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How Did China Beat Its Covid Crisis? 

Ian Johnson 

China’s bureaucracy controlled the pandemic. But some Chinese see flaws in the authoritarian state. 

November 5, 2020 issue 

Link Copied! 

Submit a letter: 

Email us letters@nybooks.com 

Reviewed: 

The Art of Political Control in China 

by Daniel C. Mattingly 

Cambridge University Press, 244 pp., $105.00; $34.99 (paper) 

Wuhan Diary: Dispatches from a Quarantined City 

by Fang Fang, translated from the Chinese by Michael Berry 

HarperVia, 380 pp., $29.99 

On January 31 I received a knock at the door of my Beijing apartment. It was the manager of lease renewals 

clutching a stack of flyers. 

“Mr. Zhang, you’re feeling well?” she asked, using my Chinese surname. 

“No fever yet.” 

She laughed—foreigners and their comments. 

“I know you don’t have the illness, but we want everyone to be safe. Here.” She handed me two copies of the 

flyer, one in Chinese and the other in English. 

They were written by the Beijing municipal government and offered practical tips on how to protect oneself 

from the coronavirus. It had been eight days since the city of Wuhan had gone into full lockdown and seven 

since Beijing and other cities across China had declared a public health emergency. The flyers advised which 

https://www.nybooks.com/contributors/ian-johnson/
mailto:letters@nybooks.com
https://www.bookshop.org/a/312/9781108725361
https://www.bookshop.org/a/312/9780063052659
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government websites and social media accounts had the latest, most authoritative information and how to take 

basic precautions (wear a face mask, stay at home if possible), and they listed more than one hundred 

hospitals in greater Beijing that were designated to handle fevers. In case anything was unclear, the authorities 

had set up a new hotline with information in eight foreign languages. Unlike Wuhan, Beijing wasn’t locked 

down, but they were making sure that everyone was well informed. 

 

Xinhua/Xiao Yijiu/Getty Images 

Actors from the People’s Art Theater of Wuhan performing in a drama about medical staff fighting Covid-19 

in Wuhan, September 2020 

 

The manager was diligent. She checked with me about my neighbors, confirming her information that they 

had left town for the Chinese New Year holiday, and asked me if I had a mask. After a few minutes she 

cheerfully left to carry on with her rounds. 

https://cdn.nybooks.com/wp-content/uploads/2020/10/johnson_1-110520.jpg
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At the time, this incident didn’t strike me as all that important. If anything it was annoying: yet another 

pointless, paternalistic measure by Chinese authorities for what probably wasn’t going to be a big deal. 

Couldn’t they ever be relaxed about anything? Always this angst, followed by the inevitable knee-jerk 

mobilization. How ridiculous. 

But since then I’ve come to see that small incident differently. The coronavirus was a big deal; it was 

something that I (and many other smug foreigners) misjudged but that the Chinese authorities accurately saw 

as a public health crisis. The thought and effort that went into the flyer were especially impressive in 

hindsight: organizing the hospitals and the hotline, the quick consensus on measures like face masks that 

many other countries, such as the United States, grudgingly adopted only much later. Rather than viewing the 

Chinese government’s reaction as a sign of its love of a lockdown, I now think of it as emblematic of the 

bureaucratic élan that underlies much of China’s rise over the past few decades, from the largely successful 

economic policies that went counter to the shock treatment advocated by many Western experts to its rolling 

out a national highway and high-speed rail network—public engineering feats that Western countries used to 

accomplish quickly but that now drag on for years or decades. 

Still, the lessons are ambiguous. Some will claim that China’s successes, especially in combating the virus, 

are due to its authoritarianism. And some of its responses to the pandemic were troubling: separated families 

unable to reunite for weeks on end because provinces set up travel restrictions, villages barricaded like 

medieval fortresses, and housing compounds run as if under martial law. The crucial public health measures, 

however—the focused lockdown at the pandemic’s epicenter, the clear government directives, the masks and 

social distancing—were effective and became standard procedure around the world. 

Even when other countries knew what measures to take—an advantage China didn’t have at first—their 

leaders often failed to take them. The worst among them, especially Jair Bolsonaro in Brazil, Boris Johnson in 

the UK, and Donald Trump in the US, feared the measures would hurt them politically. 

Critics will argue that Chinese leaders didn’t face that risk. But lockdowns are unpopular everywhere, even in 

China. Nonetheless, the leadership under Xi Jinping listened to experts and decided that one was necessary—

probably drawing on their experiences with the 2003 SARS pandemic and calculating that they would gain 

political capital if they successfully protected citizens from a deadly new disease. That turned out to be smart 

politics, especially after the leadership tapped the veteran public health official Zhong Nanshan to be the 

public face of the government’s strict policy. Like Anthony Fauci in the US, Zhong is a credible figure, 

because he was prominently involved in combating the SARS outbreak. Unlike Fauci, Zhong received 

political backing, and few doubted his advice about Covid-19. 

