions, Lippmann is careful to point out, need not be blatant lies — they can be, and most often are, the 

subtle deformations of reality in which a sapling of truth is grafted onto a robust trunk of Cosmian 

interpretation to produce a bramble of pseudo-reality. Three centuries after Galileo admonished against the 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/05/25/christof-koch-consciousness-qualia/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/01/24/nick-cave-music-ai/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/10/08/galileo-dialogue-critical-thinking/
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folly of believing our preconceptions, as he defied the geocentric model of the universe nearly at the cost of 

his life, Lippmann writes: 

 

One of Salvador Dalí’s illustrations for the essays of Montaigne 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/10/08/galileo-dialogue-critical-thinking/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/08/12/salvador-dali-illustrates-montaigne/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/08/12/salvador-dali-illustrates-montaigne/
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By fictions I do not mean lies. I mean a representation of the environment which is in lesser or greater degree 

made by man himself… A work of fiction may have almost any degree of fidelity, and so long as the degree 

of fidelity can be taken into account, fiction is not misleading. In fact, human culture is very largely the 

selection, the rearrangement, the tracing of patterns upon, and the stylizing of, what William James called 

“the random irradiations and resettlements of our ideas.” The alternative to the use of fictions is direct 

exposure to the ebb and flow of sensation. That is not a real alternative, for however refreshing it is to see at 

times with a perfectly innocent eye, innocence itself is not wisdom, though a source and corrective of 

wisdom. For the real environment is altogether too big, too complex, and too fleeting for direct acquaintance. 

We are not equipped to deal with so much subtlety, so much variety, so many permutations and combinations. 

And although we have to act in that environment, we have to reconstruct it on a simpler model before we can 

manage with it. To traverse the world men must have maps of the world. Their persistent difficulty is to 

secure maps on which their own need, or someone else’s need, has not sketched in the coast of Bohemia.

‘Fool’s Cap Map of the World’ (1580–1590), from Cosmigraphics 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/10/31/cosmigraphics-michael-benson/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/10/31/cosmigraphics-michael-benson/
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And yet the maps two people make of the same reality may be so staggeringly divergent as to lead us to 

believe that the mappers inhabit different worlds. Once again anticipating the notion of qualia, Lippmann 

refines the sentiment by pointing out that “they live in the same world, but they think and feel in different 

ones.” It is through this draughtsmanship of thought and feeling that we draw the highly subjective maps by 

which we navigate the real world: 

What each man does is based not on direct and certain knowledge, but on pictures made by himself or given 

to him. If his atlas tells him that the world is flat he will not sail near what he believes to be the edge of our 

planet for fear of falling off. If his maps include a fountain of eternal youth, a Ponce de Leon will go in quest 

of it. If someone digs up yellow dirt that looks like gold, he will for a time act exactly as if he had found gold. 

The way in which the world is imagined determines at any particular moment what men will do. It does not 

determine what they will achieve. It determines their effort, their feelings, their hopes, not their 

accomplishments and results. 

[…] 

The very fact that men theorize at all is proof that their pseudo-environments, their interior representations of 

the world, are a determining element in thought, feeling, and action. For if the connection between reality and 

human response were direct and immediate, rather than indirect and inferred, indecision and failure would be 

unknown. 

Our inferences about and representations of reality, Lippmann observes, are so misshapen because the world 

we try to apprehend is invariably “out of reach, out of sight, out of mind” — a world that, especially 

politically, must be “explored, reported, and imagined” in order for us to have any picture of it at all. 

(Trailblazing astronomer and key Figuring figure Maria Mitchell captured this native limitation of the human 

mind exquisitely: “We reach forth and strain every nerve, but we seize only a bit of the curtain that hides the 

infinite from us.”) Lippmann writes: 

Man is no Aristotelian god contemplating all existence at one glance. He is the creature of an evolution who 

can just about span a sufficient portion of reality to manage his survival, and snatch what on the scale of time 

are but a few moments of insight and happiness. Yet this same creature has invented ways of seeing what no 

naked eye could see, of hearing what no ear could hear, of weighing immense masses and infinitesimal ones, 

of counting and separating more items than he can individually remember. He is learning to see with his mind 

vast portions of the world that he could never see, touch, smell, hear, or remember. Gradually he makes for 

himself a trustworthy picture inside his head of the world beyond his reach. 

But the pictures our mind’s eye constructs by inference and common sense — that most pernicious traitor of 

reality — are inherently untrustworthy. They are always partial and gravely warped by the illusion of 

completeness — especially when it comes to what we call public opinion. Lippmann anchors his argument to 

a definition: 

Those features of the world outside which have to do with the behavior of other human beings, in so far as 

that behavior crosses ours, is dependent upon us, or is interesting to us, we call roughly public affairs. The 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/01/figuring/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/08/01/maria-mitchell-diaries/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/08/01/maria-mitchell-diaries/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/04/05/carl-sagan-jonathan-cott-rolling-stone-interview/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/04/05/carl-sagan-jonathan-cott-rolling-stone-interview/


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 536  october 2020 

 

95 

pictures inside the heads of these human beings, the pictures of themselves, of others, of their needs, 

purposes, and relationship, are their public opinions. Those pictures which are acted upon by groups of 

people, or by individuals acting in the name of groups, are Public Opinion with capital letters. 

Considering why our mental pictures so habitually misrepresent reality, Lippmann identifies our limited 

access to facts as the key factor — we simply don’t have the time and opportunity to take into account every 

relevant data point and contextual quotient in forming our opinions about a person or situation. Half a century 

after the English mathematician and philosopher William Kingdon Clifford extolled the discipline of 

doubt and plainly observed that “it is wrong always, everywhere, and for anyone, to believe anything upon 

insufficient evidence,” and nearly a century before our so-called social media, Lippmann laments “the 

distortion arising because events have to be compressed into very short messages,” compounded by the 

flattening of dimension and the erasure of nuance induced by compressing a complex world into a limited 

vocabulary. More than half a century before James Baldwin admonished that “people who shut their eyes to 

reality simply invite their own destruction,” Lippmann observes that these distortions and deceptions 

converge to foment a “fear of facing those facts which would seem to threaten the established routine of 

men’s lives.” In other words, we instinctively partake in willful blindness, attending only to those facts which 

corroborate our existing model of reality — the model by which our lives operate with the lowest degree of 

friction. 

Lippmann returns to the central causality of our misapprehension — our limited access to facts, barred from 

us by various layers of circumstantial opacity and deliberate privacy — and offers a vital calibration of the 

confidence we have in our world-picture: 

Whether the reasons for privacy are good or bad, the barriers exist. Privacy is insisted upon at all kinds of 

places in the area of what is called public affairs. It is often very illuminating, therefore, to ask yourself how 

you got at the facts on which you base your opinion. Who actually saw, heard, felt, counted, named the thing, 

about which you have an opinion? Was it the man who told you, or the man who told him, or someone still 

further removed? And how much was he permitted to see? 

[…] 

You can ask yourself these questions, but you can rarely answer them. They will remind you, however, of the 

distance which often separates your public opinion from the event with which it deals. And the reminder is 

itself a protection. 

In a single succinct prescription for effective critical thinking, Lippmann distills the antidote to our 

susceptibility to outside manipulation and our propensity for self-deception: 

In truly effective thinking the prime necessity is to liquidate judgments, regain an innocent eye, disentangle 

feelings, be curious and open-hearted. 

In the remainder of Public Opinion — a sobering and immensely insightful read in its entirety — Lippmann 

goes on to examine “how in the individual person the limited messages from outside, formed into a pattern of 

stereotypes, are identified with his own interests as he feels and conceives them,” “how opinions are 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/04/14/the-ethics-of-belief-william-kingdon-clifford/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/04/14/the-ethics-of-belief-william-kingdon-clifford/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/19/gwendolyn-brooks-james-baldwin-library-of-congress/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/19/gwendolyn-brooks-james-baldwin-library-of-congress/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/08/27/willful-blindness-margaret-heffernan/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1497547776/braipick-20
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crystallized into what is called Public Opinion,” and “how a National Will, a Group Mind, a Social Purpose, 

 

Art by Lisbeth Zwerger from a rare edition of Alice in Wonderland 
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or whatever you choose to call it, is formed.” Complement it with James Baldwin on resisting the mindless 

majority and Egon Schiele on why visionaries tend to come from the minority, then revisit Bertrand Russell 

on our most effective self-defense against propaganda and Karl Popper on seeking truth over certainty. 

 https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/02/11/walter-lippmann-public-

opinion/?mc_cid=1fb259ac75&mc_eid=d1c16ac662   

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/08/02/james-baldwin-a-quarter-century-of-un-americana/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/08/02/james-baldwin-a-quarter-century-of-un-americana/
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https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/05/18/bertrand-russell-free-thought-propaganda-doubt/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/01/26/karl-popper-in-search-of-a-better-world-truth-certainty/
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Common crustacean turns microplastics into "nanoplastics" in days 

By Nick Lavars 

 

Researchers have found that a small crustacean can turn microplastics into “nanoplastics” in a matter of 

days 

alphaspirit/Depositphotos 

VIEW 2 IMAGES 

Part of the great difficulty in tracing the path of plastic pollution through the environment is the processes that 

break it down into tiny pieces along the way, such as the corrosive forces of ocean currents or ultraviolet light. 

Recently, scientists have begun to uncover evidence of how the digestive systems of certain animals can play 

a part in this process, with the latest concerning a small crustacean that can turn microplastics into 

“nanoplastics” in just four days. 

https://newatlas.com/author/nick-lavars/
https://depositphotos.com/290224262/stock-photo-problem-of-plastic-pollution-under.html
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The degradation of plastic once it enters the marine environment is one of the big complicating factors 

for scientists working to understand its spread. The crushing pressure of the ocean along with UV radiation 

have been known to break plastics down into smaller pieces less than 5 mm (0.2 in), called microplastics. But 

lately we’re learning how marine creatures can naturally break these down into even tinier fragments, which 

the authors of a new study call “nanoplastics.” 

 

 

The research was carried out by scientists at Ireland’s University College of Cork, and focuses on a 2-

centimeter-long (0.8-inch) crustacean called Gammarus duebeni that lives in freshwater streams in Ireland. 

The team conducted experiments whereby the creatures were exposed to microplastics in the laboratory that 

had been loaded up with a specific color dye. 

Dissecting the digestive tracts of the animals and then observing them under a fluorescence microscope 

enabled the team to track the colored plastic particles in their tissue. This revealed that the crustaceans 

fragmented nearly 66 percent of the microplastics from their original form into irregular shapes and sizes, 

including nanoplastics measuring less than a micrometer in size. 

 

https://newatlas.com/plastic-ocean-cleanup/50277/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/environment/common-crustacean-microplastics-nanoplastics-days/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=c5a3e5c051-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_08_04_08_13&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-c5a3e5c051-92970593#gallery:2
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The small crustacean Gammarus duebeni in a water sample with a food source (top), and with arrows 

pointing to ingested microplastic particles (below) 

 

Alicia Mateos-Cárdenas 

This process took less than four days, with the highest proportion of nanoplastics occurring when the only 

plastic fragments the crustaceans were exposed to were in their food. The researchers say this suggests the 

fragmentation process is closely tied to the act of feeding, and while this effect was observed in a species 

endemic to Irish freshwater streams, it may well be playing out elsewhere. 

“We have found that the freshwater amphipod, a small crustacean, called Gammarus duebeni is able to 

fragment microplastics into different shapes and sizes, including nanoplastics, in less than four days,” says 

study leader Dr Alicia Mateos-Cárdenas. “Whilst this species lives in Irish streams, they belong to a bigger 

animal group of invertebrates commonly found around the world in freshwaters and oceans. Our finding has 

substantial consequences for the understanding of the environmental fate of microplastics.” 

These findings mirror those of another study published back in April, which found that some lobsters can 

grind plastic fragments down into smaller pieces before they are released into the ocean. These kinds of 

revelations combined with other research into how small plastic particles can cause aneurysms and 

reproductive changes in fish, paint a concerning picture of how this plastic pollution poses a threat to all kinds 

of marine species. 

“These invertebrates are very important in ecosystems because they are prey for fish and birds, hence any 

nanoplastic fragments that they produce may be entering food chains” says Mateos-Cárdenas. “The data in 

this study will help us to understand the role of animals in determining the fate of plastics in our waters, but 

further research is urgently needed to uncover the full impact of these particles.” 

The research was published in the journal Science Advances. 

Sources: University College Cork, The Conversation 
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 Nick Lavars 

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

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

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

Melbourne’s RMIT University along the way. 

https://newatlas.com/environment/common-crustacean-microplastics-nanoplastics-

days/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=c5a3e5c051-

EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_08_04_08_13&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-c5a3e5c051-

92970593  
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Blooming beautiful: The world's best greenery-covered buildings 

By Adam Williams 

Bosco Verticale, by Stefano Boeri Architetti, is one of our picks for the best greenery-covered buildings in the 

world 

Dimitar Harizanov 

From supertall skyscrapers to private homes, we've reported on an increasing number of architecture projects 

that incorporate trees and plants on their facades lately. With this in mind, let's take a look at some of our 

favorite greenery-covered buildings from around the world. 

We've gathered our picks of the most interesting and notable greenery-covered buildings and houses we've 

seen in recent years, both completed and under-construction, into a gorgeous gallery. But we've selected a few 

outstanding projects to whet your appetite below. 

 

https://newatlas.com/author/adam-williams/
https://newatlas.com/ctbuh-2015-best-tall-building/40419/
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Though obviously not the first architect to hit upon the idea of enlivening his buildings with greenery by any 

means, Stefano Boeri Architetti's Bosco Verticale (pictured above) did help popularize the modern trend of 

covering buildings in green. 

Bosco Verticale's thousands of trees and shrubs must be maintained manually 

 

Laura Cionci 

Located in Milan, Italy, Bosco Verticale consists of two residential towers which rise to a height of 382 ft 

(116 m) and 279 ft (85 m). Their facades are covered in hundreds of trees and several thousand shrubs and 

plants, all of which are housed in concrete planters. The project has won a lot of awards and has resulted in 

Stefano Boeri Architetti being commissioned to design a number of similar buildings for cities around the 

https://newatlas.com/ctbuh-2015-best-tall-building/40419/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/ctbuh-2015-best-tall-building/40419/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
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world, including Albania, Switzerland, and Italy. 

 

CopenHill includes 7,000 bushes, 300 pine and willow trees, plus other trees and various plants 

 

Much of Heatherwick Studio's recent output has incorporated greenery, with its Eden in Singapore being a 

notable example. The 104.5 m (342 ft) residential high-rise building contains 20 luxury apartments – just one 

for each floor. 

Eden rises to a total height of 104.5 m (342 ft) and is covered in thousands of trees, shrubs, and plants 

Hufton + Crow 

During the design process, Heatherwick Studio drew inspiration from Singapore's natural landscape and the 

building's curved balconies are overflowing with greenery, providing shade and helping to enliven the 

concrete structure for residents and those nearby. Other greenery-covered projects by the firm that aren't just 

for the ultra-rich include England's Maggie's Leeds cancer support center and the New York City park, Little 

Island. 

BIG (Bjarke Ingels Group) combines a waste-to-energy power plant and ski slope in Copenhagen, Denmark 

with its CopenHill project. 

https://newatlas.com/stefano-boeri-vertical-forest-tirana/58923/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/vertical-forest-lausanne-stefano-boeri/40367/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/stefano-boeri-vertical-forest-apartments/56884/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/architecture/big-copenhill-completed/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/architecture/heatherwick-studio-eden/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/architecture/heatherwick-studio-eden/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/architecture/heatherwick-studio-maggies-leeds/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/architecture/heatherwick-studio-little-island/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/architecture/heatherwick-studio-little-island/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/architecture/big-copenhill-completed/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/architecture/best-greenery-covered-buildings-2020/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=c5a3e5c051-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_08_04_08_13&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-c5a3e5c051-92970593#gallery:35
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Laurian Ghinitoiu 

In addition to the ski slope and power plant, the unusual building includes the world's tallest climbing 

wall and extensive tree-lined hiking and running trails. This area consists of 7,000 bushes, 300 pine and 

willow trees, plus other trees and various plants, creating a wild landscape in the heart of Copenhagen's 

industrial area. 

Kampung Admiralty, by WOHA, was named the winner of the prestigious World Building of the Year 

competition back in 2018. The superb project is conceived as a retirement village and hosts a massive amount 

of greenery on its upper levels to create a pleasant environment for elderly residents in Singapore. 

