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The Building Blocks of Moral Revolution: Jacqueline Novogratz on the Art of Accompaniment Along 

the Path to Justice and the Courage to Defy Cynicism in the Face of Staggering Requisite for Change 

“Cynics might point to a system of governments, corporations, and technologies so broken that attempts to 

change it from the edges are futile. But cynics don’t build the future.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

From the hard-earned platform of his revolutionary life, Frederick Douglass looked back on his youth under 

the “brutalizing power” of slavery, a bodily brutality lashing at the soul as he watched “men and women, … 

moral and intellectual beings, in open contempt of their humanity, leveled at a blow with horses, sheep, 

horned cattle and swine.” This grim reality of “manhood lost in chattelhood,” he argued, would take nothing 

less than a “moral revolution” to overturn. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1250222877/braipick-20
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A century after Douglass’s death, a nun by the name of Felicula Nyiramutarambirwa — one of Rwanda’s first 

three women parliamentarians — set out to eradicate the country’s epochs-old “bride price” — a practice of 

reducing women to chattel by having a prospective husband offer his future father-in-law three cows in 

exchange for the bride-to-be. Her country was not ready — the law banning the practice was rescinded, 

backlash erupted, and Felicula Nyiramutarambirwa was murdered. 

Not long before her death, she had taken under her wing an idealistic young American woman who over the 

next decades would carry her torch in an unexampled way, irradiating the world with its light on scales 

neither of them could have predicted or dared dream of. Twenty-five, disillusioned with the hypocrisies of 

capitalism and a financial world predicated on an erasure of the lives of the poor, she would devote her life to 

exposing the deep-rooted, centuries-old systemic corruptions of a global economic system in which humanity 

is lost to chattelhood. She would come to see that because the systemic assault of poverty impoverishes 

people of much more than wages, the opposite of poverty is not riches but dignity. She would pioneer a new 

model of flourishing — flourishing of the body as well as the spirit — modeling a world where dignity is the 

primary stake to be held and each human being, no matter their nationality, ethnicity, gender, religion, race, or 

income level, is a sovereign and inalienable stakeholder. 

Illustration 

by Jacqueline Ayer from The Paper-Flower Tree, 1962. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/08/30/the-paper-flower-tree-jacqueline-ayer/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/08/30/the-paper-flower-tree-jacqueline-ayer/
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In the decades since her formative experience in Rwanda, hardly anyone has made a greater or further-

reaching difference in the lives of the world’s poor than microfinance pioneer 

and Acumen founder Jacqueline Novogratz. In Manifesto for a Moral Revolution: Practices to Build a 

Better World (public library), she looks back on her own life and forward to our shared future to consider the 

building blocks of robust, lasting change. She writes: 

1986. Kigali, Rwanda. I am standing in a field on a blue-sky day, surrounded by tall, yellow sunflowers. I am 

a twenty-five-year-old former banker dressed in a flowy skirt, wearing flat, mud-speckled white shoes, my 

head filled with dreams of changing the world. Beside me is an apple-cheeked, bespectacled nun in a brown 

habit smiling broadly. Her name is Felicula, and I adore her for taking me under her wing. Along with a few 

other Rwandan women, she and I are planning to build the first microfinance bank in the country. Today, 

we’re visiting a sunflower oil-pressing business, the kind of tiny venture our bank might one day support. We 

plan to call the microfinance organization Duterimbere meaning “to go forward with enthusiasm.” 

All I see is upside. 

2016. Kigali, Rwanda. I am standing at an outdoor reception on a starry night, surrounded by men and women 

in dark suits. I am the fifty-five-year-old CEO of Acumen, a global nonprofit seeking to change the way the 

world tackles poverty. Rwanda’s president, Paul Kagame, and his top ministers are at the reception to meet 

potential investors in a new $70 million impact fund Acumen is building to bring solar electricity to more 

than ten million low-income people in East Africa. 

I have become all too familiar with the risks of making and then trying to deliver on big promises. Yet I’m 

confident Acumen and its partners can launch and implement this fund, and thus prove the power of 

innovation to help solve one of the continent’s most intractable problems. 

Just before I begin to make a formal presentation to the group, a young Rwandan woman wearing a navy suit 

and low-heeled pumps approaches me. 

“Ms. Novogratz,” she says, “I think you knew my auntie.” 

“Really?” I ask. “What was her name?” I haven’t a clue to whom she is referring: too many of my friends 

were murdered in the genocide. 

“Her name was Felicula,” she responds brightly. 

My eyes well with tears. “I’m sorry,” I stammer. “Would you remind me who you are again?” 

“My name is Monique,” the young woman answers with soft-spoken confidence, her eyes holding mine. “I 

am the deputy secretary-general of Rwanda’s central bank.” 

“The longer the lever the less perceptible its motion,” Henry David Thoreau had written in Frederick 

Douglass’s day in contemplating the long timescales of social change. On the timescale of our civilization, 

thirty years is an astonishingly short span for change so profound, especially if this particular lever has been 

http://acumen.org/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1250222877/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1250222877/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/mrs-nelsons-class/oclc/972500446&referer=brief_results
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/02/20/thoreau-social-change/
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Art by 

Margaret C. Cook from a rare 1913 English edition of Walt Whitman’s Leaves of Grass. (Available as a 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/04/11/leaves-of-grass-margaret-cook/
https://society6.com/product/i-see-great-cloud-masses-with-at-times-half-dimmd-saddend-far-off-star_framed-print?sku=s6-8967899p21a12v52a13v54?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/i-see-great-cloud-masses-with-at-times-half-dimmd-saddend-far-off-star_framed-print?sku=s6-8967899p21a12v52a13v54?curator=brainpicker
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printintercepted by one of the grimmest genocides in the history of the world. In a single generation, Rwandan 

women had gone from being priced as chattel to charging the country’s financial system. 

With an eye to Felicula Nyiramutarambirwa and the women who dared to dream on timescales beyond their 

own lifetimes, with an eye to her own work with people around the world who are transforming their 

communities in ways they might not live to see, Jacqueline considers the fulcrum of the lever. With echoes of 

Theodor Roosevelt’s famous “Citizenship in a Republic” speech about the cowardice of cynicism in 

advancing change, a generation after the British economist E.F. Schumacher called for prioritizing people 

over products and creativity over consumption in what he called “Buddhist economics, she writes: 

Cynics might point to a system of governments, corporations, and technologies so broken that attempts to 

change it from the edges are futile. But cynics don’t build the future. Instead, they often use their jaundiced 

views to justify inaction. And never before have we more desperately needed their opposite — thoughtful, 

empathetic, resilient believers and optimists on a path of moral leadership. 

[…] 

Those I’ve known who’ve most changed the world exhibit a voracious curiosity about the world and other 

people, and a willingness to listen and empathize with those unlike them. These people stand apart not 

because of school degrees or the size of their bank accounts, but because of their character, their willingness 

to build reservoirs of courage and stand for their beliefs, even if they stand alone. 

.) 

Along the path of their shared devotion to ending poverty, Jacqueline came to know these outstanding human 

beings — many of them people radically different from her, inhabiting worlds and shaped by world-forces 

radically different from those of her own crucible — through what she terms “the practice of 

accompaniment”: 

https://society6.com/product/i-see-great-cloud-masses-with-at-times-half-dimmd-saddend-far-off-star_framed-print?sku=s6-8967899p21a12v52a13v54?curator=brainpicker
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/04/30/theodore-roosevelt-arena-cynicism-critic/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/07/07/buddhist-economics-schumacher/
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Illustration by Jacqueline Ayer from The Paper-Flower Tree 

 

Accompaniment is a Jesuit idea, meaning to “live and walk” alongside those you serve. It is the willingness to 

encounter another, to make someone feel valued and seen, bettered for knowing you, never belittled. Guiding 

another person, organization, or community to build confidence and capabilities requires tenacity, a 

disciplined resolve to show up repeatedly with no expectation of thanks in return. This kind of 

accompaniment requires the patience to listen to others’ stories without judgment, to offer skills and solutions 

without imposition. It is to be a follower as well as a guide, a humble yet aspirational teacher-student focused 

on coaching another with firm kindness and a steady presence. With those you aim to serve or lead, your job 

is to be interested, to help make another person shine, not demonstrate how smart or good or capable you 

yourself are. 

Accompaniment is especially important when partnering with those who are from places or families that have 

been traumatized or marginalized by war, violence, isolation, aggression, or by drugs or generational poverty. 

Accompaniment recognizes that for many individuals and communities, spiritual poverty is as devastating as 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/08/30/the-paper-flower-tree-jacqueline-ayer/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/08/30/the-paper-flower-tree-jacqueline-ayer/
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material poverty. The simple act of showing up and connecting with another’s humanity can help a person 

rekindle hope in ways they might not otherwise have dreamed of doing. 

In the remainder of Manifesto for a Moral Revolution, she draws on her three decades of accompanying the 

world’s poor on a path of dignity, on working with remarkable local entrepreneurs changing the landscape of 

possibility for their communities, to share hard-earned learnings about listening across lines of seemingly 

unbridgeable difference, understanding poverty as something larger and more complex than income level, 

defining success by something larger and more complex than solvency and public acclaim, and inviting 

constructive conflict — or what the great jazz scholar and writer Albert Murray called “antagonistic 

cooperation” — within ourselves and among ourselves in order to balance the needs of the individual with the 

needs of the community, the need for freedom with the need for belonging, in continually honing and refining 

the instrument of social change toward a more equitable and dignified world. 

Complement with the great French philosopher and political activist Simone Weil on the relationship between 

our rights and our responsibilities and the young poet Marissa Davis’s stunning love letter to the double 

courage of facing a broken reality while refusing to cease cherishing this beautiful world in its brokenness, 

then revisit Zadie Smith on the vital interplay of optimism and despair in what we call progress. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/07/27/jacqueline-novogratz-manifesto-for-a-moral-

revolution/?mc_cid=d1e330e7f2&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1250222877/braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/04/08/albert-murray-antagonistic-cooperation/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/04/08/albert-murray-antagonistic-cooperation/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/02/03/simone-weil-the-need-for-roots/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/02/03/simone-weil-the-need-for-roots/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/07/05/singularity-marissa-davis/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/02/08/zadie-smith-feel-free-optimism-and-despair/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/07/27/jacqueline-novogratz-manifesto-for-a-moral-revolution/?mc_cid=d1e330e7f2&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/07/27/jacqueline-novogratz-manifesto-for-a-moral-revolution/?mc_cid=d1e330e7f2&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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How to Write 

by Anne Waldman 
Issue no. 45 (Winter 1968) 

Perhaps I’m kidding myself about 

the life I lead 

Sometimes I feel I’m dying 

like a lot of things I see around me 

Then I turn on the TV and understand 

that everything must still be moving 

Music, for example, and I rush outside 

around the corner to a concert 

It’s so easy 

Everything accessible from where I 

happen to live at the moment 

Things like rock concerts not too many trees on 2nd Avenue 

Once, on the Sixth Avenue bus 

I got a sudden sensation 

I had been alive before 

That I was a man at some other time 

Traveling 

You would think this strange if you were a woman 

If I were a man right now I’d be getting out of the draft 

but I think I’d want to be a poet too 

Which simply means alive, awake and digging everything 

Even that which makes me sick and want to die 

I don’t really, you know 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=cb227e216f&e=d538c8f2e0
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I just don’t want to be conscious sometimes 

because when you’re conscious in the ordinary way 

you have to think about yourself a lot 

Dull thoughts like what am I doing ? 

Uptown in a large crowd I want to sit down and cry 

because everything is simple and complicated 

all at once 

Everyone has this feeling 

Even people downtown 

It is very basic to the way we are 

which is why I can say “we” 

A lot of drugs can change you if you want 

because you too are made of what drugs are made of 

In fact you are just a bundle of drugs 

when you come right down to it 

I don’t want to go into it 

but you’ll see what I mean when you catch on 

That’s not meant to sound snotty 

I’m open to whatever comes along 

This is the feeling I get before I take a plane 

Then everything’s the same afterward anyway 

All into one space and here I am again 

alive still, same worries on my mind 

The thing is don’t worry! 

You are doing what you have to what you can 

You hear from your friends 

They let you know what’s happening in California, Iowa 

Vermont and other places about the globe 
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They take you out of your little room 

just like the newspapers or the news 

or the man you live with 

and put you in a much larger room 

one in which you are in constant motion around the clock 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=cb227e216f&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=cb227e216f&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=cb227e216f&e=d538c8f2e0
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Smelling armpits 

ByJosé Ramón Alonso  Body odor is present in all mammals, including of course humans. It has a clear 

genetic basis, although it is modulated by different conditions, both normal and pathological. Interestingly, 

although it is believed to have an important communicative function and to be involved in sexual attraction, 

body odor is considered unpleasant by most people, which seems a bit contradictory. 

Photo: Sudeera Seneviratne on Unsplash 

Human beings use body odor as an unconscious way to identify a partner who has a good chance of being a 

favorable parent for their offspring. It is believed that body odor carries clues about the quality of a person’s 

genes, health, and reproductive success. Although in principle no one would claim it, studies of heterosexual 

women have concluded that body odor is a defining factor in their attraction to men, superior to their physical 

appearance 1. The conclusion is that humans do not only use sight and hearing, a good conversation is a 

powerful aphrodisiac, but that smell also plays a key role in the attraction of a partner. 

The composition of body odor is modulated by diet, gender, health status, and the medications we take, and is 

primarily due to the action of human bacteria on skin secretions. Humans have three types of glands in the 

skin: eccrine sweat glands, apocrine sweat glands and sebaceous glands. The former are present from birth, 

https://mappingignorance.org/2020/09/14/smelling-armpits/#author
https://unsplash.com/@zdeera?utm_source=unsplash&utm_medium=referral&utm_content=creditCopyText
https://unsplash.com/s/photos/armpit?utm_source=unsplash&utm_medium=referral&utm_content=creditCopyText
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/09/14/smelling-armpits/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-7198-1


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 540 november 2020 

 

14 

while the latter two start working after puberty. The eccrine glands are found in high density throughout the 

body, open directly on the skin surface and are essential for thermoregulation. In contrast, the apocrine glands 

open in the hair follicles and often appear in high density in specific locations of the body: armpit, nipple, and 

external genitalia. 

Body odor is based primarily on the secretion of the apocrine sweat glands, which generate a number of 

substances that are metabolized by the skin 

microbiota. Staphylococcus, Cutibacterium (formerly Propionibacterium) and Corynebacterium are the 

dominant genera that colonize the armpit, with recent metataxonomic studies highlighting the additional 

presence of Gram-positive anaerobic cocci 

(GPAC), in particular the genera Anaerococcus and Peptoniphilus. The result of the biological activity of 

these microbes is various chemicals that give each individual his/her characteristic smell. The most 

characteristic body odour producing site is the armpit and some of the most annoying odors, described as 

pungent, acrid or caustic, are thioalcohols, alcohols bound to one or more sulphur groups. Thioalcohols, 

despite being present in trace amounts, are the most pungent volatiles, with a smell that was described as a 

mixture of cheese and onion. Therefore, these molecules are not produced directly by humans but are actually 

the result of microbial activity on secretions found on the skin. 

A research team led by Gavin Thomas has studied the main component of underarm odor and has seen that it 

is generated by the action of a specific enzyme produced by a particular species of bacteria 2. The enzyme is 

present only in the staphylococci that generate body odor, which are the only ones capable of breaking down 

odorless molecules to generate thioalcohols. The precursor is Cys-Gly-3M3SH. 

The researchers used phylogenetics, biochemistry and structural biology to demonstrate that cysteine-thiol 

lyase, a pyridoxal phosphate-dependent enzyme, moved horizontally into a unique monophyletic group of 

odor-forming staphylococci about 60 million years ago, and has subsequently tailored its enzymatic function 

to human-derived thioalcohol precursors. Bacteria take the Cys-Gly-3M3SH and consume part of it but the 

rest, 3M3S, is expelled to the outside and that is one of the key molecules for the characteristic human 

pungent odor. 

The researchers looked at a wide variety of Staphylococcus species and, to their surprise, found that only one, 

coagulase-negative Staphylococcus, was responsible for generating the pungent component of body odor. 

Strikingly, Staphylococcus epidermidis, the dominant staphylococcal species present on the skin including the 

axilla, nor Staphylococcus capitis nor Staphylococcus aureus do not metabolise Cys-Gly-3M3SH. The 

staphylococci that general thioalcohols probably received the enzyme from another bacterium, likely from 

a Bacillus-like ancestor. 

To prove that this enzyme was primarily responsible for this characteristic odorous signature they transferred 

the enzyme to another species of the microbial community, Staphylococcus aureus, and saw that this species, 

which is a common component of the skin microbiota and does not generate any odorous molecules, began to 

produce that characteristic unpleasant body odor. The next part is an unknown, we know how the body odor is 

produced, but we have not discovered why. All we know is that our olfactory system is very good at detecting 

thioalcohols at very low concentrations, which may make them very important for locating, identifying and 

selecting other human beings. 

https://mappingignorance.org/2020/09/14/smelling-armpits/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-7198-2
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The ancestral acquisition of this enzyme and the subsequent evolution of the specificity for the precursors of 

thioalcohol implies that the generation of body odor in humans is an ancient process, which happened some 

sixty million years ago and has been maintained ever since. Since the history of the genus Homo is much 

later, having emerged some 2 million years ago with Homo erectus, we can say that body odor has been 

present throughout the entire evolution of human beings. Before we started using deodorants, which is 

something from the last century, everyone had to have a body odor, which was more or less intense. 

This research also has a practical component. The authors think that it can help to design more effective 

deodorants. These new deodorants and antiperspirants could be much more selective, attacking only the 

microbes responsible for body odor while leaving the rest of the microbes untouched. This would make their 

effect much more durable. 
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The History Behind the Roller Skating Trend 

Since its invention in 1743, roller skating has been tied to Black social movements. 

 

A man swinging a woman on roller skates, Savoy Ballroom, Chicago, Illinois 

via LOC 

By: Ruth Terry  

In a joyful antithesis to panic buying, many U.S. stores are reporting stock shortages of roller skates, and 

roller skating stories are appearing on major news sites. Maybe the latest rise in roller skating shouldn’t have 

been so unexpected. After all, the sport has always been deeply intertwined with the zeitgeist—and with mass 

marketing. Children and adults alike are looking for pandemic-appropriate summer activities that provide 

mental relief from “Everything That’s Going On.” Although skating is a fundamentally solitary action—truly, 

we all skate alone—it is something we can also enjoy en-socially-distanced-masse. 

https://www.loc.gov/item/2017788735/
https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/ruth-terry/
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In the U.S., our mental image of people skating may involvs a blonde woman in Daisy Dukes skating by the 

Pacific Ocean or a bell-bottomed disco enthusiast skate-dancing to ABBA in hot polyester. But the first 

recorded use of skates took place more than two centuries before any of that, in a 1743 theater production in 

which actors affixed wheels to their footwear to mimic ice skating on the stage. The wheeled debut of 

inventor John Joseph Merlin made a lasting impression on the historical record. 

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. 

Known for his eccentric personality and flamboyant clothing, the Belgian-born Merlin used skating as a way 

to get more attention for his other inventions, like this weighing machine. He designed the first roller skates 

after he moved to London from Huy, Belgium, in 1760. Unfortunately, his skates lacked brakes, and he 

lacked balance. As he attempted to skate through a masquerade party while playing a violin, he promptly 

plowed into a mirror, broke his instrument, and ended up with severe injuries. 

It wasn’t long before other intrepid inventors realized the potential of roller skates. The French inventor M. 

Petitbled patented a three-wheeled inline skate model in Paris in 1819. But it wasn’t until 1863 that James 

Plimpton “revolutionized the roller skate” by designing quad skates, according to the National Museum of 

Roller Skating. Plimpton didn’t stop there. Along with the product, he also manufactured demand. He 

established the New York Roller Skating Association; opened the first skating rink at a Rhode Island resort in 

1866; and gave skating lessons during the 1870s. His real genius, however, lay in marketing roller skating as 

an appropriate activity for men and women to do together, allowing young Victorian couples to meet without 

reprisal or rigid chaperoning. 

Perhaps that’s why roller skating has yet to be taken seriously as an Olympic sport: it’s just too much 

fun. 

Contemporary skating still has a trace of that romantic Victorian whimsy, something that other roller sports, 

like in-line skating, skateboarding, and especially ice skating—with those weaponlike blades scraping across 

a frigid floor—simply don’t have. Perhaps that’s why roller skating has yet to be taken seriously as an 

Olympic sport: it’s just too much fun. With a relatively low barrier to entry, roller skating also fits into a 

personal exercise regimen more than other sports. While a decent pair of skates may set you back as much as 

$150, that is really the only necessary investment. There are no monthly gym fees, and you can skate 

anywhere there’s smooth pavement. 

https://about.jstor.org/privacy/
http://www.jstor.org/contact-us/
https://www.jstor.org/stable/community.26322091?mag=the-history-behind-the-roller-skating-trend&Search=yes&resultItemClick=true&searchText=John&searchText=joseph&searchText=Merlin&searchUri=++++++++++++++++%2Faction%2FdoBasicSearch%3FQuery%3DJohn%2Bjoseph%2BMerlin&ab_segments=0%2Fbasic_SYC-5187%2Fcontrol&refreqid=search%3A447a4cf5abc7bc73f8b93e0e5a9007ab&seq=1
https://www.nytimes.com/2015/04/26/nyregion/the-history-of-roller-skates.html
https://www.rollerskatingmuseum.org/inline-skating
https://www.rollerskatingmuseum.org/inline-skating
https://daily.jstor.org/the-history-behind-the-roller-skating-trend/?utm_term=The%20History%20Behind%20the%20Roller%20Skating%20Trend&utm_campaign=jstordaily_09102020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/the-history-behind-the-roller-skating-trend/?utm_term=The%20History%20Behind%20the%20Roller%20Skating%20Trend&utm_campaign=jstordaily_09102020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
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Getty 

That being said, many people prefer to skate in rinks. By the 1880s, manufacturers were mass producing 

skates, and rink-building followed soon after, mainly in New England. 

The medical field took notice of this craze. “There is certainly at present a morbidly exaggerated passion for, 

and indulgence in, rollerskating,” wrote the authors of “The Medical View of Roller Skating,” published 

by Scientific American in 1885. Still, they had to admit that: 

…[c]onsiderable inquiry has failed to elicit any facts showing that roller skating, temperately indulged in, 

does any harm to growing children, or produces any diseases and injuries peculiar to the sport… In proportion 

to the immense number of persons who have been engaged in propulsive divagations upon polished floors 

during the past winter, the pathological outcome has been small. 

London, too, caught “rinkomania” and, in a 1913 article in the British Medical Journal, doctors prescribed 

indoor roller skating as a “valuable form of exercise.” They also noted that skating to the music provided at 

rinks made it easier for skaters to plan and pace their efforts. To truly maximize the health benefits, they 

explained, one must be prepared to become a hot, sweaty mess: 

https://amhistory.si.edu/sports/exhibit/removers/plimpton/index.cfm
https://www.jstor.org/stable/26084838?mag=the-history-behind-the-roller-skating-trend
https://www.bbc.com/news/magazine-31831110
https://www.jstor.org/stable/25308108?mag=the-history-behind-the-roller-skating-trend
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Exercise for the sake of health may be regarded, practically, in terms of increased output of muscular energy, 

stimulus to the circulation, and increase in perspiration. Unless free perspiration follows the exercise the 

skater will not derive the full benefit possible. 

British doctors recommended rink skating as part of an exercise program that should also include 

“gymnastics, dancing, fencing, and indoor tennis.” 

At the same time, inventors were trying to promote skating as a mode of outdoor transportation. In a 1917 

issue of Scientific American, authors advised commuters to strap on skates to get to work. Their key selling 

point: unlike other vehicles, skates can be taken into the building with you. So confident were they in skates’ 

potential for civilian transport, they even posited military use: 

Like most pleasure vehicles the improved skate will eventually be used for business purposes to a more or 

less extent, believes the inventor; and it is even possible that it may be extensively used by armies for the 

rapid transportation of soldiers in certain favorable localities. 

Broken Hearts and Body Parts roller derby in Richmond, VA via Flickr 

 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/26017718?mag=the-history-behind-the-roller-skating-trend
https://www.flickr.com/photos/gammaman/5483693054
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Military skating never took off, but skating rinks themselves became sites of racialized conflict almost as 

soon as they were open. Boston’s Black community protested when a manager barred two Black skaters 

from his rink saying, “I allow no colored persons to skate on my floor…. I would not break the rule even for 

Fred Douglass.” Segregated rinks remained the norm through the Civil Rights era, and white people protested 

to keep them that way. Even after the Civil Rights Act, skating rinks retained de facto segregation through 

“urban” or “adult” themed skating nights aimed at Black skaters. According to the documentary United 

Skates, the sport remains integral to many Black people, who have developed numerous regional skate styles 

associated with specific cities 

For nearly two decades, women roller skaters of all races, sizes, and sexual orientations have also been 

challenging what athleticism, sensuality, and femininity can be through the biggest millennial skating trend: 

roller derby. The full-contact sport gained worldwide popularity after the release of the derby 

documentary Hell on Wheels and the Drew Barrymore-directed film Whip It (full disclosure: my derby team 

captain was in this movie). Roller derby is known for having a gritty post-punk aesthetic, with players decked 

out in costume-like uniforms, and sometimes fishnets and makeup. As a result, scholars have criticized it as a 

performance for the male gaze. But the feminist scholar Ula Klein believes derby to be a vehicle of female 

empowerment that offers opportunities for leadership, camaraderie, and inclusion. 

In “Transporting into Academia Lessons from the Body Slam,” the Jewish and Mexican American writer 

Lee Ann Epstein offers a highly personal account of her experience with ethnicity, womanhood, and roller 

derby, which helped dismantle her “deeply internally colonized outlook on how I should carry myself.” 

Epstein describes an experience playing the sport: 

I was sweaty, cussing, and vomiting in a patch of grass from over-exhaustion. My fishnet stockings were torn, 

and ants started to bite my hands before I could lift my face out of the grass. What the hell was I doing here? 

Some girl intentionally pushed me onto the asphalt, which grated my nalgas [buttocks] like a piece of cheese. 

I’m sure everyone in that parking lot got a good show. Notably, we weren’t fighting. We were practicing 

roller derby. Roller derby subverted all of my good schoolgirl values into an aggressive, abrasive sport. 

Despite my internal conflict, I loved every painful and wonderful moment. 

For Epstein, everything from her derby name (“Matza Brawl”) to getting her nose broken helped decolonize 

her thinking and prepared her for being a woman in academia, which, like sports, tends to be male-dominated. 

In a poem simply titled, “Rollerskates,” the writer David Longstreth also uses roller skating to explore 

themes of othering and assimilation. While it is unclear whether he is a skater, Longstreth uses the activity as 

a metaphor for the way his immigrant family traveled through life, in contrast to the walking and running of 

the dominant culture in which he found himself. In a particularly poignant passage, he writes: 

My first step 

was really a first roll 

And that’s the way I learned to get around 

The way my parents did 

Fluidly, gracefully, efficiently 

Naturally 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/26070303?mag=the-history-behind-the-roller-skating-trend
https://www.jstor.org/stable/26070303?mag=the-history-behind-the-roller-skating-trend
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=0BADk7n0x6A
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=0BADk7n0x6A
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=_GTS8BPTNZY
https://www.imdb.com/title/tt1172233/
https://www.jstor.org/stable/90012246?mag=the-history-behind-the-roller-skating-trend
https://www.jstor.org/stable/90012246?mag=the-history-behind-the-roller-skating-trend
https://www.jstor.org/stable/23014569?mag=the-history-behind-the-roller-skating-trend
https://www.jstor.org/stable/90007890?mag=the-history-behind-the-roller-skating-trend
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The momentum of countless generations 

of grandparents all wheeled and proud 

Propelling me forward 

Strong arms behind me if I leaned back too far 

Since Merlin first invented skates, roller skating has reflected aspects of our individuality, as well as our 

relationships to other people and collectively important events. As 2020 progresses, perhaps roller skating can 

also serve as a physical metaphor for forward movement, a process of false starts and failed attempts and 

constant course correction, hopefully careening toward greater empathy and equity. 

https://daily.jstor.org/the-history-behind-the-roller-skating-

trend/?utm_term=The%20History%20Behind%20the%20Roller%20Skating%20Trend&utm_campaign=jstor

daily_09102020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email 

  

https://daily.jstor.org/the-history-behind-the-roller-skating-trend/?utm_term=The%20History%20Behind%20the%20Roller%20Skating%20Trend&utm_campaign=jstordaily_09102020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/the-history-behind-the-roller-skating-trend/?utm_term=The%20History%20Behind%20the%20Roller%20Skating%20Trend&utm_campaign=jstordaily_09102020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/the-history-behind-the-roller-skating-trend/?utm_term=The%20History%20Behind%20the%20Roller%20Skating%20Trend&utm_campaign=jstordaily_09102020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
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Promising naturally occurring anti-aging compound looks to human trials 

By Rich Haridy 

 

A new mouse study has confirmed prior findings relating to anti-aging properties of AKG, laying the 

groundwork for a human trial 

SIphotography/Depositphotos 

An impressive new study from researchers at The Buck Institute for Research on Aging has found mice given 

supplements of an endogenous metabolite display significant healthspan improvements. The research follows 

on from other similar animal studies with the same compound, and a clinical trial in middle-aged humans is 

set to get underway. 

Alpha-ketoglutarate (AKG) is produced endogenously in a human body as a product of natural metabolic 

processes. The molecule is not present in food, but its production can be enhanced by exercise or fasting. 

 

https://newatlas.com/author/rich-haridy/
https://depositphotos.com/98349556/stock-photo-cognitive-skills-concept-old-man.html
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AKG is commonly available as an exercise supplement. Some athletes and body-builders believe it can 

improve general athletic performance and help build muscle mass, however, there is only a small and 

inconclusive body of evidence supporting these claims. 

Over the past few years some researchers have started investigating the effect of AKG supplementation on 

lifespan and healthspan. A 2008 review article on the subject noted AKG blood levels can drop by a factor of 

ten between the ages of 40 and 80. This suggests AKG supplementation in middle-age could confer helpful 

anti-aging effects into old age. 

The new study, reporting the results of sustained AKG supplementation in mice, follows on from prior work 

detailing longevity effects from AKG in yeast and worms. From around 18 months of age, the mouse 

equivalent of middle-age, the animals were fed daily supplements of AKG for well over a year. 

The AKG-supplemented mice lived, on average, 12 percent longer than the control mice. A relevant lifespan 

extension for sure, but looking into the effects of AKG on healthspan offered significantly more impressive 

results. 

Many anti-aging researchers are primarily focusing on improving healthspan as opposed to lifespan. This 

means, instead of trying to keep us alive for decades longer, the goal is to extend the period of time we are 

vigorous and healthy. Gordon Lithgow, senior author on the new study, explains the focus on healthspan in 

this research. 

“The nightmare scenario has always been life extension with no reduction in disability,” says Lithgow. “In 

this study, the treated middle-aged mice got healthier over time. Even the mice that died early saw 

improvements in their health, which was really surprising and encouraging.” 

Healthspan was evaluated in the study using a number of measures including inflammatory markers, frailty 

and cognition. Overall, the AKG-supplemented animals showed more than 40 percent improvement across 

these healthspan measures compared to the control mice. 

"Treatment with AKG promoted the production of Interleukin 10 (IL-10) which has anti-inflammatory 

properties and helps maintain normal tissue homeostasis,” explains Azar Asadi Shahmirzadi, another 

researcher working on the project. “Chronic inflammation is a huge driver of aging. We think suppression of 

inflammation could be the basis for the extension of lifespan and probably healthspan, and are looking 

forward to more follow up in this regard." 

It is still early days for the research, and although AKG supplements have been commercially available for 

several years, it isn’t clear whether there are negative effects from sustained long-term use. Researchers at the 

National University of Singapore are currently putting together a human clinical trial designed to test the 

effects of AKG in healthy middle-aged adults. 

Of course, the trial will not be able to offer immediate data as to what effects AKG supplements generate after 

10 or 20 years, but the research will look at a number of healthspan biomarkers to determine if there are 
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signals to suggest sustained supplementation in middle-age could lead to improved health in one’s senior 

years. 

“This trial will look at the epigenetic clock as well as standard markers of aging, including pulse wave 

velocity, and inflammation among others,” says senior co-author on the study, Brian Kennedy. “This 

opportunity will allow us to go beyond anecdotal evidence. Real clinical data will help inform physicians and 

consumers eager to improve health within the context of aging.” 

The new study was published in the journal Cell Metabolism. 

Source: The Buck Institute for Research on Aging 
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Life’s Work 
by Brenda Shaughnessy 

Issue no. 210 (Fall 2014) 

The round white knob 

on the dresser drawer— 

a pull, it’s called—is loose, 

becoming unscrewed 

from itself. To tighten it, 

I must empty the drawer 

of the clothes nobody’s ever 

worn and nobody ever 

will, find the screwdriver 

I don’t think I’ve ever used, 

or even have anymore, 

with both hands, one 

outside the drawer to steady 

the pull and one inside 

to screw it. We used to say 

that all the time to joke 

we’d given up: “Screw it!” 

But we hadn’t. Given up 

that is. Now here I am, 

still at it. When I bake muffins, 

bran with raisin puree instead 

of sugar, I’m chapped 

when no one eats them. 

These details make it seem 

like real life, this one spent 

managing and wrangling 

as much as mothering, writing 

lists and e-mails instead of poems. 

Home is where we stay safe 

and warm, yet keep it hot 

and ever wanting it 

to be a beautiful story as well 

as real and aware of pain, 

a story where a little jumble’s 

okay but things should 

aim to cohere as best they can 

and with that modest goal 

I try to attend to things 

like drawer pulls. I don’t 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=4e41b2f3a3&e=d538c8f2e0
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want it to fall off and get 

lost forever. A couple twists 

of the screwdriver and I can 

feel how the slightly spongy 

wood gives, compresses, 

and now the knob is tight. 

The dresser, however, 

is on a bit of a slant, so 

that drawer tends to fall 

open on its own anyway. 

Whenever I walk past it 

I’m always pushing it 

closed with my knee. 

 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=4e41b2f3a3&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=4e41b2f3a3&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=4e41b2f3a3&e=d538c8f2e0
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A Dead Secret 

by Lafcadio Hearn 

 

A Dead Secret is a Japanese ghost story published in Hearn's collection, Kwaidan: Stories and Studies of 

Strange Things (1904) 

 

Uemura Shōen, Jo no Mai dance prelude, 1936 

A long time ago, in the province of Tamba, there lived a rich merchant named Inamuraya Gensuke. He had a 

daughter called O-Sono. As she was very clever and pretty, he thought it would be a pity to let her grow up 

https://americanliterature.com/author/lafcadio-hearn
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with only such teaching as the country-teachers could give her: so he sent her, in care of some trusty 

attendants, to Kyoto, that she might be trained in the polite accomplishments taught to the ladies of the 

capital. After she had thus been educated, she was married to a friend of her father's family—a merchant 

named Nagaraya;—and she lived happily with him for nearly four years. They had one child,—a boy. But O-

Sono fell ill and died, in the fourth year after her marriage. 

On the night after the funeral of O-Sono, her little son said that his mamma had come back, and was in the 

room upstairs. She had smiled at him, but would not talk to him: so he became afraid, and ran away. Then 

some of the family went upstairs to the room which had been O-Sono's; and they were startled to see, by the 

light of a small lamp which had been kindled before a shrine in that room, the figure of the dead mother. She 

appeared as if standing in front of a tansu, or chest of drawers, that still contained her ornaments and her 

wearing-apparel. Her head and shoulders could be very distinctly seen; but from the waist downwards the 

figure thinned into invisibility;—it was like an imperfect reflection of her, and transparent as a shadow on 

water. 

Then the folk were afraid, and left the room. Below they consulted together; and the mother of O-Sono's 

husband said: "A woman is fond of her small things; and O-Sono was much attached to her belongings. 

Perhaps she has come back to look at them. Many dead persons will do that,—unless the things be given to 

the parish-temple. If we present O-Sono's robes and girdles to the temple, her spirit will probably find rest." 

It was agreed that this should be done as soon as possible. So on the following morning the drawers were 

emptied; and all of O-Sono's ornaments and dresses were taken to the temple. But she came back the next 

night, and looked at the tansu as before. And she came back also on the night following, and the night after 

that, and every night;—and the house became a house of fear. 

The mother of O-Sono's husband then went to the parish-temple, and told the chief priest all that had 

happened, and asked for ghostly counsel. The temple was a Zen temple; and the head-priest was a learned old 

man, known as Daigen Osho. He said: "There must be something about which she is anxious, in or near that 

tansu."—"But we emptied all the drawers," replied the woman;—"there is nothing in the tansu."—"Well," 

said Daigen Osho, "to-night I shall go to your house, and keep watch in that room, and see what can be done. 

You must give orders that no person shall enter the room while I am watching, unless I call." 

After sundown, Daigen Osho went to the house, and found the room made ready for him. He remained there 

alone, reading the sutras; and nothing appeared until after the Hour of the Rat. [1] Then the figure of O-Sono 

suddenly outlined itself in front of the tansu. Her face had a wistful look; and she kept her eyes fixed upon the 

tansu. 

The priest uttered the holy formula prescribed in such cases, and then, addressing the figure by the kaimyo [2] 

of O-Sono, said:—"I have come here in order to help you. Perhaps in that tansu there is something about 

which you have reason to feel anxious. Shall I try to find it for you?" The shadow appeared to give assent by a 

slight motion of the head; and the priest, rising, opened the top drawer. It was empty. Successively he opened 

the second, the third, and the fourth drawer;—he searched carefully behind them and beneath them;—he 

carefully examined the interior of the chest. He found nothing. But the figure remained gazing as wistfully as 

before. "What can she want?" thought the priest. Suddenly it occurred to him that there might be something 

hidden under the paper with which the drawers were lined. He removed the lining of the first drawer:—

nothing! He removed the lining of the second and third drawers:—still nothing. But under the lining of the 
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lowermost drawer he found—a letter. "Is this the thing about which you have been troubled?" he asked. The 

shadow of the woman turned toward him,—her faint gaze fixed upon the letter. "Shall I burn it for you?" he 

asked. She bowed before him. "It shall be burned in the temple this very morning," he promised;—"and no 

one shall read it, except myself." The figure smiled and vanished. 

Dawn was breaking as the priest descended the stairs, to find the family waiting anxiously below. "Do not be 

anxious," he said to them: "She will not appear again." And she never did. 

The letter was burned. It was a love-letter written to O-Sono in the time of her studies at Kyoto. But the priest 

alone knew what was in it; and the secret died with him. 

 

Footnotes: 

[1] The Hour of the Rat (Ne-no-Koku), according to the old Japanese method of reckoning time, was the first 

hour. It corresponded to the time between our midnight and two o'clock in the morning; for the ancient 

Japanese hours were each equal to two modern hours. 

[2] Kaimyo, the posthumous Buddhist name, or religious name, given to the dead. Strictly speaking, the 

meaning of the word is sila-name. (See my paper entitled, "The Literature of the Dead" in Exotics and 

Retrospectives.) 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/lafcadio-hearn/short-story/a-dead-secret 
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The Writer–Translator Equation 

Tim Parks 

Rijksmuseum 

Jan Ekels (II): A Writer Trimming his Pen, 1784 

The translator is a writer. The writer is a translator. How many times have I run up against these assertions?—

in a chat between translators protesting because they are not listed in a publisher’s index of authors; or in the 

https://www.nybooks.com/contributors/tim-parks/
https://cdn.nybooks.com/wp-content/uploads/2020/09/jan-ekels-writer.jpg
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work of literary theorists, even poets (“Each text is unique, yet at the same time it is the translation of another 

text,” observed Octavio Paz). Others claim that because language is referential, any written text is a 

translation of the world referred to. 

In recent months, I have been dividing my working day between writing in the morning and translating in the 

afternoon. Maybe comparing the two activities would be a good way to test this writer–translator equation. 

I’m writing a novel. It began to present itself as a possibility perhaps a year before I started work on it. Two 

vague ideas that had been bumping around for a while came together and took on a little form. One: an older 

man, once prominent in cultural circles, has withdrawn from all contact with his peers and stopped following 

news or media in any form; he lives as a kind of urban hermit, an acute observer but, as it were, uninformed. 

Two: someone receives, out of the blue, an invitation to attend the funeral, in a foreign country, of an 

extremely distinguished colleague, friend, and rival of many years ago. 

Making my aging hermit the recipient of that invitation seemed interesting, but insufficient. Something to 

sniff around. Then, some time into the Covid-19 lockdown, it occurred to me: What if the funeral were to 

coincide with a crisis in the foreign country that our elderly hero, scrupulously avoiding all news, knew 

nothing about? This seemed encouraging. I sensed there was a body of experience to be unpacked and some 

fun to be had—and set a tentative pen to paper. 

Meanwhile, I am translating from the Italian a work by Roberto Calasso called Il libro di tutti i libri (The 

book of all books). This project started rather differently. There was a phone call urging me to undertake the 

job. There was a period of reflection, since it is 473 pages long and Calasso’s prose is not easy. I had 

translated books by him years ago and struggled. 

Did I have the energy? Did I really want to use my time this way? I read the first hundred pages or so; since 

the book involves a fascinating retelling of the Old Testament, and since I was brought up in an intensely 

religious family where the Bible was read morning, noon, and night, it seemed something that might mesh 

fruitfully with my past and my resources. After which, there was a long negotiation over terms, until at last a 

contract was signed. I now know exactly how much text I have to translate every week to meet my deadline, 

and how much money I will be paid and when. It’s reassuring. 