That led to another phenomenon unappreciated by outside observers: compliance in China was 

overwhelmingly voluntary. Beijing’s streets were empty not because people were forced to stay home (as was 

the case in Italy and Spain) but because they mostly accepted the leadership’s message. 

 The flyer I got in January was part of a strategy that worked, not because of censorship but because Chinese 

people were given a convincing message that corresponded to what they saw unfolding around them. For 

every social media post bemoaning the inconvenience—and many did complain, as was often reported in the 

foreign media—many more praised the strong, clear response. 

Advertisement 
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The result is that China, the pandemic’s epicenter, a country of 1.4 billion people, has had 4,634 deaths—a 

seventh of Spain’s, an eighth of Italy’s, a ninth of Britain’s, and less than a fortieth of the US’s. That success 

has allowed China to boast that it has a superior political and administrative system, one that others might 

want to emulate, or at least stop criticizing. With the US embroiled in yet another highly partisan election and 

Europe weakened by Brexit and its own halfhearted response to the virus, China’s leaders appear to be 

presented with a historic opportunity. What many of them probably thought would take another decade or two 

of economic growth and steady military buildup now seems imminent: the West is imploding, and China’s 

rise is unstoppable. That worldview helps explain why it believes it can now take unapologetically tough 

positions on Hong Kong, border clashes with India, and Western criticism of its economic success stories, 

such as that new 5G data networks built by the tech giant Huawei will compromise their national security. 

The question is how long this favorable confluence will last. As we head into the third decade of this 

increasingly turbulent century, has China really found a sustainable model, one that doesn’t just keep the 

Chinese Communist Party in power longer than most people thought possible but raises the country to the 

rank of a true superpower? Or is the Communist Party on yet another dead-end course like its adventures in 

Maoism in the last century, dizzy with success and prone to overreach at home and abroad? 

Soon after the pandemic struck, nuns at the Temple of Eternal Creation on the outskirts of Nanjing began 

getting phone calls from regular worshipers with one question: How could they help Wuhan? The nuns set up 

prayer services for the beleaguered city and began collecting donations. A few weeks later, they wired a check 

for 200,000 yuan—nearly $30,000—to charities there. In less than a month, Taoist temples in China had 

contributed nearly $2 million to the relief effort, with other religious groups contributing another $28 million. 

To many, this might be a classic example of civil society—groups outside government control rallying to help 

fellow citizens. For decades political scientists have searched assiduously for signs in China of civil society, 

which many observers—from Alexis de Tocqueville to Robert D. Putnam—have argued can help build 

democratic structures. At the very least, civil society is usually seen as being in opposition to the state because 

it is not under government control and allows people to make their own decisions. 

But in The Art of Political Control in China, the Yale political scientist Daniel C. Mattingly argues 

provocatively and persuasively that while civil society in China can occasionally organize opposition to the 

state, more often it does the opposite. As counterintuitive as it sounds, civil society groups like the Taoist 

nuns help solidify one-party control. By organizing citizens, civil society groups help make them more 

“legible” to the state, a concept that Mattingly borrows from one of his colleagues in Yale’s political science 

department, James C. Scott, who developed the idea in his book Seeing Like a State (1998). Civil society 

makes clearer the desires, motivations, and interests of amorphous masses of citizens, which can help the state 

devise strategies to support its policies instead of spawning resistance. 

In the case of the pandemic, many Chinese lack trust in big state-run charities because they have been plagued 

by scandals. If they provided the only way to help out, many people might not bother to contribute, figuring 

the government should fix the problem itself. By contrast, the nuns—and I know this from having done 

fieldwork at the temple since the mid-1990s—are widely trusted as upright and frugal. If they collect money, 

people trust that it will get to the needy. The result is that people not only give but are excited to do so: it 

makes them feel part of a national effort. 
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But aren’t groups like the nuns supposed to turn into centers of opposition to the state? In Communist Poland, 

the Catholic Church helped shelter government opponents, as did the Protestant churches in East Germany 

and writers’ circles in Czechoslovakia. 

Advertisement 

Mattingly writes that this can happen in China, citing the much-reported example of Wukan, a small town in 

southern China where citizens in 2011 used the structures of local religious life to replace corrupt Communist 

Party control over the town. They turned to lineage societies—people of the same surname who worship their 

common ancestors in a private temple. The heads of each lineage society formed a council of elders that ran 

the town during the period when the party was essentially driven out. 

Most of the time, however, civil society groups help Chinese officials implement government policy. In 

analyzing three major state objectives over the past decades—expropriating rural land, family planning, and 

limiting protest—Mattingly shows how the state can cultivate, co-opt, or infiltrate these groups, using their 

standing in society to achieve its goals without the usual tools of repression. 