 

WOHA sought to reduce Kampung Admiralty's energy use with a focus on passive ventilation, natural light, 

and shading 

 

World Architecture Festival 

https://newatlas.com/architecture/worlds-tallest-climbing-wall-copenhill/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/architecture/worlds-tallest-climbing-wall-copenhill/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/2018-waf-world-building-year-kampung-admiralty/57478/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/2018-waf-world-building-year-kampung-admiralty/57478/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/architecture/best-greenery-covered-buildings-2020/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=c5a3e5c051-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_08_04_08_13&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-c5a3e5c051-92970593#gallery:10
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WOHA sought to reduce the building's energy use with a focus on passive ventilation, natural light, and 

shading. Rainwater is also collected and used to irrigate the massive amount of greenery in the park, green 

roofs, and green walls. WOHA has lots of prior experience integrating greenery into its projects, such as 

Taiwan's Sky Green and the Oasia Hotel Downtown in Singapore. 

Ingenhoven Architects turned an area of inner-city Düsseldorf, Germany, from gray to green with Kö-Bogen 

II. The mixed-use project is centered around a large building that hosts an incredible 8 km (5 miles) of hedges 

on its exterior, making it Europe's largest green facade. 

 

Kö-Bogen II is Europe's largest green facade and features an incredible 30,000 hedges on its exterior 

Ingenhoven Architects / HGEsch 

The main building measures 42,000 sq m (roughly 452,000 sq ft) and reaches a maximum height of 27 m 

(88.5 ft). Over 30,000 hedges are planted on its exterior, which were first grown in a nursery so that they 

could be delivered with fully-developed roots. The greenery is irrigated with captured rainwater and a sensor-

aided water supply ensures the hedges stay healthy. 

We recommend 

https://newatlas.com/architecture/woha-sky-green/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/best-tall-buildings-2018-ctbuh/54902/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/architecture/ingenhoven-ko-boken-ii/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/architecture/ingenhoven-ko-boken-ii/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/architecture/ingenhoven-ko-boken-ii/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/architecture/best-greenery-covered-buildings-2020/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=c5a3e5c051-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_08_04_08_13&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-c5a3e5c051-92970593#gallery:27
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1. Fast Food Nation 

Deborah Cohen, BMJ's Coronavirus (covid-19) Hub, 2002 

2. Book review: The Face 

Ben Mills, BMJ's Coronavirus (covid-19) Hub, 2000 

3. Science, industry, and politics at the FDA 

British Medical Journal Publishing Group, BMJ's Coronavirus (covid-19) Hub, 2003 

1. Evaluación de la fatiga 

Bernard Favrat et al., BMJ Best Practice, 2020 

2. Brucelosis 

Nicholas J. Beeching et al., BMJ Best Practice, 2019 

3. Global Snapshots - Thailand: the 30 baht health plan 

Hilary Towse, BMJ's Coronavirus (covid-19) Hub 

 

Adam Williams 

Adam scours the globe from his home in Spain in order to bring the best of innovative architecture and 

sustainable design to the pages of New Atlas. Most of his spare time is spent dabbling in music, tinkering with 

old Macintosh computers and trying to keep his even older VW bus on the road. 

https://newatlas.com/architecture/best-greenery-covered-buildings-

2020/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=c5a3e5c051-

EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_08_04_08_13&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-c5a3e5c051-

92970593 

https://www.bmj.com/content/325/Suppl_S1/0207254.full?utm_content=americas&utm_campaign=usage&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trendmd
https://www.bmj.com/content/321/Suppl_S1/0007253a.abstract?utm_content=americas&utm_campaign=usage&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trendmd
https://www.bmj.com/content/327/7418/E160.abstract?utm_content=americas&utm_campaign=usage&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trendmd
https://bestpractice.bmj.com/topics/es-es/571?utm_source=trendmd&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=bp&utm_content=americas&utm_term=latin
https://bestpractice.bmj.com/topics/es-es/911?utm_source=trendmd&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=bp&utm_content=americas&utm_term=latin
https://www.bmj.com/content/326/Suppl_S6/0306208a.full?utm_content=americas&utm_campaign=usage&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trendmd
https://newatlas.com/author/adam-williams/
https://newatlas.com/architecture/best-greenery-covered-buildings-2020/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=c5a3e5c051-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_08_04_08_13&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-c5a3e5c051-92970593
https://newatlas.com/architecture/best-greenery-covered-buildings-2020/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=c5a3e5c051-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_08_04_08_13&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-c5a3e5c051-92970593
https://newatlas.com/architecture/best-greenery-covered-buildings-2020/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=c5a3e5c051-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_08_04_08_13&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-c5a3e5c051-92970593
https://newatlas.com/architecture/best-greenery-covered-buildings-2020/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=c5a3e5c051-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_08_04_08_13&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-c5a3e5c051-92970593
https://newatlas.com/author/adam-williams/
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https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=fd2c7a34a3&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

The Forest Comes Down at Night 
by Georgi Belev 

Issue no. 121 (Winter 1991) 

The forest comes down at night. She waits until the last tram has left, then sets off. She meets 

the drunks—with eyes half-shut they pass through her, they stumble but don’t curse. The forest walks 

steadily on. Like children at recess the houses scatter in twos and threes, tossing us, slippered and 

pajama’d, into the branches. Where are the streets? They’ve flowed away beneath the leaves and moss. 

The telephone wires, the whizzing of cars? Now they’re clogging only dreams. And the shopfronts? 

They’ve gone elsewhere in search of passersby. 

The forest looks around, then stops. Vast and calm, she gently brushes clouds from her forehead, 

they keep returning . . . The stillness is perfect, as if someone had just sighed. The forest is 

alone, standing like a widow above a picture album. She waits. The drunks are gone, having left some 

of their wine still undrunk, part of their song still unsung. The wine? . . . Overhead, ruddy-nosed clouds 

are whispering tipsily. Abruptly the forest heads off, without looking back. And the first tram-whistle 

makes the houses line up again. 

    —translated from the Bulgarian by Lisa Sapinkopf with the author 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=fd2c7a34a3&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=fd2c7a34a3&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=fd2c7a34a3&e=d538c8f2e0
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A Jury of Her Peers 

by Susan Glaspell 

 

A Jury of Her Peers (1917) is adapted from Glaspell's one-act play Trifles (1916). It is based on a murder 

case she covered as a reporter for the Des Moines Daily News. We feature it in Mystery Stories. 

"Oh, I wish I'd come over here once in a while!" she cried. "That was a crime! Who's going to punish that?" 

 

When Martha Hale opened the storm-door and got a cut of the north wind, she ran back for her big woolen 

scarf. As she hurriedly wound that round her head her eye made a scandalized sweep of her kitchen. It was no 

ordinary thing that called her away--it was probably further from ordinary than anything that had ever 

happened in Dickson County. But what her eye took in was that her kitchen was in no shape for leaving: her 

bread all ready for mixing, half the flour sifted and half unsifted. 

She hated to 

see things half done; but she had been at that when the team from town stopped to get Mr. Hale, and then the 

sheriff came running in to say his wife wished Mrs. Hale would come too--adding, with a grin, that he 

guessed she was getting scary and wanted another woman along. So she had dropped everything right where 

it was. 

"Martha!" now came her husband's impatient voice. "Don't keep folks waiting out here in the cold." 

https://americanliterature.com/author/susan-glaspell
https://americanliterature.com/author/susan-glaspell/play/trifles/summary
https://americanliterature.com/mystery-stories
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She again opened the storm-door, and this time joined the three men and the one woman waiting for her in the 

big two-seated buggy. 

After she had the robes tucked around her she took another look at the woman who sat beside her on the back 

seat. She had met Mrs. Peters the year before at the county fair, and the thing she remembered about her was 

that she didn't seem like a sheriff's wife. She was small and thin and didn't have a strong voice. Mrs. Gorman, 

sheriff's wife before Gorman went out and Peters came in, had a voice that somehow seemed to be backing up 

the law with every word. But if Mrs. Peters didn't look like a sheriff's wife, Peters made it up in looking like a 

sheriff. He was to a dot the kind of man who could get himself elected sheriff--a heavy man with a big voice, 

who was particularly genial with the law-abiding, as if to make it plain that he knew the difference between 

criminals and non-criminals. And right there it came into Mrs. Hale's mind, with a stab, that this man who 

was so pleasant and lively with all of them was going to the Wrights' now as a sheriff. 

"The country's not very pleasant this time of year," Mrs. Peters at last ventured, as if she felt they ought to be 

talking as well as the men. 

Mrs. Hale scarcely finished her reply, for they had gone up a little hill and could see the Wright place now, 

and seeing it did not make her feel like talking. It looked very lonesome this cold March morning. It had 

always been a lonesome-looking place. It was down in a hollow, and the poplar trees around it were 

lonesome-looking trees. The men were looking at it and talking about what had happened. The county 

attorney was bending to one side of the buggy, and kept looking steadily at the place as they drew up to it. 

"I'm glad you came with me," Mrs. Peters said nervously, as the two women were about to follow the men in 

through the kitchen door. 

Even after she had her foot on the door-step, her hand on the knob, Martha Hale had a moment of feeling she 

could not cross that threshold. And the reason it seemed she couldn't cross it now was simply because she 

hadn't crossed it before. Time and time again it had been in her mind, "I ought to go over and see Minnie 

Foster"--she still thought of her as Minnie Foster, though for twenty years she had been Mrs. Wright. And 

then there was always something to do and Minnie Foster would go from her mind. But now she could come. 

The men went over to the stove. The women stood close together by the door. Young Henderson, the county 

attorney, turned around and said, "Come up to the fire, ladies." 

Mrs. Peters took a step forward, then stopped. "I'm not--cold," she said. 

And so the two women stood by the door, at first not even so much as looking around the kitchen. 

The men talked for a minute about what a good thing it was the sheriff had sent his deputy out that morning to 

make a fire for them, and then Sheriff Peters stepped back from the stove, unbuttoned his outer coat, and 

leaned his hands on the kitchen table in a way that seemed to mark the beginning of official business. "Now, 

Mr. Hale," he said in a sort of semi-official voice, "before we move things about, you tell Mr. Henderson just 

what it was you saw when you came here yesterday morning." 

The county attorney was looking around the kitchen. 
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"By the way," he said, "has anything been moved?" He turned to the sheriff. "Are things just as you left them 

yesterday?" 

Peters looked from cupboard to sink; from that to a small worn rocker a little to one side of the kitchen table. 

"It's just the same." 

"Somebody should have been left here yesterday," said the county attorney. 

"Oh--yesterday," returned the sheriff, with a little gesture as of yesterday having been more than he could bear 

to think of. "When I had to send Frank to Morris Center for that man who went crazy--let me tell you. I had 

my hands full yesterday. I knew you could get back from Omaha by today, George, and as long as I went over 

everything here myself--" 

"Well, Mr. Hale," said the county attorney, in a way of letting what was past and gone go, "tell just what 

happened when you came here yesterday morning." 

Mrs. Hale, still leaning against the door, had that sinking feeling of the mother whose child is about to speak a 

piece. Lewis often wandered along and got things mixed up in a story. She hoped he would tell this straight 

and plain, and not say unnecessary things that would just make things harder for Minnie Foster. He didn't 

begin at once, and she noticed that he looked queer--as if standing in that kitchen and having to tell what he 

had seen there yesterday morning made him almost sick. 

"Yes, Mr. Hale?" the county attorney reminded. 

"Harry and I had started to town with a load of potatoes," Mrs. Hale's husband began. 

Harry was Mrs. Hale's oldest boy. He wasn't with them now, for the very good reason that those potatoes 

never got to town yesterday and he was taking them this morning, so he hadn't been home when the sheriff 

stopped to say he wanted Mr. Hale to come over to the Wright place and tell the county attorney his story 

there, where he could point it all out. With all Mrs. Hale's other emotions came the fear now that maybe Harry 

wasn't dressed warm enough--they hadn't any of them realized how that north wind did bite. 

"We come along this road," Hale was going on, with a motion of his hand to the road over which they had just 

come, "and as we got in sight of the house I says to Harry, 'I'm goin' to see if I can't get John Wright to take a 

telephone.' You see," he explained to Henderson, "unless I can get somebody to go in with me they won't 

come out this branch road except for a price I can't pay. I'd spoke to Wright about it once before; but he put 

me off, saying folks talked too much anyway, and all he asked was peace and quiet--guess you know about 

how much he talked himself. But I thought maybe if I went to the house and talked about it before his wife, 

and said all the women-folks liked the telephones, and that in this lonesome stretch of road it would be a good 

thing--well, I said to Harry that that was what I was going to say--though I said at the same time that I didn't 

know as what his wife wanted made much difference to John--" 
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Now there he was!--saying things he didn't need to say. Mrs. Hale tried to catch her husband's eye, but 

fortunately the county attorney interrupted with: 

"Let's talk about that a little later, Mr. Hale. I do want to talk about that but, I'm anxious now to get along to 

just what happened when you got here." 

When he began this time, it was very deliberately and carefully: 

"I didn't see or hear anything. I knocked at the door. And still it was all quiet inside. I knew they must be up--

it was past eight o'clock. So I knocked again, louder, and I thought I heard somebody say, 'Come in.' I wasn't 

sure--I'm not sure yet. But I opened the door--this door," jerking a hand toward the door by which the two 

women stood. "and there, in that rocker"--pointing to it--"sat Mrs. Wright." 

Everyone in the kitchen looked at the rocker. It came into Mrs. Hale's mind that that rocker didn't look in the 

least like Minnie Foster--the Minnie Foster of twenty years before. It was a dingy red, with wooden rungs up 

the back, and the middle rung was gone, and the chair sagged to one side. 

"How did she--look?" the county attorney was inquiring. 

"Well," said Hale, "she looked--queer." 

"How do you mean--queer?" 

As he asked it he took out a note-book and pencil. Mrs. Hale did not like the sight of that pencil. She kept her 

eye fixed on her husband, as if to keep him from saying unnecessary things that would go into that note-book 

and make trouble. 

Hale did speak guardedly, as if the pencil had affected him too. 

"Well, as if she didn't know what she was going to do next. And kind of--done up." 

"How did she seem to feel about your coming?" 

"Why, I don't think she minded--one way or other. She didn't pay much attention. I said, 'Ho' do, Mrs. 

Wright? It's cold, ain't it?' And she said. 'Is it?'--and went on pleatin' at her apron. 

"Well, I was surprised. She didn't ask me to come up to the stove, or to sit down, but just set there, not even 

lookin' at me. And so I said: 'I want to see John.' 

"And then she--laughed. I guess you would call it a laugh. 

"I thought of Harry and the team outside, so I said, a little sharp, 'Can I see John?' 'No,' says she--kind of dull 

like. 'Ain't he home?' says I. Then she looked at me. 'Yes,' says she, 'he's home.' 'Then why can't I see him?' I 
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asked her, out of patience with her now. 'Cause he's dead' says she, just as quiet and dull--and fell to pleatin' 

her apron. 'Dead?' says, I, like you do when you can't take in what you've heard. 

"She just nodded her head, not getting a bit excited, but rockin' back and forth. 

"'Why--where is he?' says I, not knowing what to say. 

"She just pointed upstairs--like this"--pointing to the room above. 

"I got up, with the idea of going up there myself. By this time I--didn't know what to do. I walked from there 

to here; then I says: 'Why, what did he die of?' 

"'He died of a rope around his neck,' says she; and just went on pleatin' at her apron." 

Hale stopped speaking, and stood staring at the rocker, as if he were still seeing the woman who had sat there 

the morning before. Nobody spoke; it was as if every one were seeing the woman who had sat there the 

morning before. 

"And what did you do then?" the county attorney at last broke the silence. 

"I went out and called Harry. I thought I might--need help. I got Harry in, and we went upstairs." His voice 

fell almost to a whisper. "There he was--lying over the--" 

"I think I'd rather have you go into that upstairs," the county attorney interrupted, "where you can point it all 

out. Just go on now with the rest of the story." 

"Well, my first thought was to get that rope off. It looked--" 

He stopped, his face twitching. 

"But Harry, he went up to him, and he said. 'No, he's dead all right, and we'd better not touch anything.' So we 

went downstairs. 

"She was still sitting that same way. 'Has anybody been notified?' I asked. 'No, says she, unconcerned. 

"'Who did this, Mrs. Wright?' said Harry. He said it businesslike, and she stopped pleatin' at her apron. 'I don't 

know,' she says. 'You don't know?' says Harry. 'Weren't you sleepin' in the bed with him?' 'Yes,' says she, 'but 

I was on the inside. 'Somebody slipped a rope round his neck and strangled him, and you didn't wake up?' 

says Harry. 'I didn't wake up,' she said after him. 

"We may have looked as if we didn't see how that could be, for after a minute she said, 'I sleep sound.' 
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"Harry was going to ask her more questions, but I said maybe that weren't our business; maybe we ought to 

let her tell her story first to the coroner or the sheriff. So Harry went fast as he could over to High Road--the 

Rivers' place, where there's a telephone." 