I have no contract for the novel. No deadline. No certainty I will finish it or that it will be published. No idea 

how much I will be paid if it is published. No clear sense of what will be in it, or how long it will be. 

Everything is exploration, risk. Which is exciting, but not reassuring. There are days when you fear you’ll 

lose your nerve. 

If I don’t write this novel, no one else will. No one will know what hasn’t been written. If I don’t translate 

Calasso, someone else will quickly replace me. 

When I translate, I sit across a big table from my Italian partner, who is also working on a translation. We 

work on our computers, occasionally asking each other a question about words in our respective languages, 

making a coffee or a tea, sharing a joke. There’s a pleasant intimacy that gets us through the hours. But to 

write, I withdraw to our spare room, away from phone or Internet, and write by hand in an exercise book. This 
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creates an atmosphere of silent urgency. There is the possibility of deep absorption, when I might write very 

fast, but also of emptiness and frustration, when nothing works. There is even boredom. 

Calasso also writes by hand, in a near-indecipherable calligraphy. Chapter by chapter, he comments on my 

translation, in handwriting, in the margins of printed pages that his secretary emails to me as PDFs. It’s a 

good arrangement; Calasso knows English well, he can distinguish a semantic slip from a question of style, 

and his notes, when I’ve managed to puzzle them out, help me with the work ahead. There are issues with 

biblical references and also with tone and register, since Calasso has a strong, distinctive voice, and I have to 

find my version of that in English: intellectual without being pompous, with the inflections of speech but not 

colloquial. I have to find a way to deploy a sophisticated vocabulary in a reader-friendly way. With occasional 

exceptions, he defers to me on stylistic choices, I to him on all semantic questions. 

Nobody will see my novel chapter by chapter. I could send samples to friends, as I do when writing 

nonfiction. But I feel it would be a mistake. I do not want input or feedback. Only I know the potential I saw 

in those first few ideas. I must make the thing myself. 

Speaking of references, Calasso has stipulated which English translation of the Bible I should use for proper 

names and place names. I have that text open on my computer in background, together with a bilingual 

dictionary, an Italian monolingual dictionary, and an English thesaurus. Beside me is a stack of perhaps three 

hundred photocopied pages of texts that Calasso quotes from. I have everything I need. 

For my novel, I occasionally go to the Internet for research—images of the décor of a luxury hotel, say, that I 

flick through looking for some detail I might use, without having the slightest idea of what that might be. 

Then is it really possible, I wonder one morning, to take a flight from this airport to that one, so late in the 

evening? Google says not. But does it matter? This is a novel, isn’t it? I muse and play. I waste a lot of time. 

None is wasted translating. First, I open Calasso’s original in PDF. I copy and paste a couple of paragraphs, 

then start to compose my English version immediately above his Italian, flicking back and forth between all 

my various reference texts and cancelling out his sentences as I replace them with my own. It’s painstaking 

work, testing both my Italian and my English to the limit. I must keep a peremptory flourish and freshness to 

the voice, despite constantly checking the spelling of such names as Ahijah the Shilonite, or Rabbah bar 

Abuha, or King Manasseh and his grandson Josiah. And I have to get the nuance exactly right. This is 

Calasso’s take on the Bible, not mine. He has done a lot of thinking about it and developed precise and 

challenging reflections. “Let’s avoid the word ‘opinion,’” he comments in the margin of the chapter I sent 

him. He’s right: pharaohs don’t have opinions. 

And I don’t have the energy for more than a couple of hours of this work at a time. It’s like giving blood. On 

the other hand, I can always do those two hours’ translation; in fact, I have to do them to meet my deadline. A 

publication date is fixed; an editorial machine is waiting. 

Writing my novel, I sometimes give up after half an hour. It’s going nowhere; it’s too frustrating. Or I press 

on for three, four, five hours, until my partner comes to ask when I’m planning to eat. I hadn’t realized how 

the time had flown by. 
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Often, it will be only after I stop writing—whether in desperation, or because recalled to reality, perhaps in 

line at the supermarket, or reversing the car out of the garage—that the most important breakthroughs come: 

What if that colleague whose funeral he’s going to had been his ex-wife’s lover? Or wrongly suspected of 

such? Is that the way to go? Is it a novel about rivalry? 

When I stop translating, I simply stop. Job done. But the translation can feed into the novel. Calasso points 

out that Abraham and Moses did not begin their patriarchal careers until they were seventy-five and eighty 

years old, respectively. Before that, we know very little about them. My hero is in his seventies. Could it be 

that the key phase of his life is just beginning? 

Nothing feeds from the novel to the translation. 

I write in the morning because the first hours after breakfast offer a sense of potential and openness. The day 

is up for grabs. Anything could happen. My mind is not encumbered with mail or phone calls or the like. The 

page before me is empty, the way forward elusive, and it would be all too easy to be distracted by something 

engagingly concrete: a letter to write or a form to fill, some activity that would confer an easy sense of 

mastery and accomplishment. I need these unencumbered hours. 

Translation, however challenging, is not so precarious. Indeed, translation is precisely the kind of concrete 

problem that easily seizes hold of my mind. This alliteration, that premodifier. As I read through the 

paragraph I have just translated, my self-esteem soars. Calasso is such a fine storyteller, his ideas and 

observations so pungent. Put together a halfway decent translation and you feel you’ve done something 

brilliant. Done it, what’s more, after the gloom and doom of the one o’clock news, after pasta and piselli, 

espresso and savoiardi. 

When I translate, I am laboring primarily over expression, style. The content is already there. When I write, I 

am thinking what to write, and it comes out in the style it does. 

Then comes the revision. At the end of each afternoon, I read through what I’ve translated and make a few 

corrections. At the end of each chapter (each about fifty pages), I put up my version on the left of the screen 

and his original on the right and go through the two together, word by word, line by line, to check that I’ve 

missed nothing and got the sense right throughout. I always find an adverb I’d skipped, a subjunctive I failed 

to grasp. Then I put the original aside and read through my version again for style, shifting some of the syntax 

around, the rhythms, the sounds, the register. 

Every few pages of the novel—a scene, a narrative phase (I haven’t settled on chapters yet)—I transfer what 

I’ve written from paper to computer. Sort of. I’ll leave out bits I don’t like. Introduce new bits, cutting, 

changing, rewriting. Sometimes, I’ll be typing out stuff that isn’t like my first version at all. A sort of parallel 

text. Dialogues take different tacks. Other times, I just throw it all away. Or keep it exactly as it was. The 

following morning, before starting to write, I’ll reread what I put on the computer the day before, immersing 

myself in the rhythm and feeling of it all, looking for the momentum that will launch me into the unknown 

pages ahead. Maybe while I’m doing that, I’ll make a change that alters everything. 

So, if my novel, as Paz claims, will inevitably be a translation of other texts or, as others would have it, a 

translation of the world, I have no idea as I produce it what those texts are or what that world is going to be. 
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James Joyce claimed that he had created nothing in his writing, taken it all from life; yet even those who 

shared his world and life could never have predicted the extraordinary creation that was Ulysses. In contrast, 

it’s fairly clear what will be in my translation of Il libro di tutti i libri. However well or badly I do the job. 

At the halfway point, I email Calasso’s publisher to assure his editor that I am on schedule. That same 

evening, sitting at a canal-side café in Milan drinking an Aperol spritz, I see, walking side by side, pushing a 

stroller, the young couple and sickly child who are going to change my hero’s life. 

Got it! Maybe. 

 

https://www.nybooks.com/daily/2020/09/21/the-writer-translator-equation/ 
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Poor sleep may predict Alzheimer’s onset years before symptoms appear 

By Rich Haridy 

 

Research suggests fragmented sleep and low-levels of slow-wave sleep can predict the rate by which toxic 

Alzheimer's-causing proteins accumulate in one's brain 

fizkes/Depositphotos 

A robust new study from researchers at UC Berkeley has found a consistent association between poor sleep 

and greater accumulation of the toxic proteins thought to be the pathological cause of Alzheimer’s disease. 

The researchers suggest fragmented sleep could be an effective early way to predict those most at risk of 

developing the neurodegenerative disease. 

An impressive volume of study over the past few years has homed in on the relationship between sleep and 

neurodegenerative disease. Irregular and fragmented sleep is a well-known symptom of Alzheimer’s disease 

and some researchers are beginning to suggest poor sleep may not just be a consequence of the 

neurodegeneration associated with the disease, but a potential cause as well. 

https://newatlas.com/author/rich-haridy/
https://depositphotos.com/319894038/stock-photo-disturbed-woman-lying-awake-in.html
https://newatlas.com/sleep-circadian-disruption-alzheimers-amyloid-buildup/53176/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/sleep-circadian-disruption-alzheimers-amyloid-buildup/53176/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/health-wellbeing/mechanism-links-sleep-regulation-alzheimers-protein-perk/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/health-wellbeing/mechanism-links-sleep-regulation-alzheimers-protein-perk/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/sleep-deprivation-alzheimers-dementia-tau/58201/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
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Animal and human studies have effectively demonstrated as little as one night of disrupted sleep can 

increase accumulations of the toxic proteins associated with Alzheimer’s disease. Researchers have also 

homed in on the deep slow-wave phase of sleep as a key mechanism our brains utilize to clear our toxic 

proteins. 

“We know there’s a connection between people’s sleep quality and what’s going on in the brain, in terms of 

Alzheimer’s disease,” says lead author on the new study, Joseph Winer. “But what hasn’t been tested before 

is whether your sleep right now predicts what’s going to happen to you years later. And that’s the question we 

had.” 

The researchers recruited 32 cognitively healthy adults in their mid-70s, all who initially participated in an 

overnight sleep-lab stay allowing the researchers to record baseline sleep behaviors. Over the next few years 

the subjects periodically completed PET scans tracking the growth of amyloid plaques in their brains. 

A clear correlation was identified between the subjects’ baseline sleep quality and accumulation of amyloid 

plaques over the subsequent few years. In particular, the results suggest fragmented sleep and lower volumes 

of non-REM slow-wave sleep signaled the greatest increases in amyloid plaque build-up. 

“We have found that the sleep you’re having right now is almost like a crystal ball telling you when and how 

fast Alzheimer’s pathology will develop in your brain,” says Matthew Walker, senior author on the new 

study. “Measuring sleep effectively helps us travel into the future and estimate where your amyloid buildup 

will be.” 

It is important to note, the new study only examined cognitively healthy older adults. So while the research 

does offer evidence disrupted sleep can predict amyloid plaque accumulations in the future, it does not 

provide evidence these particular aggregations directly lead to the development of Alzheimer’s, or even mild 

dementia. 

The next steps for the research will be to investigate whether interventions to improve sleep quality can 

directly influence the rate of amyloid plaque accumulation. Longer-term studies will also be necessary to 

understand whether Alzheimer’s risk can be reduced by improving sleep behavior in middle-aged subjects. 

“Our hope is that if we intervene, then in three or four years the buildup is no longer where we thought it 

would be because we improved their sleep,” says Winer. “If deep, restorative sleep can slow down this 

disease, we should be making it a major priority. And if physicians know about this connection, they can ask 

their older patients about their sleep quality and suggest sleep as a prevention strategy.” 

The new study was published in the journal Current Biology. 

Source: UC Berkeley 

https://newatlas.com/sleep-deprivation-amyloid-alzheimers-dementia/54119/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/sleep-deprivation-amyloid-alzheimers-dementia/54119/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/deep-slow-wave-sleep-brain-cleaning-alzheimers-dementia/58671/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/sleep-slow-wave-alzheimers-dementia/57968/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://www.cell.com/current-biology/fulltext/S0960-9822(20)31171-4
https://news.berkeley.edu/2020/09/03/how-we-sleep-today-may-forecast-when-alzheimers-disease-begins/
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Presented at EASD 2020. Sponsored by Novo Nordisk. 

2. Multigene Risk Test Takes Aim at Preclinical Alzheimer’s Dementia 

Leo O'Connor, 360Dx, 2017 

3. Sleep on the wards: an ongoing battle 

Luke Staveley-Wadham, BMJ's Coronavirus (covid-19) Hub, 2013 

1. Mass Spec Technique Highly Accurate in Detecting Alzheimer's Protein Marker in Study 

Leo O'Connor et al., 360Dx, 2019 

2. Phase 2 trial: Efficacy & safety of switching to insulin icodec, once-weekly basal insulin, vs insulin 

glargine U100 in patients with T2D. Bajaj HS. 

Presented at EASD 2020. Sponsored by Novo Nordisk. 

3. IBM Team Identifies Blood-Based Markers for Alzheimer's 

360Dx, 2019 
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https://newatlas.com/health-wellbeing/sleep-amyloid-alzheimers-onset-predict-dementia/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=13d462dd73-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_09_07_08_14&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-13d462dd73-92970593
https://newatlas.com/health-wellbeing/sleep-amyloid-alzheimers-onset-predict-dementia/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=13d462dd73-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_09_07_08_14&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-13d462dd73-92970593
https://newatlas.com/health-wellbeing/sleep-amyloid-alzheimers-onset-predict-dementia/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=13d462dd73-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_09_07_08_14&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-13d462dd73-92970593
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What route did the first settlers to colonize the islands of the Caribbean take?  

M.M. Swee/Moment via Getty Images 

Archaeologists determined the step-by-step path taken by the first people to settle the 

Caribbean islands 

September 29, 2020 8.31am EDT 
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For the millions of people around the world who live on islands today, a plane or boat can easily enough carry 

them to the mainland or other islands. 

But how did people in the ancient past first make it to distant islands they couldn’t even see from home? 

Many islands around the world can be reached only by traveling hundreds or even thousands of miles across 

open water, yet nearly all islands that people live on were settled by between 800 to 1,000 years ago. 

Archaeologists like us want to understand why people would risk their lives to reach these far-off places, what 

kinds of boat and navigational methods they used, and what other technologies they invented to make it. 

Islands are important places to study because they hold clues about human endurance and survival in different 

kinds of environments. 

One of the most interesting places to study these processes is the Caribbean, the only region of the Americas 

where people settled an archipelago with some islands not visible from surrounding areas. Despite more than 

a century of research, there are still many questions about the origins of the first Caribbean people, when they 

migrated and what routes they took. My colleagues and I recently reanalyzed archaeological data collected 

over 60 years to answer these fundamental questions. 

Settling the islands one by one 

https://theconversation.com/institutions/binghamton-university-state-university-of-new-york-2252
https://theconversation.com/institutions/university-of-oregon-811
https://theconversation.com/us/partners
https://scholar.google.com/citations?user=cVLYtvoAAAAJ&hl=en&oi=ao
https://scholar.google.com/citations?user=o60SujYAAAAJ&hl=en&oi=ao
https://scholar.google.com/citations?user=tTV6YEoAAAAJ&hl=en&oi=ao
https://scholar.google.com/citations?hl=en&user=ZMMqNV4AAAAJ
https://theconversation.com/institutions/binghamton-university-state-university-of-new-york-2252
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Based on the discovery of unique stone tools and food remains such as shells and bones, archaeologists have a 

general understanding that people first spread throughout the Caribbean in a series of migrations that probably 

began at least 7,000 years ago and likely originated from northern South America. 

Amerindians paddled between islands in dugout canoes and were remarkably adept at open-water travel. 

Archaeologists don’t know what inspired people to first colonize the Caribbean islands, but we do know they 

brought plants and animals from the mainland, like manioc and oppossum, to help ensure their survival. 

There are two main ideas about what happened. For decades, the prevailing notion was that people migrated 

from South America into the Antilles in a south-to-north “stepping-stone” pattern. Because the islands stretch 

in a gentle arc from Grenada all the way up to Cuba in the northwest – with many largely visible from one to 

the next – this would seem to provide a convenient path for early settlers. 

This hypothesis, however, has been challenged by evidence that some of the earliest sites are in the northern 

islands. Analyses of wind and ocean currents suggest that it was actually easier to travel directly between 

South America and the northern Caribbean before moving in a southerly direction. Researchers call this 

proposal of a north-to-south migration the “southward route” hypothesis. 

 

For decades, archaeologists have been excavating artifacts on these islands. Scott Fitzpatrick, CC BY-ND 

https://doi.org/10.1179/2055557115Y.0000000010
http://www.uapress.ua.edu/product/On-Land-and-Sea,1478.aspx
http://www.uapress.ua.edu/product/Archaeology-and-Geoinformatics,114.aspx
http://www.uapress.ua.edu/product/Archaeology-and-Geoinformatics,114.aspx
https://doi.org/10.1086/320012
https://doi.org/10.1086/320012
https://images.theconversation.com/files/358882/original/file-20200918-14-1487jzo.JPG?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/358882/original/file-20200918-14-1487jzo.JPG?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nd/4.0/
https://images.theconversation.com/files/358882/original/file-20200918-14-1487jzo.JPG?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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Revisiting previous scientists’ date data 

Figuring out which model for settling the Caribbean best fits the evidence depends on being able to assign 

accurate dates to human activity preserved in the archaeological record. To do this, researchers need a lot of 

reliable dates from many different sites throughout the islands to establish how, when and from where people 

landed. 

Archaeologists typically use a technique called radiocarbon dating to figure out how old an artifact is. When 

an organism dies, it stops producing carbon and its remaining carbon decays at a fixed rate of time – 

archaeologists say “death starts the clock.” By measuring the amount of carbon left in the organism and then 

performing a few additional calculations, scientists are left with a probable age range for when that organism 

died. 

Archaeologists often date things like food remains, charcoal from cooking hearths or wood in the building 

where they are found. If archaeologists date shells found in a trash heap, they can tell, usually within a range 

of 25 to 50 years or so, when that shellfish was harvested for a meal. 

We recently reevaluated about 2,500 radiocarbon dates from hundreds of archaeological sites on more than 50 

Caribbean islands. 

Archaeologists have been radiocarbon dating findings in the Caribbean since the 1950s – when the 

radiocarbon technique was first discovered. But dating methods and the standards scientists follow have 

improved dramatically since then. Part of our job was to see if each of the 2,500 radiocarbon dates available 

would meet today’s standards. Dates that did not meet those standards were thrown out, leaving us with a 

smaller database of only the most reliable times for human activity. 

Determining where people lived first 

By statistically analyzing these remaining dates, we confirmed that Trinidad was the first Caribbean island 

settled by humans, at least 7,000 years ago. However, Trinidad is so close to South America that only simple 

– or even no – boats were needed to get there. 

After Trinidad, the oldest settlements occurred between 6,000 and 5,000 years ago in the northern Caribbean 

on the large islands of the Greater Antilles: Cuba, Puerto Rico and Hispaniola. Reaching them would have 

required crossing passages of water where no islands were visible to the naked eye, although navigators rely 

on other wayfinding techniques – like current, cloud patterns, seeing birds fly in a certain direction – to know 

if land is out there. By around 2,500 years ago, people had spread out to settle other islands in the northern 

Lesser Antilles, including Antigua and Barbuda. 

https://theconversation.com/explainer-what-is-radiocarbon-dating-and-how-does-it-work-9690
https://doi.org/10.1126/sciadv.aar7806
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Thousands of years after Trinidad, Cuba, Puerto Rico and Hispaniola were settled, colonists reached islands 

in the northern Antilles, bypassing islands in the southern Lesser Antilles, depicted with green SRH arrows 

for ‘southern route hypothesis.’ The stepping-stone model, depicted with SS arrow, is refuted by the new 

analysis. 'Reevaluating human colonization of the Caribbean using chronometric hygiene and Bayesian 

modeling,' M. F. Napolitano et al, Science Advances, Dec. 18, 2019, CC BY-NC 

Based on these data, the patterns of initial settlement of the Caribbean are most consistent with the southward 

route hypothesis. 

Around 1,800 years ago, a new wave of people also moved from South America into the Lesser Antilles, 

colonizing many of the remaining uninhabited islands. About 1,000 years later, their descendants moved into 

the smaller islands of the Greater Antilles and Bahamian archipelago. This is when Jamaica and the Bahamas 

were settled for the first time. 

Our research findings also support the widely held view that environment played a significant role in how and 

when islands were settled. 

Archaeologists know that once people settled islands, they frequently moved between them. Not all islands 

are the same, and some offered more or better resources than others. For example, in the Bahamas and the 

https://images.theconversation.com/files/358878/original/file-20200918-14-619act.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/358878/original/file-20200918-14-619act.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://doi.org/10.1126/sciadv.aar7806
https://doi.org/10.1126/sciadv.aar7806
http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc/4.0/
https://images.theconversation.com/files/358878/original/file-20200918-14-619act.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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Grenadines, the primary way to access freshwater is by digging wells; there are no streams or springs. Some 

islands lacked clay for making pottery, which was important for cooking and storing food. People may have 

also traveled to different islands to access preferred fishing or hunting spots or seek out marriage partners. 

[Deep knowledge, daily. Sign up for The Conversation’s newsletter.] 

Strong seasonal winds and currents facilitated travel between islands. That’s also probably one of the reasons 

why Caribbean people never developed the sail or other seafaring technologies that were used in the Pacific, 

Mediterranean and North Atlantic around the same time. Dugout canoes crossed between South America and 

the islands just fine. 

Interpretations of past human behavior at archaeological sites are anchored by radiocarbon dates to study 

change over time. For archaeologists, it’s important to periodically take another look at the data to make sure 

that the narratives built on those data are reliable. Our review of the radiocarbon record for the Caribbean 

allowed us to show – with increased accuracy – the ways in which the region was first colonized by people, 

how they interacted and moved between islands, and how their societies developed following initial 

colonization. 

https://theconversation.com/archaeologists-determined-the-step-by-step-path-taken-by-the-first-people-to-

settle-the-caribbean-islands-

130669?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%209292020&utm_content=Daily%209292020+Version

+A+CID_69063731a0b188862c1d105b38f86480&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Archaeolo

gists%20determined%20the%20step-by-

step%20path%20taken%20by%20the%20first%20people%20to%20settle%20the%20Caribbean%20islands  

https://doi.org/10.1353/crb.2012.0030
https://doi.org/10.1016/j.jasrep.2016.08.033
https://theconversation.com/us/newsletters/the-daily-3?utm_source=TCUS&utm_medium=inline-link&utm_campaign=newsletter-text&utm_content=deepknowledge
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The Stuff of Stars: A Stunning Marbled Serenade to the Native Poetry of Science and the Cosmic 

Interleaving of Life 

A consummate celebration of the improbable loveliness of life amid the edgeless panorama of cosmic being. 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

“Before I was born out of my mother,” Walt Whitman wrote in Leaves of Grass, “my embryo has never been 

torpid… For it the nebula cohered to an orb.” Only by connecting our own birth, our own existence, to that of 

everything and everyone we know, to the birth of the universe itself, can we confidently and genuinely say 

with Whitman, who called himself a “Kosmos,” that “every atom belonging to me as good belongs to you”; 

only then can we not only think but feel the elemental truth in his contemporary John Muir’s insistence 

that “when we try to pick out anything by itself, we find it hitched to everything else in the universe.” A 

century and a half after Whitman and Muir, a century and a half after staggering leaps in our scientific 

understanding of the life of the universe and the universe of life, the great evolutionary biologist Lynn 

Margulis moored this poetic truth in the reality of science by observing that “the fact that we are connected 

through space and time shows that life is a unitary phenomenon, no matter how we express that fact.” 

That atomic interleaving of existence across the sweep of space and time and individual selves is what 

author Marion Dane Bauer and artist Ekua Holmes celebrate in The Stuff of Stars (public library) — a 

serenade to the native poetry inside the science of life, inspired by the iconic Carl Saganism that “we’re made 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/04/11/leaves-of-grass-margaret-cook/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/10/19/lia-halloran-walt-whitman-universe-in-verse/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/10/john-muir-nature-writings/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/04/19/lynn-margulis-talking-on-the-water/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/04/19/lynn-margulis-talking-on-the-water/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/076367883X/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/stuff-of-stars/oclc/1050271627&referer=brief_results
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/076367883X/braipick-20
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of star-stuff” (itself inspired by the legacy of the trailblazing astronomer Cecilia Payne, who discovered the 

chemical composition of the universe against the odds of her time and place). 

 

Opening with a narrative verse evocative of Marie Howe’s stunning poem “Singularity,” the lyrical story 

begins before the beginning of time and unspools into the everythingness of everything. Bauer writes: 

In the dark, 

in the dark, 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/05/08/cecilia-payne-harvard-observatory-radio-talks/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/05/08/cecilia-payne-harvard-observatory-radio-talks/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/23/singularity-marie-howe-animated/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/05/25/beginning-of-time/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/076367883X/braipick-20
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in the deep, deep dark, 

a speck floated, 

invisible as thought, 

weighty as God. 

There was yet no time, 

there was yet no space. 

No up, 

no down, 

no edge, 

no center. 

 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/076367883X/braipick-20
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http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/076367883X/braipick-20
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No Earth with soaring hawks, 

scuttling beetles, 

trees reaching for the sky. 

There was no sky. 

No you. 

No me. 

Only the speck, 

waiting, 

waiting… 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/076367883X/braipick-20
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Holmes’s illustrations, nebular and alive and animated by marbling — a technique of rich symbolism and 

cross-cultural history — furnish the perfect visual metaphor for the book’s elemental reminder that we live in 

a universe of constant flow, flux, and metamorphosis, and that we ourselves are but a speck of color floating 

into shape for a brief moment before being washed into the perpetually repatterned marbling of existence; that 

any one life, including our own, is as precious as it is improbable and transient, and all the more precious for 

its improbability and transience. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/20/a-velocity-of-being-letters-to-a-young-reader/#endpapers
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/20/a-velocity-of-being-letters-to-a-young-reader/#endpapers
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/076367883X/braipick-20
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With a poet’s concision and precision of thought-in-image, Bauer chronicles the formation of our Solar 

System and the chance miracle of our own Pale Blue Dot, so improbably hospitable to life against the odds of 

an austere cosmos — a planet that orbits its star “from just the right distance and with just the right tilt to be 

sometimes warm, sometimes cool”; a planet ideally poised to foment the astonishing diversity and splendor of 

the marbling of matter we call life, “perfect for turning that starry stuff into mitochondria, jellyfish, spiders, 

into ferns and sharks, into daisies and galloping horses.” 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2012/12/10/pale-blue-dot-motion-graphics/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/076367883X/braipick-20
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Again and against 

stardust 

gave birth 

to stardust. 

Bauer goes on to trace the unstoppable rush of species and generations, fading in and out of the scene, 

restaging the next act with their own existence — the dinosaurs making room for the humans, our ancestors 

making room for us. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/076367883X/braipick-20
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http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/076367883X/braipick-20
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Leafing through the consummately illustrated story as it moves from the Big Bang with its near-instantaneous 

generation of all the matter that made everything we know to the slow, steady birth of stars and planets, of 

oceans and mountains, of all the creatures that tread and bloom and burrow and soar over and on and in them, 

I am reminded of Rachel Carson’s immortally poetic observation that “against this cosmic background the 

lifespan of a particular plant or animal appears, not as drama complete in itself, but only as a brief interlude in 

a panorama of endless change”; I am reminded of James Baldwin’s impassioned insistence that “nothing is 

fixed… the earth is always shifting, the light is always changing, the sea does not cease to grind down rock… 

the sea rises, the light fails, lovers cling to each other, and children cling to us.” 

 

Bauer ends this vignette of the panorama with the birth of the reader, addressing the child directly as a child 

of the universe, with the Whitmanesque recognition of how “the nebula cohered” to manifest this singular 

existence: 

Then one day… 

in the dark, 

in the dark, 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/02/28/undersea-rachel-carson/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/02/28/undersea-rachel-carson/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/02/28/undersea-rachel-carson/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/05/21/nothing-is-fixed-james-baldwin-morley-music/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/05/21/nothing-is-fixed-james-baldwin-morley-music/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/05/21/nothing-is-fixed-james-baldwin-morley-music/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/076367883X/braipick-20
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in the deep, deep dark, 

another speck floated, 

invisible as dreams, 

special as Love. 

Waiting, 

waiting, 

dividing, 

changing, 

growing. 

Until at last, 

YOU burst into the world. 

Reminding the young reader that each breath they inhale is air once breathed by the woolly mammoths and 

each tear they cry is water that once lapped in the primordial seas, Bauer ends the story by inviting the voice 

of the parent to place the child into this glorious singularity of being — a splendid message that not only 

enlarges once’s own sense of being but, in celebrating this interbelonging with the rest of the living world, is 

the only viable seed for any real sense of the ecological responsibility that must bloom in the coming 

generations if this precious, precarious, shimmering world is to go on cohering into beauty and being. 

 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/076367883X/braipick-20
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You 

and the velvet moss, 

the caterpillars, 

the lions. 

You 

and the singing whales, 

the larks, 

the frogs. 

You, 

and me 

loving you. 

All of us 

the stuff of stars. 

 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/076367883X/braipick-20
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Couple The Stuff of Stars (not to be confused with the similarly titled grownup biography of trailblazing 

astronomer Maria Mitchell, about whom there also happens to be a wonderful picture-book biography) with 

a gorgeous animated short film of Marie Howe’s kindred-spirited poem “Singularity,” then revisit Maya 

Angelou’s cosmic clarion call to humanity, also inspired by Carl Sagan. 

Reproductions courtesy of Candlewick Press. Photographs by Maria Popova. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/07/01/the-stuff-of-stars-bauer-

holmes/?mc_cid=ead00b6acb&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/076367883X/braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/10/01/what-miss-mitchell-saw/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/23/singularity-marie-howe-animated/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/09/a-brave-and-startling-truth-maya-angelou/
http://candlewick.com/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/07/01/the-stuff-of-stars-bauer-holmes/?mc_cid=ead00b6acb&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/07/01/the-stuff-of-stars-bauer-holmes/?mc_cid=ead00b6acb&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/076367883X/braipick-20
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Triple star system found with weirdly warped planetary disc 

By Michael Irving 

 

An artist's impression of the warped disc of the triple star system GW Orionis 

ESO/L. Calçada, Exeter/Kraus et al. 

It can be easy to assume that the way things are in our solar system are mostly how they are elsewhere in the 

universe – but that’s often not the case. Now, astronomers have observed a triple star system that’s warping 

and splitting its planetary disc into strange new shapes and multiple rings. 

Here in our solar system, things are surprisingly well-ordered. All of the planets orbit within a fairly flat disc, 

and so do objects in the asteroid and Kuiper belts. Most other star systems observed by astronomers seem to 

have similar structures, thanks to the forces of gravity and momentum squishing dust and gas into discs 

around stars. Later, this all clumps together to form planets and moons. 

https://newatlas.com/author/michael-irving/
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ALMA images of the warped disc of the triple star system GW Orionis 

ALMA (ESO/NAOJ/NRAO), S. Kraus & J. Bi; NRAO/AUI/NSF, S. Dagnello 

Now, astronomers have observed a system where this flat disc is being bent out of shape. Known as GW 

Orionis, the system lies around 1,300 light-years from Earth and contains three stars orbiting each other. The 

researchers studied GW Orionis for over 11 years using different instruments on the Very Large Telescope 

(VLT) and ALMA to resolve the structure of the system, and backed it up with computer simulations of what 

was going on there. 

The team found that the two inner stars orbit each other at 1 Astronomical Unit (AU) apart – the same 

distance between Earth and the Sun. The third star orbits the other two from further out, at a distance of about 

8 AU. 

The complex gravitational dance between these three stars has split the protoplanetary disc into three separate 

rings, each with their own orientation. The closest ring is the most out-of-whack, angled almost perpendicular 

to the rest of the disc. This inner ring contains enough dust to create the equivalent of 30 Earths. 

The second ring starts about 185 AU from the center of the system, while the third starts at a distance of 340 

AU. That makes it the largest protoplanetary disc observed so far. 

https://newatlas.com/space/triple-star-system-gw-orionis-warped-planetary-disc/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=13d462dd73-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_09_07_08_14&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-13d462dd73-92970593#gallery:3


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 540 november 2020 

 

61 

 

A 3D computer image of GW Orionis, clearly showing the unusual orientations of the three discs 

Kraus et al., 2020; NRAO/AUI/NSF 

So what caused this strange structure? Two separate studies on the system came to two different conclusions. 

The first team says that the gravitational influences of the three stars is enough to account for it. The second 

suggests that an unseen planet lurks in the gap between the first and second discs. 

“Our simulations show that the gravitational pull from the triple stars alone cannot explain the observed large 

misalignment,” says Nienke van der Marel, an author of the second study. “We think that the presence of a 

planet between these rings is needed to explain why the disc was torn apart. This planet has likely carved a 

dust gap and broken the disc at the location of the current inner and outer rings.” 

https://newatlas.com/space/triple-star-system-gw-orionis-warped-planetary-disc/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=13d462dd73-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_09_07_08_14&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-13d462dd73-92970593#gallery:4
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No doubt astronomers will continue to observe GW Orionis, in the hopes of learning more about this strange 

system and possibly finding that hypothetical planet. The studies also suggest that other warped 

protoplanetary discs could be out there. 

The first study was published in the journal Science, and the second appeared in The Astrophysical Journal 

Letters. 

Animations of GW Orionis can be seen in the video below. 

ESOcast 229 Light : Planet-forming DiscTorn Apart by its Three Central Stars 

Sources: European Southern Observatory, National Radio Astronomy Observatory 

We recommend 

1. Roche's Benchtop Analyzer Receives FDA Clearance 

360Dx, 2017 

2. Sciex Receives China FDA Approval for Mass Spec System 

360Dx, 2017 

3. Tangen Biosciences Developing Lab-on-a-Disc Isothermal MDx for Point of Care 

Madeleine Johnson, 360Dx, 2019 

1. Effects of liraglutide and semaglutide on stroke subtypes in patients with type 2 diabetes: a post hoc 

analysis. Strain WD. 

Presented at EASD 2020. Sponsored by Novo Nordisk. 

2. Phase 2 trial: Efficacy & safety of switching to insulin icodec, once-weekly basal insulin, vs insulin 

glargine U100 in patients with T2D. Bajaj HS. 

Presented at EASD 2020. Sponsored by Novo Nordisk. 

https://science.sciencemag.org/content/369/6508/1233
https://iopscience.iop.org/article/10.3847/2041-8213/ab8eb4
https://iopscience.iop.org/article/10.3847/2041-8213/ab8eb4
https://www.eso.org/public/news/eso2014/
https://public.nrao.edu/news/alma-discovers-misaligned-rings-in-planet-forming-disk-around-triple-stars/
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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/space/triple-star-system-gw-orionis-warped-planetary-

disc/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=13d462dd73-

EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_09_07_08_14&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-13d462dd73-

92970593 

  

https://newatlas.com/author/michael-irving/
https://newatlas.com/space/triple-star-system-gw-orionis-warped-planetary-disc/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=13d462dd73-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_09_07_08_14&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-13d462dd73-92970593
https://newatlas.com/space/triple-star-system-gw-orionis-warped-planetary-disc/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=13d462dd73-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_09_07_08_14&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-13d462dd73-92970593
https://newatlas.com/space/triple-star-system-gw-orionis-warped-planetary-disc/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=13d462dd73-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_09_07_08_14&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-13d462dd73-92970593
https://newatlas.com/space/triple-star-system-gw-orionis-warped-planetary-disc/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=13d462dd73-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_09_07_08_14&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-13d462dd73-92970593
https://newatlas.com/author/michael-irving/
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‘Electric, Like Time Travel’: An Interview with Chantal Joffe 

Imogen Greenhalgh 

Chantal Joffe//Victoria Miro 

Chantal Joffe: Story, 2020 

In a corner of the painter Chantal Joffe’s studio, scenes of family life unfold across a series of canvases. In 

one, a days-old baby, wriggling and pink, is bathed in a small tub. In another, a woman smokes languidly next 

to a toddler in a smock. Three little girls, all bangs and bony knees, jostle side by side. Snapshot-like, every 

vignette is rendered in Joffe’s signature quicksilver strokes, tender yet devoid of sentimentality. 

The artist paints and draws at speed, using oils mixed with linseed, or, more recently, soft pastels, which 

allow her to keep pace with time, to defend experience from forgetting. With each sweeping stroke, she charts 

life on the point where things change—adolescence, pregnancy, grief, old age—suggesting, when you are 

https://www.nybooks.com/contributors/imogen-greenhalgh/
https://cdn.nybooks.com/wp-content/uploads/2020/09/joffe-story.jpg
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looking at Joffe’s work, that you are viewing the artist processing the world in the moment, up close and, at 

times, overwhelming. 

Joffe’s earliest philosophy as an artist emerged during a formative period of isolation. When she was eleven, 

her family moved from Vermont to Zagreb, in what was then Yugoslavia. Living in a cramped flat, Joffe 

longed for the friends she had left behind, and to compensate, began to make them out of paper, poring over 

old school photographs in an early act of fidelity to truth and honesty in her portraiture. It taught Joffe 

something about art that has endured: that in depicting others, she can breach the distance between people, 

allowing her to drift, intoxicatingly, in the “sensory explosion” of another, “their themness,” as she puts it. 

Solitude, too, has provided a recurring theme, and Joffe is a master of the self-portrait, ballast to this urge to 

dissolve herself in others. In 2018, in the wake of a painful split from her former partner, she spent a year 

painting her own image, starting afresh each day, as if patching up the seams of a self, working out how to 

keep it whole. 

The following interview took place in Joffe’s Northeast London studio in August, almost five months after 

measures to slow the spread of coronavirus in the city were imposed. (This conversation has been edited and 

condensed for length.) 

 

Imogen Greenhalgh: How has the lockdown period been for you? Have you had many visitors to the studio 

since measures eased? 

Chantal Joffe: Only one other so far, a young man—a ballet dancer—who sat for me. It has been odd, hasn’t 

it? Our human relationships have had to change. I live next door to my sister, but I’d only see her from her 

front doorway. In a strange way, because I tend to worry so much, I think it helped me. When it was all 

starting here, in March, friends would call me to ask if I was hiding in a bunker somewhere—but I was 

actually okay. I half-expect awful things to happen. People who have never felt fear felt it all the more 

profoundly, I think. The shock—everyone reeling that something so sci-fi can happen, almost beyond our 

imagining. 

What was particularly stark to me was the sudden division between youth and age. That was one of the oddest 

parts. I’m fifty, but where I live, in Hackney, everyone is very young, and I suddenly felt so much older, as 

though I’d been pushed into this weird other category of people. 

What did you work on in that period? Did you manage to paint much, and did it help? 

I did paint a lot; I brought my studio home with me, even though I can walk here, and at the beginning I made 

a series of self-portraits, which is often a way in for me. Then hundreds of paintings of this flower I was 

growing in a jug. It got a bit much—my daughter, Esme, would come in and say, “Another one?!” But it was 

the small things, in those days, wasn’t it? A friend bringing round some polenta. It mattered. I kept thinking of 

that Raymond Carver short story, “A Small, Good Thing.” One was always having to try and find small, good 

things. And painting helped, though my focus would last only for short, intense bursts. 
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Aspects of the experience behaved a bit like art does, in that they altered our sense of time and our attention 

to what is right in front of us. Do you feel your art equipped you, particularly? 

Absolutely. I think lots of artists were well-equipped on a practical level, in that we’re used to solitude, to 

spending days in one room alone. That was a blessing. Coming back to the studio didn’t feel so different, in 

that sense. What was stranger to me was how exhausting little things, like a friend coming to the front garden, 

were. 

My mum only lives down the road, so I’d go to see her on her doorstep, but after a short while, she’d ask me 

to go, which I totally understood. It was as if none of it was real, this weird substitution. Your real friends 

became the people in the TV series you were watching. It was madness, really, wanting a life that isn’t this 

life, I suppose. 

I have a menu on my kitchen wall dated May 1986; my mum took it from a restaurant when she was younger. 

David Hockney had done the illustrations. And I’d stare at it and fantasize about what it would be like to be 

eating apple strudel on that day in that restaurant in the Eighties. 

I love that, though—that sense that you might be able to travel in time, not be stuck. When there was a 

heatwave last summer, the worst thing about it to me was this feeling of being trapped on this planet in that 

exact moment. I find Carlo Rovelli’s theories of time very comforting. He says time can be fast or it can be 

slow, and I love that idea, the notion that time isn’t linear, just progressing ahead—your mum, being younger 

and eating at that restaurant, that’s somehow still taking place somewhere. 

I’ve been painting my own mum a lot during lockdown, pictures of her now and when she was young. I love 

thinking that all of that isn’t lost—her youth, us little. It’s still present. You can hold on to the person she was. 

Through painting her, you mean? 

Yes, painting old photographs of her—I’ve got boxes and boxes of them. I’ve been painting this one of her 

reading to all of us on the sofa. And when I was painting it, I was there, in the picture: it was electric, like 

time travel. That’s why I love Rovelli’s ideas—that there are holes in time you can go into. 
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Chantal Joffe/Victoria Miro 

Chantal Joffe: Self-portrait I, October, 2018 

1.  

2.  

3.  
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4.  

Do you often work from photos? 

I paint my daughter a lot, I always have, ever since she was born. And with Esme, I can only paint her at the 

age she is now, if you see what I mean. But with these photos, I suppose it’s finding that wormhole, back to a 

time or moment long ago. When you’re painting, you’re there. It even gives me a migraine after, too much 

dwelling in the past. I think all my work is about closing that gap. 