Again the Taoist nuns are a good example. For nearly three decades, local officials have supported their 

efforts to rebuild their temple, which was destroyed by Japanese troops during World War II. The nuns are 

apolitical and support state priorities, such as installing a flagpole in front of the temple and holding a flag-

raising ceremony on national holidays. In exchange, the state has helped the temple expand, by, for instance, 

sending a retired geologist to analyze a nearby mountain that the nuns want to adorn with a pagoda (the 

conclusion was that the soil is very sandy and they should sink deep pylons for support, something they 

hadn’t considered). The state also sent an academic to help the nuns write the temple’s history, as well as a 

video team to produce short films for social media, which they used for fund-raising. 

Across China, the state is engaged in tens of thousands of similar efforts. All are part of its highly capable 

bureaucracy, the same one that drew up the pandemic flyers and organized their distribution through 

thousands of apartment management companies. Not all of these projects are successful, but overall they 

enhance state capacity in ways that often surprise outsiders. During the pandemic, outside reports on religious 

involvement focused on two underground churches that the state prevented from sending aid to Wuhan—a 

hard-line policy that undoubtedly alienated many hundreds of worshipers—but missed the tens of thousands 

of worshipers who were able to donate through official religious groups like the nuns, helping to build shared 

pride in being part of an epic national struggle. 

This adept co-opting of civil society highlights another insight in Mattingly’s book: the state’s reliance on 

interpersonal rather than high-tech surveillance. While the latter gets extensive attention, it is only being 

implemented slowly. Instead, what explains the power of the Chinese state is its well-organized bureaucracy: 

For the time being, China still mostly relies on human, not digital, tactics of authoritarian repression and 

control. Even in an era of heightened control under Xi Jinping, infiltration and co-optation remain key tools in 

the state’s arsenal. 

Much more is at stake here than controlling a pandemic. In the twenty-first century nations will have to deal 

with the consequences of the earth’s environmental degradation—rising sea levels, wildfires, and other 
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ravages caused by climate change, as well as pandemics. These will require a competent state that can also 

harness civil society. 

China’s strengths may give it a decisive advantage in responding to such challenges. If dikes need to be built 

to protect the coastline, a state that rolled out a national high-speed rail network in a decade can probably do 

it, aided not only by engineers but also a population willing to make sacrifices. If floods and fires ravage its 

hinterlands, China will be able not only to mobilize firefighters but also to resettle people away from 

vulnerable areas, something that Western countries have had a hard time doing—think of how the US has 

failed to discourage people from living in fire-prone areas of California or on coastlines susceptible to 

hurricanes. And when a virus spreads, the Chinese state can launch a public health blitzkrieg, drawing not 

only on its own resources but also on inspired citizens. 

Competency, however, has a shelf life. Once a project is completed, people tend to take it for granted. That 

raises the question of how to maintain legitimacy over the long term. Like a bicycle rider, does the Chinese 

state have to keep moving forward to avoid falling? 

On December 31 of last year, the Wuhan writer Wang Fang—who goes by the pen name Fang Fang—opened 

her family chat group on the social media app WeChat to find a message from one of her brothers. He was 

forwarding an essay called “Suspected Case of Virus of Unknown Origin in Wuhan (SARS).” Fang Fang’s 

brother is a professor at a science and technology university in the city and usually well informed, so she paid 

attention. He followed up a few hours later, saying that specialists from the National Health Commission had 

already arrived to investigate. Soon after, other friends began forwarding videos of the Huanan Seafood 

Market, which was rumored to be the center of the outbreak. In a series of social media posts, which have 

now been published as Wuhan Diary: Dispatches from a Quarantined City, Fang Fang wrote that as they were 

discussing this on January 1, her brother was unfazed: 

He didn’t think it would turn out to be anything to be too concerned about. He also didn’t think that the 

government would block information about what was happening; that would be a true blow to the people. My 

thoughts on the matter were pretty close to my brother’s. I figured that there was no way the government 

would censor news about something so important. How could they possibly stop the public from learning the 

truth about what was happening? 

The next three and a half weeks were decisive for billions of people around the world. In the end, the 

government did exactly what Fang Fang and her brother thought impossible: it blocked official channels of 

information, allowing rumors to cause panic among residents of the central Chinese metropolis. More 

importantly, the virus jumped from Wuhan to cities around the world. If officials had been more forthright, it 

might never have spread beyond Wuhan. Countless lives could have been saved. 

But is this assessment realistic? Critics say yes, pointing to whistleblowers such as the doctors Ai Feng and Li 

Wenliang, whom local officials silenced. But a counterargument is that these concerns were initially vague. 