"And what did she do when she knew you had gone for the coroner?" The attorney got his pencil in his hand 

all ready for writing. 

"She moved from that chair to this one over here"--Hale pointed to a small chair in the corner--"and just sat 

there with her hands held together and lookin down. I got a feeling that I ought to make some conversation, so 

I said I had come in to see if John wanted to put in a telephone; and at that she started to laugh, and then she 

stopped and looked at me--scared." 

At the sound of a moving pencil the man who was telling the story looked up. 

"I dunno--maybe it wasn't scared," he hastened: "I wouldn't like to say it was. Soon Harry got back, and then 

Dr. Lloyd came, and you, Mr. Peters, and so I guess that's all I know that you don't." 

He said that last with relief, and moved a little, as if relaxing. Everyone moved a little. The county attorney 

walked toward the stair door. 

"I guess we'll go upstairs first--then out to the barn and around there." 

He paused and looked around the kitchen. 

"You're convinced there was nothing important here?" he asked the sheriff. "Nothing that would--point to any 

motive?" 

The sheriff too looked all around, as if to re-convince himself. 

"Nothing here but kitchen things," he said, with a little laugh for the insignificance of kitchen things. 

The county attorney was looking at the cupboard--a peculiar, ungainly structure, half closet and half 

cupboard, the upper part of it being built in the wall, and the lower part just the old-fashioned kitchen 

cupboard. As if its queerness attracted him, he got a chair and opened the upper part and looked in. After a 

moment he drew his hand away sticky. 

"Here's a nice mess," he said resentfully. 

The two women had drawn nearer, and now the sheriff's wife spoke. 

"Oh--her fruit," she said, looking to Mrs. Hale for sympathetic understanding. 
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She turned back to the county attorney and explained: "She worried about that when it turned so cold last 

night. She said the fire would go out and her jars might burst." 

Mrs. Peters' husband broke into a laugh. 

"Well, can you beat the women! Held for murder, and worrying about her preserves!" 

The young attorney set his lips. 

"I guess before we're through with her she may have something more serious than preserves to worry about." 

"Oh, well," said Mrs. Hale's husband, with good-natured superiority, "women are used to worrying over 

trifles." 

The two women moved a little closer together. Neither of them spoke. The county attorney seemed suddenly 

to remember his manners--and think of his future. 

"And yet," said he, with the gallantry of a young politician. "for all their worries, what would we do without 

the ladies?" 

The women did not speak, did not unbend. He went to the sink and began washing his hands. He turned to 

wipe them on the roller towel--whirled it for a cleaner place. 

"Dirty towelsl Not much of a housekeeper, would you say, ladies?" 

He kicked his foot against some dirty pans under the sink. 

"There's a great deal of work to be done on a farm," said Mrs. Hale stiffly. 

"To be sure. And yet"--with a little bow to her--'I know there are some Dickson County farm-houses that do 

not have such roller towels." He gave it a pull to expose its full length again. 

"Those towels get dirty awful quick. Men's hands aren't always as clean as they might be. 

"Ah, loyal to your sex, I see," he laughed. He stopped and gave her a keen look, "But you and Mrs. Wright 

were neighbors. I suppose you were friends, too." 

Martha Hale shook her head. 

"I've seen little enough of her of late years. I've not been in this house--it's more than a year." 

"And why was that? You didn't like her?" 
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"I liked her well enough," she replied with spirit. "Farmers' wives have their hands full, Mr. Henderson. And 

then--" She looked around the kitchen. 

"Yes?" he encouraged. 

"It never seemed a very cheerful place," said she, more to herself than to him. 

"No," he agreed; "I don't think anyone would call it cheerful. I shouldn't say she had the home-making 

instinct." 

"Well, I don't know as Wright had, either," she muttered. 

"You mean they didn't get on very well?" he was quick to ask. 

"No; I don't mean anything," she answered, with decision. As she turned a little away from him, she added: 

"But I don't think a place would be any the cheerfuller for John Wright's bein' in it." 

"I'd like to talk to you about that a little later, Mrs. Hale," he said. "I'm anxious to get the lay of things upstairs 

now." 

He moved toward the stair door, followed by the two men. 

"I suppose anything Mrs. Peters does'll be all right?" the sheriff inquired. "She was to take in some clothes for 

her, you know--and a few little things. We left in such a hurry yesterday." 

The county attorney looked at the two women they were leaving alone there among the kitchen things. 

"Yes--Mrs. Peters," he said, his glance resting on the woman who was not Mrs. Peters, the big farmer woman 

who stood behind the sheriff's wife. "Of course Mrs. Peters is one of us," he said, in a manner of entrusting 

responsibility. "And keep your eye out, Mrs. Peters, for anything that might be of use. No telling; you women 

might come upon a clue to the motive--and that's the thing we need." 

Mr. Hale rubbed his face after the fashion of a showman getting ready for a pleasantry. 

"But would the women know a clue if they did come upon it?" he said; and, having delivered himself of this, 

he followed the others through the stair door. 

The women stood motionless and silent, listening to the footsteps, first upon the stairs, then in the room above 

them. 

Then, as if releasing herself from something strange. Mrs. Hale began to arrange the dirty pans under the sink, 

which the county attorney's disdainful push of the foot had deranged. 
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"I'd hate to have men comin' into my kitchen," she said testily--"snoopin' round and criticizin'." 

"Of course it's no more than their duty," said the sheriff's wife, in her manner of timid acquiescence. 

"Duty's all right," replied Mrs. Hale bluffly; "but I guess that deputy sheriff that come out to make the fire 

might have got a little of this on." She gave the roller towel a pull. 'Wish I'd thought of that sooner! Seems 

mean to talk about her for not having things slicked up, when she had to come away in such a hurry." 

She looked around the kitchen. Certainly it was not "slicked up." Her eye was held by a bucket of sugar on a 

low shelf. The cover was off the wooden bucket, and beside it was a paper bag--half full. 

Mrs. HaIe moved toward it. 

"She was putting this in there," she said to herself--slowly. 

She thought of the flour in her kitchen at home--half sifted, half not sifted. She had been interrupted, and had 

left things half done. What had interrupted Minnie Foster? Why had that work been left half done? She made 

a move as if to finish it,--unfinished things always bothered her,--and then she glanced around and saw that 

Mrs. Peters was watching her--and she didn't want Mrs. Peters to get that feeling she had got of work begun 

and then--for some reason--not finished. 

"It's a shame about her fruit," she said, and walked toward the cupboard that the county attorney had opened, 

and got on the chair, murmuring: "I wonder if it's all gone." 

It was a sorry enough looking sight, but "Here's one that's all right," she said at last. She held it toward the 

light. "This is cherries, too." She looked again. "I declare I believe that's the only one." 

With a sigh, she got down from the chair, went to the sink, and wiped off the bottle. 

"She'Il feel awful bad, after all her hard work in the hot weather. I remember the afternoon I put up my 

cherries last summer. 

She set the bottle on the table, and, with another sigh, started to sit down in the rocker. But she did not sit 

down. Something kept her from sitting down in that chair. She straightened--stepped back, and, half turned 

away, stood looking at it, seeing the woman who had sat there "pleatin' at her apron." 

The thin voice of the sheriff's wife broke in upon her: "I must be getting those things from the front-room 

closet." She opened the door into the other room, started in, stepped back. "You coming with me, Mrs. Hale?" 

she asked nervously. "You--you could help me get them." 

They were soon back--the stark coldness of that shut-up room was not a thing to linger in. 

"My!" said Mrs. Peters, dropping the things on the table and hurrying to the stove. 
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Mrs. Hale stood examining the clothes the woman who was being detained in town had said she wanted. 

"Wright was close!" she exclaimed, holding up a shabby black skirt that bore the marks of much making over. 

"I think maybe that's why she kept so much to herself. I s'pose she felt she couldn't do her part; and then, you 

don't enjoy things when you feel shabby. She used to wear pretty clothes and be lively--when she was Minnie 

Foster, one of the town girls, singing in the choir. But that--oh, that was twenty years ago." 

With a carefulness in which there was something tender, she folded the shabby clothes and piled them at one 

corner of the table. She looked up at Mrs. Peters, and there was something in the other woman's look that 

irritated her. 

"She don't care," she said to herself. "Much difference it makes to her whether Minnie Foster had pretty 

clothes when she was a girl." 

Then she looked again, and she wasn't so sure; in fact, she hadn't at any time been perfectly sure about Mrs. 

Peters. She had that shrinking manner, and yet her eyes looked as if they could see a long way into things. 

"This all you was to take in?" asked Mrs. Hale. 

"No," said the sheriffs wife; "she said she wanted an apron. Funny thing to want, " she ventured in her 

nervous little way, "for there's not much to get you dirty in jail, goodness knows. But I suppose just to make 

her feel more natural. If you're used to wearing an apron--. She said they were in the bottom drawer of this 

cupboard. Yes--here they are. And then her little shawl that always hung on the stair door." 

She took the small gray shawl from behind the door leading upstairs, and stood a minute looking at it. 

Suddenly Mrs. Hale took a quick step toward the other woman, "Mrs. Peters!" 

"Yes, Mrs. Hale?" 

"Do you think she--did it?' 

A frightened look blurred the other thing in Mrs. Peters' eyes. 

"Oh, I don't know," she said, in a voice that seemed to shink away from the subject. 

"Well, I don't think she did," affirmed Mrs. Hale stoutly. "Asking for an apron, and her little shawl. Worryin' 

about her fruit." 

"Mr. Peters says--." Footsteps were heard in the room above; she stopped, looked up, then went on in a 

lowered voice: "Mr. Peters says--it looks bad for her. Mr. Henderson is awful sarcastic in a speech, and he's 

going to make fun of her saying she didn't--wake up." 
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For a moment Mrs. Hale had no answer. Then, "Well, I guess John Wright didn't wake up--when they was 

slippin' that rope under his neck," she muttered. 

"No, it's strange," breathed Mrs. Peters. "They think it was such a--funny way to kill a man." 

She began to laugh; at sound of the laugh, abruptly stopped. 

"That's just what Mr. Hale said," said Mrs. Hale, in a resolutely natural voice. "There was a gun in the house. 

He says that's what he can't understand." 

"Mr. Henderson said, coming out, that what was needed for the case was a motive. Something to show anger--

or sudden feeling." 

'Well, I don't see any signs of anger around here," said Mrs. Hale, "I don't--" She stopped. It was as if her 

mind tripped on something. Her eye was caught by a dish-towel in the middle of the kitchen table. Slowly she 

moved toward the table. One half of it was wiped clean, the other half messy. Her eyes made a slow, almost 

unwilling turn to the bucket of sugar and the half empty bag beside it. Things begun--and not finished. 

After a moment she stepped back, and said, in that manner of releasing herself: 

"Wonder how they're finding things upstairs? I hope she had it a little more red up up there. You know,"--she 

paused, and feeling gathered,--"it seems kind of sneaking: locking her up in town and coming out here to get 

her own house to turn against her!" 

"But, Mrs. Hale," said the sheriff's wife, "the law is the law." 

"I s'pose 'tis," answered Mrs. Hale shortly. 

She turned to the stove, saying something about that fire not being much to brag of. She worked with it a 

minute, and when she straightened up she said aggressively: 

"The law is the law--and a bad stove is a bad stove. How'd you like to cook on this?"--pointing with the poker 

to the broken lining. She opened the oven door and started to express her opinion of the oven; but she was 

swept into her own thoughts, thinking of what it would mean, year after year, to have that stove to wrestle 

with. The thought of Minnie Foster trying to bake in that oven--and the thought of her never going over to see 

Minnie Foster--. 

She was startled by hearing Mrs. Peters say: "A person gets discouraged--and loses heart." 

The sheriff's wife had looked from the stove to the sink--to the pail of water which had been carried in from 

outside. The two women stood there silent, above them the footsteps of the men who were looking for 

evidence against the woman who had worked in that kitchen. That look of seeing into things, of seeing 

through a thing to something else, was in the eyes of the sheriff's wife now. When Mrs. Hale next spoke to 

her, it was gently: 
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"Better loosen up your things, Mrs. Peters. We'll not feel them when we go out." 

Mrs. Peters went to the back of the room to hang up the fur tippet she was wearing. A moment later she 

exclaimed, "Why, she was piecing a quilt," and held up a large sewing basket piled high with quilt pieces. 

Mrs. Hale spread some of the blocks on the table. 

"It's log-cabin pattern," she said, putting several of them together, "Pretty, isn't it?" 

They were so engaged with the quilt that they did not hear the footsteps on the stairs. Just as the stair door 

opened Mrs. Hale was saying: 

"Do you suppose she was going to quilt it or just knot it?" 

The sheriff threw up his hands. 

"They wonder whether she was going to quilt it or just knot it!" 

There was a laugh for the ways of women, a warming of hands over the stove, and then the county attorney 

said briskly: 

"Well, let's go right out to the barn and get that cleared up." 

"I don't see as there's anything so strange," Mrs. Hale said resentfully, after the outside door had closed on the 

three men--"our taking up our time with little things while we're waiting for them to get the evidence. I don't 

see as it's anything to laugh about." 

"Of course they've got awful important things on their minds," said the sheriff's wife apologetically. 

They returned to an inspection of the block for the quilt. Mrs. Hale was looking at the fine, even sewing, and 

preoccupied with thoughts of the woman who had done that sewing, when she heard the sheriff's wife say, in 

a queer tone: 

"Why, look at this one." 

She turned to take the block held out to her. 

"The sewing," said Mrs. Peters, in a troubled way, "All the rest of them have been so nice and even--but--this 

one. Why, it looks as if she didn't know what she was about!" 

Their eyes met--something flashed to life, passed between them; then, as if with an effort, they seemed to pull 

away from each other. A moment Mrs. Hale sat there, her hands folded over that sewing which was so unlike 

all the rest of the sewing. Then she had pulled a knot and drawn the threads. 
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"Oh, what are you doing, Mrs. Hale?" asked the sheriff's wife, startled. 

"Just pulling out a stitch or two that's not sewed very good," said Mrs. Hale mildly. 

"I don't think we ought to touch things," Mrs. Peters said, a little helplessly. 

"I'll just finish up this end," answered Mrs. Hale, still in that mild, matter-of-fact fashion. 

She threaded a needle and started to replace bad sewing with good. For a little while she sewed in silence. 

Then, in that thin, timid voice, she heard: 

"Mrs. Hale!" 

"Yes, Mrs. Peters?" 

'What do you suppose she was so--nervous about?" 

"Oh, I don't know," said Mrs. Hale, as if dismissing a thing not important enough to spend much time on. "I 

don't know as she was--nervous. I sew awful queer sometimes when I'm just tired." 

She cut a thread, and out of the corner of her eye looked up at Mrs. Peters. The small, lean face of the sheriff's 

wife seemed to have tightened up. Her eyes had that look of peering into something. But next moment she 

moved, and said in her thin, indecisive way: 

'Well, I must get those clothes wrapped. They may be through sooner than we think. I wonder where I could 

find a piece of paper--and string." 

"In that cupboard, maybe," suggested to Mrs. Hale, after a glance around. 

One piece of the crazy sewing remained unripped. Mrs. Peter's back turned, Martha Hale now scrutinized that 

piece, compared it with the dainty, accurate sewing of the other blocks. The difference was startling. Holding 

this block made her feel queer, as if the distracted thoughts of the woman who had perhaps turned to it to try 

and quiet herself were communicating themselves to her. 

Mrs. Peters' voice roused her. 

"Here's a bird-cage," she said. "Did she have a bird, Mrs. Hale?" 

'Why, I don't know whether she did or not." She turned to look at the cage Mrs. Peters was holding up. "I've 

not been here in so long." She sighed. "There was a man round last year selling canaries cheap--but I don't 

know as she took one. Maybe she did. She used to sing real pretty herself." 

Mrs. Peters looked around the kitchen. 
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"Seems kind of funny to think of a bird here." She half laughed--an attempt to put up a barrier. "But she must 

have had one--or why would she have a cage? I wonder what happened to it." 

"I suppose maybe the cat got it," suggested Mrs. Hale, resuming her sewing. 

"No; she didn't have a cat. She's got that feeling some people have about cats--being afraid of them. When 

they brought her to our house yesterday, my cat got in the room, and she was real upset and asked me to take 

it out." 

"My sister Bessie was like that," laughed Mrs. Hale. 

The sheriff's wife did not reply. The silence made Mrs. Hale turn round. Mrs. Peters was examining the bird-

cage. 

"Look at this door," she said slowly. "It's broke. One hinge has been pulled apart." 

Mrs. Hale came nearer. 

"Looks as if someone must have been--rough with it." 

Again their eyes met--startled, questioning, apprehensive. For a moment neither spoke nor stirred. Then Mrs. 