Your work has dealt with parts of the present or past that have been difficult, traumatic even—the end of your 

relationship with Esme’s father, and your mother’s aging now. Is there anything that you feel you are 

painting toward when you are making these works that start from a place of pain or loss? 

With those self-portraits after my relationship ended, it was a need to anchor myself. It felt incredibly 

exposing, people coming to the studio and saying crass things—“Oh, having a bad day, were we?” that kind 

of thing. But I’ve started to feel that if you don’t care about the work as deeply as that, what’s the point? 

I have a show this autumn at the Arnolfini Gallery in Bristol, and I’ve changed it quite radically in the last 

month or so, to include some drawings I made last year, after I fell and hit my head and was unconscious for a 

couple of hours. I’ve called them “Pictures of What I Did Not See,” and I made them using oil stick, in a bit 

of frenzy, not working from anything except what was in my head, which I never do.  

What are they like? 

They’re crude, but it helped to make them—like black magic, getting rid of the trauma of being out of it for so 

long. Not to have been absent for the experience, that was the main thing, I suppose. I wondered if showing 

this work would feel right, given the pandemic, when there is so much darkness. But then I realized you can’t 

really make a show that doesn’t have darkness in it. And I like the fact that art encompasses contradictions. 

Goya’s blackness, or late Guston, or Cornell and his boxes, so weird and lonely and obsessive, but so 

exquisite. That one he made for Emily Dickinson… Or Emily Dickinson herself, paring back, distilling. All 

art ends up being that, a stripping away, I think. You paint the place you’re trying to head. 
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Isabelle Young 

Chantal Joffe at her studio in Northeast London, August 2020 

 

“Chantal Joffe: For Esme—With Love and Squalor” is at the Arnolfini Gallery, Bristol, through 

November 22. “Chantal Joffe” will be on view at Victoria Miro, Wharf Road, from November 10 

through December 18. 

 

https://www.nybooks.com/daily/2020/09/19/electric-like-time-travel-an-interview-with-chantal-joffe/ 

  

https://arnolfini.org.uk/whatson/chantal-joffe/
https://www.victoria-miro.com/exhibitions/487/
https://cdn.nybooks.com/wp-content/uploads/2020/09/joffe-studio.jpg
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Astronomy, Race, and the Unwitnessed Radiance Inside History’s Blind Spots 

A poetic instrument for observing and redrawing the spectrum of privilege and possibility. 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

In 1977, the poet Adrienne Rich exhorted a graduating class of young women to think of education not as 

something one receives but as something one claims. But what does an education mean, and what does 

claiming it look like, for lives and minds animating bodies born into dramatically different points along the 

vast spectrum of privilege and possibility which human society spans? 

This question comes alive in a wonderfully unexpected and necessary way in one of the highlights of the the 

third annual Universe in Verse by another great poet, essayist, and almost unbearably moving 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/05/21/claiming-an-education-adrienne-rich-1977-commencement/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/05/21/claiming-an-education-adrienne-rich-1977-commencement/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/14/universe-in-verse-2019/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/14/universe-in-verse-2019/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/06/01/the-light-of-the-world-elizabeth-alexander-memoir/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1555974325/braipick-20
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memoirist: Elizabeth Alexander — the fourth poet in history read at an American presidential inauguration 

(she welcomed Barack Obama to the presidency with her shimmering poem “Praise Song for the Day”) and 

the first woman of color to preside over one of the world’s largest philanthropic foundations. 

Two years after Alexander illuminated a disquieting shadow-patch excised from the hegemonic history of 

science with the stunning poem she read at the inaugural Universe in Verse, she returned to the stage to shine 

a beam of radiance on the beauty hidden in an umbral corner of the selective collective memory we call 

history. Following astrophysicist Janna Levin’s opening reading of a pair of short poems by two titanic 

contemporaries who never knew of each other’s existence — a short untitled exultation at the surreality of a 

solar eclipse by Emily Dickinson and “When I Heard the Learn’d Astronomer” by Walt Whitman — 

Alexander read a poetic antidote to history’s erasures, celebrating the invisible visionaries who also lived and 

marveled at the cosmos when Dickinson and Whitman lived and marveled at the cosmos, originally published 

in her collection American Sublime (public library) and prefaced in the show with some contextual 

connective tissue by yours truly: 

EDUCATION 

by Elizabeth Alexander 

In 1839, to enter University, 

the Yale men already knew Cicero, 

Dalzel’s Graeca Minora, then learned more Latin prosody, 

Stiles on astronomy, Dana’s mineralogy. 

Each year they named a Class Bully 

who would butt heads with sailors in town. 

“The first foreign heathen ever seen,” 

Obookiah, arrived from Hawaii in ’09. 

The most powerful telescope in America 

was a recent gift to the school 

and through it, they were first to see 

the blazing return of Halley’s comet. 

Ebeneezer Peter Mason 

and Hamilton Lanphere Smith 

spent all their free time at the instrument 

observing the stars, their systems, 

their movement and science and magic, 

pondering the logic of mysteries that twinkle. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/06/01/the-light-of-the-world-elizabeth-alexander-memoir/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/11/17/elizabeth-alexander-verses-for-hope/
https://mellon.org/about/staff/elizabeth-alexander/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/05/17/the-venus-hottentot-elizabeth-alexander/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/05/31/astrophysicist-janna-levin-reads-when-i-heard-the-learnd-astronomer-walt-whitman/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1555974325/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/american-sublime/oclc/762280065&referer=brief_results
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Some forty years before, Banneker’s 

eclipse-predicting charts and almanacs 

had gone to Thomas Jefferson 

to prove “that nature has given our brethren 

talents equal to other colors of men.” 

Benjamin Banneker, born free, 

whose people came from Guinea, 

who taught himself at twenty-two (the same age 

as the graduates) to carve entirely from wood 

a watch which kept exquisite time, 

accurate to the blade-sharp second. 

Living in the same era as these astronomically enchanted men, whom Alexander so beautifully declipses from 

history’s shadow, was a young woman who blazed parallel trails for another section of humanity barred from 

higher education and discounted by the scientific establishment, and who would go on to stake her life on the 

conviction that equal opportunity for the life of the mind is at the center of social change. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/08/01/maria-mitchell-figuring-1/
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Maria Mitchell 

Maria Mitchell (August 1, 1818–June 28, 1889) — to whom the inaugural Universe in Verse was dedicated 

and whose life furnished the initial inspiration for Figuring (from which this portion of the essay is adapted) 

https://www.brainpickings.org/tag/maria-mitchell
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/05/29/the-universe-in-verse/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/01/figuring/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1524748137/braipick-20
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— was twelve when she observed her first solar eclipse through a brass telescope set up in the front parlor of 

her modest Quaker home on the island of Nantucket. The cosmos, with its mystery governed by immutable 

laws of poetic precision, staggered her imagination. By fifteen, she had mastered higher mathematics, which 

she supplemented with an ardent love of poetry. No institution — not on the island, not on the globe — had 

anything further to offer her in the way of higher education for a woman. And so, at seventeen, she founded a 

small school of her own. 

 

The first children who approached the teenage teacher for enrollment were three “Portuguese” girls — the 

era’s slang for immigrants of color, whatever their actual nationality or race. Having just witnessed a 

vehement outcry when the Nantucket’s public school had attempted integration the previous year, Mitchell 

knew that admitting students of color would cost her the support of many parents, particularly the wealthy. 

But when the little girl representing the trio implored for a chance to learn, Mitchell made a decision with a 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/01/figuring/
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clarity of conviction that would come to mark her life. The three “Portuguese” children became her first 

scholars, soon joined by others ranging in age from six to fourteen. 

The young Maria 

Mitchell’s telescope. (Maria Mitchell Museum. Photograph by Maria Popova) 

In a single large classroom, Mitchell stretched her students’ minds from Shakespeare to spherical geometry. 

But before she could savor the success of her school, she was offered the head librarianship of the Nantucket 

Atheneum — a new kind of cultural institution, named after the ancient Greek goddess of wisdom, learning, 

and the arts, designed as a secular gathering place to discover and discuss ideas. She was eighteen. She would 

not relinquish her librarianship for two decades, despite the international celebrity into which her historic 

comet discovery catapulted her at the end of her twenties; despite her landmark admission into the American 

Academy of Arts and Sciences as the venerable institution’s first female member; despite becoming the first 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/10/01/october-1-1847-miss-mitchells-comet/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/10/01/october-1-1847-miss-mitchells-comet/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1451018460/braipick-20
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woman employed by the federal government for a “specialized non-domestic skill” as a “computer of Venus” 

— a one-person GPS performing complex celestial calculations to help sailors navigate the globe. 

During her tenure at the Atheneum, Mitchell hosted the institution’s regular public lectures by itinerant 

speakers. Among them was a young man who had escaped slavery three years earlier. 

Frederick Douglass 

One August day in 1841, a nervous twenty-three-year-old Frederick Douglass — the same age as Mitchell — 

took the podium at the Atheneum to deliver his very first public address before the mixed-race audience of 

five hundred gathered at the island’s temple of learning for the first Nantucket Anti-Slavery Convention. “It 

was with the utmost difficulty,” Douglass would later recount, “that I could stand erect, or that I could 

command and articulate two words without hesitation and stammering. I trembled in every limb.” He 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/06/24/elizabeth-alexander-education-maria-mitchell-frederick-douglass/brainpickings.org/2017/09/07/frederick-douglass-pictures-and-progress/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0143106813/braipick-20
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proceeded to deliver a speech so electrifying that at its conclusion, the abolitionist William Lloyd Garrison, 

who was waiting to take the platform next, leapt to his feet, turned to the audience, and exclaimed: “Have we 

been listening to a thing, a piece of property, or a man?” The chamber of the Great Hall bellowed with a 

resounding “A man! A man!” The man was hired on the spot as full-time lecturer for Garrison’s American 

Anti-Slavery Society. 

Four years later, by then one of the country’s most prominent public speakers, Douglass would write in his 

autobiography: 

I prefer to be true to myself, even at the hazard of incurring the ridicule of others, rather than to be false, and 

incur my own abhorrence. From my earliest recollection, I date the entertainment of a deep conviction that 

slavery would not always be able to hold me within its foul embrace. 

Maria Mitchell echoed this sentiment in her own diary as she was doing for women what Douglass was doing 

for African Americans: 

The best that can be said of my life so far is that it has been industrious, and the best that can be said of me is 

that I have not pretended to what I was not. 

Mitchell and Douglass cherished their friendship for the remainder of their parallel pioneering lives — both 

world-famous before they were thirty, both liberators of possibility in their present, both role models of 

courage and tenacity for generations to come. The year Mitchell made her historic discovery of the world’s 

first telescopic comet, Douglass — who in that trembling dawn of his career had calmed his nerves by taking 

in the cosmic perspective through her telescope — began publishing his abolitionist newspaper; he titled 

it The North Star in homage to the key role astronomy played in the Underground Railroad — traveling at 

night, slaves were told to keep the river on one side and follow the Drinking Gourd, an African name for the 

Big Dipper, for if they kept after the pole star, they would keep themselves moving north. In the final year of 

hers, the ailing Mitchell — whose childhood home had been a stop on the Underground Railroad — exerted 

herself to travel many miles via ferry, coach, and train for a reception given in her cherished friend’s honor. 

Full recordings of the first three seasons of The Universe in Verse — a celebration of the meeting ground 

between science and the human spirit through the lens of poetry — are freely available to be enjoyed here. 

donating = loving 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/06/24/elizabeth-alexander-education-maria-mitchell-frederick-

douglass/?mc_cid=ead00b6acb&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 
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My Old Man 

by Ernest Hemingway 

 

My Old Man was published in Hemingway's collection, Three Stories and Ten Poems (1923). 

 

Edouard 

Manet, Longchamp, 1864 

I guess looking at it now my old man was cut out for a fat guy, one of those regular little roly fat guys you see 

around, but he sure never got that way, except a little toward the last, and then it wasn't his fault, he was 

riding over the jumps only and he could afford to carry plenty of weight then. I remember the way he'd pull 

on a rubber shirt over a couple of jerseys and a big sweat shirt over that, and get me to run with him in the 

forenoon in the hot sun. He'd have, maybe, taken a trial trip with one of Razzo's skins early in the morning 

after just getting in from Torino at four o'clock in the morning and beating it out to the stables in a cab and 

then with the dew all over everything and the sun just starting to get going, I'd help him pull off his boots and 

he'd get into a pair of sneakers and all these sweaters and we'd start out. 

"Come on, kid," he'd say, stepping up and down on his toes in front of the jock's dressing room, "let's get 

moving". 

Then we'd start off jogging around the infield once maybe with him ahead running nice and then turn out the 

gate and along one of those roads with all the trees along both sides of them that run out from San Siro. I'd go 

ahead of him when we hit the road and I could run pretty stout and I'd look around and he'd be jogging easy 

just behind me and after a little while I'd look around again and he'd begun to sweat. Sweating heavy and he'd 

https://americanliterature.com/author/ernest-hemingway
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just he clogging it along with his eyes on my back, but when he'd catch me looking at him he'd grin and say, 

"Sweating plenty?" When my old man grinned nobody could help but grin too. We'd keep right on running 

out toward the mountains and then my old man would yell "Hey Joe!" and I'd look back and he'd he sitting 

under a tree with a towel he'd had around his waist wrapped around his neck. 

I'd come back and sit down beside him and he'd pull a rope out of his pocket and start skipping rope out in the 

sun with the sweat pouring off his face and him skipping rope out in the white dust with the rope going 

cloppetty cloppety clop clop clop and the sun hotter and him working harder up and down a patch of the road. 

Say it was a treat to see my old man skip rope too. He could whirr it fast or lop it slow and fancy. Say you 

ought to have seen wops look at us sometimes when they'd come by going into town walking along with big 

white steers hauling the cart. They sure looked as though they thought the old man was nuts. He'd start the 

rope whirring till they'd stop dead still and watch him, then give the steers a cluck and a poke with the goad 

and get going again. 

When I'd sit watching him working out in the hot sun I sure felt fond of him. He sure was fun and he done his 

work so hard and he'd finish up with a regular whirring that'd drive the sweat out on his face like water and 

then sling the rope at the tree and come over and sit down with me and lean hack against the tree with the 

towel and a sweater wrapped around his neck. 

"Sure is hell keeping it down, Joe" he'd say and lean back and shut his eyes and breath long and deep, "it ain't 

like when you're a kid". Then he'd get up before he started to cool and we'd jog along back to the stables. 

That's the way it was keeping down to weight. He was worried all the time. Most jocks can just about ride off 

all they want to. A jock loses about a kilo every time he rides, but my old man was sort of dried out and he 

couldn't keep down his kilos without all that running. 

I remember once at San Siro, Regoli, a little wop that was riding for Buzoni came out across the paddock 

going to the bar for something cool and flicking his bouts with his whip, after he'd just weighed in and my old 

man had just weighed in too and came out with the saddle under his arm looking red faced and tired and too 

big for his silks and he stood there looking at young Regoli standing up to the outdoors bar cool and kid 

looking and I says, "What's the matter Dad?" cause I thought maybe Regoli had bumped him or something 

and he just looked at Regoli and said, "Oh to hell with it" and went on to the dressing room. 

Well it would have been all right maybe if we'd stayed in Milan and ridden at Milan and Torino cause if there 

ever were any easy courses it's those two. "Pianola, Joe". My old man said when he dismounted in the 

winning stall after what the wops thought was a hell of a steeplechase. I asked him once, "This course rides 

its-self. It's the pace you're going at that makes riding the jumps dangerous Joe. We ain't going any pace here, 

and they ain't any really bad jumps either. But it's the pace always—not the jumps that makes the trouble". 

San Siro was the swellest course I'd ever seen but the old man said it was a dog's life. Going back and forth 

between Mirafiore and San Siro and riding just about every day in the week with a train ride every other 

night. 

I was nuts about the horses too. There's something about it when they come out and go up the track to the 

post. Sort of dancy and tight looking with the jock keeping a tight hold on them and maybe easing off a little 

and letting them run a little going up. Then once they were at the barrier it got me worse than anything. 
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Especially at San Siro with that big green infield and the mountains way off and the fat wop starter with his 

big whip and the jocks fiddling them around and then the barrier snapping up and that bell going off and them 

all getting off in a bunch and then commencing to string out. You know the way a bunch of skins gets off. If 

you're up in the stand with a pair of glasses all you see is them plunging off and then that bell goes off and it 

seems like it rings for a thousand years and then they come sweeping round the turn. There wasn't ever 

anything like it for me. 

But my old man said one day in the dressing room when he was getting into his street clothes, "None of these 

things are horses Joe. They'd kill that bunch of skates for their hides and hoofs up at Paris". That was the day 

he'd won the Premio Commercio with Lantorna shooting her out of the field the last hundred meters like 

pulling a cork out of a bottle. 

It was right after the Premio Commercio that we pulled out and left Italy. My old man and Holbrook and a fat 

wop in a straw hat that kept wiping his face with a handkerchief were having an argument at a table in the 

Galleria. They were all talking French and the two of them were after my old man about something. Finally 

he didn't say anything any more but just sat there and looked at Holbrook and the two of them kept after him, 

first one talking and then the other and the fat wop always butting in on Holbrook. 

"You go out and buy me a Sportsman, will you Joe?" my old man said and handed me a couple of soldi 

without looking away from Holbrook. 

So I went out of the Galleria and walked over to in front of the Scala and bought a paper and came back and 

stood a little way away because I didn't want to butt in and my old man was sitting back in his chair looking 

down at his coffee and fooling with a spoon and Holbrook and the big wop were standing and the big wop 

was wiping his face and shaking his head. And I came up and my old man acted just as though the two of 

them weren't standing there and said, "Want an ice Joe?" Holbrook looked down at my old man and said slow 

and careful, "You son of a bitch" and he and the fat wop went out through the tables. 

My old man sat there and sort of smiled at me but his face was white and he looked sick as hell and I was 

scared and felt sick inside because I knew something had happened and I didn't see how anybody could call 

my old man a son of a bitch and get away with it. My old man opened up the Sportsman and studied the 

handicaps for a while and then he said, "You got to take a lot of things in this world Joe". And three days later 

we left Milan for good on the Turin train for Paris after an auction sale out in front of Turner's stables of 

everything we couldn't get into a trunk and a suit case. 

We got into Paris early in the morning in a long dirty station the old man told me was the Gare de Lyon. Paris 

was an awful big town after Milan. Seems like in Milan everybody is going somewhere and all the trams run 

somewhere and there ain't any sort of a mixup, but Paris is all balled up and they never do straighten it out. I 

got to like it though, part of it anyway, and say it's got the best race courses in the world. Seems as though that 

were the thing that keeps it all going and about the only thing you can figure on is that every day the buses 

will be going out to whatever track they're running at going right out through everything to the track. I never 

really got to know Paris well because I just came in about once or twice a week with the old man from 

Maisons and he always sat at the Cafe de la Paix on the Opera side with the rest of the gang from Maisons and 

I guess that's one of the busiest parts of the town. But say it is funny that a big town like Paris wouldn't have a 

Galleria isn't it? 
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Well, we went out to live at Maisons-Lafitte, where just about everybody lives except the gang at Chantilly, 

with a Mrs. Meyers that runs a boarding house. Maisons is about the swellest place to live I've ever seen in all 

my life. The town ain't so much, but there's a lake and a swell forest that we used to go off humming in all 

day, a couple of us kids, and my old man made me a sling shot and we got a lot of things with it but the best 

one was a magpie. Young Dick Atkinson shot a rabbit with it one day and we put it under a tree and were all 

sitting around and Dick had some cigarettes and all of a sudden the rabbit jumped up and beat it into the brush 

and we chased it but we couldn't find it. Gee we had fun at Maisons. Mrs. Meyers used to give me lunch in 

the morning and I'd he gone all day. I learned to talk French quick. It's an easy language. 

As soon as we got to Maisons my old man wrote to Milan for his license and he was pretty worried till it 

came. He used to sit around the Cafe de Paris in Maisons with the gang there, there were lots of guys he'd 

known when he rode up at Paris before the war lived at Maisons, and there's a lot of time to sit around 

because the work around a racing stable for the jocks that is, is all cleaned up by nine o'clock in the morning. 

They take the first batch of skins out to gallop them at 5.30 in the morning and they work the second lot at 8 

o'clock. That means getting up early all right and going to bed early too. If a jock's riding for somebody too he 

can't go boozing around because the trainer always has an eye on him if he's a kid and if he ain't a kid he's 

always got an eye on himself. So mostly if a jock ain't working he sits around the Café de Paris with the gang 

and they can all sit around about two or three hours in front of some drink like a vermouth and seltz and they 

talk and tell stories and shoot pool and it's sort of like a club or the Galleria in Milan. Only it ain't really like 

the Galleria because there everybody is going by all the time and there's everybody around at the tables. 

Well my old man got his license all right. They sent it through to him without a word and he rode a couple of 

times. Amiens, up country and that sort of thing, but he didn't seem to get any engagement. Everybody liked 

him and whenever I'd come in to the Café in the forenoon I'd find somebody drinking with him because my 

old man wasn't tight like most of these jockey's that have got the first dollar they made riding at the World's 

Fair in St. Louis in Nineteen ought four. That's what my old man would say when he'd kid George Burns. But 

it seemed like everybody steered clear of giving my old man any mounts. 

We went out to wherever they were running every day with the car from Maisons and that was the most fun of 

all. I was glad when the horses came back from Deauville and the summer. Even though it meant no more 

humming in the woods, cause then we'd ride to Enghien or Tremblay or St. Cloud and watch them from the 

trainers' and jockeys' stand. I sure learned about racing from going out with that gang and the fun of it was 

going every day. 

I remember once out at St. Cloud. It was a big two hundred thousand franc race with seven entries and Kzar a 

big favourite. I went around to the paddock to see the horses with my old man and you never saw such horses. 

This Kzar is a great big yellow horse that looks like just nothing but run. I never saw such a horse. He was 

being led around the paddock with his head down and when he went by me I felt all hollow inside he was so 

beautiful. There never was such a wonderful, lean, running built horse. And he went around the paddock 

putting his feet just so and quiet and careful and moving easy like he knew just what he had to do and not 

jerking and standing up on his legs and getting wild eyed like you see these selling platers with a shot of dope 

in them. The crowd was so thick I couldn't see him again except just his legs going by and some yellow and 

my old man started out through the crowd and I followed him over to the jock's dressing room hack in the 

trees and there was a big crowd around there too but the man at the door in a derby nodded to my old man and 

we got in and everybody was sitting around and getting dressed and pulling shirts over their heads and pulling 

boots on and it all smelled hot and sweaty and linimenty and outside was the crowd looking in. 
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The old man went over and sat down beside George Gardner that was getting into his pants and said, "What`s 

the dope George?" just in an ordinary tone of voice cause there aint any use him feeling around because 

George either can tell him or he can't tell him. 

"He won't win" George says very low, leaning over and buttoning the bottoms of his pants. 

"Who will" my old man says leaning over close so nobody can hear. 

"Kircubbin" George says, "And if he does, save me a couple of tickets". 

My old man says something in a regular voice to George and George says, "Don't ever bet on anything I tell 

you" kidding like and we beat it out and through all the crowd that was looking in over to the 100 franc 

mutuel machine. But I knew something big was up because George is Kzar's jockey. On the way he gets one 

of the yellow odds sheets with the starting prices on and Kzar is only paying 5 for 10, Cefisidote is next at 3 

to 1 and fifth down the list this Kircubbin at 8 to 1. My old man bets five thousand on Kircubbin to win and 

puts on a thousand to place and we went around back of the grandstand to go up the stairs and get a place to 

watch the race. 

We were jammed in tight and first a man in a long coat with a grey tall hat and a whip folded up in his hand 

came out and then one after another the horses, with the jocks up and a stable boy holding the bridle on each 

side and walking along, followed the old guy. That big yellow horse Kzar came first. He didn't look so big 

when you first looked at him until you saw the length of his legs and the whole way he's built and the way he 

moves. Gosh I never saw such a horse. George Gardner was riding him and they moved along slow, back of 

the old guy in the gray tall hat that walked along like he was the ring master in a circus. Back of Kzar, moving 

along smooth and yellow in the sun, was a good looking black with a nice head with Tommy Archibald riding 

him and after the black was a string of five more horses all moving along slow in a procession past the 

grandstand and the pesage. My old man said the black was Kircubbin and I took a good look at him and he 

was a nice looking horse all right but nothing like Kzar. 

Everybody cheered Kzar when he went by and he sure was one swell looking horse. The procession of them 

went around on the other side past the pelouse and then back up to the near end of the course and the circus 

master had the stable boys turn them loose one after another so they could gallop by the stands on their way 

up to the post and let everybody have a good look at them. They weren't at the post hardly any time at all 

when the gong started and you could see them way off across the infield all in a bunch starting on the first 

swing like a lot of little toy horses. I was watching them through the glasses and Kzar was running well back 

with one of the bays making the pace. They swept down and around and came pounding past and Kzar was 

way back when they passed us and this Kircubbin horse in front and going smooth. Gee it's awful when they 

go by you and then you have to watch them go farther away and get smaller and smaller and then all bunched 

up on the turns and then come around towards into the stretch and you feel like swearing and goddaming 

worse and worse. Finally they made the last turn and came into the straightaway with this Kircubbin horse 

way out in front. Everybody was looking funny and saying "Kzar" in sort of a sick way and they pounding 

nearer down the stretch, and then something came out of the pack right into my glasses like a horse-headed 

yellow streak and everybody began to yell "Kzar" as though they were crazy. Kzar came on faster than I'd 

ever seen anything in my life and pulled up on Kircubbin that was going fast as any black horse could go with 

the jock flogging hell out of him with the gad and they were right dead neck and neck for a second but Kzar 

seemed going about twice as fast with those great jumps and that head out—but it was while they were neck 
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and neck that they passed the winning post and when the numbers went up in the slots the first one was 2 and 

that meant Kircubbin had won. 

I felt all trembly and funny inside, and then we were all jammed in with the people going down stairs to stand 

in front of the board where they'd post what Kircubbin paid. Honest watching the race I'd forgot how much 

my old man had bet on Kircubbin. I'd wanted Kzar to win so damned had. But now it was all over it was swell 

to know we had the winner. 

"Wasn't it a swell race Dad?" I said to him. 

He looked at me sort of funny with his derby on the back of his head, "George Gardner's a swell jockey all 

right", he said, "It sure took a great jock to keep that Kzar horse from winning". 

Of course I knew it was funny all the time. But my old man saying that right out like that sure took the kick 

all out of it for me and I didn't get the real kick back again ever, even when they posted the numbers up on the 

board and the hell rang to pay off and we saw that Kircubbin paid 67.50 for 10. All around people were 

saying "Poor Kzar. Poor Kzar!" And I thought, I wish I were a jockey and could have rode him instead of that 

son of a bitch. And that was funny, thinking of George Gardner as a son of a bitch because I'd always liked 

him and besides he'd given us the winner, but I guess that's what he is all right. 

My old man had a big lot of money after that race and he took to coming into Paris oftener. If they raced at 

Tremblay he'd have them drop him in town on their way hack to Maisons and he and I'd sit out in front of the 

Café de la Paix and watch the people go by. It's funny sitting there. There's streams of people going by and all 

sorts of guys come up and want to sell you things and I loved to sit there with my old man. That was when 

we'd have the most fun. Guys would come by selling funny rabbits that jumped if you squeezed a bulb and 

they'd come up to us and my old man would kid with them. He could talk French just like English and all 

those kind of guys knew him cause you can always tell a jockey and then we always sat at the same table and 

they got used to seeing us there. There were guys selling matrimonial papers and girls selling rubber eggs that 

when you squeezed them a rooster came out of them and one old wormy looking guy that went by with post 

cards of Paris showing them to everybody, and of course nobody ever bought any and then he would come 

back and show the under side of the pack and they would all be smutty post cards and lots of people would 

dig down and buy them. 

Gee I remember the funny people that used to go by. Girls around supper time looking for somebody to take 

them out to eat and they'd speak to my old man and he'd make some joke at them in French and they'd pat me 

on the head and go on. Once there was an American woman sitting with her kid daughter at the next table to 

us and they were both eating ices and I kept looking at the girl and she was awfully good looking and I smiled 

at her and she smiled at me but that was all that ever came of it because I looked for her mother and her every 

day and I made up ways that I was going to speak to her and I wondered if I get to know her if her mother 

would let me take her out to Auteuil or Tremblay but I never saw either of them again. Anyway I guess it 

wouldn't have been any good anyway because looking back on it I remember the way I thought out would be 

best to speak to her was to say, "Pardon me, but perhaps I can give you a winner at Enghien today?" and after 

all maybe she would have thought I was a tout instead of really trying to give her a winner. 
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We'd sit at the Café de la Paix, my old man and me, and we had a big drag with the waiter because my old 

man drank whisky and it cost five francs and that meant a good tip when the saucers were counted up. My old 

man was drinking more than I'd ever seen him, but he wasn't riding at all now and besides he said that 

whiskey kept his weight down. But I noticed he was putting it on all right just the same. He'd busted away 

from his old gang out at Maisons and seemed to like just sitting around on the boulevard with me. But he was 

dropping money every day at the track. He'd feel sort of doleful after the last race, if he'd lost on the day, until 

we'd get to our table and he'd have his first whiskey and then he'd be fine. 

He'd be reading the Paris-Sport and he'd look over at me and say, "Where's your girl Joe?" to kid me on 

account I had told him about the girl that day at the next table. And I'd get red but I liked being kidded about 

her. It gave me a good feeling. "Keep your eye peeled for her Joe." he'd say, "She'll be back." 

He'd ask me questions about things and some of the things I'd say he'd laugh. And then he'd get started talking 

about things. About riding down in Egypt, or at St. Moritz on the ice before my mother died, and about during 

the war when they had regular races down in the south of France without any purses, or betting or crowd or 

anything just to keep the breed up. Regular races with the jocks riding hell out of the horses. Gee I could 

listen to my old man talk by the hour, especially when he'd had a couple or so of drinks. He'd tell me about 

when he was a boy in Kentucky and going soon hunting and the old days in the states before everything went 

on the bum there. And he'd say, "Joe, when we've get a decent stake, you're going back there to the States and 

go to school." 

"What've I get to go back there to go to school for when everything's on the bum there?" I'd ask him. 

"That's different." he'd say and get the waiter over and pay the pile of saucers and we'd get a taxi to the Gare 

St. Lazare and get on the train out to Maisons. 

One day at Auteuil after a selling steeplechase my old man bought in the winner for 30.000 francs. He had to 

bid a little to get him but the stable let the horse go finally and my old man had his permit and his colors in a 

week. Gee I felt proud when my old man was an owner. He fixed it up for stable space with Charles Drake 

and cut out coming in to Paris and started his running and sweating out again and him and I were the whole 

stable gang. Our horse's name was Gillford, he was Irish bred and a nice sweet jumper. My old man figured 

that training him and riding him himself he was a good investment. I was proud of everything and I thought 

Gillford was as good a horse as Kzar. He was a good solid jumper a bay, with plenty of speed on the flat if 

you asked him for it and he was a nice looking horse too. 

Gee I was fond of him. The first time he started with my old man up he finished third in a 2.500 meter hurdle 

race and when my old man got off him, all sweating and happy in the place stall and went in to weigh I felt as 

proud of him as though it was the first race he'd ever placed in. You see when a guy aint been riding for a 

long time you can't make yourself really believe that he has ever rode. The whole thing was different now 

cause down in Milan even big races never seemed to make any difference to my old man, if he won he wasn't 

ever excited or anything, and now it was so I couldn't hardly sleep the night before a race and I knew my old 

man was excited too even if he didn't show it. Riding for yourself makes an awful difference. 

Second time Gillford and my old man started was a rainy Sunday at Auteuil in the Prix du Marat, a 4.500 

meter steeplechase. As soon as he'd gone out I beat it up in the stand with the new glasses my old man had 
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bought for me to watch them. They started way over at the far end of the course and there was some trouble at 

the barrier. Something with goggle blinders on was making a great fuss and roaring around and busted the 

barrier once but I could see my old man in our black jacket with a white cross and a black cap sitting up on 

Gillford and patting him with his hand. Then they were off in a jump and out of sight behind the trees and the 

gong going for dear life and the pari mutuel wickets rattling down. Gosh I was so excited I was afraid to look 

at them but I fixed the glasses on the place where they would come out back of the trees and then out they 

came with the old black jacket going third and they all sailing over the jump like birds. Then they went out of 

sight again and then they came pounding out and down the hill and all going nice and sweet and easy and 

taking the fence smooth in a bunch and moving away from us all solid. Looked as though you could walk 

across on their backs they were all so hunched and going so smooth, Then they bellied over the big double 

Bullfinch and something came down. I couldn't see who it was but in a minute the horse was up an galloping 

free and the field, all bunched still, sweeping around the long left turn into the straightaway. They jumped the 

stone wall and came jammed down the stretch toward the big water jump right in front of the stands. I saw 

them coming and hollered at my old man as he went by and he was leading by about a length and riding way 

out over and light as a monkey and they were racing for the water jump. They took off over the big hedge of 

the water jump in a pack and then there was a crash and two horses pulled sideways out off it and kept on 

going and three others were piled up. I couldn't see my old man anywhere. One horse knee-ed himself up and 

the jock had hold of the bridle and mounted and went slamming on after the place money. The other horse 

was up and away by himself, jerking his head and galloping with the bridle rein hanging and the jock 

staggered over to one side of the track against the fence. Then Gillford rolled over to one side off my old man 

and got up and started to run on three legs with his off hoof dangling and there was my old man lying there on 

the grass flat out with his face up and blood all over the side of his head. I ran down the stand and bumped 

into a jam of people and got to the rail and a cop grabbed me and held me and two big stretcher bearers were 

going out after my old man and around on the other side of the course I saw three horses, strung way out, 

coming out of the trees and taking the jump. 

My old man was dead when they brought him in and while a doctor was listening to his heart with a thing 

plugged in his ears I heard a shot up the track that meant they'd killed Gillford. I lay down beside my old man 

when they carried the stretcher into the hospital room and hung onto the stretcher and cried and cried and he 

looked so white and gone and so awfully dead and I couldn't help feeling that if my old man was dead maybe 

they didn't need to have shot Gillford. His hoof might have got well. I don't know. I loved my old man so 

much. 

Then a couple of guys came in and one of them patted me on the back and then went over and looked at my 

old man and then pulled a sheet off the cot and spread it over him; and the other was telephoning in French 

for them to send the ambulance to take him out to Maisons. And I couldn't stop crying, crying and choking, 

sort of, and George Gardner came in and sat down beside me on the floor and put his arm around me and 

says, "Come on Joe old boy. Get up and we'll go out and wait for the ambulance." 

George and I went out to the gate and I was trying to stop bawling and George wiped off my face with his 

handkerchief and we were standing back a little ways while the crowd was going out of the gate and a couple 

of guys stopped near us while we were waiting for the crowd to get through the gate and one of them was 

counting a bunch of mutuel tickets and he said, "Well Butler got his all right." 

The other guy said, "I don't give a good goddam if he did, the crook. He had it coming to him on the stuff he's 

pulled." 
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"I'll say he had," said the other guy and tore the bunch of tickets in two. 

And George Gardner looked at me to see if I'd heard and I had all right and he said, "Don't you listen to what 

those bums said, Joe. Your old man was one swell guy." 

But I don't know. Seems like when they get started they don't leave a guy nothing. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/ernest-hemingway/short-story/my-old-man 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/ernest-hemingway/short-story/my-old-man
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Two Hands 
by Anne Sexton 

Issue no. 60 (Winter 1974) 

From the sea came a hand, 

ignorant as a penny, 

troubled with the salt of its mother, 

mute with the silence of the fishes, 

quick with the altars of the tides, 

and God reached out of His mouth 

and called it man. 

Up came the other hand 

and God called it woman. 

The hands applauded. 

And this was no sin. 

It was as it was meant to be. 

I see them roaming the streets: 

Levi complaining about his mattress, 

Sarah studying a beetle, 

Mandrake holding his coffee mug, 

Sally playing the drum at a football game, 

John closing the eyes of the dying woman, 

and some who are in prison, 

even the prison of their bodies, 

as Christ was prisoned in His body 

until the triumph came. 

Unwind hands, 

you angel webs, 

unwind like the coil of a jumping jack, 

cup together and let yourselves fill up with sun 

and applaud, world, 

applaud. 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=8761d7c0d2&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=8761d7c0d2&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=8761d7c0d2&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=8761d7c0d2&e=d538c8f2e0
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A snapshot of the rich plant diversity in the Brazilian Atlantic Forest. Gui Becker, CC BY-SA 

It seems like each day scientists report more dire consequences of climate change on animals and plants 

worldwide. Birds that are migrating later in the year can’t find enough food. Plants are flowering before their 

insect pollinators hatch. Prey species have less stamina to escape predators. In short, climatic shifts that affect 

one organism are likely to trigger ripple effects that can disturb the structure and functioning of entire 

ecosystems. 

One component of animal health that largely reflects the surrounding environment is the microbiome, the 

consortium of microbes now known to aid in food digestion, regulating the immune system and protecting 

against pathogens. The species of bacteria that make up the microbiome are primarily recruited from the 

environment. Thus, food webs and other animal interactions that influence environmental bacteria have the 

potential to shape animals’ microbiomes. 

But what happens when climate change disturbs the environment, causing shifts in animals’ microbiomes that 

prevent the microbes from performing the key functions that animals need to survive and thrive? 

I am an ecologist in the laboratory of Gui Becker specializing in tropical research at the intersection of 

emerging amphibian disease and climate change. Hundreds of amphibians across the global tropics are facing 

http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-sa/4.0/
https://doi.org/10.1046/j.1365-2486.2002.00489.x
https://doi.org/10.1111/j.1461-0248.2007.01061.x
https://doi.org/10.3389/fevo.2019.00072
https://mmbr.asm.org/content/74/3/453.short
https://sites.google.com/site/sashagreenspan
https://guibeckerweb.wixsite.com/thebeckerlab
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mounting pressures from disease and climate change. And there is growing evidence that environmental 

stressors are changing animals’ microbiomes, contributing to the challenges they face. 

Building an ecosystem 

In a recent experiment designed to figure out how the microbiome of tadpoles was influenced by other animal 

species in the environment, my colleagues and I studied healthy communities of freshwater bacteria, 

crustaceans and insects from wetland habitats in the Brazilian Atlantic Forest. We focused on their feeding 

activities – how they filtered water to get their food and broke down dead plant material. 

It is well known that these feeding activities are essential for ecosystem functions such as decomposition. But 

we found that these food webs also served another purpose: They boosted growth of “good” bacterial species 

in the environment, such as species that fight pathogenic microbes. 

 

Tightly whorled leaves of bromeliad plants provide a mini-aquarium for tadpoles, invertebrates and 

microorganisms. Sasha Greenspan, CC BY-SA 

 

https://doi.org/10.1098/rspb.2019.0924
https://images.theconversation.com/files/360132/original/file-20200927-20-1g47gqj.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/360132/original/file-20200927-20-1g47gqj.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-sa/4.0/
https://images.theconversation.com/files/360132/original/file-20200927-20-1g47gqj.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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As a result, tadpoles sharing the ecosystem with these microorganisms and invertebrates had healthier gut 

microbiomes. This provided a strong defense against pathogens, compared with tadpoles that weren’t sharing 

their habitat with diverse networks of organisms. 

Our latest work took this research a step farther by testing how a disturbance such as climate warming could 

influence these food webs that help ensure the health of vertebrate microbiomes in the wild. 

Mapping species interactions in diverse ecosystems is difficult under field conditions, where the environment 

is unpredictable, and replicating experiments to confirm findings is challenging. 

To address this problem, we used plants from the bromeliad family to function as mini-ecosystems so that my 

colleagues and I could study the effects of a warming climate on species interactions in the more controlled 

conditions of a laboratory. 

Bromeliads are ideal for experimental work on community interactions because they are natural microcosms 

and their small dimensions allow for us to grow many of them in a small space. Our study sites in Brazil’s 

tropical rainforests support extremely high densities of bromeliads from ground to canopy, often resembling a 

Dr. Seussian wonderland. 

To recreate natural ecosystems for our experiment, we planted a garden of 60 identical bromeliads outdoors in 

the shade of a small tropical forest in São Paulo, Brazil. We then allowed the bromeliads to be naturally 

colonized by invertebrates and microorganisms for three months. Some of the plants were exposed to ambient 

temperatures, and others were warmed up to six degrees above ambient – with a custom outdoor heating 

system – to match predicted global climate change trends. 

Nearby, we collected our model host species for the experiment – tadpoles of the treefrog species Ololygon 

perpusilla that breed only in the mini-aquariums created by the leaves of bromeliads. 

We then transferred the bromeliads from outdoors into the lab, added a tadpole to the tiny pool of water at the 

center of each plant and applied the same heating system to simulate warming. After a few weeks, we 

inventoried the bacterial species in the tadpole intestines as well as the bacteria and invertebrate species living 

in the bromeliads. 

https://www.nature.com/articles/s41558-020-0899-5
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Setup of the experiment with 60 bromeliads and a custom heating system. Gui Becker, CC BY-SA 

The domino effects of climate change 

In this study, published in Nature Climate Change, we found that warming effects on ecological community 

networks – including environmental bacteria, worms, mosquito larvae and other aquatic invertebrates – 

compromised tadpole gut flora, leading to reduced growth, which is a proxy for fitness. 