Taking concrete action required reliable knowledge about a new virus. It took experts time to figure out that it 

could be transmitted from person to person and did not simply spread from animals sold at the seafood 

market. If Chinese officials dithered, they were no different from elected leaders in Italy, Spain, the UK, and 

the US, who had weeks of advance notice and still did next to nothing. Holding China to an idealized standard 

of action is appealing but unfair. 
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These conflicting lines of thought run through Fang Fang’s diary. At sixty-five, she is a writer who has found 

a way to coexist with the regime. She recently wrote a brutal novel called Soft Burial, banned in China, that 

explores the aftereffects of the Communist Party’s violent land reform movement of the 1940s and 1950s. She 

is not a party member but joined the government-run writers’ union. Although some of her work is censored, 

she enjoys the perks of being inside the system—she writes in her diary of people bringing her New Year’s 

gifts and of television stations coming to her for acceptable quotes about the lockdown. Her criticisms are not 

strident; she reflects none of the panic in January, when doctors in Wuhan were screaming on social media for 

equipment. Like a typically pampered Chinese intellectual, she doesn’t sully herself with fieldwork—there are 

no dispatches from hospitals, morgues, or even a walk through the ghostly city center. 

Yet this moderate tone makes Wuhan Diary an honest take on the pandemic in China. Foreign editors and 

publishers often want “authentic” Chinese voices but end up preferring foreign-based Chinese writers because 

they conform to expectations, writing, for example, much more explicitly about Communist Party control. 

Fang Fang’s diary is nuanced, careful, and soft. It is the work of someone not trying to challenge the system 

but simply trying to express in real time what she felt. Translated by the veteran sinologist Michael Berry in a 

matter of weeks, it is too long, not quite sharp enough, and lacking in the deeper analysis that comes with 

distance. But because of all that it is a genuine voice from the whirlwind, a book that will be referred to in the 

future when people want to understand how many Chinese felt about the pandemic. 

At first celebrated on social media when she began to publish online on January 25, Fang Fang ended up 

being denounced there as inadequately patriotic. That arc says much about how authorities manipulate public 

opinion. Many of her critics were probably government trolls, but the feeling I got in China was that after 

initial panic most people accepted the government’s efforts, especially as reports of the pandemic came in 

from abroad, where the bungling was many times worse. By March, Fang Fang’s critique of government 

censorship seemed passé. 

That opinion turned on Fang Fang shows the artificial nature of China’s consensus. Not all public opinion is 

manipulated, but it’s often warped in a way that makes the culture wars of the United States appear mild. In 

open societies, conflicts come up like pus in a wound, whereas in China they fester below the surface. Over 

the past few weeks my social media feed has been filled with completely delusional views of how the 

pandemic has progressed in the West, with many (I would say most) Chinese believing that it has been an 

unadulterated debacle in rich countries, while the Chinese state has kept its people safe. Differing opinions are 

pilloried, and obtaining basic facts is hard. Not for the first time, I’ve felt that my Chinese friends are living in 

a parallel universe where certain basic assumptions about the world are turned on their head. 

This is mirrored in so many facets of daily life that it is hard to list them all. Talk to most Chinese about 

minority areas in the country, such as Tibet and Xinjiang, and they will have almost no understanding of 

international concepts such as self-determination. Bring up Hong Kong and most people will angrily 

denounce pro-democracy protesters there as dupes and traitors. The disconnect is sometimes so strong that it’s 

easy to lose heart. Many people in the West have done so, leading to a sense that engagement with China has 

been a failure, and that confrontation is now the only alternative. 

But people like Fang Fang still exist and show that China isn’t a monolith. I would argue that collectively 

they present a real challenge to the government—not in the classic civil society sense of people who are likely 

to organize opposition; the party, as Mattingly argues, is too savvy to allow such opposition to form, and 

officials are much better at stifling dissent than they were a couple of decades ago. Instead, Fang Fang 
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represents a significant group of people in China who see clearly the flawed nature of their state and who are 

willing to express these reservations in the most direct way they know. 

Consider her analysis of how local officials hid the pandemic early on. While the party-led media blamed a 

few local officials for not responding quickly enough to the virus, Fang Fang saw Wuhan’s problems as 

systemic. Without competition that might result from elections or some sort of participatory political system, 

China’s system 

leads to disaster; empty talk about political correctness without seeking truth from facts also leads to disaster; 

prohibiting people from speaking the truth and the media from reporting the truth leads to disaster; and now 

we are tasting the fruits of these disasters, one by one. 

This sort of analysis is not shared by most Chinese people. For them, the party’s message is still dominant and 

they largely believe that it did a good job, especially compared to the mess in supposedly advanced countries. 

But many others do understand the party’s highly flawed nature. Their views, their books, their underground 

documentary movies, and their artwork—all of this is producing an unofficial history of China, a 

counterhistory written at the grassroots. 

As the century progresses, this alternative history will stay alive, like a virus biding its time. And when the 

conditions are right, when Chinese people wonder why China pursued a development-at-all-costs strategy that 

made it vulnerable to climate change in the first place, or why local officials bungle so many crises, their 

suppressed views will emerge. 