Hale, turning away, said brusquely: 

"If they're going to find any evidence, I wish they'd be about it. I don't like this place." 

"But I'm awful glad you came with me, Mrs. Hale." Mrs. Peters put the bird-cage on the table and sat down. 

"It would be lonesome for me--sitting here alone." 

"Yes, it would, wouldn't it?" agreed Mrs. Hale, a certain determined naturalness in her voice. She had picked 

up the sewing, but now it dropped in her lap, and she murmured in a different voice: "But I tell you what 

I do wish, Mrs. Peters. I wish I had come over sometimes when she was here. I wish--I had." 

"But of course you were awful busy, Mrs. Hale. Your house--and your children." 

"I could've come," retorted Mrs. Hale shortly. "I stayed away because it weren't cheerful--and that's why I 

ought to have come. I"--she looked around--"I've never liked this place. Maybe because it's down in a hollow 

and you don't see the road. I don't know what it is, but it's a lonesome place, and always was. I wish I had 

come over to see Minnie Foster sometimes. I can see now--" She did not put it into words. 

"Well, you mustn't reproach yourself," counseled Mrs. Peters. "Somehow, we just don't see how it is with 

other folks till--something comes up." 
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"Not having children makes less work," mused Mrs. Hale, after a silence, "but it makes a quiet house--and 

Wright out to work all day--and no company when he did come in. Did you know John Wright, Mrs. Peters?" 

"Not to know him. I've seen him in town. They say he was a good man." 

"Yes--good," conceded John Wright's neighbor grimly. "He didn't drink, and kept his word as well as most, I 

guess, and paid his debts. But he was a hard man, Mrs. Peters. Just to pass the time of day with him--." She 

stopped, shivered a little. "Like a raw wind that gets to the bone." Her eye fell upon the cage on the table 

before her, and she added, almost bitterly: "I should think she would've wanted a bird!" 

Suddenly she leaned forward, looking intently at the cage. "But what do you s'pose went wrong with it?" 

"I don't know," returned Mrs. Peters; "unless it got sick and died." 

But after she said it she reached over and swung the broken door. Both women watched it as if somehow held 

by it. 

"You didn't know--her?" Mrs. Hale asked, a gentler note in her voice. 

"Not till they brought her yesterday," said the sheriff's wife. 

"She--come to think of it, she was kind of like a bird herself. Real sweet and pretty, but kind of timid and--

fluttery. How--she--did--change." 

That held her for a long time. Finally, as if struck with a happy thought and relieved to get back to everyday 

things, she exclaimed: 

"Tell you what, Mrs. Peters, why don't you take the quilt in with you? It might take up her mind." 

"Why, I think that's a real nice idea, Mrs. Hale," agreed the sheriff's wife, as if she too were glad to come into 

the atmosphere of a simple kindness. "There couldn't possibly be any objection to that, could there? Now, just 

what will I take? I wonder if her patches are in here--and her things?" 

They turned to the sewing basket. 

"Here's some red," said Mrs. Hale, bringing out a roll of cloth. Underneath that was a box. "Here, maybe her 

scissors are in here--and her things." She held it up. "What a pretty box! I'll warrant that was something she 

had a long time ago--when she was a girl." 

She held it in her hand a moment; then, with a little sigh, opened it. 

Instantly her hand went to her nose. 
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"Why--!" 

Mrs. Peters drew nearer--then turned away. 

"There's something wrapped up in this piece of silk," faltered Mrs. Hale. 

"This isn't her scissors," said Mrs. Peters, in a shrinking voice. 

Her hand not steady, Mrs. Hale raised the piece of silk. "Oh, Mrs. Peters!" she cried. "It's--" 

Mrs. Peters bent closer. 

"It's the bird," she whispered. 

"But, Mrs. Peters!" cried Mrs. Hale. "Look at it! Its neck--look at its neck! It's all--other side to." 

She held the box away from her. 

The sheriff's wife again bent closer. 

"Somebody wrung its neck," said she, in a voice that was slow and deep. 

And then again the eyes of the two women met--this time clung together in a look of dawning comprehension, 

of growing horror. Mrs. Peters looked from the dead bird to the broken door of the cage. Again their eyes met. 

And just then there was a sound at the outside door. Mrs. Hale slipped the box under the quilt pieces in the 

basket, and sank into the chair before it. Mrs. Peters stood holding to the table. The county attorney and the 

sheriff came in from outside. 

"Well, ladies," said the county attorney, as one turning from serious things to little pleasantries, "have you 

decided whether she was going to quilt it or knot it?" 

"We think," began the sheriff's wife in a flurried voice, "that she was going to--knot it." 

He was too preoccupied to notice the change that came in her voice on that last. 

"Well, that's very interesting, I'm sure," he said tolerantly. He caught sight of the bird-cage. 

"Has the bird flown?" 

"We think the cat got it," said Mrs. Hale in a voice curiously even. 

He was walking up and down, as if thinking something out. 
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"Is there a cat?" he asked absently. 

Mrs. Hale shot a look up at the sheriff's wife. 

"Well, not now," said Mrs. Peters. "They're superstitious, you know; they Ieave." 

She sank into her chair. 

The county attorney did not heed her. "No sign at all of anyone having come in from the outside," he said to 

Peters, in the manner of continuing an interrupted conversation. "Their own rope. Now let's go upstairs again 

and go over it, picee by piece. It would have to have been someone who knew just the--" 

The stair door closed behind them and their voices were lost. 

The two women sat motionless, not looking at each other, but as if peering into something and at the same 

time holding back. When they spoke now it was as if they were afraid of what they were saying, but as if they 

could not help saying it. 

"She liked the bird," said Martha Hale, low and slowly. "She was going to bury it in that pretty box." 

When I was a girl," said Mrs. Peters, under her breath, "my kitten--there was a boy took a hatchet, and before 

my eyes--before I could get there--" She covered her face an instant. "If they hadn't held me back I would 

have"--she caught herself, looked upstairs where footsteps were heard, and finished weakly--"hurt him." 

Then they sat without speaking or moving. 

"I wonder how it would seem," Mrs. Hale at last began, as if feeling her way over strange ground--"never to 

have had any children around?" Her eyes made a slow sweep of the kitchen, as if seeing what that kitchen had 

meant through all the years "No, Wright wouldn't like the bird," she said after that--"a thing that sang. She 

used to sing. He killed that too." Her voice tightened. 

Mrs. Peters moved uneasily. 

"Of course we don't know who killed the bird." 

"I knew John Wright," was Mrs. Hale's answer. 

"It was an awful thing was done in this house that night, Mrs. Hale," said the sheriff's wife. "Killing a man 

while he slept--slipping a thing round his neck that choked the life out of him." 

Mrs. Hale's hand went out to the bird cage. 

"We don't know who killed him," whispered Mrs. Peters wildly. "We don't know." 
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Mrs. Hale had not moved. "If there had been years and years of--nothing, then a bird to sing to you, it would 

be awful--still--after the bird was still." 

It was as if something within her not herself had spoken, and it found in Mrs. Peters something she did not 

know as herself. 

"I know what stillness is," she said, in a queer, monotonous voice. "When we homesteaded in Dakota, and my 

first baby died--after he was two years old--and me with no other then--" 

Mrs. Hale stirred. 

"How soon do you suppose they'll be through looking for the evidence?" 

"I know what stillness is," repeated Mrs. Peters, in just that same way. Then she too pulled back. "The law has 

got to punish crime, Mrs. Hale," she said in her tight little way. 

"I wish you'd seen Minnie Foster," was the answer, "when she wore a white dress with blue ribbons, and 

stood up there in the choir and sang." 

The picture of that girl, the fact that she had lived neighbor to that girl for twenty years, and had let her die for 

lack of life, was suddenly more than she could bear. 

"Oh, I wish I'd come over here once in a while!" she cried. "That was a crime! Who's going to punish that?" 

"We mustn't take on," said Mrs. Peters, with a frightened look toward the stairs. 

"I might 'a' known she needed help! I tell you, it's queer, Mrs. Peters. We live close together, and we live far 

apart. We all go through the same things--it's all just a different kind of the same thing! If it weren't--why do 

you and I understand? Why do we know--what we know this minute?" 

She dashed her hand across her eyes. Then, seeing the jar of fruit on the table she reached for it and choked 

out: 

"If I was you I wouldn't tell her her fruit was gone! Tell her it ain't. Tell her it's all right--all of it. Here--take 

this in to prove it to her! She--she may never know whether it was broke or not." 

She turned away. 

Mrs. Peters reached out for the bottle of fruit as if she were glad to take it--as if touching a familiar thing, 

having something to do, could keep her from something else. She got up, looked about for something to wrap 

the fruit in, took a petticoat from the pile of clothes she had brought from the front room, and nervously 

started winding that round the bottle. 
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"My!" she began, in a high, false voice, "it's a good thing the men couldn't hear us! Getting all stirred up over 

a little thing like a--dead canary." She hurried over that. "As if that could have anything to do with--with--My, 

wouldn't they laugh?" 

Footsteps were heard on the stairs. 

"Maybe they would," muttered Mrs. Hale--"maybe they wouldn't." 

"No, Peters," said the county attorney incisively; "it's all perfectly clear, except the reason for doing it. But 

you know juries when it comes to women. If there was some definite thing--something to show. Something to 

make a story about. A thing that would connect up with this clumsy way of doing it." 

In a covert way Mrs. Hale looked at Mrs. Peters. Mrs. Peters was looking at her. Quickly they looked away 

from each other. The outer door opened and Mr. Hale came in. 

"I've got the team round now," he said. "Pretty cold out there." 

"I'm going to stay here awhile by myself," the county attorney suddenly announced. "You can send Frank out 

for me, can't you?" he asked the sheriff. "I want to go over everything. I'm not satisfied we can't do better." 

Again, for one brief moment, the two women's eyes found one another. 

The sheriff came up to the table. 

"Did you want to see what Mrs. Peters was going to take in?" 

The county attorney picked up the apron. He laughed. 

"Oh, I guess they're not very dangerous things the ladies have picked out." 

Mrs. Hale's hand was on the sewing basket in which the box was concealed. She felt that she ought to take her 

hand off the basket. She did not seem able to. He picked up one of the quilt blocks which she had piled on to 

cover the box. Her eyes felt like fire. She had a feeling that if he took up the basket she would snatch it from 

him. 

But he did not take it up. With another little laugh, he turned away, saying: 

"No; Mrs. Peters doesn't need supervising. For that matter, a sheriff's wife is married to the law. Ever think of 

it that way, Mrs. Peters?" 

Mrs. Peters was standing beside the table. Mrs. Hale shot a look up at her; but she could not see her face. Mrs. 

Peters had turned away. When she spoke, her voice was muffled. 
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"Not--just that way," she said. 

"Married to the law!" chuckled Mrs. Peters' husband. He moved toward the door into the front room, and said 

to the county attorney: 

"I just want you to come in here a minute, George. We ought to take a look at these windows." 

"Oh--windows," said the county attorney scoffingly. 

"We'll be right out, Mr. Hale," said the sheriff to the farmer, who was still waiting by the door. 

Hale went to look after the horses. The sheriff followed the county attorney into the other room. Again--for 

one final moment--the two women were alone in that kitchen. 

Martha Hale sprang up, her hands tight together, looking at that other woman, with whom it rested. At first 

she could not see her eyes, for the sheriff's wife had not turned back since she turned away at that suggestion 

of being married to the law. But now Mrs. Hale made her turn back. Her eyes made her turn back. Slowly, 

unwillingly, Mrs. Peters turned her head until her eyes met the eyes of the other woman. There was a moment 

when they held each other in a steady, burning look in which there was no evasion or flinching. Then Martha 

Hale's eyes pointed the way to the basket in which was hidden the thing that would make certain the 

conviction of the other woman--that woman who was not there and yet who had been there with them all 

through that hour. 

For a moment Mrs. Peters did not move. And then she did it. With a rush forward, she threw back the quilt 

pieces, got the box, tried to put it in her handbag. It was too big. Desperately she opened it, started to take the 

bird out. But there she broke--she could not touch the bird. She stood there helpless, foolish. 

There was the sound of a knob turning in the inner door. Martha Hale snatched the box from the sheriff's wife, 

and got it in the pocket of her big coat just as the sheriff and the county attorney came back into the kitchen. 

"Well, Henry," said the county attorney facetiously, "at least we found out that she was not going to quilt it. 

She was going to--what is it you call it, ladies?" 

Mrs. Hale's hand was against the pocket of her coat. 

"We call it--knot it, Mr. Henderson." 

 

A Jury of Her Peers was featured as The Short Story of the Day on Mon, May 21, 2018 

 

https://americanliterature.com/short-story-of-the-day
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This short story was adapted from Glaspell's one-act play Trifles (1916). It is based on a murder story she 

covered as a reporter. A farmer, John Hossack, was mortally attacked with an ax while he slept in his bed. His 

wife was charged and convicted but the verdict was overturned. The second trial resulted in a hung jury, 

making for an interesting story to fictionalize, women uncovering evidence left unexamined by the law. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/susan-glaspell/short-story/a-jury-of-her-peers 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/susan-glaspell/play/trifles/summary
https://americanliterature.com/author/susan-glaspell/short-story/a-jury-of-her-peers
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The High Priestess of Soul’s Sunday Morning Visit to the Wall of Respect 
by Morgan Parker 

 

Issue no. 223 (Winter 2017) 

The Impressionism wing strikes me as too 

dainty for my mood, except for one oil painting 

by Gustave Caillebotte, Calf’s Head and Ox Tongue, 

which is described in the wall text as  

“visually unpleasant.” A bust of an African woman 

bums me out. This year, I cried  

at everyone’s kitchen table,  

I spit on the street and was late on purpose and stepped 

in glass and my dog died and I saw 

minuses over and over. I’ll figure it out.  

I let a man walk away and then 

another one. It has taken me exactly this long 

to realize I could have done something else. 

I’m being repetitive now but do you ever 

hate yourself? 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=f82b8a6456&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=f82b8a6456&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=f82b8a6456&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=f82b8a6456&e=d538c8f2e0
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Plague and Protest Go Hand in Hand 

Scholars of early modern England have shown how plague and protest are often correlated. The Black Death 

of 1348 laid the groundwork for the Peasants’ Revolt of 1381, for example. 

 

A street during the plague in London 

  

via Wikimedia Commons 

By: Emma K. Atwood and Sarah Williamson  

  

August 19, 2020 

  

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:A_street_during_the_plague_in_London_with_a_death_cart_and_m_Wellcome_V0010604.jpg
https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/emma-k-atwood/
https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/sarah-williamson/
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 8 minutes 

 Share Tweet Email Print 

A deadly and contagious illness sweeps the country, and strict quarantine measures are swiftly implemented. 

The death count rises, but government reporting is unreliable. Social isolation takes its toll as political 

tensions escalate. Citizens break government mandates, asserting their right to work. Neighbors turn on each 

other. In response to long-standing social injustices, riots break out, and protesters demand systemic change. 

Sound familiar? 

While the parallels are striking, this is not a description of 2020. It’s a description of early modern England. 

Starting with the Black Death, in 1348, and continuing for more than 300 years, Europe was struck with 

incessant waves of plague. In England, this proved especially deadly between 1563 and 1666, when multiple 

epidemics hit London. The social response generated by these outbreaks mirrors what we are experiencing 

today. Plague and protest, in short, are correlated. 

Weekly Newsletter 

Get your fix of JSTOR Daily’s best stories in your inbox each Thursday. 

Subscribe
 

Privacy Policy   Contact Us 

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

Scholars like Philip Ziegler and Mark Senn have argued that the Black Death of 1348 laid the groundwork 

for the Peasants’ Revolt of 1381, the first large-scale popular revolt in England. As they explain the 

connection, the Black Death killed more than half of the English population. Severe labor shortages gave 

peasants the upper hand, and an opportunity to demand an end to serfdom. 