The health of tadpole gut microbiomes was specifically linked to changes in the community of aquatic 

bacteria and invertebrates living alongside tadpoles within the bromeliads. That is, warming supported growth 

and reproduction of certain species of bacteria and invertebrates and inhibited others, and these environmental 

changes disturbed the tadpole gut microbiome. 

The higher temperatures also led to faster development of filter-feeding mosquito larvae. Our results suggest 

that higher rates of filter-feeding also altered the species composition of bacteria in the environment in ways 

that further disturbed the tadpole microbiome. 

https://images.theconversation.com/files/360131/original/file-20200927-22-1uqq16u.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/360131/original/file-20200927-22-1uqq16u.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-sa/4.0/
https://www.nature.com/articles/s41558-020-0899-5
https://images.theconversation.com/files/360131/original/file-20200927-22-1uqq16u.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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In fact, tadpole growth – a proxy for the species’ health – was more strongly associated with warming-

induced shifts in their gut microbiomes than with direct effects of warming on growth that are expected in 

cold-blooded animals like tadpoles or effects of warming on the tadpoles’ algal food resources. 

Our work demonstrates how global-scale climate change can impact even the smallest levels of biological 

organization, including the symbiotic bacteria living within the digestive tract of a tiny frog species. 

[Deep knowledge, daily. Sign up for The Conversation’s newsletter.] 

Looking at these processes within the context of an entire ecological community helps widen our perspective 

on microbiome health under global change. 

Studies investigating effects of warming on vertebrate microbiomes typically focus on direct temperature 

responses of host flora rather than situating hosts within the complex and intertwined communities where they 

live in the wild. 

Our findings support a growing consensus among scientists that, while climate warming is expected to push 

some animals beyond their thermal thresholds, a far more ubiquitous consequence of warming is that it may 

trigger an ecological domino effect, disrupting the species interactions that ecosystems need to function 

properly. 

 

https://theconversation.com/climate-warming-is-altering-animals-gut-microbes-which-are-critical-to-their-

health-and-survival-

146253?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%209292020&utm_content=Daily%209292020+Version

+A+CID_69063731a0b188862c1d105b38f86480&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Climate%

20warming%20is%20altering%20animals%20gut%20microbes%20which%20are%20critical%20to%20their

%20health%20and%20survival 

  

https://www.nature.com/articles/s41558-020-0899-5
https://theconversation.com/us/newsletters/the-daily-3?utm_source=TCUS&utm_medium=inline-link&utm_campaign=newsletter-text&utm_content=deepknowledge
https://www.nature.com/articles/s41559-017-0161
https://www.nature.com/articles/s41558-020-0899-5
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https://theconversation.com/climate-warming-is-altering-animals-gut-microbes-which-are-critical-to-their-health-and-survival-146253?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%209292020&utm_content=Daily%209292020+Version+A+CID_69063731a0b188862c1d105b38f86480&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Climate%20warming%20is%20altering%20animals%20gut%20microbes%20which%20are%20critical%20to%20their%20health%20and%20survival
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The Price of Romance 

by Robert Welch Herrick 

 

The Price of Romance was written in Chicago in 1895, published in Herrick's collection, Literary Love-

Letters and Other Stories (1897). 

 

They were paying the price of their romance, and the question was whether they would pay it cheerfully. 

They had been married a couple of years, and the first flush of excitement over their passion and the 

stumbling-blocks it had met was fading away. When he, an untried young lawyer and delicate dilettante, had 

married her she was a Miss Benton, of St. Louis, "niece of Oliphant, that queer old fellow who made his 

money in the Tobacco Trust," and hence with no end of prospects. Edwards had been a pleasant enough 

fellow, and Oliphant had not objected to his loafing away a vacation about the old house at Quogue. Marriage 

with his niece, the one remaining member of his family who walked the path that pleased him, was another 

thing. She had plenty of warning. Had he not sent his only son adrift as a beggar because he had married a 

little country cousin? He could make nothing out of Edwards except that he was not keen after business—

loafed much, smoked much, and fooled with music, possibly wrote songs at times. 

Yet Miss Benton had not expected that cruel indifference when she announced her engagement to the keen 

old man. For she was fond of him and grateful. 

"When do you think of marrying?" had been his single comment. She guessed the unexpressed complement to 

that thought, "You can stay here until that time. Then good-by." 

She found in herself an admirable spirit, and her love added devotion and faith in the future, her lover's future. 

So she tided over the months of her engagement, when her uncle's displeasure settled down like a fog over the 

pleasant house. Edwards would run down frequently, but Oliphant managed to keep out of his way. It was 

none of his affair, and he let them see plainly this aspect of it. Her spirit rose. She could do as other women 

did, get on without candy and roses, and it hurt her to feel that she had expected money from her uncle. She 

could show him that they were above that. 

So they were married and went to live in a little flat in Harlem, very modest, to fit their income. Oliphant had 

bade her good-by with the courtesy due to a tiresome Sunday visitor. "Oh, you're off, are you?" his indifferent 

tones had said. "Well, good-by; I hope you will have a good time." And that was all. Even the colored cook 

had said more; the servants in general looked deplorable. Wealth goes so well with a pretty, bright young 

woman! 

Thus it all rested in the way they would accept the bed they had made. Success would be ample justification. 

Their friends watched to see how well they would solve the problem they had so jauntily set themselves. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/robert-welch-herrick
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Edwards was by no means a fainéant—his record at the Columbia Law School promised better than that, and 

he had found a place in a large office that might answer for the stepping-stone. As yet he had not 

individualized himself; he was simply charming, especially in correct summer costume, luxuriating in 

indolent conversation. He had the well-bred, fine-featured air of so many of the graduates from our Eastern 

colleges. The suspicion of effeminacy which he suggested might be unjust, but he certainly had not 

experienced what Oliphant would call "life." He had enough interest in music to dissipate in it. Marriage was 

an excellent settler, though, on a possible income of twelve hundred! 

The two years had not the expected aspiring march, however; ten-dollar cases, even, had not been plenty in 

Edwards's path, and he suspected that he was not highly valued in his office. He had been compelled to tutor a 

boy the second year, and the hot summers made him listless. In short, he felt that he had missed his particular 

round in the ladder. He should have studied music, or tried for the newspapers as a musical critic. Sunday 

afternoons he would loll over the piano, picturing the other life—that life which is always so alluring! His 

wife followed him heroically into all his moods with that pitiful absorption such women give to the men they 

love. She believed in him tremendously, if not as a lawyer, as a man and an artist. Somehow she hadn't been 

an inspiration, and for that she humbly blamed herself. How was it accomplished, this inspiration? A loving 

wife inspired the ordinary man. Why not an artist? 

They got into the habit of planning their life all differently—so that it might not be limited and futile. If they 

had a few thousand dollars! That was a bad sign, and she knew it, and struggled against it. If she could only 

do something to keep the pot boiling while he worked at his music for fame and success! But she could 

reduce expenses; so the one servant went, and the house-bills grew tinier and tinier. However, they didn't 

"make connections," and—something was wrong—she wondered what. 

As the second summer came in they used to stroll out of their stuffy street of an evening, up St. Nicholas 

Avenue, to the Park, or to the Riverside Drive. There they would sit speechless, she in a faded blue serge skirt 

with a crisp, washed-out shirtwaist, and an old sailor hat—dark and pretty, in spite of her troubled face; he in 

a ready-made black serge suit, yet very much the gentleman—pale and listless. Their eyes would seek out any 

steamer in the river below, or anything else that reminded them of other conditions. He would hum a bit from 

an opera. They needed no words; their faces were evident, though mute, indications of the tragedy. Then they 

would return at bed-time into the sultry streets, where from the open windows of the flats came the hammered 

music of the city. Such discordant efforts for harmony! Her heart would fill over him, yearning like a mother 

to cherish him in all the pleasant ways of life, but impotent, impotent! 

She never suggested greater effort. Conditions were hard, she said over and over; if there were only a little 

money to give him a start in another direction. She admired his pride in never referring to old Oliphant. Her 

uncle was often in her mind, but she felt that even if she could bring herself to petition him, her husband 

would indignantly refuse to consider the matter. 

Still, she thought about it, and especially this summer, for she knew he was then at Quogue. Moreover, she 

expected her first child. That worried her daily; she saw how hopeless another complication would make their 

fate. She cried over it at night when the room was too hot to sleep. And then she reproached herself; God 

would punish her for not wanting her baby. 

One day she had gone down town to get some materials for the preparations she must make. She liked to 

shop, for sometimes she met old friends; this time in a large shop she happened upon a woman she had known 
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at Quogue, the efficient wife of a successful minister in Brooklyn. This Mrs. Leicester invited her to lunch at 

the cafe at the top of the building, and she had yielded, after a little urging, with real relief. They sat down at a 

table near the window—it was so high up there was not much noise—and the streets suddenly seemed 

interesting to Mrs. Edwards. The quiet table, the pleasant lunch, and the energetic Mrs. Leicester were all 

refreshing. 

"And how is your husband?" Mrs. Leicester inquired, keenly. As a minister's wife she was compelled to 

interest herself in sentimental complications that inwardly bored her. It was a part of her professional duties. 

She had taken in this situation at once—she had seen that kind of thing before; it made her impatient. But she 

liked the pretty little woman before her, and was sorry she hadn't managed better. 

"Pretty well," Mrs. Edwards replied, consciously. "The heat drags one down so!" 

Mrs. Leicester sent another quick glance across the table. "You haven't been to Quogue much of late, have 

you? You know how poorly your uncle is." 

"No! You must know that Uncle James doesn't see us." 

"Well," Mrs. Leicester went on, hastily, "he's been quite ill and feeble, and they say he's growing queer. He 

never goes away now, and sees nobody. Most of the servants have gone. I don't believe he will last long." 

Then her worldliness struggled with her conventional position, and she relapsed into innuendo. "He ought to 

have someone look after him, to see him die decently, for he can't live beyond the autumn, and the only 

person who can get in is that fat, greasy Dr. Shapless, who is after his money for the Methodist missions. He 

goes down every week. I wonder where Mr. Oliphant's son can be?" 

Mrs. Edwards took in every word avidly while she ate. But she let the conversation drift off to Quogue, their 

acquaintances, and the difficulty of shopping in the summer. "Well, I must be going to get the train," 

exclaimed Mrs. Leicester at last. With a sigh the young wife rose, looked regretfully down at the remains of 

their liberal luncheon, and then walked silently to the elevator. They didn't mention Oliphant again, but there 

was something understood between them. Mrs. Leicester hailed a cab; just as she gathered her parcels to make 

a dive, she seemed illuminated with an idea. "Why don't you come down some Sunday—visit us? Mr. 

Leicester would be delighted." 

Mrs. Edwards was taken unawares, but her instincts came to her rescue. 

"Why, we don't go anywhere; it's awfully kind, and I should be delighted; I am afraid Mr. Edwards can't." 

"Well," sighed Mrs. Leicester, smiling back, unappeased, "come if you can; come alone." The cab drove off, 

and the young wife felt her cheeks burn. 

* * * * * 
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The Edwardses had never talked over Oliphant or his money explicitly. They shrank from it; it would be a 

confession of defeat. There was something abhorrently vulgar in thus lowering the pitch of their life. They 

had come pretty near it often this last summer. But each feared what the other might think. Edwards 

especially was nervous about the impression it might make on his wife, if he should discuss the matter. Mrs. 

Leicester's talk, however, had opened possibilities for the imagination. So little of Uncle James's money, she 

mused, would make them ideally happy—would put her husband on the road to fame. She had almost made 

up her mind on a course of action, and she debated the propriety of undertaking the affair without her 

husband's knowledge. She knew that his pride would revolt from her plan. She could pocket her own pride, 

but she was tender of his conscience, of his comfort, of his sensibilities. It would be best to act at once by 

herself—perhaps she would fail, anyway—and to shield him from the disagreeable and useless knowledge 

and complicity. She couldn't resist throwing out some feelers, however, at supper that night. He had come in 

tired and soiled after a day's tramp collecting bills that wouldn't collect this droughty season. She had fussed 

over him and coaxed a smile out, and now they were at their simple tea. 

She recounted the day's events as indifferently as possible, but her face trembled as she described the 

luncheon, the talk, the news of her uncle, and at last Mrs. Leicester's invitation. Edwards had started at the 

first mention of Quogue. 

"It's been in his mind," she thought, half-relieved, and his nervous movements of assumed indifference made 

it easier for her to go on. 

"It was kind of her, wasn't it?" she ended. 

"Yes," Edwards replied, impressively. "Of course you declined." 

"Oh, yes; but she seemed to expect us all the same." Edwards frowned, but he kept an expectant silence. So 

she remarked, tentatively: 

"It would be so pleasant to see dear old Quogue again." Her hypocrisy made her flush. Edwards rose abruptly 

from the table and wandered about the room. At length he said, in measured tones, his face averted from her: 

"Of course, under the circumstances, we cannot visit Quogue while your uncle lives—unless he should send 

for us." Thus he had put himself plainly on record. His wife suddenly saw the folly and meanness of her little 

plans. 

It was hardly a disappointment; her mind felt suddenly relieved from an unpleasant responsibility. She went to 

her husband, who was nervously playing at the piano, and kissed him, almost reverently. It had been a 

temptation from which he had saved her. They talked that evening a good deal, planning what they would do 

if they could get over to Europe for a year, calculating how cheaply they could go. It was an old subject. 

Sometimes it kept off the blues; sometimes it indicated how blue they were. Mrs. Edwards forgot the 

disturbance of the day until she was lying wide awake in her hot bed. Then the old longings came in once 

more; she saw the commonplace present growing each month more dreary; her husband drudging away, with 

his hopes sinking. Suddenly he spoke: 

"What made Mrs. Leicester ask us, do you suppose?" So he was thinking of it again. 
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"I don't know!" she replied, vaguely. Soon his voice came again: 

"You understand, Nell, that I distinctly disapprove of our making any effort that way." She didn't think that 

her husband was a hypocrite. She did not generalize when she felt deeply. But she knew that her husband 

didn't want the responsibility of making any effort. Somehow she felt that he would be glad if she should 

make the effort and take the responsibility on her own shoulders. 

Why had he lugged it into plain light again if he hadn't expected her to do something? How could she 

accomplish it without making it unpleasant for him? Before daylight she had it planned, and she turned once 

and kissed her husband, protectingly. 

* * * * * 

That August morning, as she walked up the dusty road, fringed with blossoming golden-rod, toward the little 

cottage of the Leicesters, she was content, in spite of her tumultuous mind. It was all so heavenly quiet! the 

thin, drooping elms, with their pendent vines, like the waterfalls of a maiden lady; the dusty snarls of 

blackberry bushes; the midsummer contented repose of the air, and that distantly murmuring sea—it was all 

as she remembered it in her childhood. A gap of disturbed years closed up, and peace once more! The old 

man slowly dying up beyond in that deserted, gambrel-roofed house would Forget and forgive. 

Mrs. Leicester received her effusively, anxious now not to meddle dangerously in what promised to be a 

ticklish business. Mrs. Edwards must stay as long as she would. The Sundays were especially lonely, for Mr. 

Leicester did not think she should bear the heat of the city so soon, and left her alone when he returned to 

Brooklyn for his Sunday sermon. Of course, stay as long as Mr. Edwards could spare her—a month; if 

possible. 

At the mention of Mr. Edwards the young wife had a twinge of remorse for the manner in which she had 

evaded him—her first deceit for his sake. She had talked vaguely about visiting a friend at Moriches, and her 

husband had fallen in with the idea. New York was like a finely divided furnace, radiating heat from every 

tube-like street. So she was to go for a week or ten days. Perhaps the matter would arrange itself before that 

time was up; if not, she would write him what she had done. But ten days seemed so long that she put 

uncomfortable thoughts out of her head. 

Mrs. Leicester showed her to her room, a pretty little box, into which the woodbine peeped and nodded, and 

where from one window she could get a glimpse of the green marshes, with the sea beyond. After chatting 

awhile, her hostess went out, protesting that her guest must be too tired to come down. Mrs. Edwards gladly 

accepted the excuse, ate the luncheon the maid brought, in two bites, and then prepared to sally forth. 

She knew the path between the lush meadow-grass so well! Soon she was at the entrance to the "Oliphant 

place." It was more run down than two years ago; the lower rooms were shut up tight in massive green blinds 

that reached to the warped boards of the veranda. It looked old, neglected, sad, and weary; and she felt almost 

justified in her mission. She could bring comfort and light to the dying man. 

In a few minutes she was smothering the hysterical enthusiasm of her old friend, Dinah. It was as she had 

expected: Oliphant had grown more suspicious and difficult for the last two years, and had refused to see a 
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doctor, or, in fact, anyone but the Rev. Dr. Shapless and a country lawyer whom he used when absolutely 

necessary. He hadn't left his room for a month; Dinah had carried him the little he had seen fit to eat. She was 

evidently relieved to see her old mistress once more at hand. She asked no questions, and Mrs. Edwards knew 

that she would obey her absolutely. 

They were sitting in Oliphant's office, a small closet off the more pretentious library, and Mrs. Edwards could 

see the disorder into which the old man's papers had fallen. The confusion preceding death had already set in. 

After laying aside her hat, she went up, unannounced, to her uncle's room, determined not to give him an 

opportunity to dismiss her out of hand. He was lying with his eyes closed, so she busied herself in putting the 

room to rights, in order to quiet her nerves. The air was heavily languorous, and soon in the quiet country 

afternoon her self-consciousness fell asleep, and she went dreaming over the irresponsible past, the quiet 

summers, and the strange, stern old man. Suddenly she knew that he was awake and watching her closely. She 

started, but, as he said nothing, she went on with her dusting, her hand shaking. 

He made no comment while she brought him his supper and arranged the bed. Evidently he would accept her 

services. Her spirit leapt up with the joy of success. That was the first step. She deemed it best to send for her 

meagre satchel, and to take possession of her old room. In that way she could be more completely mistress of 

the situation and of him. She had had no very definite ideas of action before that afternoon; her one desire had 

been to be on the field of battle, to see what could be done, perhaps to use a few tears to soften the implacable 

heart. But now her field opened out. She must keep the old man to herself, within her own care—not that she 

knew specifically what good that would do, but it was the tangible nine points of the law. 

The next morning Oliphant showed more life, and while she was helping him into his dressing-gown, he 

vouchsafed a few grunts, followed by a piercing inquiry: 

"Is he dead yet?" 

The young wife flushed with indignant protest. 

"Broke, perhaps?" 

"Well, we haven't starved yet." But she was cowed by his cynical examination. He relapsed into silence; his 

old, bristly face assumed a sardonic peace whenever his eyes fell upon her. She speculated about that wicked 

beatitude; it made her uncomfortable. He was still, however—never a word from morning till night. 

The routine of little duties about the sickroom she performed punctiliously. In that way she thought to put her 

conscience to rights, to regard herself in the kind rôle of ministering angel. That illusion was hard to attain in 

the presence of the sardonic comment the old man seemed to add. After all, it was a vulgar grab after the 

candied fruits of this life. 

She had felt it necessary to explain her continued absence to her husband. Mrs. Leicester, who did not appear 

to regard her actions as unexpected, had undertaken that delicate business. Evidently, she had handled it 

tactfully, for Mrs. Edwards soon received a hurried note. He felt that she was performing her most obvious 

duty; he could not but be pleased that the breach caused by him had been thus tardily healed. As long as her 
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uncle continued in his present extremity, she must remain. He would run down to the Leicesters over 

Sundays, etc. Mrs. Edwards was relieved; it was nice of him—more than that, delicate—not to be stuffy over 

her action. 

The uppermost question these days of monotonous speculation was how long would this ebb-tide of a 

tenacious life flow. She took a guilty interest in her uncle's condition, and yet she more than half wished him 

to live. Sometimes he would rally. Something unfulfilled troubled his mind, and once he even crawled 

downstairs. She found him shakily puttering over the papers in his huge davenport. He asked her to make a 

fire in the grate, and then, gathering up an armful of papers, he knelt down on the brick hearth, but suddenly 

drew back. His deep eyes gleamed hatefully at her. Holding out several stiff papers, he motioned to her to 

burn them. Usually she would have obeyed docilely enough, but this deviltry of merriment she resented. 

While she delayed, standing erect before the smouldering sticks, she noticed that a look of terror crept across 

the sick face. A spasm shook him, and he fainted. After that his weakness kept him in bed. She wondered 

what he had been so anxious to burn. 

From this time her thoughts grew more specific. Just how should she attain her ends? Had he made a will? 

Could he not now do something for them, or would it be safer to bide their time? Indeed, for a few moments 

she resolved to decide all by one straightforward prayer. She began, and the old man seemed so contentedly 

prepared for the scene that she remained dumb. 

In this extremity of doubt she longed to get aid from her husband. Yet under the circumstances she dared to 

admit so little. One Saturday afternoon he called at the house; she was compelled to share some of her 

perplexities. 

"He seems so very feeble," she remarked. They were sitting on the veranda some distance from Oliphant's 

room, yet their conversation was furtive. "Perhaps he should see a doctor or a minister." 

"No, I don't think so," Edwards replied, assuringly. "You see, he doesn't believe in either, and such things 

should be left to the person himself, as long as he's in his right mind." 

"And a lawyer?" Mrs. Edwards continued, probingly. 

"Has he asked for one?" 

"No, but he seems to find it hard to talk." 

"I guess it's best not to meddle. Who's that?" 

A little, fat man in baggy black trousers and a seersucker coat was panting up the gentle hill to the gate. He 

had a puggy nose and a heavy, thinly bearded face incased about the eyes in broad steel spectacles. 

"That must be Dr. Shapless," she said, in a flutter. 

"What of it?" Edwards replied. 
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"He mustn't come in," she cried, with sudden energy. "You must see him, and send him away! He wants to 

see Uncle Oliphant. Tell him he's too sick—to come another day." Edwards went down the path to meet him. 

Through the window she could hear a low conversation, and then crunched gravel. Meantime Oliphant 

seemed restlessly alert, expectant of something, and with suspicious eyes intent on her. 

Her heart thumped with relief when the gate clicked. Edwards had been effective that time. Oliphant was 

trying to say something, but the hot August day had been too much for him—it all ended in a mumble. Then 

she pulled in the blinds, settled the pillows nervously, and left the room in sheer fright. 

The fight had begun—and grimly. 

* * * * * 

"I wonder what the old cove wanted?" Edwards said the next day; "he was dead set on seeing your uncle; said 

he had an engagement with him, and looked me up and down. I stood him off, but he'll be down again." 

"Don't you know about that new fund the Methodists are raising? Uncle Oliphant has always helped the 

Methodists, and I suppose Dr. Shapless wanted to see him about some contributions." Edwards asked no more 

questions, and, in fact, got back to town on a pretext of business that afternoon. He was clearly of no use in 

Quogue. His wife sent for a physician that week. It was tardy justice to propriety, but it was safe then, for 

Oliphant had given up all attempts to talk. 

The doctor came, looked at the old man, and uttered a few remarks. He would come again. Mrs. Edwards did 

not need to be told that the end was near. The question was, how soon? 

That week had another scare. Somehow old Slocum, the local lawyer Oliphant used, had been summoned, and 

one morning she ran across him in the hall. She knew the man well of old. He was surprised and pleased to 

see her, and it was not difficult to get him out of the house without arousing his suspicions. But he would talk 

so boisterously; she felt her uncle's eyes aflame in anger. 

"Be sure and send for me when he rallies, quick," Slocum whispered loudly in the hall. "Perhaps we can do a 

little something for some folks." And with a wink he went out. 

Had she done the clever thing, after all, in shooing old Slocum out? Her mind went over the possibilities in 

tense anxiety. If there were no will, James, Jr., would get the whole, she thought. If there was a will already in 

the house, in that old davenport, what then? Would Shapless get the money? She grew keen in speculation. To 

leave her in the lurch, to give it all to that greasy Shapless, would be the most natural trick in the world for an 

incisive old fellow like Oliphant. 

It was too much! She cried a little, and she began to hate the helpless man upstairs. It occurred to her to poke 

about in the papers in the adjoining room. She must do it at once, for she expected Edwards every moment. 
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First she ran upstairs to see if her uncle was all right. As soon as she entered, he glared at her bitterly and 

would have spoken. She noted the effort and failure, elated. He could not betray her now, unless he rallied 

wonderfully. So leaving the door ajar, she walked firmly downstairs. Now she could satisfy her desire. 

If the money were all left to Shapless? She might secure the will, and bargain with the old parasite for a few 

thousands of dollars. Her mind was full of wild schemes. If she only knew a little more about affairs! She had 

heard of wills, and read many novels that turned upon wills lost or stolen. They had always seemed to her 

improbable, mere novels. Necessity was stranger than fiction. 

It did not take long to find the very articles she was after; evidently Oliphant had been overhauling them on 

that last excursion from his room. The package lay where he had dropped it when he fainted. There were two 

documents. She unfolded them on the top of the mussy desk. They were hard reading in all their legal dress, 

and her head was filled with fears lest her husband should walk in. She could make out, however, that 

Oliphant was much richer than she had ever vaguely supposed, and that since her departure he had relented 

toward his son. For by the first will in date she was the principal heir, a lot of queer charities coming in 

besides. In the second, James, Jr., received something. Her name did not appear. Several clauses had been 

added from time to time, each one giving more money and lands to the Methodists. Probably Shapless was 

after another codicil when he called. 

It had taken her into the twilight to gain even a meagre idea of all this. She was preparing to fold the 

documents up in their common wrapper, when she felt the door open behind her. All she could see in the 

terror of the moment was the gaunt white arm of her uncle, and the two angry eyes in the shaking head. She 

shrieked, from pure nervousness, and at her cry the old man fell in a heap. 

The accident steeled her nerves. Dinah came in in a panic, and as they were lifting the bony frame from the 

floor Edwards arrived. With his assistance they got the sick man to bed. 

That was clearly the last gasp. Yet Mrs. Edwards shook in dread every time she entered the room. The look 

seemed conscious still, intensified malignity and despair creeping in. She was afraid and guilty and unstrung. 

Perhaps, with some sudden revival of his forces, he would kill her. He was lying there, too still for defeat. His 

life had been an expression of hates; the last one might be dreadful. 

Yet she stood to her post in the sick-room, afraid, as she knew, to trust herself with her husband. Her mind 

was soiled with seething thoughts, and, in contrast, his seemed so fresh and pure! If she could keep him 

unsuspicious of her, all would be well in the end. But the task she had set herself for him was hard, so hard! 

That night when all was still she crept downstairs and groped about in the davenport for the papers. They had 

been lying there unopened where they had fallen earlier in the evening. She struck a match, caught up the 

fresher document, and hugged it to her as she toiled upstairs. When she had tucked it away in her satchel the 

end seemed near. They must wait now. 

She put her husband out of her mind. Outside, the warm summer days died away over the sea, one by one, and 

the grass beyond the gates grew heavier with dust. Life was tense in its monotony. 

* * * * * 
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That had happened on a Saturday; Monday Dr. Shapless came again, his shoes dusty from his long walk from 

the station. He looked oiled as ever, but more determined. Mrs. Edwards daringly permitted him to see the 

dying man—he had been lying in a stupor—for she was afraid that the reverend doctor's loud tones in the hall 

might exasperate Oliphant to some wild act. Dr. Shapless shut her from the room when he went in, but he did 

not stay long. A restless despair had settled down on her uncle's face, there to remain for the last few hours. 

Her heart sank; she longed to cry out to the poor old man on the bed that she did not want his money. She 

remained with him all night, yet she did not dare to approach his bed. She would disturb him. 

He died the next afternoon, and at the last he looked out on the world and at her with his final note of 

intelligence. It was pathetic, a suggestion of past tenderness defeated, and of defeat in hate, too. She 

shuddered as she closed his sad eyes; it was awful to meddle with a man's last purposes. 

The funeral was almost surreptitious; old Dinah, the Leicesters, and the Edwardses occupied the one carriage 

that followed him to the graveyard across the village. They met a hay-cart or two on their way, but no curious 

neighbors. Old Oliphant's death aroused no interest in this village, ridden with summer strangers. 

The day was impersonally suave and tender, with its gentle haze and autumn premonitions. Mr. Leicester said 

a few equivocal words, while Mrs. Edwards gazed helplessly into the grave. The others fell back behind the 

minister. Between her and her uncle down there something remained unexplained, and her heart ached. 

* * * * * 

They spent that night at the Leicesters', for Mrs. Edwards wearily refused to return to the Oliphant place. 

Edwards carried the keys over to Slocum, and told him to take the necessary steps toward settling the old 

man's affairs. The next day they returned to the little flat in Harlem. The Leicesters found their presence 

awkward, now that there was nothing to do, and Mrs. Edwards was craving to be alone with her husband, to 

shut out the past month from their lives as soon as possible. 

These September days, while they both waited in secret anxiety, she clung to him as she had never before. He 

was pure, the ideal she had voluntarily given up, given up for his sake in order that he might have complete 

perfection. His delicate sensitiveness kept him from referring to that painful month, or to possible 

expectations. She worshipped him the more, and was thankful for his complete ignorance. Their common life 

could go on untainted and noble. 

Yet Edwards betrayed his nervous anxiety. His eagerness for the mail every morning, his early return from 

business, indicated his troubled mind. 

The news came at breakfast-time. Mrs. Edwards handed Slocum's letter across the table and waited, her face 

wanly eager. The letter was long; it took some half-dozen large letter-sheets for the country lawyer to tell his 

news, but in the end it came. He had found the will and was happy to say that Mrs. Edwards was a large, a 

very large, beneficiary. Edwards read these closing sentences aloud. He threw down the letter and tried to take 

her in his arms. But she tearfully pushed him away, and then, repenting, clasped his knees. 

"Oh, Will! it's so much, so very much," she almost sobbed. 
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Edwards looked as if that were not an irremediable fault in their good luck. He said nothing. Already he was 

planning their future movements. Under the circumstances neither cared to discuss their happiness, and so 

they got little fun from the first bloom. 

In spite of Mrs. Edwards's delicate health and her expected confinement they decided to go abroad. She was 

feverishly anxious for him to begin his real work at once, to prove himself; and it might be easier to forget her 

one vicious month when the Atlantic had been crossed. They put their affairs to rights hurriedly, and early in 

November sailed for France. 

The Leicesters were at the dock to bid them God-speed and to chirrup over their good fortune. 

"It's all like a good, old-fashioned story," beamed Mrs. Leicester, content with romance for once, now that it 

had arranged itself so decorously. 

"Very satisfactory; quite right," the clergyman added. "We'll see you soon in Paris. We're thinking of a gay 

vacation, and will let you know." 

Edwards looked fatuous; his wife had an orderly smile. She was glad when Sandy Hook sank into the mist. 

She had only herself to avoid now. 

They took some pleasant apartments just off the Rue de Rivoli, and then their life subsided into the 

complacent commonplace of possession. She was outwardly content to enjoy with her husband, to go to the 

galleries, the opera, to try the restaurants, and to drive. 

Yet her life went into one idea, a very fixed idea, such as often takes hold of women in her condition. She was 

eager to see him at work. If he accomplished something—even content!—she would feel justified and perhaps 

happy. As to the child, the idea grew strange to her. Why should she have a third in the problem? For she saw 

that the child must take its part in her act, must grow up and share their life and inherit the Oliphant money. In 

brief, she feared the yet unborn stranger, to whom she would be responsible in this queer way. And the child 

could not repair the wrong as could her husband. Certainly the child was an alien. 

She tried to be tender of her husband in his boyish glee and loafing. She could understand that he needed to 

accustom himself to his new freedom, to have his vacation first. She held herself in, tensely, refraining from 

criticism lest she might mar his joy. But she counted the days, and when her child had come, she said to 

herself, then he must work. 

This morbid life was very different from what she had fancied the rich future would be, as she looked into the 

grave, the end of her struggle, that September afternoon. But she had grown to demand so much more from 

him; she had grown so grave! His bright, boyish face, the gentle curls, had been dear enough, and now she 

looked for the lines a man's face should have. Why was he so terribly at ease? The world was bitter and hard 

in its conditions, and a man should not play. 

Late in December the Leicesters called; they were like gleeful sparrows, twittering about. Mrs. Edwards 

shuddered to see them again, and when they were gone she gave up and became ill. 
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Her tense mind relieved itself in hysterics, which frightened her to further repression. Then one night she 

heard herself moaning: "Why did I have to take all? It was so little, so very little, I wanted, and I had to take 

all. Oh, Will, Will, you should have done for yourself! Why did you need this? Why couldn't you do as other 

men do? It's no harder for you than for them." Then she recollected herself. Edwards was holding her hand 

and soothing her. 

Some weeks later, when she was very ill, she remembered those words, and wondered if he had suspected 

anything. Her child came and died, and she forgot this matter, with others. She lay nerveless for a long time, 

without thought; Edwards and the doctor feared melancholia. So she was taken to Italy for the cold months. 

Edwards cared for her tenderly, but his caressing presence was irritating, instead of soothing, to her. She was 

hungry for a justification that she could not bring about. 

At last it wore on into late spring. She began to force herself back into the old activities, in order to leave no 

excuse for further dawdling. Her attitude became terribly judicial and suspicious. 

An absorbing idleness had settled down over Edwards, partly excused to himself by his wife's long illness. 

When he noticed that his desultory days made her restless, he took to loafing about galleries or making little 

excursions, generally in company with some forlorn artist he had picked up. He had nothing, after all, so very 

definite that demanded his time; he had not yet made up his mind for any attempts. And something in the 

domestic atmosphere unsettled him. His wife held herself aloof, with alien sympathies, he felt. 

So they drifted on to discontent and unhappiness until she could bear it no longer without expression. 

"Aren't we to return to Paris soon?" she remarked one morning as they idled over a late breakfast. "I am 

strong now, and I should like to settle down." 

Edwards took the cue, idly welcoming any change. 

"Why, yes, in the fall. It's too near the summer now, and there's no hurry." 

"Yes, there is hurry," his wife replied, hastily. "We have lost almost eight months." 

"Out of a lifetime," Edwards put in, indulgently. 

She paused, bewildered by the insinuation of his remark. But her mood was too incendiary to avoid taking 

offence. "Do you mean that that would be a life, loafing around all day, enjoying this, that, and the other fine 

pleasure? That wasn't what we planned." 

"No, but I don't see why people who are not driven should drive themselves. I want to get the taste of Harlem 

out of my mouth." He was a bit sullen. A year ago her strict inquiry into his life would have been absurd. 

Perhaps the money, her money, gave her the right. 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 540 november 2020 

 

106 

"If people don't drive themselves," she went on, passionately, "they ought to be driven. It's cowardly to take 

advantage of having money to do nothing. You wanted the—the opportunity to do something. Now you have 

it." 

Edwards twisted his wicker chair into uncomfortable places. "Well, are you sorry you happen to have given 

me the chance?" He looked at her coldly, so that a suspicious thought shot into her mind. 

"Yes," she faltered, "if it means throwing it away, I am sorry." 

She dared no more. Her mind was so close on the great sore in her gentle soul. He lit a cigarette, and 

sauntered down the hotel garden. But the look he had given her—a queer glance of disagreeable 

intelligence—illumined her dormant thoughts. 

What if he had known all along? She remembered his meaning words that hot night when they talked over 

Oliphant's illness for the first time. And why had he been so yielding, so utterly passive, during the sordid 

drama over the dying man? What kept him from alluding to the matter in any way? Yes, he must have 

encouraged her to go on. She had been his tool, and he the passive spectator. The blind certainty of a woman 

made the thing assured, settled. She picked up the faint yellow rose he had laid by her plate, and tore it slowly 

into fine bits. On the whole, he was worse than she. 

But before he returned she stubbornly refused to believe herself. 

* * * * * 

In the autumn they were again in Paris, in soberer quarters, which were conducive to effort. Edwards was 

working fitfully with several teachers, goaded on, as he must confess to himself, by a pitiless wife. Not much 

was discussed between them, but he knew that the price of the statu quo was continued labor. 

She was watching him; he felt it and resented it, but he would not understand. All the idealism, the worship of 

the first sweet months in marriage, had gone. Of course that incense had been foolish, but it was sweet. 

Instead, he felt these suspicious, intolerant eyes following his soul in and out on its feeble errands. He 

comforted himself with the trite consolation that he was suffering from the natural readjustment in a woman's 

mind. It was too drastic for that, however. 

He was in the habit of leaving her in the evenings of the opera. The light was too much for her eyes, and she 

was often tired. One wet April night, when he returned late, he found her up, sitting by the window that 

overlooked the steaming boulevard. Somehow his soul was rebellious, and when she asked him about the 

opera he did not take the pains to lie. 

"Oh, I haven't been there," he muttered, "I am beastly tired of it all. Let's get out of it; to St. Petersburg or 

Norway—for the summer," he added, guiltily. 

Now that the understanding impended she trembled, for hitherto she had never actually known. In suspicion 

there was hope. So she almost entreated. 
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"We go to Vienna next winter anyway, and I thought we had decided on Switzerland for the summer." "You 

decided! But what's the use of keeping up the mill night and day? There's plenty of opportunity over there for 

an educated gentleman with money, if what you are after is a 'sphere' for me." 

"You want to—to go back now?" 

"No, I want to be let alone." 

"Don't you care to pay for all you have had? Haven't you any sense of justice to Uncle Oliphant, to your 

opportunities?" 

"Oliphant!" Edwards laughed, disagreeably. "Wouldn't he be pleased to have an operetta, a Gilbert and 

Sullivan affair, dedicated to him! No. I have tried to humor your idea of making myself famous. But what's 

the use of being wretched?" The topic seemed fruitless. Mrs. Edwards looked over to the slight, careless 

figure. He was sitting dejectedly on a large fauteuil, smoking. He seemed fagged and spiritless. She almost 

pitied him and gave in, but suddenly she rose and crossed the room. 

"We've made ourselves pretty unhappy," she said, apologetically, resting her hand on the lapel of his coat. "I 

guess it's mostly my fault, Will. I have wanted so much that you should do something fine with Uncle 

Oliphant's money, with yourself. But we can make it up in other ways." 

"What are you so full of that idea for?" Edwards asked, curiously. "Why can't you be happy, even as happy as 

you were in Harlem?" His voice was hypocritical. 

"Don't you know?" she flashed back. "You do know, I believe. Tell me, did you look over those papers on the 

davenport that night Uncle James fainted?" 

The unexpected rush of her mind bewildered him. A calm lie would have set matters to rights, but he was not 

master of it. 

"So you were willing—you knew?" 

"It wasn't my affair," he muttered, weakly, but she had left him. 

He wandered about alone for a few days until the suspense became intolerable. When he turned up one 

afternoon in their apartments he found preparations on foot for their departure. 

"We're going away?" he asked. 

"Yes, to New York." 

"Not so fast," he interrupted, bitterly. "We might as well face the matter openly. What's the use of going back 

there?" 
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"We can't live here, and besides I shall be wanted there." 

"You can't do anything now. Talk sensibly about it. I will not go back." 

She looked at him coldly, critically. "I cabled Slocum yesterday, and we must live somehow." 

"You—" but she laid her hand on his arm. "It makes no difference now, you know, and it can't be changed. 

I've done everything." 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/robert-welch-herrick/short-story/the-price-of-romance 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/robert-welch-herrick/short-story/the-price-of-romance
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The Big Smoke 

Anastasia Edel 

Brittany Hosea-Small/AFP via Getty Images 

San Francisco seen from Treasure Island as a thick, orange haze from multiple wildfires blankets the Bay 

Area, California, September 9, 2020 

Oakland, California—On Tuesday, September 8, my husband and I were hiking along Pelican Bluffs Trail 

near Gualala, a tiny coastal town in Northern California’s Mendocino County, to which we’d come to escape 

from the heat and the wildfire smoke already plaguing the Bay Area. It was a dramatic walk, with views of 

white cliffs, pristine beaches, and the endless expanse of the Pacific Ocean, whose intense blue was rivaled 

only by the skies above it. As a flight of pelicans vanished into the patch of ocean fog, I reminded myself of 

how lucky I was: seventeen years into my life in the great state of California, it still felt as if I’d barely 

scratched the surface. Then I glanced up and noticed a gray halo around the suddenly orange sun. It’s just sea 

fog, my husband told me; it doesn’t get smoky on the coast. The nearest fire, which had erupted over Labor 

Day at Willits, where we’d been planning a ride on the Skunk Train through the redwoods, was an hour and a 

half away—surely too far to cause this. 

But our second hike that day, in nearby Sea Ranch, was an expedition into the unknown. The sun had 

disappeared, turning into nothing more than a diffused orange glow across a dense grayness that blanketed the 

marshlands around the Gualala River, the oceanside benches, the cypresses clinging to the cliff edges with 

https://www.nybooks.com/contributors/anastasia-edel/
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their roots. The beach, a scintillating embodiment of the California Dream just a couple of hours earlier, now 

looked more like the landing pad for Charon, the mythological ferryman of Hades, with wisps of yellow 

smoke hovering above leaden waves and pebbles. For a while we lingered, enveloped in the fast-moving, 

sedating fog, then we scrambled back onto the path lined with squat bishop pines that somehow managed to 

retain their brilliant green in the world where color was quickly vanishing. It got colder. 

The wooden domes of our Russian-style hotel were barely visible when we arrived, despite the clock’s 

showing two more hours before the sunset. Inside Osprey Cove, our cottage overlooking Route One, the 

panoramic windows displayed the same sepia color no matter where we looked, as though on a camera roll 

inadvertently exposed to light. We couldn’t even see the front deck, where the evenings before we’d tracked 

the constellations in the night sky. Our daughters, who had been distance-learning all day, reported that back 

home, in Oakland, the air was also “getting weird.” We went to bed early, half-hoping things would clear up 

by the next morning. This was the coast. 