—October 8, 2020 

This Issue 

November 5, 2020 
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Ian Johnson has been awarded a 2020–2021 Public Scholar grant from the National Endowment for the 

Humanities to write a book on underground history in China. (November 2020) 
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The Enduring Strength and Richness of Kashmir’s 

Literary Life 

Sharanya Deepak on the Many Landscapes of Kashmiri Writing 

By Sharanya Deepak 

 

October 23, 2020 

In her story “Hapath Yaraz’ or “a bear’s friendship,” Kashmiri writer Onaiza Drabu illustrates the universal 

parable of a friend who does more harm than good. The story tells of the camaraderie between a man and a 

bear, who, on a quiet day, sit down for a cup of tea and girdas (Kashmiri flatbread). As the man takes a nap, a 

flitting bee sits on his face. The bear, trying to protect his friend, throws a rock at the bee, missing the insect 

but killing the man instead. “Hapath Yaraz” is one of the 29 stories in Drabu’s book The Legend of Himal and 

Nagrai: Folktales from Kashmir, and it is all written this way: in stories interspersed with the sudden 

emergence of Kashmiri idioms, untranslatable and intangible to outsiders, that Drabu uses to elevate the 

flatter English. The proverb, one used among Kashmiris, is universal, but its tale is told in colloquial, discrete 

language particular to Kashmir. 

With the book, Drabu, who was born in Srinagar, the largest city and summer capital of India-controlled 

Kashmir, created a collection of Kashmiri folktales spanning the region’s many depths. The book travels 

through the minds of woodcutters in deep forests, grandmothers near old fireplaces dampening rice with 

warm meat, reckless cousins arguing in cold winter nights. “We Kashmiris love our stories,” she writes. “Cut 

off from the rest of the world, in this multicultural, multilingual potpourri of customs and traditions, we have 

https://lithub.com/author/sharanyadeepak/
https://bookshop.org/a/132/9789389231298
https://bookshop.org/a/132/9789389231298
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spun our own yarns to live by.” Like many folklorists, Drabu understands that folklore reflects the deepest 

fascinations, fears and the temperaments of the people to whom they belong. “Folktales are alive in everyday 

rituals, in conversation and in instinct in Kashmir,” she writes. 

By speaking through hundreds of Kashmiris, Drabu enacts the idioms of the region, the way proverbs sneak 

into everyday chat; she tells of fables that predate the region’s vast, mountain-clad landscape and how 

Kashmiri expressions—often macabre, often comical—hold a secret language of expression. “We are who we 

are through the stories we told, and the stories we are told,” writes Drabu. “This book is retold so it 

contributes more than a nostalgic sense of home; for it to have the purpose of upholding memory while 

fighting erasure.” 

Kashmir, a region disputed by India and Pakistan since 1947, lies on both sides of the border between the two 

countries. India-controlled-Kashmir has been under a military occupation by the Indian state since 1989, and 

under it, the Indian state has oppressed and brutalized its people for more than three decades. Human rights 

abuses, erratic arrests, disappearances and constant prison-like surveillance are imposed on Kashmir; the 

voices of Kashmiris have been silenced, and their movements towards their own self-determination crushed 

with force. The Indian military holds special powers in the region under the Armed Forces Special Powers 

Act, where it can, in the claim of security, destroy property, arrest and shoot and shoot any Kashmiri on sight. 

VIDEO FROM LIT HUB: 

Black Stories Matter: Terrion Williamson on Narrative During the Goerge Floyd Protests 

Ad ends in 7s 

Next Video 

Lydia Millet is Done With Denial 

17:40 

× 
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Cancel 

Autoplay is paused 

More than 47000 people have been killed in the conflict. Recently, 25-year-old Merajuddin Shah was shot 

dead by the military at a checkpoint. In another incident, 65-year-old Bashir Ahmed Khan was found slain 

outside his home with his 3-year-old grandson sitting on his chest, and the little boy was later used by 

https://lithub.com/black-stories-matter-terrion-williamson-and-jabari-asim-on-narrative-during-the-george-floyd-protests/
https://scroll.in/article/966347/was-a-three-year-old-kashmiri-boy-the-only-non-police-witness-to-his-grandfathers-killing
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members of the  Indian government for supporting their actions in Kashmir. On August 28, 2020, the Shia 

Muslim festival of Muharram, a procession of mourners was open fired on by the armed forces and police, 

leaving Kashmiris injured and blinded. On August 5th, 2019, Kashmir’s limited autonomy and statehood 

under Article 370 of the Indian constitution was revoked, and the valley was put under a communication 

blackout for more than eight months. The revocation gave sweeping powers to the Indian state to institute 

what experts call its settler-colonial project in Kashmir, enabling it to seize land and create large demographic 

shifts that further the dispossession of Kashmiris on their own land. 

Daily life in Kashmir is such in which time can quickly jump from banal routine to torrents of grief, and its 

literature reflects this view of reality. 