During the Peasants’ Revolt, peasants executed members of the Royal government, broke open jails, and 

burned public buildings. Although plague and protest did not occur concurrently—the revolt itself occurred 

thirty years after the Black Death swept through Europe—Senn suggests the plague exacerbated the 

oppressive social conditions that already existed in London, leading to revolt. In essence, economic 

grievances—increased fines and taxes, high rents, fixed incomes—were the basis of the revolt. 

https://www.facebook.com/dialog/share?app_id=419334385204394&display=popup&href=https%3A%2F%2Fdaily.jstor.org%2Fplague-and-protest-go-hand-in-hand%2F&redirect_uri=https%3A%2F%2Fdaily.jstor.org%2Fplague-and-protest-go-hand-in-hand%2F
http://twitter.com/intent/tweet?url=https%3A%2F%2Fdaily.jstor.org%2Fplague-and-protest-go-hand-in-hand%2F&text=Plague+and+Protest+Go+Hand+in+Hand&via=JSTOR_Daily
mailto:?subject=Plague%20and%20Protest%20Go%20Hand%20in%20Hand&body=Scholars%20of%20early%20modern%20England%20have%20shown%20how%20plague%20and%20protest%20are%20often%20correlated.%20The%20Black%20Death%20of%201348%20laid%20the%20groundwork%20for%20the%20Peasants%E2%80%99%20Revolt%20of%201381%2C%20for%20example.%0D%0A%0D%0A%20Read%20More:%20https%3A%2F%2Fdaily.jstor.org%2Fplague-and-protest-go-hand-in-hand%2F
javascript:window.print()
https://about.jstor.org/privacy/
http://www.jstor.org/contact-us/
https://books.google.com/books/about/The_Black_Death.html?id=IPvaAAAAMAAJ
https://www.jstor.org/stable/20785740?mag=plague-and-protest-go-hand-in-hand
https://www.jstor.org/stable/20785740?mag=plague-and-protest-go-hand-in-hand
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Illustration depicting the Peasants’ Revolt from Jean Froissart’s Chronicles Vol. 2, ca. 1460-80 

via Wikimedia Commons 

Fast-forward to the sixteenth century. Haunted by the memory of the Black Death, the English government 

worked quickly to quell plague when it reappeared. Queen Elizabeth I issued her official Plague 

Orders sometime in 1578, requiring entire households, both healthy and sick, to be quarantined together for 

six weeks or forty days (the term quarantine comes from the Venetian quarantena, meaning forty). But, as 

with the 2020 protests against government-mandated “Stay at Home” orders that saw armed protesters 

storming the Michigan Statehouse, many refused to comply with the orders. In his 1596 medical manual, the 

physician Paracelsus complains: 

[W]hat a madness and cruel foolishness is this, that in the time of any great plague, such as are infected, you 

shut up in houses, set marks upon them, keep them in prison, strangle them with cares and solitariness, and 

kill them for hunger: is the plague so to be cured? 

The poet George Wither articulated a similar complaint during a 1625 outbreak: 

So when our Sickness, and our Poverty 

Had greater wants than we could well supply; 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:DeathWatTylerFull.jpg
http://historical.hsl.virginia.edu/plague/mckeithen.cfm.html
https://daily.jstor.org/origin-of-quarantine/
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Strict Orders did but more enrage our grief, 

And hinder in accomplishing relief. 

These “strict orders” were seen as a burden, and many considered the cure worse than the disease. 

Londoners bent on flouting the Plague Orders found the public health rationale unconvincing. As Kira 

Newman notes: 

[C]ontrary to this government narrative of disease prevention there was a popular narrative that portrayed 

quarantine and isolation as personal punishment rather than prudent policy. 

The playwright Thomas Dekker describes the rejection of early modern “social distancing” with derision: 

If you look into the Fields, look into the Streets, look into Taverns, look into Ale-houses; they are all merry, 

all jocund; no Plague frights them, no Prayers stir up them, no Fast ties them to obedience. In the Fields they 

are… walking, talking, laughing, toying, and sporting together. In the Streets, blaspheming, selling, buying, 

swearing. In Taverns, and Ale-houses, drinking, roaring, and surfeiting. 

He marvels at the lack of precaution, much the way the U.S. media marveled at spring breakers in March 

2020. 

Londoners simply grew tired of following the rules. As one personal letter from 1665 explains: 

Death is now become so familiar, and the People so insensible of danger, that they look upon such as provide 

for the public safety, as Tyrants and Oppressors. 

As Newman notes, citizens perceived public health policies as tyrannical and defied the Plague Orders, both 

openly and in secret. For instance, Stephen Smyth, a fishmonger, was arrested for selling fish while 

quarantined. Jeremy Wright, a gentleman, physically assaulted a constable and his assistant when they tried to 

shut up his house. Such desperate times led many to secrecy, criminality, and violence. 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/41678910?mag=plague-and-protest-go-hand-in-hand
https://www.jstor.org/stable/41678910?mag=plague-and-protest-go-hand-in-hand
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Colorized print of a woodcut used as the cover page for Thomas Dekker’s 1625 plague pamphlet “A Rod for 

Run-Awayes” via Wikimedia Commons 

Lack of compliance posed a constant problem. The Privy Council condemned “the great negligence and 

remiss slackness of the citizens” who refused to follow public health protocol. Robert Cecil, advisor to Queen 

Elizabeth I, complained about the “unruly infected.” Subsequent Plague Orders added physical punishments 

to enforce compliance. Starting in 1604, anyone found in public with plague sores could be hanged, and 

anyone who secretly escaped household quarantine could be whipped. 

The government claimed that these harsh measures were deployed for the good of the community to prevent 

another Black Death. However, as Newman shows, such harsh measures led to “a sense of inequity and 

penalization” among the middle class. These were mostly small business owners like “coachmakers, grocers, 

fishmongers, tailors, and innholders” who “lacked the resources to endure long periods of expenditure without 

income.” The middle class faced a unique threat to their status and livelihood. Not being poor enough to 

receive much government assistance, they also weren’t wealthy enough to flee the city—a burden not felt by 

more affluent Londoners. Wealthy individuals who chose to remain in the city were less affected. While they 

could afford to quarantine without work for forty days, they were also able to hide evidence of sickness within 

their spacious homes, effectively avoiding quarantine altogether. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Lord_haue_mercy_on_London.jpg
https://daily.jstor.org/in-epidemics-the-wealthy-have-always-fled/
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While some protested the Plague Orders to protect their livelihoods or preserve their freedoms, others 

protested because they insisted it was their Christian duty to extend a charitable hand to neighbors in need. 

Although quarantine laws were enacted for the greater good, the laws contradicted the standards of morality 

outlined by the Church. According to Graham Hammill, such a discrepancy between legality and spirituality 

“initiated a debate over the means by which the state should preserve and safeguard the existence of its 

population.” 

Plague Order protesters argued that “lack of neighborly care” was inherently worse than the “danger 

of infection.” 

While Elizabeth I’s Plague Orders were proclaimed an act of charity, they sent the message that “charity no 

longer simply indicates care for the sick. It also indicates protection against the sick.” Quarantine laws 

called for the desertion of sick neighbors—something that invited fears of religious retribution and moral 

decay. These fears ultimately transformed into public dissent as Plague Order protesters argued that “lack of 

neighborly care” was inherently worse than the “danger of infection.” 

This same ethic of “neighborly care” suddenly took center stage on May 25, 2020, when George Floyd was 

murdered in Minneapolis. Protesters gathered en masse in more than 2,000 cities, all 50 states, and more than 

60 countries. The tense conditions of the COVID-19 pandemic—social isolation, powerlessness, frustration—

helped propel the Black Lives Matter movement, originally founded in 2013, back onto the global stage. 

As one Washington Post article suggests, “the virus was the kindling, and the police brutality lit the fire.” 

While many protests demand equality, not all protests are created equal. Demanding racial justice and an end 

to police brutality, the gravity of the Black Lives Matter protests certainly eclipses the demands of the anti-

“Stay at Home” protests. One declares, “I Want a Haircut.” The other, “I Want My Boys & Men to Live.” In 

short, despite concerns about the spread of COVID-19, contemporary Black Lives Matter protesters decided 

that neighborly care outweighed potential health concerns. 

Weighing the risks of breaking quarantine to protest can be especially challenging when public health 

information is not reliable. Early Modern Londoners were apt to protest strict plague policies. And given that 

strict plague policies were tied to higher reported rates of death, local governments would purposely 

underreport plague. Samuel Pepys, an administrator of the English Navy and a Member of Parliament, noted 

the vast discrepancy in a diary entry dated August 31, 1665: “In the City died this week 7,496, and of them 

6,102 of the plague. But it is feared that the true number of the dead this week is near 10,000.” 

While endangering public health, this strategy did keep civil unrest to a minimum. Not only did the English 

government purposefully misreport plague, they used it as an excuse to quell otherwise unrelated social 

uprisings. It is widely known that playhouses in London were periodically closed due to plague, but this was 

also a time of “social disorder and protest,” as Mihoko Suzuki writes in the journal Criticism. 

As Barbara Freedman noted in English Literary Renaissance, theater closures actually tend to coincide 

more with popular riots than with plague. From food riots led by hungry laborers, to worker’s rights riots 

led by mistreated apprentices, officials used the excuse of “plague” to curtail large gatherings that they found 

threatening. For instance, in 1580, a letter from the Lord Mayor to the Privy Council cited “great disorder” as 

the reason for his request to close the theaters. The Privy Council agreed, but instead cited the threat of 

file://///var/folders/pb/y94sjbpx4cjfz_xst7bn1vmhsgs4l6/T/com.microsoft.Outlook/Outlook%20Temp/Hammill,%20Graham.%20
file://///var/folders/pb/y94sjbpx4cjfz_xst7bn1vmhsgs4l6/T/com.microsoft.Outlook/Outlook%20Temp/Hammill,%20Graham.%20
https://daily.jstor.org/plague-and-protest-go-hand-in-hand/?utm_term=Plague%20and%20Protest%20Go%20Hand%20in%20Hand&utm_campaign=jstordaily_08202020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/plague-and-protest-go-hand-in-hand/?utm_term=Plague%20and%20Protest%20Go%20Hand%20in%20Hand&utm_campaign=jstordaily_08202020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/blaming-people-for-getting-sick-has-a-long-history/
https://www.washingtonpost.com/politics/protests-coronavirus-risk-choice/2020/06/07/06721ec4-a50e-11ea-bb20-ebf0921f3bbd_story.html
http://www.nbcconnecticut.com/news/national-international/15-powerful-moments-of-peaceful-protest-from-across-the-country/2280472/
https://www.jstor.org/stable/23118186?mag=plague-and-protest-go-hand-in-hand
https://www.jstor.org/stable/43447508?mag=plague-and-protest-go-hand-in-hand
https://www.jstor.org/stable/43447508?mag=plague-and-protest-go-hand-in-hand
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infection as the reason. As Freedman succinctly puts it, “plague restraints were used as a means of social 

control.” 

Much like the Black Death, which paved the way for the Peasants’ Revolt in the fourteenth century, or the 

plague outbreaks that set the stage for the Apprentice Riots of the 1590s, the COVID-19 pandemic has proved 

a pressure-cooker. It has illuminated racial disparities in our health and justice systems, exposed long-

standing flaws in our capitalist mythology, and sparked a deep need for meaningful social interaction. 

Early Modern Plague Order protesters emphasized “a responsibility toward the neighbor that goes far beyond 

care for the sick,”and these feelings of neighborly responsibility engendered what Ian Munro has called the 

“symbolic meaning of London.” The current eruption of support for the Black Lives Matter movement 

reflects this ideology of neighborly responsibility: protesters have decided the lives of their Black and Brown 

neighbors are best protected through activism, not quarantine. 

While the symbolic meaning of the United States might be “liberty and justice for all,” this is not always the 

reality for groups disproportionately affected by systemic racism. But Graham Hammill argues that, 

historically, plague “leads to new visions of political community.” In Early Modern England, times of plague 

were rife with painful social tension, leading to calls for systemic change and violent protests. There is no 

reason to expect 2020 should be any different. 

 

https://daily.jstor.org/plague-and-protest-go-hand-in-

hand/?utm_term=Plague%20and%20Protest%20Go%20Hand%20in%20Hand&utm_campaign=jstordaily_08

202020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email 

  

https://daily.jstor.org/covid-10-hitting-black-poor-communities-hardest/
https://www.jstor.org/stable/43447603?mag=plague-and-protest-go-hand-in-hand
https://pubmed.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/27745606/
https://pubmed.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/27745606/
https://daily.jstor.org/plague-and-protest-go-hand-in-hand/?utm_term=Plague%20and%20Protest%20Go%20Hand%20in%20Hand&utm_campaign=jstordaily_08202020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/plague-and-protest-go-hand-in-hand/?utm_term=Plague%20and%20Protest%20Go%20Hand%20in%20Hand&utm_campaign=jstordaily_08202020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/plague-and-protest-go-hand-in-hand/?utm_term=Plague%20and%20Protest%20Go%20Hand%20in%20Hand&utm_campaign=jstordaily_08202020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
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The metaestable resting state dynamics of the brain 

MATHEMATICS • NEUROBIOLOGY • NEUROSCIENCE 

ByBCAM July 29, 2020 0 comments 

Think nothing. Your brain is always on, as your heart, liver or kidneys are, so thinking nothing is the closer 

you’ll get to a resting state for it, because even when we sleep the brain is quite active. We know that the 

interactions among different brain regions can be studied with functional magnetic resonance 

imaging (fMRI). Studying the resting state would be useful for identifying altered neurological systems or 

even the existence of mental disorders, as there are fMRI patterns which are common in healthy individuals, 

or in a bit more technical words, the base resting state network is well conserved across healthy subjects. 

Still, we all know that thinking nothing is impossible. The closer we will get to that is by relaxing and letting 

our brain idle, wandering aimlessly. We can view this state as a succession of resting states, as any one of 

them would be metastable: if we do not focus, thoughts, images, memories will come and go. It follows that 

the human brain during resting state operates at maximum metastability, i.e., in a state of maximal network 

switching. Actually, it has been conjectured that information flow in the brain is guided by ordered sequences 

of metastable states. This has led to the hypotheses that underlying such activation patterns (often recurring) is 

the existence of stable switching attractors that enhance information maintenance and facilitates cognitive 

transitions. Is there any way to prove this? 

A team of researchers has now considered 1 a direct approach to investigate the stable switching attractors 

hypotheses of resting state networks. The researchers employ a data-driven computational method for 

extracting reproducible time-resolved networks from data, and show that it is feasible to extract temporal 

information about the resting state networks. 

 

The new method makes use of advanced theories of dynamical systems and time series analysis, attempting to 

extract optimal symbolic dynamics from time series observations that display transient and recurrent states (in 

other words, metastable states). It builds upon Poincaré’s recurrence theorem, on the one hand, which states 

that trajectories of a complex dynamical system visit frequently certain regions of their available state space 

in the course of time and by the so-called recurrence plot method; on the other hand, allowing visualization 

and matrix identification of recurrent states. 

Recurrent states are then transformed to symbolic space by introducing recurrence grammars, which map state 

space trajectories onto symbolic sequences. This is carried out by constructing state space partitions that are 

maximally metastable, based on the assumption that the discretized symbolic dynamics should be 

approximately Markovian. Thus combining the structure-function modules of the novel brain hierarchical 

atlas with optimized recurrence structure analysis, the researchers find a way to correlating resting state 

networks with time-dependent recurrent cognitive states.  

https://mappingignorance.org/category/science/mathematics/
https://mappingignorance.org/category/science/neurobiology/
https://mappingignorance.org/category/science/neuroscience/
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/07/29/the-metaestable-resting-state-dynamics-of-the-brain/#author
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/07/29/the-metaestable-resting-state-dynamics-of-the-brain/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#comments
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Functional_magnetic_resonance_imaging
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Functional_magnetic_resonance_imaging
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/07/29/the-metaestable-resting-state-dynamics-of-the-brain/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-7121-1
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As a result, even though it is premature to draw any hard conclusions, the team foresee that there are two 

fundamental dwelling states that could represent a common homeostatic switching process that gateways the 

remaining energy levels, driving the dynamical transitions of the resting state structure-function network 

modules. 

This new method is just one of the possible models able to explain the metastable resting state brain 

dynamics. Actually, there are potentially infinitely many models (and a multitude of dynamical mechanisms) 

that can equally explain the same fMRI observables. A fundamental question is now posed for future 

research: what signatures within the data could potentially exclude cases and narrow down the possibilities 

enabling biophysical and parsimonious models to be derived. 

Author: César Tomé López is a science writer and the editor of Mapping Ignorance 
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Disclaimer: Parts of this article may be copied verbatim or almost verbatim from the referenced research 

paper. 
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States of Decline 
by Taylor Johnson 

Issue no. 228 (Spring 2019) 

The room is dying honey and lemon rind.  

Soured light. My grandmother sits in her chair 

sweetening into the blue velvet. Domestic  

declension is the window that never opens— 

the paint peeling, dusting the sill, and inhaled.  

It is an american love she lives in, 

my grandmother, rigored to televangelists  

and infomercials. Losing the use of her legs. 

Needing to be turned like a mattress.  

No one is coming for her. The dog is 

asleep in the yard, her husband,  

obedient to the grease and garlic 

in the cast iron, salting her 

death in the wind house. 
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A May Evening 

by Nikolai Vasilievich Gogol 

 

THERE were sounds of merriment in the village, and a chorus of song murmured, stream-like, through its 

single street. It was the hour when lads and lasses, after their hard day's work, meet in the mellow gloaming to 

express their feelings in melodies which, though glad, are never without a strain of sadness. The pensive 

eventide was dreamily embracing the blue heaven, and transforming every visible object into something 

vague, shadowy, and ghost-like. The brooding gloom settled into night, and still the stream of song flowed on 

without surcease. 