But September 9, 2020, was no better. The sun didn’t rise, sending out instead the same eerie glow. On the 

dry pine tree next to Osprey Cove, the namesake ospreys looked grounded, refusing to make their dramatic 

swoops over the water. After a brief walk, our white dog seemed to be wearing black sneakers. Ash fell from 

the sky, blackening our fingers as we packed our extended family’s two cars to go home. The temperatures 

had dropped from the low 80s to the upper 50s, and our still-wet swimsuits inside a plastic bag felt like a relic 

of a bygone era. Trawling my mind for apocalyptic precedents, I found I had no reference for what I was 

seeing other than a nuclear winter description drilled into me during initial military training classes back at 

my Soviet high school in southern Russia. My husband and mother were also born and brought up in Soviet-

era Russia, but I kept the reminiscence to myself. 

It was my turn to drive the convertible, but there was no fun in that now, the famed Route One barely visible 

in the yellow haze that grew even denser at lower elevations. Passing Fort Ross, the site of the nineteenth-

century Russian colonists’ settlement, where a couple days earlier we’d been reconnecting with a more 

cheerful part of our heritage, I got a call from the hotel. Did you realize you have one more night with us, the 

hotel manager asked. I didn’t. What I did realize was that, for the second time in four days, I was fleeing. 

My mother was riding in the car with me, so I asked her how this compared to things she’d lived through back 

in the USSR. She told me, after a pause, that the Cuban Missile Crisis had been scarier. Odd memories 

popped up as I focused on the taillights of my husband’s car, weaving along the steep curves and 

overpasses. The Air Seller, a sci-fi novel about Western imperialists slowly stealing the atmosphere in hopes 

of a handsome profit. The Last Day of Pompeii, a painting frequently reproduced on stamps in my youth. That 

I would be recalling those Soviet-era allusions in contemporary America seemed inconceivable, even taking 

into account the curtailed travel privileges, the dismal handling of the pandemic, and our waning democracy. 

On an AM talk radio show, where I’d somehow ended up searching for a signal, a male voice warned about a 

looming “socialist takeover.” How the end times will come, it occurred to me, is very much in the eye of the 

beholder. 

That Wednesday of our return would be the last time we opened the doors and windows in our house, or went 

out in the backyard, the lawn still set up for last week’s outdoor movie, an entertainment our younger 

daughter had invented for us in the pandemic. On Thursday, the smoke, which until then had hovered above 

the “marine layer” air mass over the water, finally settled, ousting the Martian orange in the sky and blocking 

the light with the same ashen gray that had wound its way into everything—our parks, our tennis courts, our 
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clothes, even our hair—a travesty in a state that makes a religion of natural beauty and youthful looks. As I 

flipped on a light switch to make our morning coffee, I thought of another home, a long time ago, where, in 

the winter, you had to walk to school in darkness. But there was nothing petrifying about that; it was ordinary. 

The air quality, which we had learned to track on our phones in the previous three wildfire 

seasons, meteorologists by necessity, had plunged to “very unhealthy” overnight. It smelled strongly of 

smoke. In combination with an Air Quality Index value of 217 (anything above 150 is considered harmful 

even for healthy people) that meant the small space I’d carved out for myself from the chaos of our garage in 

order to write, was no longer usable. I tried to work on the living-room couch, listening to three Zoom calls 

echoing from three different rooms. 

On one such call, a middle school drama class, the teacher was running a contest for the best description of 

the previous day’s orange sky. Voted winner: “Trump’s Tan.” Our children, who have studied climate change, 

understand what’s going on, as we do. But how, in the burgeoning culture of denial of science and facts, are 

we going to protect them? Especially now, when almost all their social interactions are virtual, mediated 

through increasingly toxic social media networks. Toxicity inside, toxicity outside. 

Sealed off in our bungalow, with more bad news coming from Oregon and Washington, I kept scrolling 

through the towns in my weather app, but there’s no respite anywhere. Not at Stinson Beach or Point Reyes, 

mired in the smog from Woodward Fire. Not at Half Moon Bay, Monterey, Capitola, the coastal towns 

affected by the August Complex Fires. Not at San Luis Obispo, a halfway point en route to Los Angeles, or in 

LA itself, chocked by the smoke from the Bobcat Fire and the Dolan Fire near Big Sur. Not at Truckee or 

Reno, Nevada, near Lake Tahoe. The hills surrounding California wine country, around the towns of 

Healdsburg, Sonoma, and Calistoga, are ablaze. Smoke cloaks the Capitol in Sacramento. The Creek Fire, the 

Oak Fire, the LNU Lightning Complex Fire, the Almeda Fire… there’re so many, you lose track. And the 

smoke is everywhere.  

So there’s nowhere to go. As an émigré, I know uprooting. What seems achievable or desirable in your 

twenties becomes a burden in your fifties. How many clean slates are available in one’s lifetime? And what 

are the odds of not ending up like a colleague of my husband’s—fleeing California only to find himself in the 

“hazardous” air in Portland, facing level two evacuation warnings? Or a classmate in Vancouver watching the 

vanishing skyline of one of the world’s cleanest, most eco-friendly cities, and choking on smoke from 

American wildfires, with AQI numbers at times hitting 400-plus? In the global era, individual safety may be 

an illusion. Misfortunes, whether in the shape of smoke, parasites, or authoritarians, travel fast. 

“Just come to the state of California. Observe it with your own eyes,” Governor Newsom said. “This is a 

climate damn emergency. This is real.” When the president finally visited the state, for a mere two hours this 

past Monday, he told its suffocating residents to be patient: “It’ll start getting cooler. You just watch.” It felt 

like an inverted déjà vu of what Trump had said about the coronavirus in February, when he told Americans 

to wait till “when it gets a little warmer, it miraculously goes away.” 

It is hard not to think of California’s wildfire plight as a metaphor for America’s decline, though hopelessness 

is not the Californian way. For the Russian in me, it feels familiar, even normal, to be abandoned by your 

government. But for the American I am, it doesn’t and never will. 

https://www.nbcbayarea.com/news/california/ewsom-climate-change-responsible-for-california-wildfires/2361893/
https://www.axios.com/newsom-trump-wildfire-climate-change-california-e1d411aa-d97b-40d8-b453-a5f78120f6f1.html
https://www.factcheck.org/2020/02/will-the-new-coronavirus-go-away-in-april/
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Liu Guanguan/China News Service via Getty Images 

Forest consumed by fire in the San Mateo area, some twenty miles south of San Francisco, California, August 

19, 2020 

https://www.nybooks.com/daily/2020/09/17/the-big-smoke/ 
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Snakes, Dragons, and the Power of Music: Strange and Wondrous 18th-Century Illustrations of Real 

and Mythic Serpents 

“That there is not a wise Purpose in every thing that is made because we do not understand it, is as absurd as 

for a Man to say, there is no such thing as Light, because he is blind and has no Eyes to see it.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

In 1742, more than a century before Darwin parted the veil of creationist mythology to reveal the reality of 

nature, an English theologian by the name of Charles Owen published An Essay Toward a Natural History of 

Serpents — a curious artifact from the museum of sensemaking, a fossil from the tidal zone between 

ignorance and knowledge where the primordial waters of superstition are lapping at the slowly emerging terra 

cognita of science. 

Available as a print and as a face mask. 

Depicted as equally real alongside the common vipers familiar to every English child are the “poetick 

Griffins,” a “monstrous Serpent of four or five Yards long… very large and furious,” and the Ethiopian 

dragons, inherited from ancient Greek mythology and believed to kill elephants “by winding themselves about 

https://archive.org/details/essaytowardsnat00owen/page/72/mode/2up
https://archive.org/details/essaytowardsnat00owen/page/72/mode/2up
https://society6.com/product/art-from-an-essay-toward-a-natural-history-of-serpents-1742_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-from-an-essay-toward-a-natural-history-of-serpents-1742_mask?curator=brainpicker
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the Elephant’s Legs, and then thrusting their Heads up their Nostrils, fling them, and suck their Blood till they 

are dead.” 
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Available as a print and as a face mask. 

What emerges is a kind of natural history tinted by supernatural inheritance — while Owen was inspired by 

the symbology of reptiles in a great many of the world’s religious traditions, he brought the mindset of a 

naturalist or “natural philosopher” (the word scientist was yet to be coined) to the endeavor. While his 

prefatory note to the reader is trapped in the mind and language of its time, speaking of the “Almighty 

Creator,” the “Divine Wisdom in the works of Nature,” and the immutability of species in their “Eternal 

Design,” he also advocates passionately for acknowledging the limits of our knowledge and savoring the 

rewards of observation, especially of looking more closely at what is commonly overlooked. Although his 

motive is theological, its end and effect are almost scientific: 

That there is not a wise Purpose in every thing that is made because we do not understand it, is as absurd as 

for a Man to say, there is no such thing as Light, because he is blind and has no Eyes to see it. 

For the Illustration of this, we may take a short View of Creatures, in vulgar account too diminutive and 

despicable as a Species, to deserve a close Attention. 

 

https://society6.com/product/art-from-an-essay-toward-a-natural-history-of-serpents-17423036013_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-from-an-essay-toward-a-natural-history-of-serpents-17423036013_mask?curator=brainpicker
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/12/26/mary-somerville-scientist/
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Available as a print and as a face mask. 

Even looking closely at the most “Noxious” of creatures, he suggests, brings us into more intimate contact 

with the consummate perfection of nature, for the more we consider them, the more we find not a particular 

reason why they should exist but no reason why they should not. A lovely notion to roll against the palate of 

the mind — a notion that sweetens a great many other contexts with its implications. 

 

Available as a print and as a face mask. 

https://society6.com/product/art-from-an-essay-toward-a-natural-history-of-serpents-17423036015_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-from-an-essay-toward-a-natural-history-of-serpents-17423036015_mask?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-from-an-essay-toward-a-natural-history-of-serpents-17423036017_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-from-an-essay-toward-a-natural-history-of-serpents-17423036017_mask?curator=brainpicker?curator=brainpicker
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Nestled between the serpents are other poison-wielding animals — spiders, scorpions, frogs, wasps, hornets, 

the tarantula (“a kind of an overgrown Spider, about the Size of a common Acorn,” against the deadly bite of 

which “the most effectual and certain Remedy is Musick.”) 

 

Available as a print and as a face mask. 

https://society6.com/product/art-from-an-essay-toward-a-natural-history-of-serpents-17423036026_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-from-an-essay-toward-a-natural-history-of-serpents-17423036026_mask?curator=brainpicker
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Available as a print and as a face mask. 

https://society6.com/product/art-from-an-essay-toward-a-natural-history-of-serpents-17423036023_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-from-an-essay-toward-a-natural-history-of-serpents-17423036023_mask?curator=brainpicker
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And then, in one of those glorious metaphysical meanderings lacing pre-scientific works of “natural 

philosophy,” Owen turns to the belief that music mitigates the effects of poisons, physical and moral, and 

adds a reverie to the canon of great writers extolling the power of music: 

Musick appears to be one of the most antient of Arts, and of all other, vocal Musick must have been the first 

kind, and borrowed from the various natural Strains of Birds; as stringed Instruments were from Winds 

whistling in hollow Reeds, and pulsatile Instruments (as Drums and Cymbals) from the hollow Noise of 

concave Bodies. This is the Conjecture. 

Musick has ever been in the highest Esteem in all Ages, and among all People. Nor could Authors express 

their Opinions of it strongly enough, but by inculcating, that it was in Heaven, and was one of the principal 

Entertainments of the Blessed. 

The Effects ascribed to Musick by the Antients, almost amount to Miracles; by means thereof Diseases are 

said to have been cured, Unchastity corrected, Seditions quelled, Passions raised and calmed, and even 

Madness occasioned. 

Musick has been used as a Sermon of Morality… The Pythagoreans made use of Musick to cultivate the 

Mind, and settle in it a passionate Love of Virtue… made use of it, not only against Diseases of the Mind, but 

those of the Body. It was the common Custom of the Pythagoreans to soften their Minds with Musick before 

they went to sleep; and also in the Morning, to excite themselves to the Business of the Day. 

This Cure of Distempers by Musick sounds odd, but was a celebrated Medicine among the Antients. We have 

already considered, how those wounded by the Tarantula were healed by Musick; the Evidence of which is 

too strong to be overturned. 

 

Couple with biologist and Native American storyteller Robin Wall Kimmerer, writing a quarter millennium 

after Owen, on how the overlooked splendor of moss refines the art of attentiveness to all scales of existence, 

then savor other stunning scientific and natural history illustrations from Owen’s era: the consummate 

illustrations for the world’s first encyclopedia of medicinal plants, which the young self-taught artist and 

botanist Elizabeth Blackwell painted to bail her husband out of debtor’s prison; the self-taught German artist 

and astronomer Maria Clara Eimmart’s haunting blue-and-gold renditions of the Solar System as it was then 

known; Sarah Stone’s paintings of exotic, endangered, and now-extinct species; and some wondrous 

illustrations of owls from Darwin’s century. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/03/15/writers-on-music/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/05/13/gathering-moss-robin-wall-kimmerer/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/01/29/elizabeth-blackwell-curious-herbal/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/01/29/elizabeth-blackwell-curious-herbal/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/01/06/maria-clara-eimmart/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/03/12/sarah-stone-natural-history-illustration/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/05/29/lydekker-royal-natural-history-owls/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/05/29/lydekker-royal-natural-history-owls/
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Available as a print and as a face 

mask. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/06/28/an-essay-toward-a-natural-history-of-

serpents/?mc_cid=ead00b6acb&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

https://society6.com/product/art-from-an-essay-toward-a-natural-history-of-serpents-17423036019_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-from-an-essay-toward-a-natural-history-of-serpents-17423036019_mask?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-from-an-essay-toward-a-natural-history-of-serpents-17423036019_mask?curator=brainpicker
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/06/28/an-essay-toward-a-natural-history-of-serpents/?mc_cid=ead00b6acb&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/06/28/an-essay-toward-a-natural-history-of-serpents/?mc_cid=ead00b6acb&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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This Soldier’s Witness to the Iraq War Lie 

Frederic Wehrey 

Stan Honda/AFP via Getty Images 

US Army soldiers guarding detainees during a raid on a house in Tikrit, Iraq, July 28, 2003 

A few weeks before I deployed to Iraq as a young US military officer, in the spring of 2003, my French-born 

father implored me to watch The Battle of Algiers, Gillo Pontecorvo’s dramatic reenactment of the 1950s 

Algerian insurgency against French colonial rule. There are many political and aesthetic reasons to see this 

masterpiece of cinéma vérité, not least of which is its portrayal of the Algerian capital’s evocative old city, or 

Casbah. One winter morning in 2014, more than a decade after I first saw the film, I took a stroll down the 

Casbah’s rain-washed alleys and into the newer French-built city. Scenes from the black-and-white movie—

like the landmark Milk Bar café where a female Algerian guerrilla sets off a bomb that kills French 

civilians—jumped to life. The ensuing French military response, memorably depicted in the film, included 

arbitrary arrests, torture, and “false flag” bombings that only inflamed the Algerian insurrection.  

https://www.nybooks.com/contributors/frederic-wehrey/
https://www.criterion.com/films/248-the-battle-of-algiers
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It was these moral perils of counterinsurgency that my father hinted at. “Keep your eyes open,” he told me. 

This was a prescient warning, one that served as the backdrop for my deployment, even if the Algerian 

analogy was imperfect and would become overused. As American soldiers soon faced a guerrilla and civil 

war in Iraq for which they were woefully ill-equipped, intellectually and militarily, The Battle of 

Algiers would be screened and discussed at the Pentagon. To this day, it is taught to West Point cadets as a 

cautionary tale.  

Still, the full weight of the film’s lessons was not apparent to me in Iraq until one morning in the summer of 

2003, when I received an urgent phone call about a captured Iraqi intelligence officer. My commander wanted 

me to go interview him at the Baghdad hospital where he was being treated for unspecified wounds.  

I donned my Kevlar vest and grabbed my carbine for the trip to the so-called Green Zone in the city center, 

which was becoming increasingly dangerous because of bomb attacks and ambushes by a growing 

insurgency. 

My own experience with this militancy was mostly of a distant nature—though my encounters were anything 

but impersonal. As an intelligence officer, I debriefed Iraqi sources and informants on insurgent groups and 

foreign fighters, which sometimes yielded detailed information that US soldiers would use to conduct raids, 

looking for weapons, explosives, insurgents, or wanted ex-regime figures. Since I read the after-action reports 

of these operations, I learned the names and ages of those who were captured. Sometimes, I even saw 

photographs of their faces. This established a sort of intimacy, a chain of causality between my actions and 

their fates.  

In collecting the intelligence that drove these raids, I tried to vet and verify what I heard. Ninety percent of the 

information I discarded after rounds of questions. Much of it was outright fabrication by Iraqis seeking 

financial reward or favors from the US military. Others were trying lure American soldiers into helping them 

settle personal scores or eliminating their political, commercial, or sectarian rivals. The remainder of the 

information sometimes proved valid. And the resulting seizure of militants, weapons, or bomb-making 

materials did save lives.  

On occasion, though, we did not sufficiently corroborate the information before an assault, or we got the 

location wrong. In the aftermath of such misdirected predawn raids on innocent Iraqi civilians, I remembered 

Pontecorvo’s film and would ask myself: “How many new insurgents did we just create?”  

All of this was a departure from the original focus of my deployment, which was to interview former Iraqi 

officials about Iraq’s suspected weapons of mass destruction (WMD). But once the insurgency started 

attacking American soldiers, Iraqis, and international organizations, US military commanders demanded that 

more intelligence resources be devoted to penetrating the insurgents’ networks—especially since the hunt for 

Saddam’s nuclear, chemical, and biological weapons was going nowhere. 

Even so, I continued to chase down any leads I got on WMD. And that was what I assumed this call about the 

detained Iraqi spy was about. Instead, when I got to the hospital room in the Green Zone, I found myself 

seated across from a man who had been at the center of one of the biggest lies behind the US decision to 

invade Iraq.  

https://lareviewofbooks.org/article/battle-algiers-50-1960s-radicalism-classrooms-west-point/


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 540 november 2020 

 

123 

When Ahmed Khalil Ibrahim Samir al-Ani was posted to the Iraqi embassy in Prague in the late 1990s under 

diplomatic cover, he quickly came under surveillance by the Czech security service. One morning in early 

April of 2001, an Arab informant working for the Czechs reported seeing al-Ani meeting with an Arab 

student at the Iraqi embassy. This student was identified, according to the report, as an Egyptian named 

Mohamed Atta—the man who, not long after, became the ringleader of the hijackers who carried out al-

Qaeda’s terrorist attacks on the World Trade Center and the Pentagon on September 11, 2001.  

The CIA and FBI later punched holes in this story; the Czech president himself subsequently repudiated it. To 

begin with, the informant had identified Atta as the man from the April 2001 meeting only upon seeing his 

photo published in the news after September 11. The FBI’s records of Atta put him in Virginia and Florida 

immediately before and after the supposed Prague meeting, and the agency uncovered no evidence of 

international travel. But none of this stopped the Iraq war hawks in the Bush administration from seizing 

on the so-called Prague Connection as proof of Saddam Hussein’s supposed complicity in terrorist attacks on 

American soil—and using it as a casus belli for the 2003 invasion. 

There at the Baghdad hospital, I joined an FBI agent in questioning the bedridden al-Ani about his time in the 

Czech Republic. A diminutive man with a grizzled face creased by bouts of pain, he epitomized the type of 

drab regime functionary I’d come to know in Iraq all too well. He answered our questions straightforwardly. 

In the end, the hours-long session provided no evidence about the Prague meeting to contradict the debunking 

that had already appeared in the press. Al-Ani had never met Mohamed Atta or even heard of him until he 

saw news reports after September 11. Nor was he himself even in Prague on the day of the alleged encounter; 

he was out of town, seventy miles away.  

Even more disturbing than this non-revelation, though, was his account of his capture that summer by US 

special operations forces and the reason for his hospitalization. Snatching him from his Baghdad home at 

night, US soldiers had bound his wrists, covered his head, and forced him to lie on the floor of a Humvee for 

the long trip to a detention facility. Within fifteen minutes of his confinement in the vehicle, he felt an 

unbearable burning sensation. A Humvee’s engine is located in the front and conducts heat to the rear bed, 

where al-Ani was lying facedown on the bare metal. He twisted and writhed from the pain, but his American 

guards thought he was resisting. One of the soldiers stepped harder on his back with his boot. “Jesus, Jesus, 

please,” he’d cried, he told me, hoping that this invocation in English would get them to relent.  

In front of us in the hospital, he lifted his gown to show us the results: severe burns, in dark-hued patches, 

covered his stomach, thighs, feet, and palms. As a consequence, al-Ani would endure three months of 

hospitalization, which involved multiple skin grafts, as well as the amputation of his thumb and the loss of 

movement of a finger. 

After the meeting, I relayed his account of these injuries to my commanding general, who later reported the 

matter to a Senate inquiry into detainee abuses. The US Department of Justice also included the 

FBI’s account of this same interview in the inspector general’s 2008 report on detainee interrogations. And, 

over several years, the US Army investigated the incident, concluding that al-Ani’s injuries were consistent 

with his story and that “the offences of Assault and Cruelty and Maltreatment was [sic] substantiated.” 

Despite that finding, the Army dropped the case.  

To my knowledge, nobody was ever disciplined or punished for al-Ani’s mistreatment. 

https://www.leadingtowar.com/claims_facts_atta.php
https://www.nytimes.com/2002/10/21/international/prague-discounts-an-iraqi-meeting.html
https://slate.com/news-and-politics/2002/09/did-mohamed-atta-meet-an-iraqi-spy-in-prague.html
https://slate.com/news-and-politics/2002/09/did-mohamed-atta-meet-an-iraqi-spy-in-prague.html
https://www.nytimes.com/2002/10/23/opinion/the-illusory-prague-connection.html
https://www.armed-services.senate.gov/imo/media/doc/Detainee-Report-Final_April-22-2009.pdf
https://nsarchive2.gwu.edu/torture_archive/docs/Document%2009.pdf
https://www.aclu.org/files/projects/foiasearch/pdf/DOD054697.pdf
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* 

It is a cruel irony that this Iraqi man was first used as a prop for an American invasion and then subjected to 

disfiguring violence by soldiers who had carried out that invasion. But his story weighs on me in other ways. 

The abuses we’ve seen in US policing have deep, homegrown roots, but I am convinced that they are also 

partly a result of the militarization of law enforcement born of the Iraq War and America’s other overseas 

interventions. The Iraq disaster has rippled across virtually every facet of American life, deepening 

the inequalities that divide us, stirring a popular contempt for “expertise” that has opened the door to 

demagoguery, and contributing to the hollowing-out of our infrastructure and institutions in ways that have 

left the country dangerously exposed to future shocks.  

The Iraq debacle is what the journalist Robert Draper, in his engrossing recent book on the decision to oust 

Saddam, To Start a War: How the Bush Administration Took America into Iraq, correctly calls the greatest 

American tragedy of the twenty-first century, alongside the attacks of September 11, 2001. What comes 

through in his account is the singular focus of certain administration officials to use those attacks as a 

rationale for the Iraq invasion. The disfigured Iraqi I’d debriefed had thus been a crucial, early part of that 

project to “connect the dots.” 

According to Draper, al-Ani became a preoccupation for two Bush administration officials in particular: Vice 

President Dick Cheney and Deputy Secretary of Defense Paul Wolfowitz. Cheney had a “hard-on” for the 

Prague Connection, a CIA analyst told Draper; and Wolfowitz became an “obsessive fanatic” about it.  

Wolfowitz held a special fascination for me. Years before September 11, he’d embraced a fabulist 

theory about Saddam’s involvement in the 1993 World Trade Center bombing. And the smoke had hardly 

cleared from the September 11 attacks when he was already asking US intelligence agencies for any signs of 

an Iraqi hand. Those queries grew in frequency and intensity over the months that followed, especially after 

the Czech intelligence report came to light, even as the defense official’s quest left intelligence analysts 

exhausted and exasperated.  

“Wolfowitz asked the same question different ways,” a CIA analyst related to Draper, “partially because we 

weren’t giving him the answer he wanted—but also partly to prove that we were idiots.” 

https://www.foreignaffairs.com/articles/united-states/2020-07-16/racist-origins-us-policing
https://www.foreignaffairs.com/articles/united-states/2020-07-16/racist-origins-us-policing
https://www.foreignaffairs.com/articles/2018-10-05/us-wars-abroad-increase-inequality-home
https://www.motherjones.com/politics/2015/05/jeb-bush-adviser-paul-wolfowitz/
https://www.motherjones.com/politics/2015/05/jeb-bush-adviser-paul-wolfowitz/


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 540 november 2020 

 

125 

Chris Helgren/AFP via Getty Images 

US Deputy Secretary of Defense Paul Wolfowitz inspecting a cell at Abu Ghraib prison, Baghdad, Iraq, July 

20, 2003 

Reading these pages of Draper’s book brought a tightening to my chest. I’d seen the human consequences of 

such single-mindedness—not only in the injuries to this one Iraqi spy, but also in the anguish of countless 

other Iraqis I’d met in 2003. And that harm was only the beginning, before the world would learn of Abu 

Ghraib, Haditha, and Nisour Square. More abstractly, though, Draper’s volume angered me because it showed 

how Wolfowitz, Cheney, and others had abused the craft of intelligence that had comprised the better part of 

my military career—in Draper’s words, as “a drunk uses a lamppost, more for support, rather than 

illumination.”   

The obfuscation and denial of ground truths would continue well after the US toppled Saddam. 

https://www.newyorker.com/magazine/2004/05/10/torture-at-abu-ghraib
https://www.newyorker.com/magazine/2004/05/10/torture-at-abu-ghraib
https://www.vanityfair.com/news/2006/11/haditha200611
https://www.nytimes.com/2014/10/23/us/blackwater-verdict.html
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“Have any of you ever had a tapeworm?” the French paratroop colonel asks his soldiers in The Battle of 

Algiers, drawing a metaphor for the insurgency. “The tapeworm is a worm that can grow to infinity.” Cutting 

off the head of the enemy, the commander continues, is the only way to stop its regeneration.  

Of course, this doesn’t happen in the film, in which the French eventually hunt down the leaders of the 

Algerian resistance, any more than it happened when US soldiers captured Saddam Hussein, on December 13, 

2003, which happened to be the day I left Iraq. The deposed dictator, though an object of nostalgia and 

veneration for some Sunnis, was never the main figurehead of an increasingly diffuse insurgency—what then-

Defense Secretary Donald Rumsfeld famously derided as “dead-enders” and Wolfowitz later called “an 

unholy alliance of old terrorists and new terrorists.” We struggled in those early days to define who exactly 

we were fighting, especially with the influx of foreign Sunni militants, a confusion epitomized by the farrago 

of politicized and unhelpful acronyms, like Former Regime Elements (FRE) or Anti-Iraqi Forces (AIF), that 

were handed down for us to use in our reports.   

All the while, another foreign power was exploiting our disarray. By the summer and fall of 2003, I was 

getting flickers from my Iraqi sources on the movement of Iranian intelligence operatives, Islamic 

Revolutionary Guard Corps forces, and even Hezbollah militia members in Iraq. This widening Iranian 

influence in Iraq was one more unforeseen consequence of the 2003 invasion. Five years later, when I 

returned to Baghdad as a civilian adviser, I faced near-weekly salvos of Iranian-supplied rockets. 

In the meantime, I tried to forget about Ahmed al-Ani and the countless other Iraqi contacts, informants, and 

sources I’d encountered. They were the sonar devices that the US occupation used in an attempt to sound out 

a country and a society we only vaguely understood. Among them were, to be sure, snitches, hustlers, 

inveterate liars, embittered Ba’athists, likely Iranian double agents, and soon-to-be insurgents, but they also 

included physicists, religious scholars, students, tribal elders, mothers, and artists, whose lives had been 

upended by our invasion but who nevertheless sometimes gave us tip-offs, leads, intelligence, and, 

occasionally, the insights we lacked. Nearly two decades later, their forms are still clear to me in outline, but 

their features and the details of their lives remain blurry and distorted, like divers in the depths glimpsed from 

the surface above. 

The affliction of memory persists, along with the moral injuries borne by the innumerable American soldiers 

who followed me in Iraq, often experiencing far worse bloodshed and trauma. These are an inevitable 

outcome of war; so, too, is the moral corruption of an open-ended occupation. 

https://www.imsdb.com/scripts/Battle-of-Algiers,-The.html
https://www.imsdb.com/scripts/Battle-of-Algiers,-The.html
http://content.time.com/time/specials/packages/article/0,28804,1967340_1967342_1967411,00.html
https://www.ft.com/content/73596840-7643-11d9-8833-00000e2511c8
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Michael Ochs Archives/Getty Images 

Jean Martin as the French paratroop Colonel Mathieu in a scene from Gillo Pontecorvo’s The Battle of 

Algiers (1967) 

“Should France remain in Algeria?” the French commander in Pontecorvo’s film asks a pool of journalists 

inclined to question his brutal methods. “If you answer ‘yes,’ then you must accept all the necessary 

consequences.” Likewise, no one should be surprised when a foreign military presence engenders nationalist 

resentment and an armed insurrection, especially when the occupation systematically dismantles governance 

institutions and disenfranchises swathes of the populace. There is a scene Robert Draper describes of 

President Bush watching TV footage as coalition troops liberated Basra in April 2003 and asking an aide, of 

the Iraqis, “Why aren’t they cheering?” 

Most members of the US military will shoulder the psychological and physical risks of being sent to war, and 

most will accept accountability for their actions as moral agents in war. What they expect in return, though, is 

some assurance from their leaders that they were used wisely, and that they were called to the awful task of 

inflicting violence only after other means had been exhausted, and only for a cause deemed vital to the good 

of the nation. The absence of any such justification for the Iraq invasion—embodied in the spurious pretexts 

of WMD and linkages to al-Qaeda and undergirded by a hubristic ambition to reorder the Middle East—is 

what makes it perhaps the most consequential tragedy of our times and an essential lesson for the future.    

https://www.nytimes.com/2020/07/28/books/review/to-start-a-war-robert-draper.html
http://csweb.brookings.edu/content/research/essays/2016/the-citizen-soldier.html
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I hope it is one that our citizens and leaders will never tire of learning, from accounts like Draper’s, from 

histories yet to be written, and from the testimonies of veterans and Iraqis alike, to avoid another ruinous 

adventure.   

I am not terribly optimistic. 

 

https://www.nybooks.com/daily/2020/09/15/this-soldiers-witness-to-the-iraq-war-lie/ 
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Mademoiselle de Scuderi 

by E.T.A. Hoffmann 

 

Mademoiselle de Scuderi is a tale of the times of King Louis the XIV, featured in Hoffmann's 

collection, Weird Tales, vol. II (1885). 

 

Hyacinthe de Rigaud, Louis XIV, 1704 

The little house in which lived Madeleine de Scudéri, well known for her pleasing verses, and the favour of 

Louis XIV. and the Marchioness de Maintenon, was situated in the Rue St. Honorée. 

One night almost at midnight--it would be about the autumn, of the year 1680--there came such a loud and 

violent knocking at the door of her house that it made the whole entrance-passage ring again. Baptiste, who in 

https://americanliterature.com/author/eta-hoffmann
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the lady's small household discharged at one and the same time the offices of cook, footman, and porter, had 

with his mistress's permission gone into the country to attend his sister's wedding; and thus it happened that 

La Martinière, Mademoiselle's lady-maid was alone, and the only person awake in the house. The knockings 

were repeated. She suddenly remembered that Baptiste had gone for his holiday, and that she and her mistress 

were left in the house without any further protection. All the outrages burglaries, thefts, and murders--which 

were then so common in Paris, crowded upon her mind; she was sure it was a band of cut-throats who were 

making all this disturbance outside; they must be well aware how lonely the house stood, and if let in would 

perpetrate some wicked deed against her mistress; and so she remained in her room, trembling and quaking 

with fear, and cursing Baptiste and his sister's wedding as well. 

Meanwhile the hammering at the door was being continued; and she fancied she heard a voice shouting at 

intervals, "Oh! do open the door! For God's sake, do open the door!" At last La Martinière's anxiety rose to 

such a pitch that, taking up the lighted candle, she ran out into the passage. There she heard quite plainly the 

voice of the person knocking, "For God's sake! do open the door, please!" "Certainly," thought she, "that 

surely is not the way a robber would knock. Who knows whether it is not some poor man being pursued and 

wants protection from Mademoiselle, who is always ready to do an act of kindness? But let us be cautious." 

Opening a window, she called out, asking who was down making such a loud noise at the house-door so late 

at night, awakening everybody up out of their sleep; and she endeavoured to give her naturally deep voice as 

manly a tone as she possibly could. 

By the glimmer of the moon, which now broke through the dark clouds, she could make out a tall figure, 

enveloped in a light-grey mantle, having his broad-brimmed hat pulled down right over his eyes. Then she 

shouted in a loud voice, so as to be heard by the man below, "Baptiste, Claude, Pierre, get up and go and see 

who this good-for-nothing vagabond is, who is trying to break into the house." But the voice from below 

made answer gently, and in a tone that had a plaintive ring in it, "Oh! La Martinière, I know quite well that it 

is you, my good woman, however much you try to disguise your voice; I also know that Baptiste has gone 

into the country, and that you are alone in the house with your mistress. You may confidently undo the door 

for me; you need have no fear. For I must positively speak with your mistress, and this very minute." 

"Whatever are you thinking about?" replied La Martinière. "You want to speak to Mademoiselle in the middle 

of the night? Don't you know that she has been gone to bed a long time, and that for no price would I wake 

her up out of her first sound sleep, which at her time of life she has so much need of?" The person standing 

below said, "But I know that your mistress has only just laid aside her new romance Clélie, at which she 

labours so unremittingly; and she is now writing certain verses which she intends to read to the Marchioness 

de Maintenon to-morrow. I implore you, Madame Martinière, have pity and open me the door. I tell you the 

matter involves the saving of an unfortunate man from ruin,--that the honour, freedom, nay, that the life of a 

man is dependent upon this moment, and I must speak to Mademoiselle. Recollect how your mistress's anger 

would rest upon you for ever, if she learned that you had had the hard-heartedness to turn an unfortunate man 

away from her door when he came to supplicate her assistance." "But why do you come to appeal to my 

mistress's compassion at this unusual hour? Come again early in the morning," said La Martinière. The person 

below replied, "Does Destiny, then, heed times and hours when it strikes, like the fatal flash, fraught with 

destruction? When there is but a single moment longer in which rescue is still possible, ought assistance to be 

delayed? Open me the door; you need have nothing to fear from a poor defenceless wretch, who is deserted of 

all the world, pursued and distressed by an awful fate, when he comes to beseech Mademoiselle to save him 

from threatening danger?" La Martinière heard the man below moaning and sobbing with anguish as he said 

these words, and at the same time the voice was the voice of a young man, gentle, and gifted with the power 

of appealing straight to the heart She was greatly touched; without much further deliberation she fetched the 

keys. 
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But hardly had she got the door opened when the figure enveloped in the mantle burst tumultuously in, and 

striding past Martinière into the passage, cried wildly, "Lead me to your mistress!" In terror Martinière lifted 

up the candle, and its light fell upon a young man's face, deathly pale and fearfully agitated. Martinière almost 

dropped on the floor with fright, for the man now threw open his mantle and showed the bright hilt of a 

stiletto sticking out of the bosom of his doublet. His eyes flashed fire as he fixed them upon her, crying still 

more wildly than before, "Lead me to your mistress, I tell you." Martinière now believed Mademoiselle was 

in the most imminent danger; and her affection for her beloved mistress, whom she honoured, moreover, as 

her good and faithful mother, burnt up stronger in her heart, enkindling a courage which she had not 

conceived herself capable of showing. Hastily pulling to the door of her chamber, which she had left standing 

open, she planted herself before it, and said in a strong firm voice, "I tell you what, your mad behaviour in the 

house here, corresponds but ill with your plaintive words outside; I see clearly that I let my pity be excited on 

a wrong occasion. You neither ought to, nor shall you, speak to my mistress now. If your intentions are not 

evil, you need not fear daylight; so come again to-morrow and state your business then. Now, begone with 

you out of the house." The man heaved a deep and painful sigh, and fixing Martinière with a formidable look, 

grasped his stiletto. She silently commended her soul to Heaven, but manfully stood her ground, and boldly 

met the man's gaze, at the same time drawing herself closer to the door, for through it the man would have to 

go to get to her mistress's chamber. "Let me go to your mistress, I tell you!" cried the man again. "Do what 

you will," replied Martinière, "I shall not stir from this place. Go on and finish your wicked deed; but 

remember that you also will die a shameful death at the Place Grève, like your atrocious partners in crime." 

"Ah! yes, you are right, La Martinière," replied the man, "I do look like a villainous robber and cut-throat, and 

am armed like one, but my partners have not been executed,--no, not yet." Therewith, hurling looks of furious 

wrath at the poor woman, who was almost dead with terror, he drew his stiletto. "O God! O God!" she 

exclaimed, expecting her death-blow; but at this moment there was heard a rattle of arms in the street, and the 

hoof- strokes of horses. "The Maréchaussée! the Maréchaussée! Help! Help!" screamed Martinière. "You 

abominable woman, you are determined to ruin me. All is lost now--it's all over. But here, here--take this. 

Give that to your mistress this very night--to-morrow if you like." Whispering these words, he snatched the 

light from La Martinière, extinguished it, and then forced a casket into her hands. "By your hopes of 

salvation, I conjure you, give this casket to Mademoiselle," cried the man; and he rushed out of the house. 

Martinière fell to the floor; at length she rose up with difficulty, and groped her way back in the darkness to 

her own room, where she sank down in an arm-chair completely exhausted, unable to utter a sound. Then she 

heard the keys rattle, which she had left in the lock of the street-door. The door was closed and locked, and 

she heard cautious, uncertain footsteps approaching her room. She sat riveted to the chair without power to 

move, expecting something terrible to happen. But her sensations may be imagined when the door opened, 

and by the light of the night-taper she recognised at the first glance that it was honest Baptiste, looking very 

pale and greatly troubled. "In the name of all the saints!" he began, "tell me, Dame Martinière, what has 

happened? Oh! the anxiety and fear I have had! I don't know what it was, but something drove me away from 

the wedding last evening. I couldn't help myself; I had to come. On getting into our street, I thought. Dame 

Martinière sleeps lightly, she'll be sure to hear me, thinks I, if I tap softly and gently at the door, and will 

come out and let me in. Then there comes a strong patrol on horseback as well as on foot, all armed to the 

teeth, and they stop me and won't let me go on. But luckily Desgrais the lieutenant of the Maréchaussée, is 

amongst them, who knows me quite well; and when they put their lanterns under my nose, he says, 'Why, 

Baptiste, where are you coming from at this time o' night? You'd better stay quietly in the house and take care 

of it There's some deviltry at work, and we are hoping to make a good capture to-night.' You wouldn't believe 

how heavy these words fell on my heart. Dame Martinière. And then when I put my foot on the threshold, 

there comes a man, all muffled up, rushing out of the house with a drawn dagger in his hand, and he runs over 
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me--head over heels. The door was open, and the keys sticking in the lock. Oh! tell me what it all means." 

Martinière, relieved of her terrible fear and anxiety, related all that had taken place. 

Then she and Baptiste went out into the passage, and there they found the candlestick lying on the floor where 

the stranger had thrown it as he ran away. "It is only too certain," said Baptiste, "that our Mademoiselle would 

have been robbed, ay, and even murdered, I make no doubt. The fellow knew, as you say, that you were alone 

with Mademoiselle,--why, he also knew that she was awake with her writings. I would bet anything it was one 

of those cursed rogues and thieves who force their way right into the houses, cunningly spying out everything 

that may be of use to them in carrying out their infernal plans. And as for that little casket, Dame Martinière--

I think we'd better throw it into the Seine where it's deepest. Who can answer for it that there's not some 

wicked monster got designs on our good lady's life, and that if she opens the box she won't fall down dead 

like old Marquis de Tournay did, when he opened a letter that came from somebody he didn't know?" 

After a long consultation the two faithful souls made up their minds to tell their mistress everything next 

morning, and also to place the mysterious casket in her hands, for of course it could be opened with proper 

precautions. After minutely weighing every circumstance connected with the suspicious stranger's 

appearance, they were both of the same opinion, namely, that there was some special mystery connected with 

the matter, which they durst not attempt to control single-handed; they must leave it to their good lady to 

unriddle. 

Baptiste's apprehensions were well founded. Just at that time Paris was the scene of the most abominable 

atrocities, and exactly at the same period the most diabolical invention of Satan was made, to offer the 

readiest means for committing these deeds. 