If the occupation is one of the land, it is also one of narrative; an imperialism on Kashmiri thought and 

discourse, a chokehold on language and truth. Even today, it is Indians who write most of Kashmir’s most 

popular histories and stories. These documentations diminish the region to stereotypes, espouse racial and 

religious bigotry against Kashmiris, and contrive movements of Kashmiri self-determination and resistance as 

terrorism. In this context, even if Drabu’s folktales do not directly address the conflict, it is integral that she 

talks of erasure. Folklore is an act of “preserving” Kashmir: its idioms, its language and its varied histories. 

Today, Kashmiri writers are of all forms. They write folklore, journalism, novels, blogs, poems, ghazals, 

nazms: literature can be found scribbled on trees, on social media, in notebooks kept in attics. They write 

across languages: in Kashmiri, Urdu and English, and within Kashmir lie distinctions, of class, caste and 

language. 

Writing in Kashmir is not only a question of importance, says Kashmiri novelist, Shahnaz Bashir in an 

interview with Wande Magazine but “a question of duty.” Bashir’s fiction is set in the decade of the 1990s, 

where Kashmir saw a series of human rights crimes by the Indian armed forces, including incarceration and 

mass arrests of young civilian men. Claiming that it was aiming to curb militancy, the Indian military 

rampaged through the region, arresting and torturing Kashmiris on sight. Bashir’s first novel The Half 

Mother circles a woman’s life as she waits for her son, who is taken by the Indian army, to return. It reflects 

on the realities of many such women who are denigrated to “halves”—half wife, half mother—when their 

male family members are disappeared. 

Daily life in Kashmir is such in which time can quickly jump from banal routine to torrents of grief, and its 

literature reflects this view of reality. In Bashir’s short story “The Transistor,” part of a larger collection 

titled Scattered Souls. a distraught Mohammad Yusuf Dar watches as a stray bullet pierces his beloved 

transistor—“Its remains, a soldered electronic chip connected to a naked speaker by a thin wire, lay scattered 

beside him, still blaring the BBC news.” 

The Kashmiri writer undertakes a daunting task: to write within the landscape of an ongoing violence while 

exposing the other nuances of daily life. 

In Kashmiri writing, adept, lucid descriptions for the region’s life emerge; its writers formulate deltas in 

language in which to express their sensibilities. In his essay, Under Siege, novelist Mirza Waheed writes of 

the things that Kashmiris will remember during India’s many persecutions. “The crunch of the military wheel, 

the callous thud of jackboots, and the impudent knock on the door continue to ring somewhere inside your 

head,” writes Waheed, referencing the siege of August 2019, during which Waheed, who is in London and 

https://www.nytimes.com/2019/08/05/world/asia/india-pakistan-kashmir-jammu.html
https://www.washingtonpost.com/opinions/2019/08/05/indias-settler-colonial-project-kashmir-takes-disturbing-turn/
http://www.wandemag.com/writing-resistance-shahnaz-bashir/
https://harpercollins.co.in/short-story-the-transistor-by-shahnaz-bashir/
https://lithub.com/under-siege-mirza-waheed-on-kashmir/
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cannot reach his family members, brings back memories from his own childhood in the 1990s in Kashmir. 

Waheed narrates the siege from a distance, calling it a “a stratagem designed carefully to humiliate an entire 

people.” Waheed’s writing on Kashmiri life is poignant; he shows that grief and solace are always moments 

away from each other while demonstrating that the Kashmiri always eventually finds himself ensnared by 

India’s imperialism. His novel The Collaborator also summons these themes. In one of its most vivid scenes, 

Waheed’s young protagonist investigates a mountain of Kashmiri bodies killed by the military. Searching the 

bodies for their IDs, he notes that there is “a profusion of tiny yellow flowers growing among the grasses here 

… In places, they have grown in great numbers among the fallen and decaying.” 

The Kashmiri writer undertakes a daunting task: to write within the landscape of an ongoing violence while 

exposing the other nuances of daily life. In his book of short stories The Night of the Broken Glass, Feroze 

Rather deals with subjects of militarization, revenge, and caste; in A Curfewed Night, Basharat Peer talks of 

teenagers swept up in freedom movements. When truth itself is obscured by an outlying propaganda that 

serves the occupier’s interests, Kashmiri novels become a place to tread the narrow bridge between fiction 

and reality. 

As the war rages on the region, many women writers have also come forth to tell their stories. In Sadaf 

Wani’s story “August, A River and Other Unmovable Entities,” she writes of a spirit looming over Srinagar, 

trailing and watching women as they roam the streets of their city, watched, criticized and taunted. “The road 

on the bridge is smudged by broken bricks and rocks, and some of the bricks have disintegrated to form an 

orange powder,” she writes, illuminating subtle details that reveal the volatility of her home. Wani’s story is 

filled with ingenious symbolism that tells of how women navigate a militarized urban space. 