Guitar in hand, the eldest son of the village headman steals away from his comrades, and makes toward a 

house that is half hidden by a screen of pink-blossomed cherry-trees. As he walks, the young Cossack strikes 

a few notes on the instrument, and steps a measure to his own music. When he reaches the house, he stops, 

and, after a short pause, touches his guitar again, and sings a song of love, soft and low: 

"The sun is low, the night is near, 

Come, oh, come to me, sweetheart, dear!" 

"No use," murmured the Cossack when he had finished his song, at the same time drawing near to the 

window. "My darling is asleep. Hahn! Hahn! A pet diminutive for Hanna are you asleep, or don't you like to 

expose your pretty face to the cold? Or maybe you won't come out for fear we may be seen together. But there 

is nothing to fear. The night is warm, and there is nobody near. And if anybody does come, I will hide you in 

my arms, and none shall see you. And if the wind blows cold, I will press you to my heart, warm you with 

kisses, and put my cap on your tiny feet, my darling. Only look out for one moment: put your hand out of the 

window that I may touch your rosy fingers. 

"No, you're not asleep!" he adds, passionately, after waiting in vain for an answer. "You are laughing at me. 

Well, laugh if it pleases you. Good-bye!" 

He turns round, throws back his cap, and, still gently touching his guitar, draws a few paces away. Almost at 

the same moment the wooden handle of the door begins to stir, the door opens with a squeak, and a girl in the 

spring of seventeen appears on the threshold, and, still holding the handle, she looks furtively around. Her 

eyes shine in the dusk like little stars, and even the pink flush on her cheeks is not unobserved by the young 

Cossack. 

"How impatient you are!" she whispers. "You were actually getting angry! Why did you come when there 

were so many people about? I am all of a tremble." 

"Never mind, my darling; come closer to me," replied the lover, laying aside his guitar, and sitting down on 

the door-step. "You know that to be one hour without seeing you is a great trial for me." 
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"Do you know what I am thinking?" interrupts the girl, looking at him pensively. "I am thinking -- something 

tells me that in the future we shall not be able to see each other so often. I don't think the people hereabouts 

are good people. The lasses look jealous; and as for the young men -- My mother, too, she has begun to watch 

me more of late. I own I was happier amongst strangers before I came here." And a shade of sadness settled 

for a moment on her beautiful face. 

"Only two short months in your native village, and you are already unhappy! Perhaps you are getting tired of 

it and -- of me?" 

"Oh, no; I am not tired of you," she answers, with a smile. "I love you, you dark-browed Cossack! I love you 

for your hazel eyes; and when they look into mine, my soul answers back, and I feel happy and glad. And I 

like to hear you play on your guitar, and see you walk about the street. Oh, I like it so much!" 

"My own Hahn!" exclaims the Cossack, in an ecstasy, kissing the girl and drawing her closer to him. 

"Wait, Leoko! That is enough. Now, tell me, did you speak to my father?" 

"Wha-at!" he asks, as if suddenly waking from a dream. "Speak to your father! Yes, I said that I wanted to 

marry -- to have you for my wife. Yes, I spoke to him." 

  The words "I spoke" seemed to fall from his lips reluctantly and almost sadly. 

"Well?" 

"What can you make of him? The old curmudgeon pretends to be deaf. He won't hear, and keeps scolding 

because I go about with the boys. But don't think about it, Hahn. On the word of a Cossack, I'll bend him to 

my will before I've done." 

"You have only to say a word, Leoko. It shall be as you wish. I know that by myself. At any other time I 

should not have listened. Now, in spite of myself, I could not help doing whatever you ask me." 

"Look! look!" she went on, resting her head on his shoulder and raising her eyes to the warm sky. "Look 

there! Far, far away are glimmering little stars: one, two, three, four, five. Is it not true that those are angels, 

opening the windows of their bright little homes, and looking down on us? Is it not so, my Leoko? Are they 

not looking on our earth? What if men had wings, and could fly up there! Yet, not one of our trees reaches the 

heavens. Still, people say there is a land where grows a tree whose topmost branches touch the sky, and that, 

on Ascension Day, God comes down by it to earth." 

"No, Hahn! God has a ladder which stretches from Heaven to earth. On Ascension Day holy angels let down 

this ladder, and, as soon as God puts his foot on the first rung, all evil spirits take to flight and fall headlong 

into hell. That is why, on the Lord's Day, there are no evil spirits on earth." 

"How gently stirs the water -- just like a babe in a cradle!" says Hanna, pointing to a pool hard by, begirt with 

weeping willows, whose melancholy branches drooped in the water. 
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On a hillock near a pine wood, slumbered an old wooden house, with closed shutters; the roof was covered 

with moss and weeds, the windows were half hidden with apple-trees, the dark pines veiled it with shadows 

and gave it a weird and specter-like look. 

"I remember as though it were a dream," went on Hanna, keeping her eyes on Leoko, "that long, long ago, 

when I was very, very little and lived with mother, I used to hear terrible stories about that house. I am sure, 

Leoko, you know all about it." 

"God be with it, my darling! Don't mind what old women and fools say. You would only be frightened and 

would not sleep if I told you." 

"Oh, no; go on and tell me, like a dear good boy!" she said, throwing her arms round his neck, and pressing 

her cheek to his. "You don't love me; I know you don't: you only pretend. You have another sweetheart; I am 

sure you have. You must tell me about the old house. I shall not be afraid, and I shall sleep all the same. But if 

you don't tell me, I shall not sleep a bit; I shall be thinking, thinking all the night through. Do tell me, Leoko!" 

"I shall think soon that what people say is true: every woman is possessed by her own peculiar devil of 

curiosity. Well, listen. Long, long ago there lived in that house an old man, who had an only daughter. She 

was handsome; her face was as white as snow -- just like yours. Her father was a widower, on the look-out for 

a second wife. 'Will you continue to love me as you do now when you marry again, father?' she would ask 

him. And then he would say: 'I shall, my daughter; I shall love you more ardently than ever, and go on giving 

you earrings and ornaments as I have always done.' 

"The old man married and brought home his young wife. She was a fine woman, that wife of his, with a 

blooming red-and-white complexion and big black eyes; but she cast such an evil glance at her step-daughter 

that the girl shrieked in deadly fear, but not a word did the step-mother speak to her all day long. When night 

came and the father and his wife retired, the girl locked herself up in her own room, and, feeling sad, bent her 

head and fell a-weeping. A little while after, happening to look around, she spied a fierce-looking black cat 

creeping toward her. Its fur was all a-flame, and its claws struck on the floor like iron. In her terror the girl 

jumped on a chair; the cat followed her. She sprang into bed; the cat sprang after her, and, flying at her throat, 

began to choke her. Tearing the creature away, with a cry she flung it on the ground; but the next moment it 

was again crawling toward her, its savage eyes burning with rage. Rendered desperate by terror, the girl 

seized her father's sword, which hung on the wall, and with a single stroke cut off the cat's left paw; 

whereupon the cat immediately disappeared. 

"All the following day and the day after, the young wife kept her room. When she came out on the third day, 

her left hand was bandaged, and she carried the arm in a sling. Then the poor girl knew that her mother was a 

witch, and that she had cut off her hand. On the fourth day the old man ordered his daughter to hew wood, 

draw water, and scrub the floors, as if she was a menial servant or a common peasant. On the fifth he chased 

her from the house, without giving her either shoes for her feet or bread of money for a journey. The poor girl 

could bear it no longer, and, covering her face with her hands, she wept bitter tears. 

"'You have ruined your daughter, my father!' she cried. 'The witch has cast her spell over you, and wrecked 

your soul. May God forgive you! As for me, He has not willed that I should remain much longer in the world.' 
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"And look!" went on Leoko, pointing toward the house. "Do you see that high bank? Well, from that bank she 

threw herself into the pool, and since then she belongs no more to the world. That, Hahn, is what the old folks 

say; but they say so many things! The present owner wants to sell the house, and they talk about turning it 

into a brewery. But I think I hear voices. The lads and lasses are coming home. Good night, darling; don't 

think about that old woman's tale. I dare say it is all nonsense." 

And then, after embracing and kissing her, he went away. 

"Good night, Leoko!" answered Hanna, whose gaze was still fixed on the dark pine wood. 

As she looked, a great fiery ball rose slowly from the shadows, and seemed to fill the earth with a triumphant 

splendor. The pool was lighted up with a shower of sparks, and the pine wood on the hill began to stand out 

from the background of dark green. 

When the merrymakers had passed, and their voices had died in the distance, every sound was hushed, night 

covered the earth with a mantle of silence, and Hanna, after a last, wistful glance in the direction taken by her 

lover, drew back into the house, and closed and bolted the door. 

 

A May Evening was featured as The Short Story of the Day on Thu, Aug 04, 2016 
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A Buckeye Hollow Inheritance 

by Bret Harte 

 

The four men on the "Zip Coon" Ledge had not got fairly settled to their morning's work. There was the usual 

lingering hesitation which is apt to attend the taking-up of any regular or monotonous performance, shown in 

this instance in the prolonged scrutiny of a pick's point, the solemn selection of a shovel, or the "hefting" or 

weighing of a tapping-iron or drill. One member, becoming interested in a funny paragraph he found in the 

scrap of newspaper wrapped around his noonday cheese, shamelessly sat down to finish it, regardless of the 

prospecting pan thrown at him by another. They had taken up their daily routine of mining life like 

schoolboys at their tasks. 

"Hello!" said Ned Wyngate, joyously recognizing a possible further interruption. "Blamed if the Express rider 

ain't comin' here!" 

He was shading his eyes with his hand as he gazed over the broad sun-baked expanse of broken "flat" 

between them and the highroad. They all looked up, and saw the figure of a mounted man, with a courier's 

bag thrown over his shoulder, galloping towards them. It was really an event, as their letters were usually left 

at the grocery at the crossroads. 

"I knew something was goin' to happen," said Wyngate. "I didn't feel a bit like work this morning." 

Here one of their number ran off to meet the advancing horseman. They watched him until they saw the latter 

rein up, and hand a brown envelope to their messenger, who ran breathlessly back with it to the Ledge as the 

horseman galloped away again. 

"A telegraph for Jackson Wells," he said, handing it to the young man who had been reading the scrap of 

paper. 

There was a dead silence. Telegrams were expensive rarities in those days, especially with the youthful 

Bohemian miners of the Zip Coon Ledge. They were burning with curiosity, yet a singular thing happened. 

Accustomed as they had been to a life of brotherly familiarity and unceremoniousness, this portentous 

message from the outside world of civilization recalled their old formal politeness. They looked steadily away 

from the receiver of the telegram, and he on his part stammered an apologetic "Excuse me, boys," as he broke 

the envelope. 

There was another pause, which seemed to be interminable to the waiting partners. Then the voice of Wells, 

in quite natural tones, said, "By gum! that's funny! Read that, Dexter,—read it out loud." 

Dexter Rice, the foreman, took the proffered telegram from Wells's hand, and read as follows:— 

Your uncle, Quincy Wells, died yesterday, leaving you sole heir. Will attend you to-morrow for instructions. 
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BAKER AND TWIGGS, 

Attorneys, Sacramento. 

The three miners' faces lightened and turned joyously to Wells; but HIS face looked puzzled. 

"May we congratulate you, Mr. Wells?" said Wyngate, with affected politeness; "or possibly your uncle may 

have been English, and a title goes with the 'prop,' and you may be Lord Wells, or Very Wells—at least." 

But here Jackson Wells's youthful face lost its perplexity, and he began to laugh long and silently to himself. 

This was protracted to such an extent that Dexter asserted himself,—as foreman and senior partner. 

"Look here, Jack! don't sit there cackling like a chuckle-headed magpie, if you ARE the heir." 

"I—can't—help it," gasped Jackson. "I am the heir—but you see, boys, there AIN'T ANY PROPERTY." 

"What do you mean? Is all that a sell?" demanded Rice. 

"Not much! Telegraph's too expensive for that sort o' feelin'. You see, boys, I've got an Uncle Quincy, though 

I don't know him much, and he MAY be dead. But his whole fixin's consisted of a claim the size of ours, and 

played out long ago: a ramshackle lot o' sheds called a cottage, and a kind of market garden of about three 

acres, where he reared and sold vegetables. He was always poor, and as for calling it 'property,' and ME the 

'heir'—good Lord!" 

"A miser, as sure as you're born!" said Wyngate, with optimistic decision. "That's always the way. You'll find 

every crack of that blessed old shed stuck full of greenbacks and certificates of deposit, and lots of gold dust 

and coin buried all over that cow patch! And of course no one suspected it! And of course he lived alone, and 

never let any one get into his house—and nearly starved himself! Lord love you! There's hundreds of such 

cases. The world is full of 'em!" 

"That's so," chimed in Pulaski Briggs, the fourth partner, "and I tell you what, Jacksey, we'll come over with 

you the day you take possession, and just 'prospect' the whole blamed shanty, pigsties, and potato patch, for 

fun—and won't charge you anything." 

For a moment Jackson's face had really brightened under the infection of enthusiasm, but it presently settled 

into perplexity again. 

"No! You bet the boys around Buckeye Hollow would have spotted anything like that long ago." 

"Buckeye Hollow!" repeated Rice and his partners. 

"Yes! Buckeye Hollow, that's the place; not twenty miles from here, and a God-forsaken hole, as you know." 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 536  october 2020 

 

148 

A cloud had settled on Zip Coon Ledge. They knew of Buckeye Hollow, and it was evident that no good had 

ever yet come out of that Nazareth. 

"There's no use of talking now," said Rice conclusively. "You'll draw it all from that lawyer shark who's 

coming here tomorrow, and you can bet your life he wouldn't have taken this trouble if there wasn't suthin' in 

it. Anyhow, we'll knock off work now and call it half a day, in honor of our distinguished young friend's 

accession to his baronial estates of Buckeye Hollow. We'll just toddle down to Tomlinson's at the cross-roads, 

and have a nip and a quiet game of old sledge at Jacksey's expense. I reckon the estate's good for THAT," he 

added, with severe gravity. "And, speaking as a fa'r- minded man and the president of this yer Company, if 

Jackson would occasionally take out and air that telegraphic dispatch of his while we're at Tomlinson's, it 

might do something for that Company's credit—with Tomlinson! We're wantin' some new blastin' plant bad!" 

Oddly enough the telegram—accidentally shown at Tomlinson's—produced a gratifying effect, and the Zip 

Coon Ledge materially advanced in public estimation. With this possible infusion of new capital into its 

resources, the Company was beset by offers of machinery and goods; and it was deemed expedient by the 

sapient Rice, that to prevent the dissemination of any more accurate information regarding Jackson's property 

the next day, the lawyer should be met at the stage office by one of the members, and conveyed secretly past 

Tomlinson's to the Ledge. 

"I'd let you go," he said to Jackson, "only it won't do for that d——d skunk of a lawyer to think you're too 

anxious—sabe? We want to rub into him that we are in the habit out yer of havin' things left to us, and a 

fortin' more or less, falling into us now and then, ain't nothin' alongside of the Zip Coon claim. It won't hurt ye 

to keep up a big bluff on that hand of yours. Nobody would dare to 'call' you." 

Indeed this idea was carried out with such elaboration the next day that Mr. Twiggs, the attorney, was 

considerably impressed both by the conduct of his guide, who (although burning with curiosity) expressed 

absolute indifference regarding Jackson Wells's inheritance, and the calmness of Jackson himself, who had to 

be ostentatiously called from his work on the Ledge to meet him, and who even gave him an audience in the 

hearing of his partners. Forced into an apologetic attitude, he expressed his regret at being obliged to bother 

Mr. Wells with an affair of such secondary importance, but he was obliged to carry out the formalities of the 

law. 

"What do you suppose the estate is worth?" asked Wells carelessly. 

"I should not think that the house, the claim, and the land would bring more than fifteen hundred dollars," 

replied Twiggs submissively. 

To the impecunious owners of Zip Coon Ledge it seemed a large sum, but they did not show it. 

"You see," continued Mr. Twiggs, "it's really a case of 'willing away' property from its obvious or direct 

inheritors, instead of a beneficial grant. I take it that you and your uncle were not particularly intimate,—at 

least, so I gathered when I made the will,—and his simple object was to disinherit his only daughter, with 

whom he had had some quarrel, and who had left him to live with his late wife's brother, Mr. Morley Brown, 

who is quite wealthy and residing in the same township. Perhaps you remember the young lady?" 
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Jackson Wells had a dim recollection of this cousin, a hateful, red-haired schoolgirl, and an equally 

unpleasant memory of this other uncle, who was purse-proud and had never taken any notice of him. He 

answered affirmatively. 