Glaser, a German apothecary, the best chemist of his age, had busied himself, as people of his profession were 

in the habit of doing, with alchemistical experiments. He had made it the object of his endeavour to discover 

the Philosopher's Stone. His coadjutor was an Italian of the name of Exili. But this man only practised 

alchemy as a blind. His real object was to learn all about the mixing and decoction and sublimating of 

poisonous compounds, by which Glaser on his part hoped to make his fortune; and at last he succeeded in 

fabricating that subtle poison that is without smell and without taste, that kills either on the spot or gradually 

and slowly, without ever leaving the slightest trace in the human body, and that deceives all the skill and art 

of the physicians, since, not suspecting the presence of poison, they fail not to ascribe the death to natural 

causes. Circumspectly as Exili went to work, he nevertheless fell under the suspicion of being a seller of 

poison, and was thrown into the Bastille. Soon afterwards Captain Godin de Sainte Croix was confined in the 

same dungeon. This man had for a long time been living in relations with the Marchioness de Brinvillier, 

which brought disgrace on all the family; so at last, as the Marquis continued indifferent to his wife's 

shameful conduct, her father, Dreux d'Aubray, Civil Lieutenant of Paris, compelled the guilty pair to part by 

means of a warrant which was executed upon the Captain. Passionate, unprincipled, hypocritically feigning to 

be pious, and yet inclined from his youth up to all kinds of vice, jealous, revengeful even to madness, the 

Captain could not have met with any more welcome information than that contained in Exili's diabolical 

secret, since it would give him the power to annihilate all his enemies. He became an eager scholar of Exili, 

and soon came to be as clever as his master, so that, on being liberated from the Bastille, he was in a position 

to work on unaided. 

Before an abandoned woman, De Brinvillier became through Sainte Croix's instrumentality a monster. He 

contrived to induce her to poison successively her own father, with whom she was living, tending with 
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heartless hypocrisy his declining days, and then her two brothers, and finally her sister,--her father out of 

revenge, and the others on account of the rich family inheritance. From the histories of several poisoners we 

have terrible examples how the commission of crimes of this class becomes at last an all-absorbing passion. 

Often, without any further purpose than the mere vile pleasure of the thing, just as chemists make experiments 

for their own enjoyment, have poisoners destroyed persons whose life or death must have been to them a 

matter of perfect indifference. 

The sudden decease of several poor people in the Hotel Dieu some time afterwards excited the suspicion that 

the bread had been poisoned which Brinvillier, in order to acquire a reputation for piety and benevolence, 

used to distribute there every week. At any rate, it is undoubtedly true that she was in the habit of serving the 

guests whom she invited to her house with poisoned pigeon pie. The Chevalier de Guet and several other 

persons fell victims to these hellish banquets. Sainte Croix, his confederate La Chaussée, and Brinvillier were 

able for a long time to enshroud their horrid deeds behind an impenetrable veil. But of what avail is the 

infamous cunning of reprobate men when the Divine Power has decreed that punishment shall overtake the 

guilty here on earth? 

The poisons which Sainte Croix prepared were of so subtle a nature that if the powder (called by the Parisians 

Pondre de Succession, or Succession Powder) were prepared with the face exposed, a single inhalation of it 

might cause instantaneous death. Sainte Croix therefore, when engaged in its manufacture, always wore a 

mask made of fine glass. One day, just as he was pouring a prepared powder into a phial, his mask fell off, 

and, inhaling the fine particles of the poison, he fell down dead on the spot. As he had died without heirs, the 

officers of the law hastened to place his effects under seal. Amongst them they found a locked box, which 

contained the whole of the infernal arsenal of poisons that the abandoned wretch Sainte Croix had had at 

command; they also found Brinvillier's letters, which left no doubt as to her atrocious crimes. She fled to 

Liége, into a convent there. Desgrais, an officer of the Maréchaussée, was sent after her. In the disguise of a 

monk he arrived at the convent where she had concealed herself, and contrived to engage the terrible woman 

in a love intrigue, and finally, under the pretext of a secret meeting, to entice her out to a lonely garden 

beyond the precincts of the town. Directly she arrived at the appointed place she was surrounded by Desgrais' 

satellites, whilst her monkish lover was suddenly converted into an officer of the Maréchaussée, who 

compelled her to get into the carriage which stood ready near the garden; and, surrounded by the police troop, 

she was driven straight off to Paris. La Chaussée had been already beheaded somewhat earlier; Brinvillier 

suffered the same death, after which her body was burned and the ashes scattered to the winds. 

Now that the monster who had been able to direct his secret murderous weapons against both friend and foe 

alike unpunished was out of the world, the Parisians breathed freely once more. But it soon became known 

abroad that the villain Sainte Croix's abominable art had been handed down to certain successors. Like a 

malignant invisible spirit, murder insinuated itself into the most intimate circles, even the closest of those 

formed by relationship and love and friendship, and laid a quick sure grasp upon its unfortunate victims. He 

who was seen one day in the full vigour of health, tottered about the next a weak wasting invalid, and no skill 

of the physician could save him from death. Wealth, a lucrative office, a beautiful and perhaps too young a 

wife--any of these was sufficient to draw down upon the possessor this persecution unto death. The most 

sacred ties were severed by the cruellest mistrust. The husband trembled at his wife, the father at his son, the 

sister at the brother. The dishes remained untouched, and the wine at the dinner, which a friend put before his 

friends; and there where formerly jest and mirth had reigned supreme, savage glances were now spying about 

for the masked murderer. Fathers of families were observed buying provisions in remote districts with uneasy 

looks and movements, and preparing them themselves in the first dirty cook-shop they came to, since they 
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feared diabolical treachery in their own homes. And yet even the greatest and most well-considered 

precautions were in many cases of no avail. 

In order to put a stop to this iniquitous state of things, which continued to gain ground and grow greater day 

by day, the king appointed a special court of justice for the exclusive purpose of inquiring into and punishing 

these secret crimes. This was the so- called Chambre Ardente, which held its sittings not far from the Bastille, 

its acting president being La Regnie. For a considerable period all his efforts, however zealously they were 

prosecuted, remained fruitless; it was reserved for the crafty Desgrais to discover the most secret haunts of the 

criminals. In the Faubourg St. Germain there lived an old woman called Voisin, who made a regular business 

of fortune-telling and raising departed spirits; and with the help of her confederates Le Sage and Le 

Vigoureux, she managed to excite fear and astonishment in the minds of persons who could not be called 

exactly either weak or credulous. But she did more than this. A pupil of Exili, like La Croix, she, like him, 

concocted the same subtle poison that killed and left no trace behind it; and so she helped in this way 

profligate sons to get early possession of their inheritance, and depraved wives to another and younger 

husband. Desgrais wormed his way into her secret; she confessed all; the Chambre Ardente condemned her to 

be burned alive, and the sentence was executed in the Place Grève. 

Amongst her effects was found a list of all the persons who had availed themselves of her assistance; and 

hence it was that not only did execution follow upon execution, but grave suspicion fell even upon persons of 

high position. Thus it was believed that Cardinal Bonzy had obtained from La Voisin the means of bringing to 

an untimely end all those persons to whom, as Archbishop of Narbonne, he was obliged to pay annuities. So 

also the Duchess de Bouillon, and the Countess de Soissons, whose names were found on the list, were 

accused of having had dealings with the diabolical woman; and even Francois Henri de Montmorenci, 

Boudebelle, Duke of Luxemburg, peer and marshal of the kingdom, was not spared. He too was prosecuted by 

the terrible Chambre Ardente. He voluntarily gave himself up to be imprisoned in the Bastille, where through 

Louvois' and La Regnie's hatred he was confined in a cell only six feet long. Months passed before it was 

made out satisfactorily that the Duke's transgression did not deserve any blame: he had once had his 

horoscope cast by Le Sage. 

It is certain that the President La Regnie was betrayed by his blind zeal into acts of cruelty and arbitrary 

violence. The tribunal acquired the character of an Inquisition; the most trifling suspicion was sufficient to 

entail strict incarceration; and it was left to chance to establish the innocence of a person accused of a capital 

crime. Moreover, La Regnie was hideous in appearance, and of a malicious temperament, so that he soon 

drew down upon himself the hatred of those whose avenger or protector he was appointed to be. The Duchess 

de Bouillon, being asked by him during her trial if she had seen the devil, replied, "I fancy I can see him at 

this moment." 

But whilst the blood of the guilty and the suspected alike was flowing in streams in the Place Grève, and after 

a time the secret poisonings became less and less frequent, a new kind of outrage came to light, and again 

filled the city with dismay. It seemed as if a band of miscreant robbers were in league together for the purpose 

of getting into their possession all the jewellery they could. No sooner was any valuable ornament purchased 

than, no matter how or where kept, it vanished in an inconceivable way. But what was still worse, any one 

who ventured to wear jewellery on his person at night was robbed, and often murdered even, either in the 

public street or in the dark passage of a house. Those who escaped with their lives declared that they had been 

knocked down by a blow on the head, which felled them like a lightning flash, and that on awaking from their 

stupor they had found that they had been robbed and were lying in quite a different place from that where they 
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had received the blow. All who were murdered, some of whom were found nearly every morning lying either 

in the streets or in the houses, had all one and the same fatal wound,--a dagger-thrust in the heart, killing, 

according to the judgment of the surgeons, so instantaneously and so surely that the victim would drop down 

like a stone, unable to utter a sound. Who was there at the voluptuous court of Louis XIV. who was not 

entangled in some clandestine intrigue, and stole to his mistress at a late hour, often carrying a valuable 

present about him? The robbers, as if they were in league with spirits, knew almost exactly when anything of 

this sort was on foot. Often the unfortunate did not reach the house where he expected to meet with the reward 

of his passion; often he fell on the threshold, nay, at the very chamber door of his mistress, who was horrified 

at finding the bloody corpse. 

In vain did Argenson, the Minister of Police, order the arrest of every person from amongst the populace 

against whom there was the least suspicion; in vain did La Regnie rage and try to extort confessions; in vain 

did they strengthen their watch and their patrols;--they could not find a trace of the evil-doers. The only thing 

that did to a certain extent avail was to take the precaution of going armed to the teeth and have a torch 

carried before one; and yet instances were not wanting in which the servant was annoyed by stones thrown at 

him, whilst at the same moment his master was murdered and robbed. It was especially remarkable that, in 

spite of all inquiries in every place where traffic in jewellery was in any way possible, not the smallest 

specimen of the stolen ornaments ever came to light, and so in this way also no clue was found which might 

have been followed. 

Desgrais was furious that the miscreants should thus baffle all his cunning. The quarter of the town in which 

he happened to be stationed was spared; whilst in the others, where nobody apprehended any evil, these 

robberies and murders claimed their richest victims. 

Desgrais hit upon the ruse of making several Desgrais one after the other, so exactly alike in gait, posture, 

speech, figure, and face, that the myrmidons of the police themselves did not know which was the real 

Desgrais. Meanwhile, at the risk of his own life, he used to watch alone in the most secret haunts and lairs of 

crime, and follow at a distance first this man and then that, who at his own instance carried some valuable 

jewellery about his person. These men, however, were not attacked; and hence the robbers must be acquainted 

with this contrivance also. Desgrais absolutely despaired. 

One morning Desgrais came to President La Regnie pale and perturbed, quite distracted in fact. "What's the 

matter? What news? Have you got a clue?" cried the President "Oh! your excellency," began Desgrais, 

stammering with rage, "oh! your excellency--last night--not far from the Louvre--the Marquis de la Fare was 

attacked in my presence." "By Heaven then!" shouted La Regnie, exultant with joy, "we have them." "But 

first listen to me," interrupted Desgrais with a bitter smile, "and hear how it all came about. Well then, I was 

standing near the Louvre on the watch for these devils who mock me, and my heart was on fire with fury. 

Then there came a figure close past me without noticing me, walking with unsteady steps and looking behind 

him. By the faint moonlight I saw that it was Marquis de la Fare. I was not surprised to see him; I knew where 

he was stealing to. But he had not gone more than ten or twelve paces past me when a man started up right out 

of the earth as it seemed and knocked him down, and stooped over him. In the sudden surprise and on the 

impulse of the moment, which would else have delivered the murderer into my hands, I was thoughtless 

enough to cry out; and I was just bursting out of my hiding-place with a rush, intending to throw myself upon 

him, when I got entangled in my mantle and fell down. I saw the man hurrying away on the wings of the 

wind; I made haste and picked myself up and ran after him; and as I ran I blew my horn; from the distance 

came the answering whistles of the man; the streets were all alive; there was a rattle of arms and a trampling 
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of horses in all directions. 'Here! here! Desgrais! Desgrais!' I shouted till the streets echoed. By the bright 

moonlight I could always see the man in front of me, doubling here and there to deceive me. We came to the 

Rue Nicaise, and there his strength appeared to fail him: I redoubled my efforts; and he only led me by fifteen 

paces at the most"---- "You caught him up; you seized him; the patrol came up?" cried La Regnie, his eyes 

flashing, whilst he seized Desgrais by the arm as though he were the flying murderer. "Fifteen paces," 

continued Desgrais in a hollow voice and with difficulty drawing his breath-- "fifteen paces from me the man 

sprang aside into the shade and disappeared through the wall." "Disappeared?--through the wall? Are you 

mad?" cried La Regnie, taking a couple of steps backwards and striking his hands together. 

"From this moment onwards," continued Desgrais, rubbing his brow like a man tormented by hateful 

thoughts, "your excellency may call me a madman or an insane ghost-seer, but it was just as I have told you. I 

was standing staring at the wall like one petrified when several men of the patrol hurried up breathless, and 

along with them Marquis de la Fare, who had picked himself up, with his drawn sword in his hand. We 

lighted the torches, and sounded the wall backwards and forwards,--not an indication of a door or a window 

or an opening. It was a strong stone wall bounding a yard, and was joined on to a house in which live people 

against whom there has never risen the slightest suspicion. To- day I have again taken a careful survey of the 

whole place. It must be the Devil himself who is mystifying us." 

Desgrais' story became known in Paris. People's heads were full of the sorceries and incantations and 

compacts with Satan of Voisin, Vigoureuse, and the reprobate priest Le Sage; and as in the eternal nature of 

us men, the leaning to the marvellous and the wonderful so often outweighs all the authority of reason, so the 

public soon began to believe simply and solely that as Desgrais in his mortification had said, Satan himself 

really did protect the abominable wretches, who must have sold their souls to him. It will readily be believed 

that Desgrais' story received all sorts of ornamental additions. An account of the adventure, with a woodcut 

on the title-page representing a grim Satanic form before which the terrified Desgrais was sinking in the earth, 

was printed and largely sold at the street corners. This alone was enough to overawe the people, and even to 

rob the myrmidons of the police of their courage, who now wandered about the streets at night trembling and 

quaking, hung about with amulets and soaked in holy water. 

Argenson perceived that the exertions of the Chambre Ardente were of no avail, and he appealed to the king 

to appoint a tribunal with still more extensive powers to deal with this new epidemic of crime, to hunt up the 

evil-doers, and to punish them. The king, convinced that he had already vested too much power in the 

Chambre Ardente and shaken with horror at the numberless executions which the bloodthirsty La Regnie had 

decreed, flatly refused to entertain the proposed plan. 

Another means was chosen to stimulate the king's interest in the matter. 

Louis was in the habit of spending the afternoon in Madame de Maintenon's salons, and also despatching state 

business therewith his ministers until a late hour at night. Here a poem was presented to him in the name of 

the jeopardised lovers, complaining that, whenever gallantry bid them honour their mistress with a present, 

they had always to risk their lives on the fulfilment of the injunction. There was always both honour and 

pleasure to be won in shedding their blood for their lady in a knightly encounter; but it was quite another 

thing when they had to deal with a stealthy malignant assassin, against whom they could not arm themselves. 

Would Louis, the bright polar star of all love and gallantry, cause the resplendent beams of his glory to shine 

and dissipate this dark night, and so unveil the black mystery that was concealed within it? The god-like hero, 

who had broken his enemies to pieces, would now (they hoped) draw his sword glittering with victory, and, as 
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Hercules did against the Lernean serpent, or Theseus the Minotaur, would fight against the threatening 

monster which was gnawing away all the raptures of love, and darkening all their joy and converting it into 

deep pain and grief inconsolable. 

Serious as the matter was, yet the poem did not lack clever and witty turns, especially in the description of the 

anxieties which the lovers had to endure as they stole by secret ways to their mistresses, and of how their 

apprehensions proved fatal to all the rapturous delights of love and to every dainty gallant adventure before it 

could even develop into blossom. If it be added that the poem was made to conclude with a magniloquent 

panegyric upon Louis XIV., the king could not fail to read it with visible signs of satisfaction. Having reached 

the end of it, he turned round abruptly to Madame de Maintenon, without lifting his eyes from the paper, and 

read the poem through again aloud; after which he asked her with a gracious smile what was her opinion with 

respect to the wishes of the jeopardised lovers. 

De Maintenon, faithful to the serious bent of her mind, and always preserving a certain colour of piety, replied 

that those who walked along secret and forbidden paths were not worthy of any special protection, but that the 

abominable criminals did call for special measures to be taken for their destruction. The king, dissatisfied 

with this wavering answer, folded up the paper, and was going back to the Secretary of State, who was 

working in the next room, when on casting a glance sideways his eye fell upon Mademoiselle de Scudéri, who 

was present in the salon and had taken her seat in a small easy-chair not far from De Maintenon. Her he now 

approached, whilst the pleasant smile which at first had played about his mouth and on his cheeks, but had 

then disappeared, now won the upper hand again. Standing immediately in front of Mademoiselle, and 

unfolding the poem once more, he said softly, "Our Marchioness will not countenance in any way the 

gallantries of our amorous gentlemen, and give us evasive answers of a kind that are almost quite forbidden. 

But you, Mademoiselle, what is your opinion of this poetic petition?" De Scudéri rose respectfully from her 

chair, whilst a passing blush flitted like the purple sunset rays in evening across the venerable lady's pale 

cheeks, and she said, bowing gently and casting down her eyes, 

"Un amant qui craint les voleurs 

N'est point digne d'amour." 

(A lover who is afraid of robbers is not worthy of love.) 

The king, greatly struck by the chivalric spirit breathed in these few words, which upset the whole of the 

poem with its yards and yards of tirades, cried with sparkling eyes, "By St. Denis, you are right. 

Mademoiselle! Cowardice shall not be protected by any blind measures which would affect the innocent 

along with the guilty; Argenson and La Regnie must do their best as they are." 

All these horrors of the day La Martinière depicted next morning in startling colours when she related to her 

mistress the occurrence of the previous night; and she handed over to her the mysterious casket in fear and 

trembling. Both she and Baptiste, who stood in the corner as pale as death, twisting and doubling up his night-

cap, and hardly able to speak in his fear and anxiety,--both begged Mademoiselle in the most piteous terms 

and in the names of all the saints, to use the utmost possible caution in opening the box. De Scudéri, weighing 

the locked mystery in her hand, and subjecting it to a careful scrutiny, said smiling, "You are both of you 

ghost-seers! That I am not rich, that there are not sufficient treasures here to be worth a murder, is known to 
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all these abandoned assassins, who, you yourself tell me, spy out all that there is in a house, as well as it is to 

me and you. You think they have designs upon my life? Who could make capital out of the death of an old 

lady of seventy-three, who never did harm to anybody in the world except the miscreants and peace-breakers 

in the romances which she writes herself, who makes middling verses which can excite nobody's envy, who 

will have nothing to leave except the state dresses of an old maid who sometimes went to court, and a dozen 

or two well-bound books with gilt edges? And then you, Martinière,--you may describe the stranger's 

appearance as frightful as you like, yet I cannot believe that his intentions were evil. So then----" 

La Martinière recoiled some paces, and Baptiste, uttering a stifled "Oh!" almost sank upon his knees as 

Mademoiselle proceeded to press upon a projecting steel knob; then the lid flew back with a noisy jerk. 

But how astonished was she to see a pair of gold bracelets, richly set with jewels, and a necklace to match. 

She took them out of the case; and whilst she was praising the exquisite workmanship of the necklace, 

Martinière was eyeing the valuable bracelets, and crying time after time, that the vain Lady Montespan herself 

had no such ornaments as these. "But what is it for? what does it all mean?" said De Scudéri. But at this same 

moment she observed a small slip of paper folded together, lying at the bottom of the casket. She hoped, and 

rightly, to find in it an explanation of the mystery. She had hardly finished reading the contents of the scrip 

when it fell from her trembling hands. She sent an appealing glance towards Heaven, and then fell back 

almost fainting into her chair. Terrified, Martinière sprang to her assistance, and so also did Baptiste. "Oh! 

what an insult!" she exclaimed, her voice half-choked with tears, "Oh! what a burning shame! Must I then 

endure this in my old age? Have I then gone and acted with wrong and foolish levity like some young giddy 

thing? O God, are words let fall half in jest capable of being stamped with such an atrocious interpretation? 

And am I, who have been faithful to virtue, and of blameless piety from my earliest childhood until now,--am 

I to be accused of the crime of making such a diabolical compact?" 

Mademoiselle held her handkerchief to her eyes and wept and sobbed bitterly, so that Martinière and Baptiste 

were both of them confused and rendered helpless by embarrassed constraint, not knowing what to do to help 

their mistress in her great trouble. 

Martinière picked up the ominous strip of paper from the floor. Upon it was written-- 

"Un amant qui craint les voleurs 

N'est point digne d'amour. 

"Your sagacious mind, honoured lady, has saved us from great persecution. We only exercise the right of the 

stronger over the weak and the cowardly in order to appropriate to ourselves treasures that would else be 

disgracefully squandered. Kindly accept these jewels as a token of our gratitude. They are the most brilliant 

that we have been enabled to meet with for a long time; and yet you, honoured lady, ought to be adorned with 

jewellery even still finer than this is. We trust you will not withdraw from us your friendship and kind 

remembrance. 

"THE INVISIBLES." 
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"Is it possible?" exclaimed De Scudéri after she had to some extent recovered herself, "is it possible for men 

to carry their shameless insolence, their godless scorn, to such lengths?" The sun shone brightly through the 

dark-red silk window curtains and made the brilliants which lay on the table beside the open casket to sparkle 

in the reddish gleam. Chancing to cast her eyes upon them, De Scudéri hid her face with abhorrence, and bade 

Martinière take the fearful jewellery away at once, that very moment, for the blood of the murdered victims 

was still adhering to it. Martinière at once carefully locked the necklace and bracelets in the casket again, and 

thought that the wisest plan would be to hand it over to the Minister of Police, and to confide to him every 

thing connected with the appearance of the young man who had caused them so much uneasiness, and the 

way in which he had placed the casket in her hands. 

De Scudéri rose to her feet and slowly paced up and down the room in silence, as if she were only now 

reflecting what was to be done. She then bade Baptiste fetch a sedan chair, while Martinière was to dress her, 

for she meant to go straight to the Marchioness de Maintenon. 

She had herself carried to the Marchioness's just at the hour when she knew she should find that lady alone in 

her salons. The casket with the jewellery De Scudéri also took with her. 

Of course the Marchioness was greatly astonished to see Mademoiselle, who was generally a pattern of 

dignity, amiability (notwithstanding her advanced age), and gracefulness, come in with tottering steps, pale, 

and excessively agitated. "By all the saints, what's happened to you?" she cried when she saw the poor 

troubled lady, who, almost distracted and hardly able to walk erect, hurried to reach the easy-chair which De 

Maintenon pushed towards her. At length, having recovered her power of speech somewhat, Mademoiselle 

related what a deep insult--she should never get over it--her thoughtless jest in answer to the petition of the 

jeopardised lovers had brought upon her. The Marchioness, after learning the whole of the story by fragments, 

arrived at the conclusion that De Scudéri took the strange occurrence far too much to heart, that the mockery 

of depraved wretches like these could never come home to a pious, noble mind like hers, and finally she 

requested to see the ornaments. 

De Scudéri gave her the open casket; and the Marchioness, on seeing the costly jewellery, could not help 

uttering a loud cry of admiration. She took out the necklace and the bracelets, and approached the window 

with them, where first she let the sun play upon the stones, and then she held them up close to her eyes in 

order to see better the exquisite workmanship of the gold, and to admire the marvellous skill with which every 

little link in the elaborate chain was finished. All at once the Marchioness turned round abruptly towards 

Mademoiselle and cried, "I tell you what, Mademoiselle, these bracelets and necklace must have been made 

by no less a person than René Cardillac." 

René Cardillac was at that time the most skilful goldsmith in Paris, and also one of the most ingenious as well 

as one of the most eccentric men of the age. Rather small than great, but broad-shouldered and with a strong 

and muscular frame, Cardillac, although considerably more than fifty, still possessed the strength and activity 

of youth. And his strength, which might be said to be something above the common, was further evidenced by 

his abundant curly reddish hair, and his thick-set features and the sultry gleam upon them. Had not Cardillac 

been known throughout all Paris, as one of the most honest and honourable of men, disinterested, frank, 

without any reserve, always ready to help, the very peculiar appearance of his eyes, which were small, deep-

set, green, and glittering, might have drawn upon him the suspicion of lurking malice and viciousness. 
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As already said, Cardillac was the greatest master in his trade, not only in Paris, but also perhaps of his age. 

Intimately acquainted with the properties of precious stones, he knew how to treat them and set them in such a 

manner that an ornament which had at first been looked upon as wanting in lustre, proceeded out of 

Cardillac's shop possessing a dazzling magnificence. Every commission he accepted with burning avidity, and 

fixed a price that seemed to bear no proportion whatever to the work to be done--so small was it. Then the 

work gave him no rest; both night and day he was heard hammering in his work-shop, and often when the 

thing was nearly finished he would suddenly conceive a dislike to the form; he had doubts as to the elegance 

of the setting of some or other of the jewels, of a little link--quite a sufficient reason for throwing all into the 

crucible, and beginning the entire work over again. Thus every individual piece of jewellery that he turned out 

was a perfect and matchless masterpiece, utterly astounding to the person who had given the commission. 

But it was now hardly possible to get any work that was once finished out of his hands. Under a thousand 

pretexts he put off the owner from week to week, and from month to month. It was all in vain to offer him 

double for the work; he would not take a single Louis d'or more than the price bargained for. When at last he 

was obliged to yield to the insistence of his customer, he could not help betraying all the signs of the greatest 

annoyance, nay, of even fury seething in his heart. If the piece of work which he had to deliver up was 

something of more than ordinary importance, especially anything of great value, worth many thousands 

owing to the costliness of the jewels or the extreme delicacy of the gold-work, he was capable of running 

about like a madman, cursing himself, his labour, and all about him. But then if any person came up behind 

him and shouted, "René Cardillac, would you not like to make a beautiful necklace for my betrothed?--

bracelets for my sweet-heart," or so forth, he would suddenly stop still, and looking at him with his little eyes, 

would ask, as he rubbed his hands, "Well, what have you got?" Thereupon the other would produce a small 

jewel- case, and say, "Oh! some jewels--see; they are nothing particular, only common things, but in your 

hands"---- Cardillac does not let him finish what he has to say, but snatching the case out of his hand takes out 

the stones (which are in reality of but little value) and holds them up to the light, crying enraptured, "Ho! ho! 

common things, are they? Not at all! Pretty stones--magnificent stones; only let me make them up for you. 

And if you're not squeamish to a handful or two of Louis d'or, I can add a few more little gems, which shall 

sparkle in your eyes like the great sun himself." The other says, "I will leave it all to you, Master René, and 

pay you what you like." 

Then, without making any difference whether his customer is a rich citizen only or an eminent nobleman of 

the court, Cardillac throws his arms impetuously round his neck and embraces him and kisses him, saying that 

now he is quite happy again, and the work will be finished in a week's time. Running off home with breathless 

speed and up into his workshop, he begins to hammer away, and at the week's end has produced a masterpiece 

of art But when the customer comes prepared to pay with joy the insignificant sum demanded, and expecting 

to take the finished ornament away with him, Cardillac gets testy, rude, obstinate, and hard to deal with. "But, 

Master Cardillac, recollect that my wedding is to- morrow."--"But what have I to do with your wedding? 

come again in a fortnight's time." "The ornament is finished; here is your money; and I must have it." "And I 

tell you that I've lots of things to alter in it, and I shan't let you have it to-day." "And I tell you that if you 

won't deliver up the ornament by fair means--of course I am willing to pay you double for it--you shall soon 

see me march up with Argenson's serviceable underlings."--"Well, then, may Satan torture you with scores of 

red-hot pincers, and hang three hundredweight on the necklace till it strangle your bride." And therewith, 

thrusting the jewellery into the bridegroom's breast pocket, Cardillac seizes him by the arm and turns him 

roughly out of the door, so that he goes stumbling all down the stairs. Then Cardillac puts his head out of the 

window and laughs like a demon on seeing the poor young man limp out of the house, holding his 

handkerchief to his bloody nose. 
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But one thing there was about him that was quite inexplicable. Often, after he had enthusiastically taken a 

piece of work in hand, he would implore his customer by the Virgin and all the saints, with every sign of deep 

and violent agitation, and with moving protestations, nay, amidst tears and sobs, that he might be released 

from his engagement. Several persons who were most highly esteemed of the king and the people had vainly 

offered large sums of money to get the smallest piece of work from him. He threw himself at the king's feet 

and besought as a favour at his hands that he might not be asked to do any work for him. In the same way he 

refused every commission from De Maintenon; he even rejected with aversion and horror the proposal she 

made him to fabricate for her a little ring with emblematic ornaments, which was to be presented to Racine. 

Accordingly De Maintenon now said, "I would wager that if I sent for Cardillac to come here to tell me at 

least for whom he made these ornaments, he would refuse to come, since he would probably fear it was some 

commission; and he never will make anything for me on any account. And yet he has, it seems, dropped 

something of his inflexible obstinacy some time ago, for I hear that he now labours more industriously than 

ever, and delivers up his work at once, though still not without much inward vexation and turning away of his 

face." De Scudéri, who was greatly concerned that the ornaments should, if it could possibly be managed, 

come soon into the hands of the proper owner, thought they might send express word to Master Whimsicality 

that they did not want him to do any work, but only to pass his opinion upon some jewels. This commended 

itself to the Marchioness. Cardillac was sent for; and, as though he had been already on the way, after a brief 

interval he stepped into the room. 

On observing De Scudéri he appeared to be embarrassed; and, like one confounded by something so utterly 

unexpected that he forgets the claims of propriety such as the moment demands, he first made a low and 

reverential obeisance to this venerable lady, and then only did he turn to the Marchioness. She, pointing to the 

jewellery, which now lay glittering on the dark-green table-cloth, asked him hastily if it was of his 

workmanship. Hardly glancing at it, and keeping his eyes steadily fixed upon De Maintenon, Cardillac 

hurriedly packed the necklace and bracelets into the casket, which stood beside them, and pushed it violently 

away from him. Then he said, whilst a forbidding smile gleamed in his red face, "By my honour, noble lady, 

he would have but a poor acquaintance with René Cardillac's workmanship who should believe for a single 

moment that any other goldsmith in the world could set a piece of jewellery like that is done. Of course it's 

my handiwork." "Then tell me," continued the Marchioness, "for whom you made these ornaments." "For 

myself alone," replied Cardillac. "Ah! I dare say your ladyship finds that strange," he continued, since both 

she and De Scudéri had fixed their eyes upon him astounded, the former full of mistrust, the latter of anxious 

suspense as to what turn the matter would take next; "but it is so. Merely out of love for my beautiful 

handicraft I picked out all my best stones and gladly set to work upon them, exercising more industry and care 

over them than I had ever done over any stones before. A short time ago the ornaments disappeared in some 

inconceivable way out of my workshop." "Thank Heaven!" cried De Scudéri, whilst her eyes sparkled with 

joy, and she jumped up from her chair as quick and nimble as a young girl; then going up to Cardillac, she 

placed both her hands upon his shoulders, and said, "Here, Master René, take your property back again, which 

these rascally miscreants stole from you." And she related every detail of how she had acquired possession of 

the ornaments, to all of which Cardillac listened silently, with his eyes cast down upon the floor. Only now 

and again he uttered an indistinct "Hm!--So!--Ho! ho!" now throwing his hands behind his back, and now 

softly stroking his chin and cheeks. 

When De Scudéri came to the end of her story, Cardillac appeared to be struggling with some new and 

striking thought which had occurred to him during the course of it, and as though he were labouring with 

some rebellious resolve that refused to conform to his wishes. He rubbed his forehead, sighed, drew his hand 
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across his eyes, as if to check tears which were gushing from them. At length he seized the casket which De 

Scudéri was holding out towards him, and slowly sinking upon one knee, said, "These jewels have been 

decreed to you, my noble and respected lady, by Destiny. Yes, now I know that it was you I thought about 

when I was labouring at them, and that it was for you I worked. Do not disdain to accept these ornaments, nor 

refuse to wear them; they are indeed the best things I have made for a very long time." "Why, why, Master 

René," replied De Scudéri, in a charming, jesting manner; "what are you thinking about? Would it become me 

at my years to trick myself out with such bright gems? And what makes you think of giving me such an over-

rich present? Nay, nay, Master René. Now if I were beautiful like the Marchioness de Fontange, and rich too, 

I assure you I should not let these ornaments pass out of my hands; but what do these withered arms want 

with vain show, and this covered neck with glittering ornaments?" Meanwhile Cardillac had risen to his feet 

again; and whilst persistently holding out the casket towards De Scudéri he said, like one distracted--and his 

looks were wild and uneasy,--"Have pity upon me, Mademoiselle, and take the ornaments. You don't know 

what great respect I cherish in my heart for your virtue and your high good qualities. Accept this little present 

as an effort on my behalf to show my deep respect and devotion." But as De Scudéri still continued to 

hesitate, De Maintenon took the casket out of Cardillac's hands, saying, "Upon my word, Mademoiselle, you 

are always talking about your great age. What have we, you and I, to do with years and their burdens? And 

aren't you acting just like a shy young thing, who would only too well like to take the sweet fruit that is 

offered to her if she could only do so without stirring either hand or finger? Don't refuse to accept from our 

good Master René as a free gift what scores of others could never get, in spite of all their gold and all their 

prayers and entreaties." 

Whilst speaking De Maintenon had forced the casket into Mademoiselle's hand; and now Cardillac again fell 

upon his knees and kissed De Scudéri's gown and hands, sighing and gasping, weeping and sobbing; then he 

jumped up and ran off like a madman, as fast as he could run, upsetting chairs and tables in his senseless 

haste, and making the glasses and porcelain tumble together with a ring and jingle and clash. 

De Scudéri cried out quite terrified, "Good Heavens! what's happened to the man?" But the Marchioness, who 

was now in an especially lively mood and in such a pert humour as was in general quite foreign to her, burst 

out into a silvery laugh, and said, "Now, I've got it, Mademoiselle. Master René has fallen desperately in love 

with you, and according to the established form and settled usage of all true gallantry, he is beginning to 

storm your heart with rich presents." She even pushed her raillery further, admonishing De Scudéri not to be 

too cruel towards her despairing lover, until Mademoiselle, letting her natural-born humour have play, was 

carried away by the bubbling stream of merry conceits and fancies. She thought that if that was really the state 

of the case, she should be at last conquered and would not be able to help affording to the world the 

unprecedented example of a goldsmith's bride, of untarnished nobility, of the age of three and seventy. De 

Maintenon offered her services to weave the wedding-wreath, and to instruct her in the duties of a good 

house-wife, since such a snippety bit of a girl could not of course know much about such things. 

But when at length De Scudéri rose to say adieu to the Marchioness, she again, notwithstanding all their 

laughing jests, grew very grave as she took the jewel-case in her hand, and said, "And yet, Marchioness, do 

you know, I can never wear these ornaments. Whatever be their history, they have at some time or other been 

in the hands of those diabolical wretches who commit robbery and murder with all the effrontery of Satan 

himself; nay, I believe they must be in an unholy league with him. I shudder with awe at the sight of the blood 

which appears to adhere to the glittering stones. And then, I must confess, I cannot help feeling that there is 

something strangely uneasy and awe-inspiring about Cardillac's behaviour. I cannot get rid of the dark 

presentiment that behind all this there is lurking some fearful and terrible secret; but when, on the other hand, 
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I pass the whole matter with all its circumstantial adjuncts in clear review before my mind, I cannot even 

guess what the mystery consists in, nor yet how our brave honest Master René, the pattern of a good 

industrious citizen, can have anything to do with what is bad or deserving of condemnation; but of this I am 

quite sure, that I shall never dare to put the ornaments on." 

The Marchioness thought that this was carrying scruples too far. But when De Scudéri asked her on her 

conscience what she should really do in her (Scudéri's) place, De Maintenon replied earnestly and decisively, 

"Far sooner throw the ornaments into the Seine than ever wear them." 

The scene with Master René was described by De Scudéri in charming verses, which she read to the king on 

the following evening in De Maintenon's salon. And of course it may readily be conceived that, conquering 

her uncomfortable feelings and forebodings of evil, she drew at Master René's expense a diverting picture, in 

bright vivacious colours, of the goldsmith's bride of three and seventy who was of such ancient nobility. At 

any rate the king laughed heartily, and swore that Boileau Despreux had found his master; hence De Scudéri's 

poem was popularly adjudged to be the wittiest that ever was written. 

Several months had passed, when, as chance would have it, De Scudéri was driving over the Pont Neuf in the 

Duchess de Montansier's glass coach. The invention of this elegant class of vehicles was still so recent that a 

throng of the curious always gathered round it when one appeared in the streets. And so there was on the 

present occasion a gaping crowd round De Montansier's coach on the Pont Neuf, so great as almost to hinder 

the horses from getting on. All at once De Scudéri heard a continuous fire of abuse and cursing, and perceived 

a man making his way through the thick of the crowd by the help of his fists and by punching people in the 

ribs. And when he came nearer she saw that his piercing eyes were riveted upon her. His face was pale as 

death and distorted by pain; and he kept his eyes riveted upon her all the time he was energetically working 

his way onwards with his fists and elbows, until he reached the door. Pulling it open with impetuous violence, 

he threw a strip of paper into De Scudéri's lap, and again dealing out and receiving blows and punches, 

disappeared as he had come. Martinière, who was accompanying her mistress, uttered a scream of terror when 

she saw the man appear at the coach door, and fell back upon the cushions in a swoon. De Scudéri vainly 

pulled the cord and called out to the driver; he, as if impelled by the foul Fiend, whipped up his horses, so that 

they foamed at the mouth and tossed their heads, and kicked and plunged, and finally thundered over the 

bridge at a sharp trot. De Scudéri emptied her smelling-bottle over the insensible woman, who at length 

opened her eyes. Trembling and shaking, she clung convulsively to her mistress, her face pale with anxiety 

and terror as she gasped out, "For the love of the Virgin, what did that terrible man want? Oh! yes, it was he! 

it was he!--the very same who brought you the casket that awful night." Mademoiselle pacified the poor 

woman, assuring her that not the least mischief had been done, and that the main thing to do just then was to 

see what the strip of paper contained. She unfolded it and found these words-- 

"I am being plunged into the pit of destruction by an evil destiny which you may avert. I implore you, as the 

son does the mother whom he cannot leave, and with the warmest affection of a loving child, send the 

necklace and bracelets which you received from me to Master René Cardillac; any pretext will do, to get some 

improvement made--or to get something altered. Your welfare, your life, depend upon it. If you have not done 

so by the day after to-morrow I will force my way into your dwelling and kill myself before your eyes." 

"Well now, it is at any rate certain," said De Scudéri when she had read it, "that this mysterious man, even if 

he does really belong to the notorious band of thieves and robbers, yet has no evil designs against me. If he 

had succeeded in speaking to me that night, who knows whether I should not have learnt of some singular 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 540 november 2020 

 

144 

event or some mysterious complication of things, respecting which I now try in vain to form even the 

remotest guess. But let the matter now take what shape it may, I shall certainly do what this note urgently 

requests me to do, if for no other reason than to get rid of those ill-starred jewels, which I always fancy are a 

talisman of the foul Fiend himself. And I warrant Cardillac, true to his rooted habit, won't let it pass out of his 

hands again so easily." 

The very next day De Scudéri intended to go and take the jewellery to the goldsmith's. But somehow it 

seemed as if all the wits and intellects of entire Paris had conspired together to overwhelm Mademoiselle just 

on this particular morning with their verses and plays and anecdotes. No sooner had La Chapelle finished 

reading a tragedy, and had slyly remarked with some degree of confident assurance that he should now 

certainly beat Racine, than the latter poet himself came in, and routed him with a pathetic speech of a certain 

king, until Boileau appeared to let off the rockets of his wit into this black sky of Tragedy--in order that he 

might not be talked to death on the subject of the colonnade of the Louvre, for he had been penned up in it by 

Dr. Perrault, the architect. 

It was high noon; De Scudéri had to go to the Duchess de Montansier's; and so the visit to Master René 

Cardillac's was put off until the next day. Mademoiselle, however, was tormented by a most extraordinary 

feeling of uneasiness. The young man's figure was constantly before her eyes; and deep down in her memory 

there was stirring a dim recollection that she had seen his face and features somewhere before. Her sleep, 

which was of the lightest, was disturbed by troublesome dreams. She fancied she had acted frivolously and 

even criminally in having delayed to grasp the hand which the unhappy wretch, who was sinking into the 

abyss of ruin, was stretching up towards her; nay, she was even haunted by the thought that she had had it in 

her power to prevent a fatal event from taking place or an enormous crime from being committed. So, as soon 

as the morning was fully come, she had Martinière finish her toilet, and drove to the goldsmith, taking the 

jewel-casket with her. 

The people were pouring into the Rue Nicaise, to the house where Cardillac lived, and were gathering about 

his door, shouting, screaming, and creating a wild tumult of noise; and they were with difficulty prevented by 

the Maréchaussée, who had drawn a cordon round the house, from forcing their way in. Angry voices were 

crying in a wild confused hubbub, "Tear him to pieces! pound him to dust! the accursed murderer!" At length 

Desgrais appeared on the scene with a strong body of police, who formed a passage through the heart of the 

crowd. The house door flew open and a man stepped out loaded with chains; and he was dragged away amidst 

the most horrible imprecations of the furious mob. 