Kashmiri poetry also holds complex testimonies; Kashmiri poets write about embattlements, but also the 

landscapes that surround them, the seasons that change, the stories that are left to keep close. In the 1990s, 

Kashmiri poet Zareef Ahmad Zareef asked in Urdu, of the destruction of his homeland. “I have lost the city of 

love I had found. What frenzy is this?” 

Inshah Malik asks a similar question in her poem “Rain and Dreams”: “What is this war called?/ When it 

rages both inside / And in the street.” In Malik’s work, the poet is reflexive, narrating verse in response to 

calamity and grief. Like Malik, other Kashmiri poets write about the internalization of the conflict, but also of 

new worlds. Poet and academic Ather Zia writes that “Friday is for Azaadi,” invoking the resonant Kashmiri 

chant for freedom from India’s chains. “In Kashmiri poetry, there is a sense of duress, but at the same time, 

pushing back against that duress.” says author Suvir Kaul in a podcast interview with Terence Sevea. If 

Kashmiri literature is about resilience, suffering and a stoic endurance, it is also about aspirations, desires, and 

the wish to illuminate the mechanisms of autonomy in the region. 

* 

Kashmiri writers work continuously within erratic systems of violence and surveillance. In 2018, Kashmiri 

poet Madhosh Balhami’s work of more than thirty years was lost when his home burned down in a gunbattle 

between armed forces and militants. In April of this year, Kashmiri journalists were branded as terrorists for 

doing their job.  It is not new that colonizers usurp histories and language, obfuscating lived experiences to 

serve their own interests. As India continues to oppress, emboldening its forces to entrap and subject 

Kashmiris, they write and fight back; in the art lies a deep defiance of India’s paternalistic ownership of the 

region, one that attempts to, but cannot, seize their minds. 

http://www.wandemag.com/author/sadaf_wani/
https://scroll.in/article/807015/they-want-us-to-write-in-blood-four-poems-on-kashmir
https://scroll.in/reel/953344/film-series-madhosh-balhami-brings-a-kashmiri-poets-30-year-journey-into-the-limelight
https://indianexpress.com/article/india/kashmir-photojournalist-uapa-anti-national-posts-6370631/
https://indianexpress.com/article/india/kashmir-photojournalist-uapa-anti-national-posts-6370631/
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What do Kashmiris want? A question is often asked of the people of Kashmir by Indians, but it is rhetorical as 

India’s opinions and plans for the region are executed in an echo chamber of its own prejudices. Kashmiri 

writing is proof that the answers to that question lie with Kashmiris, and only them. 

IndiaInshah MalikKashmirKashmiri WritersMirza WaheedShahnaz BashirSharanya Deepak 

 

 

 

Sharanya Deepak 

Sharanya Deepak is a writer from and currently in New Delhi. You can find more of her work on her website: 

https://www.sharanyadeepak.com/ 

https://lithub.com/the-enduring-strength-and-richness-of-kashmirs-literary-life/  

https://lithub.com/tag/india/
https://lithub.com/tag/inshah-malik/
https://lithub.com/tag/kashmir/
https://lithub.com/tag/kashmiri-writers/
https://lithub.com/tag/mirza-waheed/
https://lithub.com/tag/shahnaz-bashir/
https://lithub.com/tag/sharanya-deepak/
https://lithub.com/author/sharanyadeepak/
https://lithub.com/author/sharanyadeepak/
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Of Owls and Roses: Mary Oliver on Happiness, Terror, and the Sublime Interconnectedness of Life 

“The world where the owl is endlessly hungry and endlessly on the hunt is the world in which I live too. 

There is only one world.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

“Go to the limits of your longing… Let everything happen to you: beauty and terror,” Rilke urged in his Book 

of Hours, his poetic cadence assuring us to “just keep going,” for “nearby is the country they call life.” Rilke 

sensed that, as the great naturalist John Muir observed a generation earlier, “when we try to pick out anything 

by itself, we find it hitched to everything else in the universe.” In such a universe, beauty is not so easily 

unhitched from terror — they coexist in one of those essential batteries whose two poles, like fear and hope, 

charge life with meaning, with aliveness. 

We see this everywhere in nature: Virginia Woolf captured it in her arresting account of a total solar eclipse, 

and Coleridge captured it in contemplating the interplay of terror and transcendence in a storm. And like all 

that is true of nature, this duality of beauty and terror is also true of the subset of nature comprising our 

experience — the subset we call human nature: When happiness comes at us unbidden and elemental, there is 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/12/10/joanna-macy-a-year-with-rilke-death-mortality/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/10/john-muir-nature-writings/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/10/john-muir-nature-writings/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/09/virginia-woolf-eclipse/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/07/08/coleridge-storm-letter/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0807068756/braipick-20
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almost a terror to its coming — to the totality of it, to the way it submerges and saturates and supinates us 

with something vast and uncontrollable and sublime, thrusting us past the limits of our longing. 