"There may be some attempt to contest the will," continued Mr. Twiggs, "as the disinheriting of an only child 

and a daughter offends the sentiment of the people and of judges and jury, and the law makes such a will 

invalid, unless a reason is given. Fortunately your uncle has placed his reasons on record. I have a copy of the 

will here, and can show you the clause." He took it from his pocket, and read as follows: "'I exclude my 

daughter, Jocelinda Wells, from any benefit or provision of this my will and testament, for the reason that she 

has voluntarily abandoned her father's roof for the house of her mother's brother, Morley Brown; has 

preferred the fleshpots of Egypt to the virtuous frugalities of her own home, and has discarded the humble 

friends of her youth, and the associates of her father, for the meretricious and slavish sympathy of wealth and 

position. In lieu thereof, and as compensation therefor, I do hereby give and bequeath to her my full and free 

permission to gratify her frequently expressed wish for another guardian in place of myself, and to become 

the adopted daughter of the said Morley Brown, with the privilege of assuming the name of Brown as 

aforesaid.' You see," he continued, "as the young lady's present position is a better one than it would be if she 

were in her father's house, and was evidently a compromise, the sentimental consideration of her being left 

homeless and penniless falls to the ground. However, as the inheritance is small, and might be of little account 

to you, if you choose to waive it, I dare say we may make some arrangement." 

This was an utterly unexpected idea to the Zip Coon Company, and Jackson Wells was for a moment silent. 

But Dexter Rice was equal to the emergency, and turned to the astonished lawyer with severe dignity. 

"You'll excuse me for interferin', but, as the senior partner of this yer Ledge, and Jackson Wells yer bein' a 

most important member, what affects his usefulness on this claim affects us. And we propose to carry out this 

yer will, with all its dips and spurs and angles!" 

As the surprised Twiggs turned from one to the other, Rice continued, "Ez far as we kin understand this little 

game, it's the just punishment of a high-flying girl as breaks her pore old father's heart, and the re-ward of a 

young feller ez has bin to our knowledge ez devoted a nephew as they make 'em. Time and time again, sittin' 

around our camp fire at night, we've heard Jacksey say,—kinder to himself, and kinder to us, 'Now I wonder 

what's gone o' old uncle Quincy;' and he never sat down to a square meal, or ever rose from a square game, 

but what he allus said, 'If old uncle Quince was only here now, boys, I'd die happy.' I leave it to you, 

gentlemen, if that wasn't Jackson Wells's gait all the time?" 

There was a prolonged murmur of assent, and an affecting corroboration from Ned Wyngate of "That was 

him; that was Jacksey all the time!" 

"Indeed, indeed," said the lawyer nervously. "I had quite the idea that there was very little fondness"— 

"Not on your side—not on your side," said Rice quickly. "Uncle Quincy may not have anted up in this matter 

o' feelin', nor seen his nephew's rise. You know how it is yourself in these things—being a lawyer and a fa'r-

minded man—it's all on one side, ginerally! There's always one who loves and sacrifices, and all that, and 

there's always one who rakes in the pot! That's the way o' the world; and that's why," continued Rice, 

abandoning his slightly philosophical attitude, and laying his hand tenderly, and yet with a singularly 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 536  october 2020 

 

150 

significant grip, on Wells's arm, "we say to him, 'Hang on to that will, and uncle Quincy's memory.' And we 

hev to say it. For he's that tender-hearted and keerless of money—having his own share in this Ledge—that ef 

that girl came whimperin' to him he'd let her take the 'prop' and let the hull thing slide! And then he'd 

remember that he had rewarded that gal that broke the old man's heart, and that would upset him again in his 

work. And there, you see, is just where WE come in! And we say, 'Hang on to that will like grim death!'" 

The lawyer looked curiously at Rice and his companions, and then turned to Wells: "Nevertheless, I must 

look to you for instructions," he said dryly. 

But by this time Jackson Wells, although really dubious about supplanting the orphan, had gathered the sense 

of his partners, and said with a frank show of decision, "I think I must stand by the will." 

"Then I'll have it proved," said Twiggs, rising. "In the meantime, if there is any talk of contesting"— 

"If there is, you might say," suggested Wyngate, who felt he had not had a fair show in the little comedy,—

"ye might say to that old skeesicks of a wife's brother, if he wants to nipple in, that there are four men on the 

Ledge—and four revolvers! We are gin'rally fa'r-minded, peaceful men, but when an old man's heart is 

broken, and his gray hairs brought down in sorrow to the grave, so to speak, we're bound to attend the 

funeral—sabe?" 

When Mr. Twiggs had departed again, accompanied by a partner to guide him past the dangerous shoals of 

Tomlinson's grocery, Rice clapped his hand on Wells's shoulder. "If it hadn't been for me, sonny, that shark 

would have landed you into some compromise with that red-haired gal! I saw you weakenin', and then I 

chipped in. I may have piled up the agony a little on your love for old Quince, but if you aren't an ungrateful 

cub, that's how you ought to hev been feein', anyhow!" 

Nevertheless, the youthful Wells, although touched by his elder partner's loyalty, and convinced of his own 

disinterestedness, felt a painful sense of lost chivalrous opportunity. 

. . . . . . 

On mature consideration it was finally settled that Jackson Wells should make his preliminary examination of 

his inheritance alone, as it might seem inconsistent with the previous indifferent attitude of his partners if they 

accompanied him. But he was implored to yield to no blandishments of the enemy, and to even make his visit 

a secret. 

He went. The familiar flower-spiked trees which had given their name to Buckeye Hollow had never yielded 

entirely to improvements and the incursions of mining enterprise, and many of them had even survived the 

disused ditches, the scarred flats, the discarded levels, ruined flumes, and roofless cabins of the earlier 

occupation, so that when Jackson Wells entered the wide, straggling street of Buckeye, that summer morning 

was filled with the radiance of its blossoms and fragrant with their incense. His first visit there, ten years ago, 

had been a purely perfunctory and hasty one, yet he remembered the ostentatious hotel, built in the "flush 

time" of its prosperity, and already in a green premature decay; he recalled the Express Office and Town Hall, 

also passing away in a kind of similar green deliquescence; the little zinc church, now overgrown with fern 

and brambles, and the two or three fine substantial houses in the outskirts, which seemed to have sucked the 
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vitality of the little settlement. One of these—he had been told—was the property of his rich and wicked 

maternal uncle, the hated appropriator of his red-headed cousin's affections. He recalled his brief visit to the 

departed testator's claim and market garden, and his by no means favorable impression of the lonely, crabbed 

old man, as well as his relief that his objectionable cousin, whom he had not seen since he was a boy, was 

then absent at the rival uncle's. He made his way across the road to a sunny slope where the market garden of 

three acres seemed to roll like a river of green rapids to a little "run" or brook, which, even in the dry season, 

showed a trickling rill. But here he was struck by a singular circumstance. The garden rested in a rich, alluvial 

soil, and under the quickening Californian sky had developed far beyond the ability of its late cultivator to 

restrain or keep it in order. Everything had grown luxuriantly, and in monstrous size and profusion. The 

garden had even trespassed its bounds, and impinged upon the open road, the deserted claims, and the ruins of 

the past. Stimulated by the little cultivation Quincy Wells had found time to give it, it had leaped its three 

acres and rioted through the Hollow. There were scarlet runners crossing the abandoned sluices, peas 

climbing the court-house wall, strawberries matting the trail, while the seeds and pollen of its few homely 

Eastern flowers had been blown far and wide through the woods. By a grim satire, Nature seemed to have 

been the only thing that still prospered in that settlement of man. 

The cabin itself, built of unpainted boards, consisted of a sitting-room, dining-room, kitchen, and two 

bedrooms, all plainly furnished, although one of the bedrooms was better ordered, and displayed certain signs 

of feminine decoration, which made Jackson believe it had been his cousin's room. Luckily, the slight, 

temporary structure bore no deep traces of its previous occupancy to disturb him with its memories, and for 

the same reason it gained in cleanliness and freshness. The dry, desiccating summer wind that blew through it 

had carried away both the odors and the sense of domesticity; even the adobe hearth had no fireside tales to 

tell,—its very ashes had been scattered by the winds; and the gravestone of its dead owner on the hill was no 

more flavorless of his personality than was this plain house in which he had lived and died. The excessive 

vegetation produced by the stirred-up soil had covered and hidden the empty tin cans, broken boxes, and 

fragments of clothing which usually heaped and littered the tent-pegs of the pioneer. Nature's own profusion 

had thrust them into obscurity. Jackson Wells smiled as he recalled his sanguine partner's idea of a treasure-

trove concealed and stuffed in the crevices of this tenement, already so palpably picked clean by those 

wholesome scavengers of California, the dry air and burning sun. Yet he was not displeased at this 

obliteration of a previous tenancy; there was the better chance for him to originate something. He whistled 

hopefully as he lounged, with his hands in his pockets, towards the only fence and gate that gave upon the 

road. Something stuck up on the gate-post attracted his attention. It was a sheet of paper bearing the 

inscription in a large hand: "Notice to trespassers. Look out for the Orphan Robber!" A plain signboard in 

faded black letters on the gate, which had borne the legend: "Quincy Wells, Dealer in Fruit and Vegetables," 

had been rudely altered in chalk to read: "Jackson Wells, Double Dealer in Wills and Codicils," and the 

intimation "Bouquets sold here" had been changed to "Bequests stole here." For an instant the simple-minded 

Jackson failed to discover any significance of this outrage, which seemed to him to be merely the wanton 

mischief of a schoolboy. But a sudden recollection of the lawyer's caution sent the blood to his cheeks and 

kindled his indignation. He tore down the paper and rubbed out the chalk interpolation—and then laughed at 

his own anger. Nevertheless, he would not have liked his belligerent partners to see it. 

A little curious to know the extent of this feeling, he entered one of the shops, and by one or two questions 

which judiciously betrayed his ownership of the property, he elicited only a tradesman's interest in a possible 

future customer, and the ordinary curiosity about a stranger. The barkeeper of the hotel was civil, but brief 

and gloomy. He had heard the property was "willed away on account of some family quarrel which "warn't 

none of his." Mr. Wells would find Buckeye Hollow a mighty dull place after the mines. It was played out, 

sucked dry by two or three big mine owners who were trying to "freeze out" the other settlers, so as they 
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might get the place to themselves and "boom it." Brown, who had the big house over the hill, was the head 

devil of the gang! Wells felt his indignation kindle anew. And this girl that he had ousted was Brown's friend. 

Was it possible that she was a party to Brown's designs to get this three acres with the other lands? If so, his 

long-suffering uncle was only just in his revenge. 

He put all this diffidently before his partners on his return, and was a little startled at their adopting it with 

sanguine ferocity. They hoped that he would put an end to his thoughts of backing out of it. Such a course 

now would be dishonorable to his uncle's memory. It was clearly his duty to resist these blasted satraps of 

capitalists; he was providentially selected for the purpose—a village Hampden to withstand the tyrant. "And I 

reckon that shark of a lawyer knew all about it when he was gettin' off that 'purp stuff' about people's 

sympathies with the girl," said Rice belligerently. "Contest the will, would he? Why, if we caught that Brown 

with a finger in the pie we'd just whip up the boys on this Ledge and lynch him. You hang on to that three 

acres and the garden patch of your forefathers, sonny, and we'll see you through!" 

Nevertheless, it was with some misgivings that Wells consented that his three partners should actually 

accompany him and see him put in peaceable possession of his inheritance. His instinct told him that there 

would be no contest of the will, and still less any opposition on the part of the objectionable relative, Brown. 

When the wagon which contained his personal effects and the few articles of furniture necessary for his 

occupancy of the cabin arrived, the exaggerated swagger which his companions had put on in their passage 

through the settlement gave way to a pastoral indolence, equally half real, half affected. Lying on their backs 

under a buckeye, they permitted Rice to voice the general sentiment. "There's a suthin' soothin' and dreamy in 

this kind o' life, Jacksey, and we'll make a point of comin' here for a couple of days every two weeks to lend 

you a hand; it will be a mighty good change from our nigger work on the claim." 

In spite of this assurance, and the fact that they had voluntarily come to help him put the place in order, they 

did very little beyond lending a cheering expression of unqualified praise and unstinted advice. At the end of 

four hours' weeding and trimming the boundaries of the garden, they unanimously gave their opinion that it 

would be more systematic for him to employ Chinese labor at once. 

"You see," said Ned Wyngate, "the Chinese naturally take to this kind o' business. Why, you can't take up a 

china plate or saucer but you see 'em pictured there working at jobs like this, and they kin live on green things 

and rice that cost nothin', and chickens. You'll keep chickens, of course." 

Jackson thought that his hands would be full enough with the garden, but he meekly assented. 

"I'll get a pair—you only want two to begin with," continued Wyngate cheerfully, "and in a month or two 

you've got all you want, and eggs enough for market. On second thoughts, I don't know whether you hadn't 

better begin with eggs first. That is, you borry some eggs from one man and a hen from another. Then you set 

'em, and when the chickens are hatched out you just return the hen to the second man, and the eggs, when 

your chickens begin to lay, to the first man, and you've got your chickens for nothing—and there you are." 

This ingenious proposition, which was delivered on the last slope of the domain, where the partners were 

lying exhausted from their work, was broken in upon by the appearance of a small boy, barefooted, sunburnt, 

and tow-headed, who, after a moment's hurried scrutiny of the group, threw a letter with unerring precision 

into the lap of Jackson Wells, and then fled precipitately. Jackson instinctively suspected he was connected 
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with the outrage on his fence and gate-post, but as he had avoided telling his partners of the incident, fearing 

to increase their belligerent attitude, he felt now an awkward consciousness mingled with his indignation as 

he broke the seal and read as follows:— 

SIR,—This is to inform you that although you have got hold of the property by underhanded and sneaking 

ways, you ain't no right to touch or lay your vile hands on the Cherokee Rose alongside the house, nor on the 

Giant of Battles, nor on the Maiden's Pride by the gate—the same being the property of Miss Jocelinda Wells, 

and planted by her, under the penalty of the Law. And if you, or any of your gang of ruffians, touches it or 

them, or any thereof, or don't deliver it up when called for in good order, you will be persecuted by them. 

AVENGER. 

It is to be feared that Jackson would have suppressed this also, but the keen eyes of his partners, excited by 

the abruptness of the messenger, were upon him. He smiled feebly, and laid the letter before them. But he was 

unprepared for their exaggerated indignation, and with difficulty restrained them from dashing off in the 

direction of the vanished herald. "And what could you do?" he said. "The boy's only a messenger." 

"I'll get at that d——d skunk Brown, who's back of him," said Dexter Rice. 

"And what then?" persisted Jackson, with a certain show of independence. "If this stuff belongs to the girl, I'm 

not certain I shan't give them up without any fuss. Lord! I want nothing but what the old man left me—and 

certainly nothing of HERS." 

Here Ned Wyngate was heard to murmur that Jackson was one of those men who would lie down and let 

coyotes crawl over him if they first presented a girl's visiting card, but he was stopped by Rice demanding 

paper and pencil. The former being torn from a memorandum book, and a stub of the latter produced from 

another pocket, he wrote as follows:— 

SIR,—In reply to the hogwash you have kindly exuded in your letter of to-day, I have to inform you that you 

can have what you ask for Miss Wells, and perhaps a trifle on your own account, by calling this afternoon 

on—Yours truly— 

"Now, sign it," continued Rice, handing him the pencil. 

"But this will look as if we were angry and wanted to keep the plants," protested Wells. 

"Never you mind, sonny, but sign! Leave the rest to your partners, and when you lay your head on your 

pillow to-night return thanks to an overruling Providence for providing you with the right gang of ruffians to 

look after you!" 

Wells signed reluctantly, and Wyngate offered to find a Chinaman in the gulch who would take the missive. 

"And being a Chinaman, Brown can do any cussin' or buck talk THROUGH him!" he added. 
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The afternoon wore on; the tall Douglas pines near the water pools wheeled their long shadows round and 

halfway up the slope, and the sun began to peer into the faces of the reclining men. Subtle odors of mint and 

southern-wood, stragglers from the garden, bruised by their limbs, replaced the fumes of their smoked-out 

pipes, and the hammers of the woodpeckers were busy in the grove as they lay lazily nibbling the fragrant 

leaves like peaceful ruminants. Then came the sound of approaching wheels along the invisible highway 

beyond the buckeyes, and then a halt and silence. Rice rose slowly, bright pin points in the pupils of his gray 

eyes. 

"Bringin' a wagon with him to tote the hull shanty away," suggested Wyngate. 

"Or fetched his own ambulance," said Briggs. 

Nevertheless, after a pause, the wheels presently rolled away again. 