At the moment that De Scudéri, who was half swooning from fright and her apprehensions that something 

terrible had happened, was witness of this scene, a shrill piercing scream of distress rang upon her ears. "Go 

on, go on, right forward," she cried to her coachman, almost distracted. Scattering the dense mass of people 

by a quick clever turn of his horses, he pulled up immediately in front of Cardillac's door. There De Scudéri 

observed Desgrais, and at his feet a young girl, as beautiful as the day, with dishevelled hair, only half 

dressed, and her countenance stamped with desperate anxiety and wild with despair. She was clasping his 

knees and crying in a tone of the most terrible, the most heart-rending anguish, "Oh! he is innocent! he is 

innocent." In vain were Desgrais' efforts, as well as those of his men, to make her leave hold and to raise her 

up from the floor. At last a strong brutal fellow laid his coarse rough hands upon the poor girl and dragged her 

away from Desgrais by main force, but awkwardly stumbling let her drop, so that she rolled down the stone 

steps and lay in the street, without uttering a single sound more; she appeared to be dead. 
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Mademoiselle could no longer contain herself. "For God's sake, what has happened? What's all this about?" 

she cried as she quickly opened the door of her coach and stepped out. The crowd respectfully made way for 

the estimable lady. She, on perceiving that two or three compassionate women had raised up the girl and set 

her on the steps, where they were rubbing her forehead with aromatic waters, approached Desgrais and 

repeated her question with vehemence. "A horrible thing has happened," said Desgrais. "René Cardillac was 

found this morning murdered, stabbed to the heart with a dagger. His journeyman Olivier Brusson is the 

murderer. That was he who was just led away to prison." "And the girl?" exclaimed Mademoiselle---- "Is 

Madelon, Cardillac's daughter," broke in Desgrais. "Yon abandoned wretch is her lover. And she's screaming 

and crying, and protesting that Olivier is innocent, quite innocent. But the real truth is she is cognisant of the 

deed, and I must have her also taken to the conciergerie (prison)." 

Saying which, Desgrais cast a glance of such spiteful malicious triumph upon the girl that De Scudéri 

trembled. Madelon was just beginning to breathe again, but she still lay with her eyes closed incapable of 

either sound or motion; and they did not know what to do, whether to take her into the house or to stay with 

her longer until she came round again. Mademoiselle's eyes filled with tears, and she was greatly agitated, as 

she looked upon the innocent angel; Desgrais and his myrmidons made her shudder. Downstairs came a heavy 

rumbling noise; they were bringing down Cardillac's corpse. Quickly making up her mind. De Scudéri said 

loudly, "I will take the girl with me; you may attend to everything else, Desgrais." A muttered wave of 

applause swept through the crowd. They lifted up the girl, whilst everybody crowded round and hundreds of 

arms were proffered to assist them; like one floating in the air the young girl was carried to the coach and 

placed within it,--blessings being showered from the lips of all upon the noble lady who had come to snatch 

innocence from the scaffold. 

The efforts of Seron, the most celebrated physician in Paris, to bring Madelon back to herself were at length 

crowned with success, for she had lain for hours in a dead swoon, utterly unconscious. What the physician 

began was completed by De Scudéri, who strove to excite the mild rays of hope in the girl's soul, till at length 

relief came to her in the form of a violent fit of tears and sobbing. She managed to relate all that had 

happened, although from time to time her heart- rending grief got the upper hand, and her voice was choked 

with convulsive sobs. 

About midnight she had been awakened by a light tap at her chamber door, and heard Olivier's voice 

imploring her to get up at once, as her father was dying. Though almost stunned with dismay, she started up 

and opened the door, and saw Olivier with a light in his hand, pale and dreadfully agitated, and dripping with 

perspiration. He led the way into her father's workshop, with an unsteady gait, and she followed him. There 

lay her father with fixed staring eyes, his throat rattling in the agonies of death. With a loud wail she threw 

herself upon him, and then first noticed his bloody shirt. Olivier softly drew her away and set to work to wash 

a wound in her father's left breast with a traumatic balsam, and to bind it up. During this operation her father's 

senses came back to him; his throat ceased to rattle; and he bent, first upon her and then upon Olivier, a 

glance full of feeling, took her hand, and placed it in Olivier's, fervently pressing them together. She and 

Olivier both fell upon their knees beside her father's bed; he raised himself up with a cry of agony, but at once 

sank back again, and in a deep sigh breathed his last. Then they both gave way to their grief and sorrow, and 

wept aloud. 

Olivier related how during a walk, on which he had been commanded by his master to attend him, the latter 

had been murdered in his presence, and how through the greatest exertions he had carried the heavy man 

home, whom he did not believe to have been fatally wounded. 
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When morning dawned the people of the house, who had heard the lumbering noises, and the loud weeping 

and lamenting during the night, came up and found them still kneeling in helpless trouble by her father's 

corpse. An alarm was raised; the Maréchaussée made their way into the house, and dragged off Olivier to 

prison as the murderer of his master. Madelon added the most touching description of her beloved Olivier's 

goodness, and steady industry, and faithfulness. He had honoured his master highly, as though he had been his 

own father; and the latter had fully reciprocated this affection, and had chosen Brusson, in spite of his 

poverty, to be his son-in-law, since his skill was equal to his faithfulness and the nobleness of his character. 

All this the girl related with deep, true, heart-felt emotion; and she concluded by saying that if Olivier had 

thrust his dagger into her father's breast in her own presence she should take it for some illusion caused by 

Satan, rather than believe that Olivier could be capable of such a horrible wicked crime. 

De Scudéri, most deeply moved by Madelon's unutterable sufferings, and quite ready to regard poor Olivier as 

innocent, instituted inquiries, and she found that all Madelon had said about the intimate terms on which 

master and journeyman had lived was fully confirmed. The people in the same house, as well as the 

neighbours, unanimously agreed in commending Olivier as a pattern of goodness, morality, faithfulness, and 

industry; nobody knew anything evil about him, and yet when mention was made of his heinous deed, they all 

shrugged their shoulders and thought there was something passing comprehension in it. 

Olivier, on being arraigned before the Chambre Ardente denied the deed imputed to him, as Mademoiselle 

learned, with the most steadfast firmness and with honest sincerity, maintaining that his master had been 

attacked in the street in his presence and stabbed, that then, as there were still signs of life in him, he had 

himself carried him home, where Cardillac had soon afterwards expired. And all this too harmonised with 

Madelon's account. 

Again and again and again De Scudéri had the minutest details of the terrible event repeated to her. She 

inquired minutely whether there had ever been a quarrel between master and journeyman, whether Olivier 

was perhaps not subject occasionally to those hasty fits of passion which often attack even the most good-

natured of men like a blind madness, impelling the commission of deeds which appear to be done quite 

independent of voluntary action. But in proportion as Madelon spoke with increasing heartfelt warmth of the 

quiet domestic happiness in which the three had lived, united by the closest ties of affection, every shadow of 

suspicion against poor Olivier, now being tried for his life, vanished away. Scrupulously weighing every point 

and starting with the assumption that Olivier, in spite of all the things which spoke so loudly for his 

innocence, was nevertheless Cardillac's murderer, De Scudéri did not find any motive within the bounds of 

possibility for the hideous deed; for from every point of view it would necessarily destroy his happiness. He is 

poor but clever. He has succeeded in gaining the good-will of the most renowned master of his trade; he loves 

his master's daughter; his master looks upon his love with a favourable eye; happiness and prosperity seem 

likely to be his lot through life. But now suppose that, provoked in some way that God alone may know, 

Olivier had been so overmastered by anger as to make a murderous attempt upon his benefactor, his father, 

what diabolical hypocrisy he must have practised to have behaved after the deed in the way in which he really 

did behave. Firmly convinced of Olivier's innocence, Mademoiselle made up her mind to save the unhappy 

young man at no matter what cost. 

Before appealing, however, to the king's mercy, it seemed to her that the most advisable step to take would be 

to call upon La Regnie, and direct his attention to all the circumstances that could not fail to speak for 

Olivier's innocence, and so perhaps awaken in the President's mind a feeling of interest favourable to the 

accused, which might then communicate itself to the judges with beneficial results. 
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La Regnie received De Scudéri with all the great respect to which the venerable lady, highly honoured as she 

was by the king himself, might justly lay claim. He listened quietly to all that she had to adduce with respect 

to the terrible crime, and Olivier's relations to the victim and his daughter, and his character. Nevertheless the 

only proof he gave that her words were not falling upon totally deaf ears was a slight and well-nigh mocking 

smile; and in the same way he heard her protestations and admonitions, which were frequently interrupted by 

tears, that the judge was not the enemy of the accused, but must also duly give heed to anything that spoke in 

his favour. When at length Mademoiselle paused, quite exhausted, and dried the tears from her eyes. La 

Regnie began, "It does honour to the excellence of your heart. Mademoiselle, that, being moved by the tears 

of a young lovesick girl, you believe everything she tells you, and none the less so that you are incapable of 

conceiving the thought of such an atrocious deed; but not so is it with the judge, who is wont to rend asunder 

the mask of brazen hypocrisy. Of course I need not tell you that it is not part of my office to unfold to every 

one who asks me the various stages of a criminal trial. Mademoiselle, I do my duty and trouble myself little 

about the judgment of the world. All miscreants shall tremble before the Chambre Ardente, which knows no 

other punishment except the scaffold and the stake. But since I do not wish you, respected lady, to conceive of 

me as a monster of hard-heartedness and cruelty, suffer me in a few words to put clearly before you the guilt 

of this young reprobate, who, thank Heaven, has been overtaken by the avenging arm of justice. Your 

sagacious mind will then bid you look with scorn upon your own good kindness, which does you so much 

honour, but which would never under any circumstances be fitting in me. 

"Well then! René Cardillac is found in the morning stabbed to the heart with a dagger. The only persons with 

him are his journeyman Olivier Brusson and his own daughter. In Olivier's room, amongst other things, is 

found a dagger covered with blood, still fresh, which dagger fits exactly into the wound. Olivier says, 

'Cardillac was cut down at night before my eyes.' 'Somebody attempted to rob him?' 'I don't know.' 'You say 

you went with him, how then were you not able to keep off the murderer, or hold him fast, or cry out for 

help?' 'My master walked fifteen, nay, fully twenty paces in front of me, and I followed him.' 'But why, in the 

name of wonder, at such a distance?' 'My master would have it so.' 'But tell us then what Master Cardillac was 

doing out in the streets at so late an hour?' 'That I cannot say.' 'But you have never before known him to leave 

the house after nine o'clock in the evening, have you?' Here Olivier falters; he is confused; he sighs; he bursts 

into tears; he protests by all that is holy that Cardillac really went out on the night in question, and then met 

with his death. But now your particular attention, please, Mademoiselle. It has been proved to absolute 

certainty that Cardillac never left the house that night, and so, of course, Olivier's assertion that he went out 

with him is an impudent lie. The house door is provided with a ponderous lock, which on locking and 

unlocking makes a loud grating echoing noise; moreover, the wings of the door squeak and creak horribly on 

their hinges, so that, as we have proved by repeated experiments, the noise is heard all the way up to the 

garrets. Now in the bottom story, and so of course close to the street door, lives old Master Claude Patru and 

his housekeeper, a person of nearly eighty years of age, but still lively and nimble. Now these two people 

heard Cardillac come downstairs punctually at nine o'clock that evening, according to his usual practice, and 

lock and bolt the door with considerable noise, and then go up again, where they further heard him read the 

evening prayers aloud, and then, to judge by the banging of doors, go to his own sleeping-chamber. Master 

Claude, like many old people, suffers from sleeplessness; and that night too he could not close an eye. And so, 

somewhere about half-past nine it seems, his old housekeeper went into the kitchen (to get into which she had 

to cross the passage) for a light, and then came and sat down at the table beside Master Claude with an old 

Chronicle, out of which she read; whilst the old man, following the train of his thoughts, first sat down in his 

easy-chair, and then stood up again, and paced softly and slowly up and down the room in order to bring on 

weariness and sleepiness. All remained quiet and still until after midnight. Then they heard quick steps above 

them and a heavy fall like some big weight being thrown on the floor, and then soon after a muffled groaning. 

A peculiar feeling of uneasiness and dreadful suspense took possession of them both. It was horror at the 
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bloody deed which had just been committed, which passed out beside them. The bright morning came and 

revealed to the light what had been begun in the hours of darkness." 

"But," interrupted De Scudéri, "but by all the saints, tell me what motive for this diabolical deed you can find 

in any of the circumstances which I just now repeated to you at such length?" "Hm!" rejoined La Regnie, 

"Cardillac was not poor--he had some valuable stones in his possession." "But would not his daughter inherit 

everything?" continued De Scudéri. "You are forgetting that Olivier was to be Cardillac's son-in-law." "But 

perhaps he had to share or only do the murderous deed for others," said La Regnie. "Share? do a murderous 

deed for others?" asked De Scudéri, utterly astounded. "I must tell you, Mademoiselle," continued the 

President, "that Olivier's blood would long ago have been shed in the Place Grève, had not his crime been 

bound up with that deeply enshrouded mystery which has hitherto exercised such a threatening sway over all 

Paris. It is evident that Olivier belongs to that accursed band of miscreants who, laughing to scorn all the 

watchfulness, and efforts, and strict investigations of the courts, have been able to carry out their plans so 

safely and unpunished. Through him all shall--all must be cleared up. Cardillac's wound is precisely similar to 

those borne by all the persons who have been found murdered and robbed in the streets and houses. But the 

most decisive fact is that since the time Olivier Brusson has been under arrest all these murders and robberies 

have ceased The streets are now as safe by night as they are by day. These things are proof enough that 

Olivier probably was at the head of this band of assassins. As yet he will not confess it; but there are means of 

making him speak against his will." "And Madelon," exclaimed De Scudéri, "and Madelon, the faithful, 

innocent dove!" "Oh!" said La Regnie, with a venomous smile, "Oh! but who will answer to me for it that she 

also is not an accomplice in the plot? What does she care about her father's death? Her tears are only shed for 

this murderous rascal." "What do you say?" screamed De Scudéri; "it cannot possibly be. Her father--this 

girl!" "Oh!" went on La Regnie, "Oh, but pray recollect De Brinvillier. You will be so good as to pardon me if 

I perhaps soon find myself compelled to take your favourite from your protection, and have her cast into the 

Conciergerie." 

This terrible suspicion made Mademoiselle shudder. It seemed to her as if no faithfulness, no virtue, could 

stand fast before this fearful man; he seemed to espy murder and blood-guiltiness in the deepest and most 

secret thoughts. She rose to go. "Be human!" was all that she could stammer out in her distress, and she had 

difficulty in breathing. Just on the point of going down the stairs, to the top of which the President had 

accompanied her with ceremonious courtesy, she was suddenly struck by a strange thought, at which she 

herself was surprised. "And could I be allowed to see this unhappy Olivier Brusson?" she asked, turning 

round quickly to the President. He, however, looked at her somewhat suspiciously, but his face was soon 

contracted into the forbidding smile so characteristic of him. "Of course, honoured lady," said he, "relying 

upon your feelings and the little voice within you more than upon what has taken place before our very eyes, 

you will yourself prove Olivier's guilt or innocence, I perceive. If you are not afraid to see the dark abodes of 

crime, and if you think there will be nothing too revolting in looking upon pictures of depravity in all its 

stages, then the doors of the Conciergerie shall be opened to you in two hours from now. You shall have this 

Olivier, whose fate excites your interest so much, presented to you." 

To tell the truth, De Scudéri could by no means convince herself of the young man's guilt. Although 

everything spoke against him, and no judge in the world could have acted differently from what La Regnie 

did in face of such conclusive circumstantial evidence, yet all these base suspicions were completely 

outweighed by the picture of domestic happiness which Madelon had painted for her in such warm lifelike 

colours; and hence she would rather adopt the idea of some unaccountable mystery than believe in the truth of 

that at which her inmost heart revolted. 
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She was thinking that she would get Olivier to repeat once more all the events of that ill-omened night and 

worm her way as much as possible into any secret there might be which remained sealed to the judges, since 

for their purposes it did not seem worth while to give themselves any further trouble about the matter. 

On arriving at the Conciergerie, De Scudéri was led into a large light apartment. She had not long to wait 

before she heard the rattle of chains. Olivier Brusson was brought in. But the moment he appeared in the 

doorway De Scudéri sank on the floor fainting. When she recovered, Olivier had disappeared. She demanded 

impetuously that she should be taken to her carriage; she would go--go at once, that very moment, from the 

apartments of wickedness and infamy. For oh! at the very first glance she had recognised in Olivier Brusson 

the young man who had thrown the note into the carriage on the Pont Neuf, and who had brought her the 

casket and the jewels. Now all doubts were at an end; La Regnie's horrible suspicion was fully confirmed. 

Olivier Brusson belonged to the atrocious band of assassins; undoubtedly he murdered his master. And 

Madelon? Never before had Mademoiselle been so bitterly deceived by the deepest promptings of her heart; 

and now, shaken to the very depths of her soul by the discovery of a power of evil on earth in the existence of 

which she had not hitherto believed, she began to despair of all truth. She allowed the hideous suspicion to 

enter her mind that Madelon was involved in the complot, and might have had a hand in the infamous deed of 

blood. As is frequently the case with the human mind, that, once it has laid hold upon an idea, it diligently 

seeks for colours, until it finds them, with which to deck out the picture in tints ever more vivid and ever more 

glaring; so also De Scudéri, on reflecting again upon all the circumstances of the deed, as well as upon the 

minutest features in Madelon's behaviour, found many things to strengthen her suspicion. And many points 

which hitherto she had regarded as a proof of innocence and purity now presented themselves as undeniable 

tokens of abominable wickedness and studied hypocrisy. Madelon's heartrending expressions of trouble, and 

her floods of piteous tears, might very well have been forced from her, not so much from fear of seeing her 

lover perish on the scaffold, as of falling herself by the hand of the executioner. To get rid at once of the 

serpent she was nourishing in her bosom, this was the determination with which Mademoiselle got out of her 

carriage. 

When she entered her room, Madelon threw herself at her feet. With her lovely eyes--none of God's angels 

had truer--directed heavenwards, and with her hands folded upon her heaving bosom, she wept and wailed, 

craving help and consolation. Controlling herself by a painful effort, De Scudéri, whilst endeavouring to 

impart as much earnestness and calmness as she possibly could to the tone in which she spoke, said, "Go--go-

-comfort yourself with the thought that righteous punishment will overtake yon murderer for his villainous 

deeds. May the Holy Virgin forbid that you yourself come to labour under the heavy burden of blood-

guiltiness." "Oh! all hope is now lost!" cried Madelon, with a piercing shriek, as she reeled to the floor 

senseless. Leaving La Martinière to attend to the girl, Mademoiselle withdrew into another room. 

De Scudéri's heart was torn and bleeding; she felt herself at variance with all mankind, and no longer wished 

to live in a world so full of diabolical deceit! She reproached Destiny which in bitter mockery had so many 

years suffered her to go on strengthening her belief in virtue, and truth, only to destroy now in her old age the 

beautiful images which had been her guiding-stars through life. 

She heard Martinière lead away Madelon, who was sighing softly and lamenting. "Alas! and she--she too--

these cruel men have infatuated her. Poor, miserable me! Poor, unhappy Olivier!" The tones of her voice cut 

De Scudéri to the heart; again there stirred in the depths of her soul a dim presentiment that there was some 

mystery connected with the case, and also the belief in Olivier's innocence returned. Her mind distracted by 

the most contradictory feelings, she cried, "What spirit of darkness is it which has entangled me in this terrible 
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affair? I am certain it will be the death of me." At this juncture Baptiste came in, pale and terrified, with the 

announcement that Desgrais was at the door. Ever since the trial of the infamous La Voisin the appearance of 

Desgrais in any house was the sure precursor of some criminal charge; hence came Baptiste's terror, and 

therefore it was that Mademoiselle asked him with a gracious smile, "What's the matter with you, Baptiste? 

The name Scudéri has been found on La Voisin's list, has it not, eh?" "For God's sake," replied Baptiste, 

trembling in every limb, "how can you speak of such a thing? But Desgrais, that terrible man Desgrais, 

behaves so mysteriously, and is so urgent; he seems as if he couldn't wait a moment before seeing you." 

"Well, then, Baptiste," said De Scudéri, "then bring him up at once--the man who is so terrible to you; in me, 

at least, he will excite no anxiety." 

"The President La Regnie has sent me to you, Mademoiselle," said Desgrais on stepping into the room, "with 

a request which he would hardly dare hope you could grant, did he not know your virtue and your courage. 

But the last means of bringing to light a vile deed of blood lie in your hands; and you have already of your 

own accord taken an active part in the notorious trial which the Chambre Ardente, and in fact all of us, are 

watching with breathless interest. Olivier Brusson has been half a madman since he saw you. He was 

beginning to show signs of compliance and a readiness to make a confession, but he now swears again, by all 

the powers of Heaven, that he is perfectly innocent of the murder of Cardillac; and yet he says he is ready to 

die the death which he has deserved. You will please observe, Mademoiselle, that the last clause evidently has 

reference to other crimes which weigh upon his conscience. But vain are all our efforts to get him to utter a 

single word more; even the threat of torture has been of no avail. He begs and prays, and beseeches us to 

procure him an interview with you; for to you, to you only, will he confess all. Pray deign, Mademoiselle, to 

hear Brusson's confession." "What!" exclaimed De Scudéri indignantly, "am I to be made an instrument of by 

a criminal court, am I to abuse this unhappy man's confidence to bring him to the scaffold? No, Desgrais. 

However vile a murderer Brusson may be, I would never, never deceive him in that villainous way. I don't 

want to know anything about his secrets; in any case they would be locked up within my own bosom as if 

they were a holy confession made to a priest" "Perhaps," rejoined Desgrais with a subtle smile, "perhaps, 

Mademoiselle, you would alter your mind after you had heard Brusson. Did you not yourself exhort the 

President to be human? And he is being so, in that he gives way to Brusson's foolish request, and thus resorts 

to the last means before putting him to the rack, for which he was well ripe some time ago." De Scudéri 

shuddered involuntarily. "And then, honoured lady," continued Desgrais, "it will not be demanded of you that 

you again enter those dark gloomy rooms which filled you with such horror and aversion. Olivier shall be 

brought to you here in your own house as a free man, but at night, when all excitement can be avoided. Then, 

without being even listened to, though of course he would be watched, he may without constraint make a 

clean confession to you. That you personally will have nothing to fear from the wretch--for that I will answer 

to you with my life. He mentions your name with the intensest veneration. He reiterates again and again that it 

is nothing but his dark destiny, which prevented him seeing you before, that has brought his life into jeopardy 

in this way. Moreover, you will be at liberty to divulge what you think well of the things which Brusson 

confesses to you. And what more could we indeed compel you to do?" 

De Scudéri bent her eyes upon the floor in reflection. She felt she must obey the Higher Power which was 

thus demanding of her that she should effect the disclosure of some terrible secret, and she felt, too, as though 

she could not draw back out of the tangled skein into which she had run without any conscious effort of will. 

Suddenly making up her mind, she replied with dignity, "God will give me firmness and self-command, Bring 

Brusson here; I will speak with him." 
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Just as on the previous occasion when Brusson brought the casket, there came a knock at De Scudéri's house 

door at midnight. Baptiste, forewarned of this nocturnal visit, at once opened the door. De Scudéri felt an icy 

shiver run through her as she gathered from the light footsteps and hollow murmuring voices that the guards 

who had brought Brusson were taking up their stations about the passages of the house. 

At length the room door was softly opened. Desgrais came in, followed by Olivier Brusson, freed from his 

fetters, and dressed in his own neat clothing. The officer bowed respectfully and said, "Here is Brusson, 

honoured lady," and then left the room. Brusson fell upon his knees before Mademoiselle, and raised his 

folded hands in entreaty, whilst copious tears ran down his cheeks. 

De Scudéri turned pale and looked down upon him without being able to utter a word. Though his features 

were now gaunt and hollow from trouble and anguish and pain, yet an expression of the truest staunchest 

honesty shone upon his countenance. The longer Mademoiselle allowed her eyes to rest upon his face, the 

more forcibly was she reminded of some loved person, whom she could not in any way clearly call to mind. 

All her feelings of shivery uncomfortableness left her; she forgot that it was Cardillac's murderer who was 

kneeling before her; she spoke in the calm pleasing tone of goodwill that was characteristic of her, "Well, 

Brusson, what have you to tell me?" He, still kneeling, heaved a sigh of unspeakable sadness, that came from 

the bottom of his heart, "Oh! honoured, highly esteemed lady, can you have lost all traces of recollection of 

me?" Mademoiselle scanned his features more narrowly, and replied that she had certainly discovered in his 

face a resemblance to some one she had once loved, and that it was entirely owing to this resemblance that 

she had overcome her detestation of the murderer, and was listening to him calmly. 

Brusson was deeply hurt at these words; he rose hastily to his feet and took a step, backwards, fixing his eyes 

gloomily on the floor. "Then you have completely forgotten Anne Guiot?" he said moodily; "it is her son 

Olivier,--the boy whom you often tossed on your lap--who now stands before you." "Oh help me, good 

Heaven!" exclaimed Mademoiselle, covering her face with both hands and sinking back upon the cushions. 

And reason enough she had to be thus terribly affected. Anne Guiot, the daughter of an impoverished burgher, 

had lived in De Scudéri's house from a little girl, and had been brought up by Mademoiselle with all the care 

and faithfulness which a mother expends upon her own child. Now when she was grown up there came a 

modest good-looking young man, Claude Brusson by name, and he wooed the girl. And since he was a 

thoroughly clever watchmaker, who would be sure to find a very good living in Paris, and since Anne had 

also grown to be truly fond of him, De Scudéri had no scruples about giving her consent to her adopted 

daughter's marriage. The young people, having set up housekeeping, led a quiet life of domestic happiness; 

and the ties of affection were knit still closer by the birth of a marvellously pretty boy, the perfect image of 

his lovely mother. 

De Scudéri made a complete idol of little Olivier, carrying him off from his mother for hours and days 

together to caress him and to fondle him. Hence the boy grew quite accustomed to her, and would just as 

willingly be with her as with his mother. Three years passed away, when the trade-envy of Brusson's fellow-

artificers made them concert together against him, so that his business decreased day by day, until at last he 

could hardly earn enough for a bare subsistence. Along with this he felt an ardent longing to see once more 

his beautiful native city of Geneva; accordingly the small family moved thither, in spite of De Scudéri's 

opposition and her promises of every possible means of support Anne wrote two or three times to her foster-

mother, and then nothing more was heard from her; so that Mademoiselle had to take refuge in the conclusion 

that the happy life they were leading in Brusson's native town prevented their memories dwelling upon the 
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days that were past and gone. It was now just twenty-three years since Brusson had left Paris along with his 

wife and child and had gone to Geneva. 

"Oh! horrible!" exclaimed De Scudéri when she had again recovered herself to some extent. "Oh! horrible! 

are you Olivier? my Anne's son? And now----" "Indeed, honoured lady," replied Olivier calmly and 

composedly, "indeed you never could, I suppose, have any the least idea that the boy whom you fondled with 

all a mother's tenderness, into whose mouth you never tired of putting sweets and candies as you tossed him 

on your lap, whom you called by the most caressing names, would, when grown up to be a young man, one 

day stand before you accused of an atrocious crime. I am not free from reproach; the Chambre Ardente may 

justly bring a charge against me; but by my hopes of happiness after death, even though it be by the 

executioner's hand, I am innocent of this bloody deed; the unhappy Cardillac did not perish through me, nor 

through any guilty connivance on my part." So saying, Olivier began to shake and tremble. Mademoiselle 

silently pointed to a low chair which stood beside him, and he slowly sank down upon it. 

"I have had plenty of time to prepare myself for my interview with you," he began, "which I regard as the last 

favour to be granted me by Heaven in token of my reconciliation with it, and I have also had time enough to 

gain what calmness and composure are needful in order to relate to you the history of my fearful and 

unparalleled misfortunes. I entreat your pity, that you will listen calmly to me, however much you may be 

surprised--nay, even struck with horror, by the disclosure of a secret which I am sure you have never for a 

moment suspected. Oh! that my poor father had never left Paris! As far back as my recollections of Geneva 

go I remember how I felt the tears of my unhappy parents falling upon my cheeks; and how their complaints 

of misery, which I did not understand, provoked me also to tears. Later I experienced to the full and with keen 

consciousness in what a state of crushing want and of deep distress my parents lived. My father found all his 

hopes deceived. He died bowed to the earth with pain, and broken with trouble, immediately after he had 

succeeded in placing me as apprentice to a goldsmith. My mother talked much about you; she said she would 

pour out all her troubles to you; but then she fell a victim to that despondency which is born of misery. That, 

and also a feeling of false shame, which often preys upon a deeply wounded spirit, prevented her from taking 

any decisive step. Within a few months after my father's death my mother followed him to the grave." "Poor 

Anne! poor Anne!" exclaimed Mademoiselle, quite overcome by sorrow. "All praise and thanks to the Eternal 

Power of Heaven that she is gone to the better land; she will not see her darling son, branded with shame, fall 

by the hand of the executioner," cried Olivier aloud, casting his eyes upwards with a wild unnatural look of 

anguish. 

The police grew uneasy outside; footsteps passed to an fro. "Ho! ho!" said Olivier, smiling bitterly, "Desgrais 

is waking up his myrmidons, as though I could make my escape here. But to continue--I led a hard life with 

my master, albeit I soon got to be the best workman, and at last even surpassed my master himself. One day a 

stranger happened to come into our shop to buy some jewellery. And when he saw a beautiful necklace which 

I had made he clapped me on the shoulder in a friendly way and said, eyeing the ornament, 'Ha! i' faith, my 

young friend, that's an excellent piece of work. To tell you the truth, I don't know who there is who could beat 

you, unless it were René Cardillac, who, you know, is the first goldsmith in the world. You ought to go to 

him; he would gladly take you into his workshop; for nobody but you could help him in his artistic labours; 

and on the other hand he is the only man from whom you could learn anything.' The stranger's words sank 

into my heart and took deep root there. I hadn't another moment's ease in Geneva; I felt a violent impulse to 

be gone. At last I contrived to get free from my master. I came to Paris. René Cardillac received me coldly 

and churlishly. I persevered in my purpose; he must give me some work, however insignificant it might be. I 

got a small ring to finish. On my taking the work to him, he fixed his keen glittering eyes upon me as if he 
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would read the very depths of my soul. Then he said, 'You are a good clever journeyman; you may come to 

me and help me in my shop. I will pay you well; you shall be satisfied with me.' Cardillac kept his word. I had 

been several weeks with him before I saw Madelon; she was at that time, if I mistake not, in the country, 

staying, with a female relative of Cardillac's; but at length she came. O Heaven! O God! what did I feel when 

I saw the sweet angel? Has any man ever loved as I do? And now--O Madelon!" 

Olivier was so distressed he could not go on. Holding both hands before his face, he sobbed violently, But at 

length, fighting down with an effort the sharp pain that shook him, he went on with his story. 

"Madelon looked upon me with friendly eyes. Her visits into the workshop grew more and more frequent. I 

was enraptured to perceive that she loved me. Notwithstanding the strict watch her father kept upon us many a 

stolen pressure of the hand served as a token of the mutual understanding arrived at between us; Cardillac did 

not appear to notice anything. I intended first to win his favour, and, if I could gain my mastership, then to 

woo for Madelon. One day, as I was about to begin work, Cardillac came to me, his face louring darkly with 

anger and scornful contempt 'I don't want your services any longer,' he began, 'so out you go from my house 

this very hour; and never show yourself in my sight again. Why I can't do with you here any longer, I have no 

need to tell you. For you, you poor devil, the sweet fruit at which you are stretching out your hand hangs too 

high.' I attempted to speak, but he laid hold upon me with a powerful grasp and threw me out of doors, so that 

I fell to the floor and severely wounded my head and arm. I left the house hotly indignant and furious with the 

stinging pain; at last I found a good-natured acquaintance in the remotest corner of the Faubourg St. Martin, 

who received me into his garret. But I had neither ease nor rest. Every night I used to lurk about Cardillac's 

house deluding myself with the fancy that Madelon would hear my sighing and lamenting, and that she would 

perhaps find a way to speak to me out of the window unheard. All sorts of confused plans were revolving in 

my brain, which I hoped to persuade her to carry out. 

"Now joining Cardillac's house in the Rue Nicaise there is a high wall, with niches and old stone figures in 

them, now half crumbled away. One night I was standing close beside one of these stone images and looking 

up at those windows of the house which looked out upon the court enclosed by the wall. All at once I 

observed a light in Cardillac's workshop. It was midnight; Cardillac never used to be awake at that hour; he 

was always in the habit of going to rest on the stroke of nine. My heart beat in uncertain trepidation; I began 

to think something might have happened which would perhaps pave the way for me to go back into the house 

once more. But soon the light vanished again. I squeezed myself into the niche close to the stone figure; but I 

started back in dismay on feeling a pressure against me, as if the image had become instinct with life. By the 

dusky glimmer of the night I perceived that the stone was slowly revolving, and a dark form slipped out from 

behind it and went away down the street with light, soft footsteps. I rushed towards the stone figure; it stood 

as before, close to the wall. Almost without thinking, rather as if impelled by some inward prompter, I 

stealthily followed the figure. Just beside an image of the Virgin he turned round; the light of the street lamp 

standing exactly in front of the image fell full upon his face. It was Cardillac. 

"An unaccountable feeling of apprehension--an unearthly dread fell upon me. Like one subject to the power 

of magic, I had to go on--on--in the track of the spectre-like somnambulist. For that was what I took my 

master to be, notwithstanding that it was not the time of full moon, when this visitation is wont to attack the 

sleeper. Finally Cardillac disappeared into the deep shade on the side of the street. By a sort of low 

involuntary cough, which, however, I knew well, I gathered that he was standing in the entry to a house. 

'What is the meaning of that? What is he going to do?' I asked myself, utterly astounded, pressing close 

against a house-wall. It was not long before a man came along with fluttering plumes and jingling spur, 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 540 november 2020 

 

154 

singing and gaily humming an air. Like a tiger leaping upon his prey, Cardillac burst out of his lurking-place 

and threw himself upon the man, who that very same instant fell to the ground, gasping in the agonies of 

death. I rushed up with a cry of horror; Cardillac was stooping over the man, who lay on the floor. 'Master 

Cardillac, what are you doing?' I shouted. 'Cursed fool!' growled Cardillac, running past me with lightning-

like speed and disappearing from sight. 

"Quite upset and hardly able to take a step, I approached the man who had been stabbed. I knelt down beside 

him. 'Perhaps,' thought I, 'he still may be saved;' but there was not the least sign of life. In my fearful agitation 

I had hardly noticed that the Maréchausée had surrounded me. 'What? already another assassinated by these 

demons! Hi! hi! Young man, what are you about here?--Are you one of the band?--Away with him!' Thus 

they cried one after another, and they laid hold of me. I was scarcely able to stammer out that I should never 

be capable of such an abominable deed, and that they might therefore let me go my way in peace. Then one of 

them turned his lamp upon my face and said laughing, 'Why, it's Olivier Brusson, the journeyman goldsmith, 

who works for our worthy honest Master René Cardillac. Ay, I should think so!--he murder people in the 

street--he looks like it indeed! It's just like murderous assassins to stoop lamenting over their victim's corpse 

till somebody comes and takes them into custody. Well, how was it, youngster? Speak out boldly?' 'A man 

sprang out immediately in front of me,' I said, 'and threw himself upon this man and stabbed him, and then ran 

away as quick as lightning when I shouted out. I only wanted to see if the stabbed man might still be saved.' 

'No, my son,' cried one of those who had taken up the corpse; 'he's dead enough; the dagger has gone right 

through the heart as usual.' 'The Devil!' said another; 'we have come too late again, as we did yesterday.' 

Thereupon they went their way, taking the corpse with them. 

"What my feelings were I cannot attempt to describe. I felt myself to make sure whether I were not being 

mocked by some hideous dream; I fancied I must soon wake up and wonder at the preposterous delusion. 

Cardillac, the father of my Madelon, an atrocious murderer! My strength failed me; I sank down upon the 

stone steps leading up to a house. The morning light began to glimmer and was stronger and stronger; an 

officer's hat decorated with feathers lay before me on the pavement. I saw again vividly Cardillac's bloody 

deed, which had been perpetrated on the spot where I sat. I ran off horrified. 

"I was sitting in my garret, my thoughts in a perfect whirl, nay, I was almost bereft of my senses, when the 

door opened, and René Cardillac came in. 'For God's sake, what do you want?' I exclaimed on seeing him. 

Without heeding my words, he approached close to me, smiling with calmness and an air of affability which 

only increased my inward abhorrence. Pulling up a rickety old stool and taking his seat upon it close beside 

me, for I was unable to rise from the heap of straw upon which I had thrown myself, he began, 'Well, Olivier, 

how are you getting on, my poor fellow? I did indeed do an abominably rash thing when I turned you out of 

the house; I miss you at every step and turn. I have got a piece of work on hand just now which I cannot finish 

without your help. How would it be if you came back to work in my shop? Have you nothing to say? Yes, I 

know I have insulted you. I will not attempt to conceal it from you that I was angry on account of your love 

making to my Madelon. But since then I have ripely reflected upon the matter, and decided that, considering 

your skill and industry and faithful honesty, I could not wish for any better son-in-law than you. So come 

along with me, and see if you can win Madelon to be your bride.' 

"Cardillac's words cut me to the very heart; I trembled with dread at his wickedness; I could not utter a word. 

'Do you hesitate?' he continued in a sharp tone, piercing me through and through with his glittering eyes; 'do 

you hesitate? Perhaps you can't come along with me just to-day--perhaps you have some other business on 

hand! Perhaps you mean forsooth to pay a visit to Desgrais or get yourself admitted to an interview with 
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D'Argenson or La Regnie. But you'd better take care, boy, that the claws which you entice out of their sheaths 

to other people's destruction don't seize upon you yourself and tear you to pieces!' Then my swelling 

indignation suddenly found vent 'Let those who are conscious of having committed atrocious crimes,' I cried,-

-'let them start at the names you just named. As for me, I have no reason to do so--I have nothing to do with 

them.' 'Properly speaking,' went on Cardillac, 'properly speaking, Olivier, it is an honour to you to work with 

me--with me, the most renowned master of the age, and highly esteemed everywhere for his faithfulness and 

honesty, so that all wicked calumnies would recoil upon the head of the backbiter. And as far as concerns 

Madelon, I must now confess that it is she alone to whom you owe this compliance on my part. She loves you 

with an intensity which I should not have credited the delicate child with. Directly you had gone she threw 

herself at my feet, clasped my knees, and confessed amid endless tears that she could not live without you. I 

thought she only fancied so, as so often happens with young and love- sick girls; they think they shall die at 

once the first time a milky- faced boy looks kindly upon them. But my Madelon did really become ill and 

begin to pine away; and when I tried to talk her out of her foolish silly notions, she only uttered your name 

scores of times. What on earth could I do if I didn't want her to die away in despair? Last evening I told her I 

would give my consent to her dearest wishes, and would come and fetch you to-day. And during the night she 

has blossomed up like a rose, and is now waiting for you with all the longing impatience of love.' 

"May God in heaven forgive me! I don't know myself how it came about, but I suddenly found myself in 

Cardillac's house; and Madelon cried aloud with joy, 'Olivier! my Olivier! my darling! my husband!' as she 

rushed towards me and threw both her arms round my neck, pressing me close to her bosom, till in a perfect 

delirium of passionate delight I swore by the Virgin and all the saints that I would never, never leave her." 

Olivier was so deeply agitated by the recollection of this fateful moment, that he was obliged to pause. De 

Scudéri, struck with horror at this foul iniquity in a man whom she had always looked upon as a model of 

virtue and honest integrity, cried, "Oh! it is horrible! So René Cardillac belongs to the murderous band which 

has so long made our good city a mere bandits' haunt?" "What do you say, Mademoiselle, to the band?" said 

Olivier. "There has never been such a band. It was Cardillac alone who, active in wickedness, sought for his 

victims and found them throughout the entire city. And it was because he acted alone that he was enabled to 

carry on his operations with so much security, and from the same cause arose the insuperable difficulty of 

getting a clue to the murderer. But let me go on with my story; the sequel will explain to you the secrets of the 

most atrocious but at the same time of the most unfortunate of men. 

"The situation in which I now found myself fixed at my master's may be easily imagined. The step was taken; 

I could not go back. At times I felt as though I were Cardillac's accomplice in crime; the only thing that made 

me forget the inner anguish that tortured me was Madelon's love, and it was only in her presence that I 

succeeded in totally suppressing all external signs of the nameless trouble and anxiety I had in my heart. 

When I was working with the old man in the shop, I could never look him in the face; and I was hardly able to 

speak a word, owing to the awful dread with which I trembled whenever near the villain, who fulfilled all the 

duties of a faithful and tender father, and of a good citizen, whilst the night veiled his monstrous iniquity. 