"We'd better go and meet him at the gate," said Rice, hitching his revolver holster nearer his hip. "That wagon 

stopped long enough to put down three or four men." 

They walked leisurely but silently to the gate. It is probable that none of them believed in a serious collision, 

but now the prospect had enough possibility in it to quicken their pulses. They reached the gate. But it was 

still closed; the road beyond it empty. 

"Mebbe they've sneaked round to the cabin," said Briggs, "and are holdin' it inside." 

They were turning quickly in that direction, when Wyngate said, "Hush!—some one's there in the brush under 

the buckeyes." 

They listened; there was a faint rustling in the shadows. 

"Come out o' that, Brown—into the open. Don't be shy," called out Rice in cheerful irony. "We're waitin' for 

ye." 

But Briggs, who was nearest the wood, here suddenly uttered an exclamation,—"B'gosh!" and fell back, open-

mouthed, upon his companions. They too, in another moment, broke into a feeble laugh, and lapsed against 

each other in sheepish silence. For a very pretty girl, handsomely dressed, swept out of the wood and 

advanced towards them. 

Even at any time she would have been an enchanting vision to these men, but in the glow of exercise and 

sparkle of anger she was bewildering. Her wonderful hair, the color of freshly hewn redwood, had escaped 

from her hat in her passage through the underbrush, and even as she swept down upon them in her majesty 

she was jabbing a hairpin into it with a dexterous feminine hand. 

The three partners turned quite the color of her hair; Jackson Wells alone remained white and rigid. She came 

on, her very short upper lip showing her white teeth with her panting breath. 
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Rice was first to speak. "I beg—your pardon, Miss—I thought it was Brown—you know," he stammered. 

But she only turned a blighting brown eye on the culprit, curled her short lip till it almost vanished in her 

scornful nostrils, drew her skirt aside with a jerk, and continued her way straight to Jackson Wells, where she 

halted. 

"We did not know you were—here alone," he said apologetically. 

"Thought I was afraid to come alone, didn't you? Well, you see, I'm not. There!" She made another dive at her 

hat and hair, and brought the hat down wickedly over her eyebrows. "Gimme my plants." 

Jackson had been astonished. He would have scarcely recognized in this willful beauty the red-haired girl 

whom he had boyishly hated, and with whom he had often quarreled. But there was a recollection—and with 

that recollection came an instinct of habit. He looked her squarely in the face, and, to the horror of his 

partners, said, "Say please!" 

They had expected to see him fall, smitten with the hairpin! But she only stopped, and then in bitter irony 

said, "Please, Mr. Jackson Wells." 

"I haven't dug them up yet—and it would serve you just right if I made you get them for yourself. But perhaps 

my friends here might help you—if you were civil." 

The three partners seized spades and hoes and rushed forward eagerly. "Only show us what you want," they 

said in one voice. The young girl stared at them, and at Jackson. Then with swift determination she turned her 

back scornfully upon him, and with a dazzling smile which reduced the three men to absolute idiocy, said to 

the others, "I'll show YOU," and marched away to the cabin. 

"Ye mustn't mind Jacksey," said Rice, sycophantically edging to her side, "he's so cut up with losin' your 

father that he loved like a son, he isn't himself, and don't seem to know whether to ante up or pass out. And as 

for yourself, Miss—why—What was it he was sayin' only just as the young lady came?" he added, turning 

abruptly to Wyngate. 

"Everything that cousin Josey planted with her own hands must be took up carefully and sent back—even 

though it's killin' me to part with it," quoted Wyngate unblushingly, as he slouched along on the other side. 

Miss Wells's eyes glared at them, though her mouth still smiled ravishingly. "I'm sure I'm troubling you." 

In a few moments the plants were dug up and carefully laid together; indeed, the servile Briggs had added a 

few that she had not indicated. 

"Would you mind bringing them as far as the buggy that's coming down the hill?" she said, pointing to a 

buggy driven by a small boy which was slowly approaching the gate. The men tenderly lifted the uprooted 

plants, and proceeded solemnly, Miss Wells bringing up the rear, towards the gate, where Jackson Wells was 

still surlily lounging. 
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They passed out first. Miss Wells lingered for an instant, and then advancing her beautiful but audacious face 

within an inch of Jackson's, hissed out, "Make-believe! and hypocrite!" 

"Cross-patch and sauce-box!" returned Jackson readily, still under the malign influence of his boyish past, as 

she flounced away. 

Presently he heard the buggy rattle away with his persecutor. But his partners still lingered on the road in 

earnest conversation, and when they did return it was with a singular awkwardness and embarrassment, which 

he naturally put down to a guilty consciousness of their foolish weakness in succumbing to the girl's demands. 

But he was a little surprised when Dexter Rice approached him gloomily. "Of course," he began, "it ain't no 

call of ours to interfere in family affairs, and you've a right to keep 'em to yourself, but if you'd been fair and 

square and above board in what you got off on us about this per—" 

"What do you mean?" demanded the astonished Wells. 

"Well—callin' her a 'red-haired gal.'" 

"Well—she is a red-haired girl!" said Wells impatiently. 

"A man," continued Rice pityingly, "that is so prejudiced as to apply such language to a beautiful orphan—

torn with grief at the loss of a beloved but d——d misconstruing parent—merely because she begs a few 

vegetables out of his potato patch, ain't to be reasoned with. But when you come to look at this thing by and 

large, and as a fa'r-minded man, sonny, you'll agree with us that the sooner you make terms with her the 

better. Considerin' your interest, Jacksey,—let alone the claims of humanity,—we've concluded to withdraw 

from here until this thing is settled. She's sort o' mixed us up with your feelings agin her, and naturally 

supposed we object to the color of her hair! and bein' a penniless orphan, rejected by her relations"— 

"What stuff are you talking?" burst in Jackson. "Why, YOU saw she treated you better than she did me." 

"Steady! There you go with that temper of yours that frightened the girl! Of course she could see that WE 

were fa'r-minded men, accustomed to the ways of society, and not upset by the visit of a lady, or the givin' up 

of a few green sticks! But let that slide! We're goin' back home to-night, sonny, and when you've thought this 

thing over and are straightened up and get your right bearin's, we'll stand by you as before. We'll put a man on 

to do your work on the Ledge, so ye needn't worry about that." 

They were quite firm in this decision,—however absurd or obscure their conclusions,—and Jackson, after his 

first flash of indignation, felt a certain relief in their departure. But strangely enough, while he had hesitated 

about keeping the property when they were violently in favor of it, he now felt he was right in retaining it 

against their advice to compromise. The sentimental idea had vanished with his recognition of his hateful 

cousin in the role of the injured orphan. And for the same odd reason her prettiness only increased his 

resentment. He was not deceived,—it was the same capricious, willful, red-haired girl. 
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The next day he set himself to work with that dogged steadiness that belonged to his simple nature, and which 

had endeared him to his partners. He set half a dozen Chinamen to work, and followed, although apparently 

directing, their methods. The great difficulty was to restrain and control the excessive vegetation, and he 

matched the small economies of the Chinese against the opulence of the Californian soil. The "garden patch" 

prospered; the neighbors spoke well of it and of him. But Jackson knew that this fierce harvest of early spring 

was to be followed by the sterility of the dry season, and that irrigation could alone make his work profitable 

in the end. He brought a pump to force the water from the little stream at the foot of the slope to the top, and 

allowed it to flow back through parallel trenches. Again Buckeye applauded! Only the gloomy barkeeper 

shook his head. "The moment you get that thing to pay, Mr. Wells, you'll find the hand of Brown, somewhere, 

getting ready to squeeze it dry!" 

But Jackson Wells did not trouble himself about Brown, whom he scarcely knew. Once indeed, while 

trenching the slope, he was conscious that he was watched by two men from the opposite bank; but they were 

apparently satisfied by their scrutiny, and turned away. Still less did he concern himself with the movements 

of his cousin, who once or twice passed him superciliously in her buggy on the road. Again, she met him as 

one of a cavalcade of riders, mounted on a handsome but ill-tempered mustang, which she was managing with 

an ill-temper and grace equal to the brute's, to the alternate delight and terror of her cavalier. He could see that 

she had been petted and spoiled by her new guardian and his friends far beyond his conception. But why she 

should grudge him the little garden and the pastoral life for which she was so unsuited, puzzled him greatly. 

One afternoon he was working near the road, when he was startled by an outcry from his Chinese laborers, 

their rapid dispersal from the strawberry beds where they were working, the splintering crash of his fence 

rails, and a commotion among the buckeyes. Furious at what seemed to him one of the usual wanton attacks 

upon coolie labor, he seized his pick and ran to their assistance. But he was surprised to find Jocelinda's 

mustang caught by the saddle and struggling between two trees, and its unfortunate mistress lying upon the 

strawberry bed. Shocked but cool-headed, Jackson released the horse first, who was lashing out and 

destroying everything within his reach, and then turned to his cousin. But she had already lifted herself to her 

elbow, and with a trickle of blood and mud on one fair cheek was surveying him scornfully under her tumbled 

hair and hanging hat. 

"You don't suppose I was trespassing on your wretched patch again, do you?" she said in a voice she was 

trying to keep from breaking. "It was that brute—who bolted." 

"I don't suppose you were bullying ME this time," he said, "but you were YOUR HORSE—or it wouldn't 

have happened. Are you hurt?" 

She tried to move; he offered her his hand, but she shied from it and struggled to her feet. She took a step 

forward—but limped. 

"If you don't want my arm, let me call a Chinaman," he suggested. 

She glared at him. "If you do I'll scream!" she said in a low voice, and he knew she would. But at the same 

moment her face whitened, at which he slipped his arm under hers in a dexterous, business-like way, so as to 

support her weight. Then her hat got askew, and down came a long braid over his shoulder. He remembered it 

of old, only it was darker than then and two or three feet longer. 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 536  october 2020 

 

158 

"If you could manage to limp as far as the gate and sit down on the bank, I'd get your horse for you," he said. 

"I hitched it to a sapling." 

"I saw you did—before you even offered to help me," she said scornfully. 

"The horse would have got away—YOU couldn't." 

"If you only knew how I hated you," she said, with a white face, but a trembling lip. 

"I don't see how that would make things any better," he said. "Better wipe your face; it's scratched and muddy, 

and you've been rubbing your nose in my strawberry bed." 

She snatched his proffered handkerchief suddenly, applied it to her face, and said: "I suppose it looks 

dreadful." 

"Like a pig's," he returned cheerfully. 

She walked a little more firmly after this, until they reached the gate. He seated her on the bank, and went 

back for the mustang. That beautiful brute, astounded and sore from its contact with the top rail and brambles, 

was cowed and subdued as he led it back. 

She had finished wiping her face, and was hurriedly disentangling two stinging tears from her long lashes, 

before she threw back his handkerchief. Her sprained ankle obliged him to lift her into the saddle and adjust 

her little shoe in the stirrup. He remembered when it was still smaller. "You used to ride astride," he said, a 

flood of recollection coming over him, "and it's much safer with your temper and that brute." 

"And you," she said in a lower voice, "used to be"—But the rest of her sentence was lost in the switch of the 

whip and the jump of her horse, but he thought the word was "kinder." 

Perhaps this was why, after he watched her canter away, he went back to the garden, and from the bruised and 

trampled strawberry bed gathered a small basket of the finest fruit, covered them with leaves, added a paper 

with the highly ingenious witticism, "Picked up with you," and sent them to her by one of the Chinamen. Her 

forcible entry moved Li Sing, his foreman, also chief laundryman to the settlement, to reminiscences: 

"Me heap knew Missy Wells and ole man, who go dead. Ole man allee time make chin music to Missy. Allee 

time jaw jaw—allee time make lows—allee time cuttee up Missy! Plenty time lockee up Missy topside house; 

no can walkee—no can talkee—no hab got—how can get?—must washee washee allee same Chinaman. Ole 

man go dead—Missy all lightee now. Plenty fun. Plenty stay in Blown's big house, top-side hill; Blown first-

chop man." 

Had he inquired he might have found this pagan testimony, for once, corroborated by the Christian neighbors. 

But another incident drove all this from his mind. The little stream—the life blood of his garden—ran dry! 

Inquiry showed that it had been diverted two miles away into Brown's ditch! Wells's indignant protest elicited 
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a formal reply from Brown, stating that he owned the adjacent mining claims, and reminding him that mining 

rights to water took precedence of the agricultural claim, but offering, by way of compensation, to purchase 

the land thus made useless and sterile. Jackson suddenly recalled the prophecy of the gloomy barkeeper. The 

end, had come! But what could the scheming capitalist want with the land, equally useless—as his uncle had 

proved—for mining purposes? Could it be sheer malignity, incited by his vengeful cousin? But here he 

paused, rejecting the idea as quickly as it came. No! his partners were right! He was a trespasser on his 

cousin's heritage—there was no luck in it—he was wrong, and this was his punishment! Instead of yielding 

gracefully as he might, he must back down now, and she would never know his first real feelings. Even now 

he would make over the property to her as a free gift. But his partners had advanced him money from their 

scanty means to plant and work it. He believed that an appeal to their feelings would persuade them to forego 

even that, but he shrank even more from confessing his defeat to THEM than to her. 

He had little heart in his labors that day, and dismissed the Chinamen early. He again examined his uncle's old 

mining claim on the top of the slope, but was satisfied that it had been a hopeless enterprise and wisely 

abandoned. It was sunset when he stood under the buckeyes, gloomily looking at the glow fade out of the 

west, as it had out of his boyish hopes. He had grown to like the place. It was the hour, too, when the few 

flowers he had cultivated gave back their pleasant odors, as if grateful for his care. And then he heard his 

name called. 

It was his cousin, standing a few yards from him in evident hesitation. She was quite pale, and for a moment 

he thought she was still suffering from her fall, until he saw in her nervous, half-embarrassed manner that it 

had no physical cause. Her old audacity and anger seemed gone, yet there was a queer determination in her 

pretty brows. 

"Good-evening," he said. 

She did not return his greeting, but pulling uneasily at her glove, said hesitatingly: "Uncle has asked you to 

sell him this land?" 

"Yes." 

"Well—don't!" she burst out abruptly. 

He stared at her. 

"Oh, I'm not trying to keep you here," she went on, flashing back into her old temper; "so you needn't stare 

like that. I say, 'Don't,' because it ain't right, it ain't fair." 

"Why, he's left me no alternative," he said. 

"That's just it—that's why it's mean and low. I don't care if he is our uncle." 

Jackson was bewildered and shocked. 
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"I know it's horrid to say it," she said, with a white face; "but it's horrider to keep it in! Oh, Jack! when we 

were little, and used to fight and quarrel, I never was mean—was I? I never was underhanded—was I? I never 

lied—did I? And I can't lie now. Jack," she looked hurriedly around her, "HE wants to get hold of the land—

HE thinks there's gold in the slope and bank by the stream. He says dad was a fool to have located his claim 

so high up. Jack! did you ever prospect the bank?" 

A dawning of intelligence came upon Jackson. "No," he said; "but," he added bitterly, "what's the use? He 

owns the water now,—I couldn't work it." 

"But, Jack, IF you found the color, this would be a MINING claim! You could claim the water right; and, as 

it's your land, your claim would be first!" 

Jackson was startled. "Yes, IF I found the color." 

"You WOULD find it." 

"WOULD?" 

"Yes! I DID—on the sly! Yesterday morning on your slope by the stream, when no one was up! I washed a 

panful and got that." She took a piece of tissue paper from her pocket, opened it, and shook into her little palm 

three tiny pin points of gold. 

"And that was your own idea, Jossy?" 

"Yes!" 

"Your very own?" 

"Honest Injin!" 

"Wish you may die?" 

"True, O King!" 

He opened his arms, and they mutually embraced. Then they separated, taking hold of each other's hands 

solemnly, and falling back until they were at arm's length. Then they slowly extended their arms sideways at 

full length, until this action naturally brought their faces and lips together. They did this with the utmost 

gravity three times, and then embraced again, rocking on pivoted feet like a metronome. Alas! it was no 

momentary inspiration. The most casual and indifferent observer could see that it was the result of long 

previous practice and shameless experience. And as such—it was a revelation and an explanation. 

. . . . . . 
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"I always suspected that Jackson was playin' us about that red- haired cousin," said Rice two weeks later; "but 

I can't swallow that purp stuff about her puttin' him up to that dodge about a new gold discovery on a fresh 

claim, just to knock out Brown. No, sir. He found that gold in openin' these irrigatin' trenches,—the usual 

nigger luck, findin' what you're not lookin' arter." 

"Well, we can't complain, for he's offered to work it on shares with us," said Briggs. 

"Yes—until he's ready to take in another partner." 

"Not—Brown?" said his horrified companions. 

"No!—but Brown's adopted daughter—that red-haired cousin!" 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/bret-harte/short-story/a-buckeye-hollow-inheritance 