Madelon, dutiful, pure, confiding as an angel, clung to him with idolatrous affection. The thought often struck 

like a dagger to my heart that, if justice should one day overtake the reprobate and unmask him, she, deceived 

by the diabolical arts of the foul Fiend, would assuredly die in the wildest agonies of despair. This alone 

would keep my lips locked, even though it brought upon me a criminal's death. Notwithstanding that I picked 

up a good deal of information from the talk of the Maréchaussée yet the motive for Cardillac's atrocities, as 

well as his manner of accomplishing them, still remained riddles to me; but I had not long to wait for the 

solution. 
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"One day Cardillac was very grave and preoccupied over his work, instead of being in the merriest of 

humours, jesting and laughing as he usually did, and so provoking my abhorrence of him. All of a sudden he 

threw aside the ornament he was working at, so that the pearls and other stones rolled across the floor, and 

starting to his feet he exclaimed, 'Olivier, things can't go on in this way between us; the footing we are now on 

is getting unbearable. Chance has played into your hands the knowledge of a secret which has baffled the 

most inventive cunning of Desgrais and all his myrmidons. You have seen me at my midnight work, to which 

I am goaded by my evil destiny; no resistance is ever of any avail. And your evil destiny it was which led you 

to follow me, which wrapped you in an impenetrable veil and gave you the lightness of foot which, enabled 

you to walk as noiselessly as the smallest insect, so that I, who in the blackest night see as plainly as a tiger 

and hear the slightest noise, the humming of midges, far away along the streets, did not perceive you near me. 

Your evil star has brought you to me, my associate. As you are now circumstanced there can be no thought of 

treachery on your part, and so you may now know all.' 'Never, never will I be your associate, you hypocritical 

reprobate,' I endeavoured to cry out, but I felt a choking sensation in my throat, caused by the dread which 

came upon me as Cardillac spoke. Instead of speaking words, I only gasped out certain unintelligible sounds. 

Cardillac again sat down on his bench, drying the perspiration from his brow. He appeared to be fearfully 

agitated by his recollections of the past and to have difficulty in preserving his composure. But at length he 

began. 

"'Learned men say a good deal about the extraordinary impressions of which women are capable when 

enceinte, and of the singular influence which such a vivid involuntary external impression has upon the 

unborn child. I was told a surprising story about my mother. About eight months before I was born, my 

mother accompanied certain other women to see a splendid court spectacle in the Trianon. There her eyes fell 

upon a cavalier wearing a Spanish costume, who wore a flashing jewelled chain round his neck, and she could 

not keep her eyes off it. Her whole being was concentrated into desire to possess the glittering stones, which 

she regarded as something of supernatural origin. Several years previously, before my mother was married, 

the same cavalier had paid his insidious addresses to her, but had been repulsed with indignant scorn. My 

mother knew him again; but now by the gleam of the brilliant diamonds he appeared to her to be a being of a 

higher race--the paragon of beauty. He noticed my mother's looks of ardent desire. He believed he should now 

be more successful than formerly. He found means to approach her, and, yet more, to draw her away from her 

acquaintances to a retired place. Then he clasped her passionately in his arms, whilst she laid hold of the 

handsome chain; but in that moment the cavalier reeled backwards, dragging my mother to the ground along 

with him. Whatever was the cause--whether he had a sudden stroke, or whether it was due to something else--

enough, the man was dead. All my mother's efforts to release herself from the stiffened arms of the corpse 

proved futile. His glazed eyes, their faculty of vision now extinguished, were fixed upon her; and she lay on 

the ground with the dead man. At length her piercing screams for help reached the ears of some people 

passing at a distance; they hurried up and freed her from the arms of her ghastly lover. The horror prostrated 

her in a serious illness. Her life, and mine too, was despaired of; but she recovered, and her accouchement 

was more favourable than could have been expected. But the terror of that fearful moment had left its stamp 

upon me. The evil star of my destiny had got in the ascendant and shot down its sparks upon me, enkindling 

in me a most singular but at the same time a most pernicious passion. Even in the earliest days of my 

childhood there was nothing I thought so much of as I did of flashing diamonds and ornaments of gold. It was 

regarded as an ordinary childish inclination. But the contrary was soon made manifest, for when a boy I stole 

all the gold and jewellery I could anywhere lay my hands on. Like the most experienced goldsmith I could 

distinguish by instinct false jewellery from real. The latter alone proved an attraction to me; objects made of 

imitated gold as well as gold coins I heeded not in the least. My inborn propensity had, however, to give way 

to the excessively cruel thrashings which I received at my father's hand. 
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"'I adopted the trade of a goldsmith, merely that I might be able to handle gold and precious stones. I worked 

with passionate enthusiasm and soon became the first master in the craft. But now began a period in which 

my innate propensity, so long repressed, burst forth with vehemence and grew most rapidly, imbibing 

nourishment from everything about it. So soon as I had completed a piece of jewellery, and had delivered it 

up to the customer, I fell into a state of unrest, of desperate disquiet, which robbed me of sleep and health and 

courage for my daily life. Day and night the person for whom I had done the work stood before my eyes like a 

spectre, adorned with my jewellery, whilst a voice whispered in my ears, "Yes, it's yours; yes it's yours. Go 

and take it. What does a dead man want diamonds for?" Then I began to practise thievish arts. As I had access 

to the houses of the great, I speedily turned every opportunity to good account: no lock could baffle my skill; 

and I soon had the object which I had made in my hands again. But after a time even that did not banish my 

unrest. That unearthly voice still continued to make itself heard in my ears, mocking me to scorn, and crying, 

"Ho! ho! a dead man is wearing your jewellery." By some inexplicable means, which I do not understand, I 

began to conceive an unspeakable hatred of those for whom I made my ornaments. Ay, deep down in my 

heart there began to stir a murderous feeling against them, at which I myself trembled with apprehension. 

"'About this time I bought this house. I had just struck a bargain with the owner; we were sitting in this room 

drinking a glass of wine together and enjoying ourselves over the settlement of our business. Night had come; 

I rose to go; then the vendor of the house said, "See here, Master René; before you go, I must make you 

acquainted with the secret of the place." Therewith he unlocked that press let into the wall there, pushed away 

the panels at the back, and stepped into a little room, where, stooping down, he lifted up a trap-door. We 

descended a flight of steep, narrow stairs, and came to a narrow postern, which he unlocked, and let us out 

into the court-yard. Then the old gentleman, the previous owner of the house, stepped up to the wall and 

pressed an iron knob, which projected only very triflingly from it; immediately a portion of the wall swung 

round, so that a man could easily slip through the opening, and in that way gain the street. I will show you the 

neat contrivance some day, Olivier; very likely it was constructed by the cunning monks of the monastery 

which formerly stood on this site, in order that they might steal in and out secretly. It is a piece of wood, 

plastered with mortar and white-washed on the outside only, and within it, on the side next the street, is fixed 

a statue, also of wood, but coloured to look exactly like stone, and the whole piece, together with the statue, 

moves upon concealed hinges. Dark thoughts swept into my mind when I saw this contrivance; it appeared to 

have been built with a predestined view to such deeds as yet remained unknown to myself. 

"'I had just completed a valuable ornament for a courtier, and knew that he intended it for an opera-dancer. 

The ominous torture assailed me again; the spectre dogged my footsteps; the whispering fiend was at my ear. 

I took possession of my new house. I tossed sleeplessly on my couch, bathed in perspiration, caused by the 

hideous torments I was enduring. In imagination I saw the man gliding along to the dancer's abode with my 

ornament. I leapt up full of fury; threw on my mantle, went down by the secret stairs, through the wall, and 

into the Rue Nicaise. He is coming along; I throw myself upon him; he screams out; but I have seized him fast 

from behind, and driven my dagger right into his heart; the ornament is mine. This done I experienced a 

calmness, a satisfaction in my soul, which I had never yet experienced. The spectre had vanished; the voice of 

the fiend was still. Now I knew what my evil Destiny wanted; I had either to yield to it or to perish. And now 

too you understand the secret of all my conduct, Olivier. But do not believe, because I must do that for which 

there is no help, that therefore I have entirely lost all sense of pity, of compassion, which is said to be one of 

the essential properties of human nature. You know how hard it is for me to part with a finished piece of 

work, and that there are many for whom I refuse to work at all, because I do not wish their death; and it has 

also happened that when I felt my spectre would have to be exorcised on the following day by blood, I have 

satisfied it with a stout blow of the fist the same day, which stretched on the ground the owner of my jewel, 

and delivered the jewel itself into my hand.' 
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"Having told me all this Cardillac took me into his secret vault and granted me a sight of his jewel-cabinet; 

and the king himself has not one finer. A short label was attached to each article, stating accurately for whom 

it was made, when it was recovered, and whether by theft, or by robbery from the person accompanied with 

violence, or by murder. Then Cardillac said in a hollow and solemn voice, 'On your wedding-day, Olivier, 

you will have to lay your hand on the image of the crucified Christ and swear a solemn oath that after I am 

dead you will reduce all these riches to dust, through means which I shall then, before I die, disclose to you. I 

will not have any human creature, and certainly neither Madelon nor you, come into possession of this blood- 

bought treasure-store.' Entangled in this labyrinth of crime, and with my heart lacerated by love and 

abhorrence, by rapture and horror, I might be compared to the condemned mortal whom a lovely angel is 

beckoning upwards with a gentle smile, whilst on the other hand Satan is holding him fast in his burning 

talons, till the good angel's smiles of love, in which are reflected all the bliss of the highest heaven, become 

converted into the most poignant of his miseries. I thought of flight--ay, even of suicide--but Madelon! Blame 

me, reproach me, honoured lady, for my too great weakness in not fighting down by an effort of will a passion 

that was fettering me to crime; but am I not about to atone for my fault by a death of shame? 

"One day Cardillac came home in uncommonly good spirits. He caressed Madelon, greeted me with the most 

friendly good-will, and at dinner drank a bottle of better wine, of a brand that he only produced on high 

holidays and festivals, and he also sang and gave vent to his feelings in exuberant manifestations of joy. 

When Madelon had left us I rose to return to the workshop. 'Sit still, lad,' said Cardillac; 'we'll not work any 

more to-day. Let us drink another glass together to the health of the most estimable and most excellent lady in 

Paris.' After I had joined glasses with him and had drained mine to the bottom, he went on, 'Tell me, Olivier, 

how do you like these verses,' 

'Un amant qui craint les voleuis 

N'est point digne d'amour.' 

"Then he went on to relate the episode between you and the king in De Maintenon's salons, adding that he had 

always honoured you as he never had any other human creature, and that you were gifted with such lofty 

virtue as to make his ill-omened star of Destiny grow pale, and that if you were to wear the handsomest 

ornament he ever made it would never provoke in him either an evil spectre or murderous thoughts. 'Listen 

now, Olivier,' he said, 'what I have made up my mind to do. A long time ago I received an order for a 

necklace and a pair of bracelets for Henrietta of England, and the stones were given me for the purpose. The 

work turned out better than the best I had ever previously done; but my heart was torn at the thought of 

parting from the ornaments, for they had become my pet jewels. You are aware of the Princess's unhappy 

death by sinister means. The ornaments I retained, and will now send them to Mademoiselle de Scudéri in the 

name of the persecuted band of robbers as a token of my respect and gratitude. Not only will Mademoiselle 

receive an eloquent token of her triumph, but I shall also laugh Desgrais and his associates to scorn, as they 

deserve to be laughed at. You shall take her the ornaments.' As Cardillac mentioned your name, 

Mademoiselle, I seemed to see a dark veil thrown aside, revealing the fair, bright picture of my early happy 

childhood days in gay and cheerful colours. A wondrous source of comfort entered my soul, a ray of hope, 

before which all my dark spirits faded away. Possibly Cardillac noted the effect which his words had upon me 

and interpreted it in his own way, 'You appear to find pleasure in my plan,' he said. 'And I may as well state to 

you that I have been commanded to do this by an inward monitor deep down in my heart, very different from 

that which demands its holocaust of blood like some ravenous beast of prey. I often experience very 

remarkable feelings; I am powerfully affected by an inward apprehension, by fear of something terrible, the 
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horrors of which breathe upon me in the air from a far-distant world of the Supernatural. I then feel even as if 

the crimes I commit as the blind instrument of my ill-starred Destiny may be charged upon my immortal soul, 

which has no share in them. During one such mood I vowed to make a diamond crown for the Holy Virgin in 

St. Eustace's Church. But so often as I thought seriously about setting to work upon it, I was overwhelmed by 

this unaccountable apprehension, so that I gave up the project altogether. Now I feel as if I must humbly offer 

an acknowledgment at the altar of virtue and piety by sending to De Scudéri the handsomest ornaments I have 

ever worked.' 

"Cardillac, who was intimately acquainted with your habits and ways of life. Mademoiselle, gave me 

instructions respecting the manner and the hour--the how and the when--in which I was to deliver the 

ornaments, which he locked in an elegant case, into your hands. I was completely thrilled with delight, for 

Heaven itself now pointed out to me through the miscreant Cardillac, a way by which I might rescue myself 

from the hellish thraldom in which I, a sinner and outcast, was slowly perishing; these at least were my 

thoughts. In express opposition to Cardillac's will I resolved to force myself in to an interview with you. I 

intended to reveal myself as Anne Brusson's son, as your own adoptive child, and to throw myself at your feet 

and confess all--all. I knew that you would have been so touched by the overwhelming misery which would 

have threatened poor innocent Madelon by any disclosure that you would have respected the secret; whilst 

your keen, sagacious mind would, I felt assured, have devised some means by which Cardillac's infamous 

wickedness might have been prevented without any exposure. Pray do not ask me what shape these means 

would have taken; I do not know. But that you would save Madelon and me, of that I was most firmly 

convinced, as firmly as I believe in the comfort and help of the Holy Virgin. You know how my intention was 

frustrated that night, Mademoiselle. I still cherished the hope of being more successful another time. Soon 

after this Cardillac seemed suddenly to lose all his good-humour. He went about with a cloudy brow, fixed his 

eyes on vacancy in front of him, murmured unintelligible words, and gesticulated with his hands, as if 

warding off something hostile from him; his mind appeared to be tormented by evil thoughts. Thus he 

behaved during the course of one whole morning. Finally he sat down to his work-table; but he soon leapt up 

again peevishly and looked out of the window, saying moodily and earnestly, 'I wish after all that Henrietta of 

England had worn my ornaments.' These words struck terror to my heart. Now I knew that his warped mind 

was again enslaved by the abominable spectre of murder, and that the voice of the fiend was again ringing 

audibly in his ears. I saw your life was threatened by the villainous demon of murder. If Cardillac only had his 

ornaments in his hands again, you were saved. 

"Every moment the danger increased. Then I met you on the Pont Neuf, and forced my way to your carriage, 

and threw you that note, beseeching you to restore the ornaments which you had received to Cardillac's hands 

at once. You did not come. My distress deepened to despair when on the following day Cardillac talked about 

nothing else but the magnificent ornaments which he had seen before his eyes during the night. I could only 

interpret that as having reference to your jewellery, and I was certain that he was brooding over some fresh 

murderous onslaught which he had assuredly determined to put into execution during the coming night. I must 

save you, even if it cost Cardillac's own life. So soon as he had locked himself in his own room after evening 

prayers, according to his wont, I climbed out of a window into the court-yard, slipped through the opening in 

the wall, and took up my station at no great distance, hidden in the deep shade. I had not long to wait before 

Cardillac appeared and stole softly up the street, me following him. He bent his steps towards the Rue St. 

Honoré; my heart trembled with apprehension. All of a sudden I lost sight of him. I made up my mind to take 

post at your house-door. Then there came an officer past me, without perceiving me, singing and gaily 

humming a tune to himself, as on the occasion when chance first made me a witness of Cardillac's bloody 

deeds. But that selfsame moment a dark figure leapt forward and fell upon the officer. It was Cardillac. This 

murder I would at any rate prevent. With a loud shout I reached the spot in two or three bounds, when, not the 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 540 november 2020 

 

160 

officer, but Cardillac, fell on the floor groaning. The officer let his dagger fall, and drawing his sword put 

himself in a posture for fighting, imagining that I was the murderer's accomplice; but when he saw that I was 

only concerned about the slain man, and did not trouble myself about him, he hurried away. Cardillac was still 

alive. After picking up and taking charge of the dagger which the officer had let fall, I loaded my master upon 

my shoulders and painfully hugged him home, carrying him up to the workshop by way of the concealed 

stairs. The rest you know. 

"You see, honoured lady, that my only crime consists in the fact that I did not betray Madelon's father to the 

officers of the law, and so put an end to his enormities. My hands are clean of any deed of blood. No torture 

shall extort from me a confession of Cardillac's crimes. I will not, in defiance of the Eternal Power, which 

veiled the father's hideous bloodguiltiness from the eyes of the virtuous daughter, be instrumental in unfolding 

all the misery of the past, which would now have a far more disastrous effect upon her, nor do I wish to aid 

worldly vengeance in rooting up the dead man from the earth which covers him, nor that the executioner 

should now brand the mouldering bones with dishonour. No; the beloved of my soul will weep for me as one 

who has fallen innocent, and time will soften her sorrow; but how irretrievable a shock would it be if she 

learnt of the fearful and diabolical deeds of her dearly-loved father." 

Olivier paused; but now a torrent of tears suddenly burst from his eyes, and he threw himself at De Scudéri's 

feet imploringly. "Oh! now you are convinced of my innocence--oh! surely you must be! have pity upon me; 

tell me how my Madelon bears it." Mademoiselle summoned La Martinière, and in a few moments more 

Madelon's arms were round Olivier's neck. "Now all is well again since you are here. I knew it, I knew this 

most noble-minded lady would save you," cried Madelon again and again; and Olivier forgot his situation and 

all that was impending over him, he was free and happy. It was most touching to hear the two mutually pour 

out all their troubles, and relate all that they had suffered for one another's sake; then they embraced one 

another anew, and wept with joy to see each other again. 

If De Scudéri had not been already convinced of Olivier's innocence she would assuredly have been satisfied 

of it now as she sat watching the two, who forgot the world and their misery and their excessive sufferings in 

the happiness of their deep and genuine mutual affection. "No," she said to herself, "it is only a pure heart 

which is capable of such happy oblivion." 

The bright beams of morning broke in through the window. Desgrais knocked softly at the room door, and 

reminded those within that it was time to take Olivier Brusson away, since this could not be done later 

without exciting a commotion. The lovers were obliged to separate. 

The dim shapeless feelings which had taken possession of De Scudéri's mind on Olivier's first entry into the 

room, had now acquired form and content--and in a fearful way. She saw the son of her dear Anne innocently 

entangled in such a way that there hardly seemed any conceivable means of saving him from a shameful 

death. She honoured the young man's heroic purpose in choosing to die under an unjust burden of guilt rather 

than divulge a secret that would certainly kill his Madelon. In the whole region of possibility she could not 

find any means whatever to snatch the poor fellow out of the hands of the cruel tribunal. And yet she had a 

most clear conception that she ought not to hesitate at any sacrifice to avert this monstrous perversion of 

justice which was on the point of being committed. She racked her brain with a hundred different schemes 

and plans, some of which bordered upon the extravagant, but all these she rejected almost as soon as they 

suggested themselves. Meanwhile the rays of hope grew fainter and fainter, till at last she was on the verge of 

despair. But Madelon's unquestioning child-like confidence, the rapturous enthusiasm with which she spoke 
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of her lover, who now, absolved of all guilt, would soon clasp her in his arms as his bride, infused De Scudéri 

with new hope and courage, exactly in proportion as she was the more touched by the girl's words. 

At length, for the sake of doing something. De Scudéri wrote a long letter to La Regnie, in which she 

informed him that Olivier Brusson had proved to her in the most convincing manner his perfect innocence of 

Cardillac's death, and that it was only his heroic resolve to carry with him into the grave a secret, the 

revelation of which would entail disaster upon virtue and innocence, that prevented him making a revelation 

to the court which would undoubtedly free him, not only from the fearful suspicion of having murdered 

Cardillac, but also of having belonged to a band of vile assassins. De Scudéri did all that burning zeal, that 

ripe and spirited eloquence could effect, to soften La Regnie's hard heart. In the course of a few hours La 

Regnie replied that he was heartily glad to learn that Olivier Brusson had justified himself so completely in 

the eyes of his noble and honoured protectress. As for Olivier's heroic resolve to carry with him into the grave 

a secret that had an important bearing upon the crime under investigation, he was sorry to say that the 

Chambre Ardente could not respect such heroic courage, but would rather be compelled to adopt the strongest 

means to break it. At the end of three days he hoped to be in possession of this extraordinary secret, which it 

might be presumed would bring wonders to light. 

De Scudéri knew only too well what those means were by which the savage La Regnie intended to break 

Brusson's heroic constancy. She was now sure that the unfortunate was threatened with the rack. In her 

desperate anxiety it at length occurred to her that the advice of a doctor of the law would be useful, if only to 

effectuate a postponement of the torture. The most renowned advocate in Paris at that time was Pierre Amaud 

d'Andilly; and his sound knowledge and liberal mind were only to be compared to his virtue and his sterling 

honesty. To him, therefore, De Scudéri had recourse, and she told him all, so far as she could, without 

violating Brusson's secret She expected that D'Andilly would take up the cause of the innocent man with zeal, 

but she found her hopes most bitterly deceived. The lawyer listened calmly to all she had to say, and then 

replied in Boileau's words, smiling as he did so, "Le vrai peut quelque fois n'être pas 

vraisemblable"(Sometimes truth wears an improbable garb). He showed De Scudéri that there were most 

noteworthy grounds for suspicion against Brusson, that La Regnie's proceedings could neither be called cruel 

nor yet hurried, rather they were perfectly within the law--nay, that he could not act otherwise without 

detriment to his duties as judge. He himself did not see his way to saving Brusson from torture, even by the 

cleverest defence. Nobody but Brusson himself could avert it, either by a candid confession or at least by a 

most detailed account of all the circumstances attending Cardillac's murder, and this might then perhaps 

furnish grounds for instituting fresh inquiries. "Then I will throw myself at the king's feet and pray for 

mercy," said De Scudéri, distracted, her voice half choked by tears. "For Heaven's sake, don't do it, 

Mademoiselle, don't do it. I would advise you to reserve this last resource, for if it once fail it is lost to you for 

ever. The king will never pardon a criminal of this class: he would draw down upon himself the bitterest 

reproaches of the people, who would believe their lives were always in danger. Possibly Brusson, either by 

disclosing his secret or by some other means, may find a way to allay the suspicions which are working 

against him. Then will be the time to appeal to the king for mercy, for he will not inquire what has been 

proved before the court, but be guided by his own inner conviction." De Scudéri had no help for it but to 

admit that D'Andilly with his great experience was in the right. 

Late one evening she was sitting in her own room in very great trouble, appealing to the Virgin and the Holy 

Saints, and thinking whatever should she do to save the unhappy Brusson, when La Martinière came in to 

announce that Count de Miossens, colonel of the King's Guards, was urgently desiring to speak to 

Mademoiselle. 
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"Pardon me, Mademoiselle," said Miossens, bowing with military grace, "pardon me for intruding upon you 

so late, at such an inconvenient hour. We soldiers cannot do as we like, and then a couple of words will 

suffice to excuse me. It is on Olivier Brusson's account that I have come." De Scudéri's attention was at once 

on the stretch as to what was to follow, and she said, "Olivier Brusson?--that most unhappy of mortals? What 

have you to do with him?" "Yes, I did indeed think," continued Miossens smiling, "that your protégé's name 

would be sufficient to procure me a favourable hearing. All the public are convinced of Brusson's guilt. But 

you, I know, cling to another opinion, which is based, to be sure, upon the protestations of the accused, as it is 

said; with me, however, it is otherwise. Nobody can be more firmly convinced that Brusson is innocent of 

Cardillac's death than I am." "Oh! go on and tell me; go on, pray!" exclaimed De Scudéri, whilst her eyes 

sparkled with delight. Miossens continued, speaking with emphasis, "It was I--I who stabbed the old 

goldsmith not far from your house here in the Rue St. Honors." "By the Saints!--you--you?" exclaimed 

Mademoiselle. "And I swear to you, Mademoiselle," went on Miossens, "that I am proud of the deed. For let 

me tell you that Cardillac was the most abandoned and hypocritical of villains, that it was he who committed 

those dreadful murders and robberies by night, and so long escaped all traps laid for him. Somehow, I can't 

say how, a strong feeling of suspicion was aroused in my mind against the old reprobate when he brought me 

an ornament I had ordered and was so visibly disturbed on giving it to me; and then he inquired particularly 

for whom I wanted the ornament, and also questioned my valet in the most artful way as to when I was in the 

habit of visiting a certain lady. I had long before noticed that all the unfortunates who fell victims to this 

abominable epidemic of murder and robbery bore one and the same wound. I felt sure that the assassin had by 

practice grown perfect in inflicting it, and that it must prove instantaneously fatal, and upon this he relied 

implicitly. If it failed, then it would come to a fight on equal terms. This led me to adopt a measure of 

precaution which is so simple that I cannot comprehend why it did not occur to others, who might then have 

safeguarded themselves against any murderous assault that threatened them. I wore a light shirt of mail under 

my tunic. Cardillac attacked me from behind. He laid hold upon me with the strength of a giant, but the 

surely-aimed blow glanced aside from the iron. That same moment I wrested myself free from his grasp, and 

drove my dagger, which I held in readiness, into his heart." "And you maintained silence?" asked De Scudéri; 

"you did not notify to the tribunals what you had done?" "Permit me to remark," went on Miossens, "permit 

me to remark, Mademoiselle, that such an announcement, if it had not at once entailed disastrous results upon 

me, would at any rate have involved me in a most detestable trial. Would La Regnie, who ferrets out crime 

everywhere--would he have believed my unsupported word if I had accused honest Cardillac, the pattern of 

piety and virtue, of an attempted murder? What if the sword of justice had turned its point against me?" "That 

would not have been possible," said De Scudéri, "your birth--your rank"---- "Oh! remember Marshal de 

Luxembourg, whose whim for having his horoscope cast by Le Sage brought him under the suspicion of 

being a poisoner, and eventually into the Bastille. No! by St. Denis! I would not risk my freedom for an hour-- 

not even the lappet of my ear--in the power of that madman La Regnie, who only too well would like to have 

his knife at the throats of all of us." "But do you know you are bringing innocent Brusson to the scaffold?" 

"Innocent?" rejoined Miossens, "innocent? Are you speaking of the villain Cardillac's accomplice, 

Mademoiselle? he who helped him in his evil deeds? who deserves to die a hundred deaths? No, indeed! He 

would meet a just end on the scaffold. I have only disclosed to you, honoured lady, the details of the 

occurrence on the presupposition that, without delivering me into the hands of the Chambre Ardent, you will 

yet find a way to turn my secret to account on behalf of your protégé." 

De Scudéri was so enraptured at finding her conviction of Brusson's innocence confirmed in such a decisive 

manner that she did not scruple to tell the Count all, since he already knew of Cardillac's iniquity, and to 

exhort him to accompany her to see D'Andilly. To him all should be revealed under the seal of secrecy, and he 

should advise them what was to be done. 
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After De Scudéri had related all to D'Andilly down to the minutest particulars, he inquired once more about 

several of the most insignificant features. In particular he asked Count Miossens whether he was perfectly 

satisfied that it was Cardillac who had attacked him, and whether he would be able to identify Olivier Brusson 

as the man who had carried away the corpse. De Miossens made answer, "Not only did I very well recognise 

Cardillac by the bright light of the moon, but I have also seen in La Regnie's hands the dagger with which 

Cardillac was stabbed; it is mine, distinguished by the elegant workmanship of the hilt. As I only stood one 

yard from the young man, and his hat had fallen off, I distinctly saw his features, and should certainly 

recognise him again." 

After gazing thoughtfully before him for some minutes in silence, D'Andilly said, "Brusson cannot possibly 

be saved from the hands of justice in any ordinary and regular way. Out of consideration for Madelon he 

refuses to accuse Cardillac of being the thievish assassin. And he must continue to do so, for even if he 

succeeded in proving his statements by pointing out the secret exit and the accumulated store of stolen 

jewellery, he would still be liable to death as a partner in Cardillac's guilt. And the bearings of things would 

not be altered if Count Miossens were to state to the judges the real details of the meeting with Cardillac. The 

only thing we can aim at securing is a postponement of the torture. Let Count Miossens go to the 

Conciergerie, have Olivier Brusson brought forward, and recognise in him the man who carried away 

Cardillac's dead body. Then let him hurry off to La Regnie and say, 'I saw a man stabbed in the Rue St. 

Honoré, and as I stood close beside the corpse another man sprang forward and stooped down over the dead 

body; but on finding signs of life in him he lifted him on his shoulders and carried him away. This man I 

recognise in Olivier Brusson.' This evidence would lead to another hearing of Brusson and to his 

confrontation with Miossens. At all events the torture would be delayed and further inquiries would be 

instituted. Then will come the proper time to appeal to the king. It may be left to your sagacity, Mademoiselle, 

to do this in the adroitest manner. As far as my opinion goes, I think it would be best to disclose to him the 

whole mystery. Brusson's confessions are borne out by this statement of Count Miossens; and they may, 

perhaps, be still further substantiated by secret investigations at Cardillac's own house. All this could not 

afford grounds for a verdict of acquittal by the court, but it might appeal to the king's feelings, that it is his 

prerogative to speak mercy where the judge can only condemn, and so elicit a favourable decision from His 

Majesty." Count Miossens followed implicitly D'Andilly's advice; and the result was what the latter had 

foreseen. 

But now the thing was to get at the king; and this was the most difficult part of all to accomplish, since he 

believed that Brusson alone was the formidable assassin who for so long a time had held all Paris enthralled 

by fear and anxiety, and accordingly he had conceived such an abhorrence of him that he burst into a violent 

fit of passion at the slightest allusion to the notorious trial. De Maintenon, faithful to her principle of never 

speaking to the king on any subject that was disagreeable, refused to take any steps in the affair; and so 

Brusson's fate rested entirely in De Scudéri's hands. After long deliberation she formed a resolution which she 

carried into execution as promptly as she had conceived it. Putting on a robe of heavy black, silk, and hanging 

Cardillac's valuable necklace round her neck, and clasping the bracelets on her arms, and throwing a black 

veil over her head, she presented herself in De Maintenon's salons at a time when she knew the king would be 

present there. This stately robe invested the venerable lady's noble figure with such majesty as could not fail 

to inspire respect, even in the mob of idle loungers who were wont to collect in anterooms, laughing and 

jesting in frivolous and irreverent fashion. They all shyly made way for her; and when she entered the salon 

the king himself in his astonishment rose and came to meet her. As his eyes fell upon the glitter of the costly 

diamonds in the necklace and bracelets, he cried, "'Pon my soul, that's Cardillac's jewellery!" Then, turning to 

De Maintenon, he added with an arch smile, "See, Marchioness, how our fair bride mourns for her 

bridegroom." "Oh! your Majesty," broke in De Scudéri, taking up the jest and carrying it on, "would it indeed 
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beseem a deeply sorrowful bride to adorn herself in this splendid fashion? No, I have quite broken off with 

that goldsmith, and should never think about him more, were it not that the horrid recollection of him being 

carried past me after he had been murdered so often recurs to my mind." "What do you say?" asked the king. 

"What! you saw the poor devil?" De Scudéri now related in a few words how she chanced to be near 

Cardillac's house just as the murder was discovered--as yet she did not allude to Brusson's being mixed up in 

the matter. She sketched Madelon's excessive grief, told what a deep impression the angelic child made upon 

her, and described in what way she had rescued the poor girl out of Desgrais' hands, amid the approving 

shouts of the people. Then came the scenes with La Regnie, with Desgrais, with Brusson--the interest 

deepening and intensifying from moment to moment. The king was so carried away by the extraordinary 

graphic power and burning eloquence of Mademoiselle's narration that he did not perceive she was talking 

about the hateful trial of the abominable wretch Brusson; he was quite unable to utter a word; all he could do 

was to let off the excess of his emotion by an exclamation from time to time. Ere he knew where he was--he 

was so utterly confused by this unprecedented tale which he had heard that he was unable to order his 

thoughts--De Scudéri was prostrate at his feet, imploring pardon for Olivier Brusson. "What are you doing?" 

burst out the king, taking her by both hands and forcing her into a chair. "What do you mean, Mademoiselle? 

This is a strange way to surprise me. Oh! it's a terrible story. Who will guarantee me that Brusson's 

marvellous tale is true?" Whereupon De Scudéri replied, "Miossens' evidence--an examination of Cardillac's 

house--my heart-felt conviction--and oh! Madelon's virtuous heart, which recognised the like virtue in 

unhappy Brusson's." Just as the king was on the point of making some reply he was interrupted by a noise at 

the door, and turned round. Louvois, who during this time was working in the adjoining apartment, looked in 

with an expression of anxiety stamped upon his features. The king rose and left the room, following Louvois. 

The two ladies, both De Scudéri and De Maintenon, regarded this interruption as dangerous, for having been 

once surprised the king would be on his guard against falling a second time into the trap set for him. 

Nevertheless after a lapse of some minutes the king came back again; after traversing the room once or twice 

at a quick pace, he planted himself immediately in front of De Scudéri and, throwing his arms behind his 

back, said in almost an undertone, yet without looking at her, "I should very much like to see your Madelon." 

Mademoiselle replied, "Oh! my precious liege! what a great--great happiness your condescension will confer 

upon the poor unhappy child. Oh! the little girl only waits a sign from you to approach, to throw herself at 

your feet." Then she tripped towards the door as quickly as she was able in her heavy clothing, and called out 

on the outside of it that the king would admit Madelon Cardillac; and she came back into the room weeping 

and sobbing with overpowering delight and gladness. 

De Scudéri had foreseen that some such favour as this might be granted and so had brought Madelon along 

with her, and she was waiting with the Marchioness' lady-in-waiting with a short petition in her hands that 

had been drawn up by D'Andilly. After a few minutes she lay prostrate at the king's feet, unable to speak a 

word. The throbbing blood was driven quicker and faster through the poor girl's veins owing to anxiety, 

nervous confusion, shy reverence, love, and anguish. Her cheeks were died with a deep purple blush; her eyes 

shone with bright pearly tears, which from time to time fell through her silken eyelashes upon her beautiful 

lily-white bosom. The king appeared to be struck with the surprising beauty of the angelic creature. He softly 

raised her up, making a motion as if about to kiss the hand which he had grasped. But he let it go again and 

regarded the lovely girl with tears in his eyes, thus betraying how great was the emotion stirring within him. 

De Maintenon softly whispered to Mademoiselle, "Isn't she exactly like La Vallière, the little thing? There's 

hardly a pin's difference between them. The king luxuriates in the most pleasing memories. Your cause is 

won." 
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Notwithstanding the low tone in which De Maintenon spoke, the king appeared to have heard what she said. 

A fleeting blush passed across his face; his eye wandered past De Maintenon; he read the petition which 

Madelon had presented to him, and then said mildly and kindly, "I am quite ready to believe, my dear child, 

that you are convinced of your lover's innocence; but let us hear what the Chambre Ardente has got to say to 

it." With a gentle wave of the hand he dismissed the young girl, who was weeping as if her heart would break. 

To her dismay De Scudéri observed that the recollection of La Vallière, however beneficial it had appeared to 

be at first, had occasioned the king to alter his mind as soon as De Maintenon mentioned her name. Perhaps 

the king felt he was being reminded in a too indelicate way of how he was about to sacrifice strict justice to 

beauty, or perhaps he was like the dreamer, when, on somebody's shouting to him, the lovely dream-images 

which he was about to clasp, quickly vanish away. Perhaps he no longer saw his La Vallière before his eyes, 

but only thought of Sœur Louise de la Misèricorde (Louise the Sister of Mercy),--the name La Vallière had 

assumed on joining the Carmelite nuns--who worried him with her pious airs and repentance. What else could 

they now do but calmly wait for the king's decision? 

Meanwhile Count Miossens' deposition before the Chambre Ardente had become publicly known; and as it 

frequently happens that the people rush so readily from one extreme to another, so on this occasion he whom 

they had at first cursed as a most abominable murderer and had threatened to tear to pieces, they now pitied, 

even before he ascended the scaffold, as the innocent victim of barbarous justice. Now his neighbours first 

began to call to mind his exemplary walk of life, his great love for Madelon, and the faithfulness and touching 

submissive affection which he had cherished for the old goldsmith. Considerable bodies of the populace 

began to appear in a threatening manner before La Regnie's palace and to cry out, "Give us Olivier Brusson; 

he is innocent;" and they even stoned the windows, so that La Regnie was obliged to seek shelter from the 

enraged mob with the Maréchaussée. 

Several days passed, and Mademoiselle heard not the least intelligence about Olivier Brusson's trial. She was 

quite inconsolable and went off to Madame de Maintenon; but she assured her that the king maintained a 

strict silence about the matter, and it would not be advisable to remind him of it. Then when she went on to 

ask with a smile of singular import how little La Vallière was doing, De Scudéri was convinced that deep 

down in the heart of the proud lady there lurked some feeling of vexation at this business, which might entice 

the susceptible king into a region whose charm she could not understand. Mademoiselle need therefore hope 

for nothing from De Maintenon. 

At last, however, with D'Andilly's help, De Scudéri succeeded in finding out that the king had had a long and 

private interview with Count Miossens. Further, she learned that Bontems, the king's most confidential valet 

and general agent, had been to the Conciergerie and had an interview with Brusson, also that the same 

Bontems had one night gone with several men to Cardillac's house, and there spent a considerable time. 

Claude Patru, the man who inhabited the lower storey, maintained that they were knocking about overhead all 

night long, and he was sure that Olivier had been with them, for he distinctly heard his voice. This much was, 

therefore, at any rate certain, that the king himself was having the true history of the circumstances inquired 

into; but the long delay before he gave his decision was inexplicable. La Regnie would no doubt do all he 

possibly could to keep his grip upon the victim who was to be taken out of his clutches. And this annihilated 

every hope as soon as it began to bud. 

A month had nearly passed when De Maintenon sent word to Mademoiselle that the king wished to see her 

that evening in her salons. 
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De Scudéri's heart beat high; she knew that Brusson's case would now be decided. She told poor Madelon so, 

who prayed fervently to the Virgin and the saints that they would awaken in the king's mind a conviction of 

Brusson's innocence. 

Yet it appeared as though the king had completely forgotten the matter, for in his usual way he dallied in 

graceful conversation with the two ladies, and never once made any allusion to poor Brusson. At last Bontems 

appeared, and approaching the king whispered certain words in his ear, but in so low a tone that neither De 

Maintenon nor De Scudéri could make anything out of them. Mademoiselle's heart quaked. Then the king 

rose to his feet and approached her, saying with brimming eyes, "I congratulate you, Mademoiselle. Your 

protégé Olivier Brusson, is free." The tears gushed from the old lady's eyes; unable to speak a word, she was 

about to throw herself at the king's feet. But he prevented her, saying, "Go, go, Mademoiselle. You ought to 

be my advocate in Parliament and plead my causes, for, by St. Denis, there's nobody on earth could withstand 

your eloquence; and yet," he continued, "and yet when Virtue herself has taken a man under her own 

protection, is he not safe from all base accusations, from the Chambre Ardente and all other tribunals in the 

world?" De Scudéri now found words and poured them out in a stream of glowing thanks. The king 

interrupted her, by informing her that she herself would find awaiting her in her own house still warmer 

thanks than he had a right to claim from her, for probably at that moment the happy Olivier was clasping his 

Madelon in his arms. "Bontems shall pay you a thousand Louis d'or," concluded the king. "Give them in my 

name to the little girl as a dowry. Let her marry her Brusson, who doesn't deserve such good fortune, and then 

let them both be gone out of Paris, for such is my will." 

La Martinière came running forward to meet her mistress, and Baptiste behind her; the faces of both were 

radiant with joy; both cried delighted, "He is here! he is free! O the dear young people!" The happy couple 

threw themselves at Mademoiselle's feet. "Oh! I knew it! I knew it!" cried Madelon. "I knew that you, that 

nobody but you, would save my darling Olivier." "And O my mother," cried Olivier, "my belief in you never 

wavered." They both kissed the honoured lady's hands, and shed innumerable tears. Then they embraced each 

other again and again, affirming that the exquisite happiness of that moment outweighed all the unutterable 

sufferings of the days that were past; and they vowed never to part from each other till Death himself came to 

part them. 

A few days later they were united by the blessing of the priest. Even though it had not been the King's wish, 

Brusson would not have stayed in Paris, where everything would have reminded him of the fearful time of 

Cardillac's crimes, and where, moreover, some accident might reveal in pernicious wise his dark secret, now 

become known to several persons, and so his peace of mind might be ruined for ever. Almost immediately 

after the wedding he set out with his young wife for Geneva, Mademoiselle's blessings accompanying them 

on the way. Richly provided with means through Madelon's dowry, and endowed with uncommon skill at his 

trade, as well as with every virtue of a good citizen, he led there a happy life, free from care. He realised the 

hopes which had deceived his father and had brought him at last to his grave. 

A year after Brusson's departure there appeared a public proclamation, signed by Harloy de Chauvalon, 

Archbishop of Paris, and by the parliamentary advocate, Pierre Arnaud d'Andilly, which ran to the effect that 

a penitent sinner had, under the seal of confession, handed over to the Church a large and valuable store of 

jewels and gold ornaments which he had stolen. Everybody who up to the end of the year 1680 had lost 

ornaments by theft, particularly by a murderous attack in the public street, was to apply to D'Andilly, and 

then, if his description of the ornament which had been stolen from him tallied exactly with any of the pieces 

awaiting identification, and if further there existed no doubt as to the legitimacy of his claim, he should 
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receive his property again. Many of those whose names stood on Cardillac's list as having been, not murdered, 

but merely stunned by a blow, gradually came one after the other to the parliamentary advocate, and received, 

to their no little amazement, their stolen property back again. The rest fell to the coffers of the Church of St. 

Eustace. 
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