This essential battery is what Mary Oliver (September 10, 1935–January 17, 2019) — a Rilke for our own 

time: a rare philosopher-poet of immense and tender attentiveness to the living world and to our human 

interiority — explores in one of the pieces collected in the 2003 treasure Owls and Other Fantasies: Poems 

and Essays (public library). 

Owls from Richard Lydekker’s 1893 natural history of owls. (Available as a print and as a face mask, 

benefiting The Nature Conservancy.) 

In an essay about owls — which, like all excellent essays, fans out fractally from its subject to become about 

something else, something elemental and existential — Oliver reflects on these mysterious and astonishing 

creatures as she wanders the woodlands of Provincetown near her home, searching for the nest of the great 

horned owl, “this bird with the glassy gaze, restless on the bough, nothing but blood on its mind.” She writes: 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0807068756/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0807068756/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/owls-and-other-fantasies-poems-and-essays/oclc/1111861091&referer=brief_results
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/05/29/lydekker-royal-natural-history-owls/
https://society6.com/product/tengmalms-owl-and-pigmy-owl-1893_print?sku=s6-11456624p4a1v46?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/brainpicker/collection/vintage-science-face-masks?curator=brainpicker
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/03/13/the-hidden-lives-of-owls/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/03/13/the-hidden-lives-of-owls/
https://society6.com/product/tengmalms-owl-and-pigmy-owl-1893_print?sku=s6-11456624p4a1v46?curator=brainpicker
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In the night, when the owl is less than exquisitely swift and perfect, the scream of the rabbit is terrible. But the 

scream of the owl, which is not of pain and hopelessness and the fear of being plucked out of the world, but of 

the sheer rollicking glory of the death-bringer, is more terrible still. When I hear it resounding through the 

woods, and then the five black pellets of its song dropping like stones into the air, I know I am standing at the 

edge of the mystery, in which terror is naturally and abundantly part of life, part of even the most becalmed, 

intelligent, sunny life — as, for example, my own. The world where the owl is endlessly hungry and endlessly 

on the hunt is the world in which I live too. There is only one world. 

In this one world — a miraculous and irreplaceable world; a world in which, as the poetic scientist and nature 

writer Loren Eiseley so memorably observed, “we forget that nature itself is one vast miracle transcending the 

reality of night and nothingness… that each one of us in his personal life repeats that miracle” — the 

bloodthirst in the owl’s bosom is inseparable from the lifethirst in our own, as beauty and terror are 

inseparable from one another and from the fulness of being that is life being lived. 

 

Red poppy by the self-taught 18th-century artist and botanist Elizabeth Blackwell from the world’s first 

encyclopedia of medicinal plants. (Available as a print and as a face mask, benefiting The Nature 

Conservancy.) 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/06/22/loren-eiseley-muskrat/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/01/29/elizabeth-blackwell-curious-herbal/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/01/29/elizabeth-blackwell-curious-herbal/
https://society6.com/product/red-poppy-by-elizabeth-blackwell-from-a-curious-herbal-1737-benefits-the-nature-conservancy_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/brainpicker/collection/vintage-science-face-masks?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/red-poppy-by-elizabeth-blackwell-from-a-curious-herbal-1737-benefits-the-nature-conservancy_print?curator=brainpicker
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Owl from Lydekker’s 1893 natural history of owls. (Available as a print and a face mask, benefiting The 

Nature Conservancy.) 

 

In a passage evocative of Willa Cather’s splendid definition of happiness, Oliver writes: 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/05/29/lydekker-royal-natural-history-owls/
https://society6.com/product/tawny-owl-1893_print?sku=s6-11456629p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/brainpicker/collection/vintage-science-face-masks?curator=brainpicker
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/08/26/willa-cather-my-antonia-happiness/
https://society6.com/product/tawny-owl-1893_print?sku=s6-11456629p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Sometimes, while I have stood listening to the owl’s song drifting through the trees, when it is ten degrees 

above nothing and life for any small creature is hard enough without that, I have found myself thinking of 

summer fields. Fields full of flowers — poppies or lupines. Or, here, fields where the roses hook into the 

dunes, and their increase is manyfold. All summer they are red and pink and white tents of softness and 

nectar, which wafts and hangs everywhere — a sweetness so palpable and excessive that, before it, I’m 

struck, I’m taken, I’m conquered; I’m washed into it, as though it was a river, full of dreaming and idleness 

— I drop to the sand, I can’t move; I am restless no more; I am replete, supine, finished, filled to the last 

edges with an immobilizing happiness. And is this not also terrible? Is this not also frightening? 

Are the roses not also — even as the owl is — excessive? Each flower is small and lovely, but in their sheer 

and silent abundance the roses become an immutable force, as though the work of the wild roses was to make 

sure that all of us, who come wandering over the sand, may be, for a while, struck to the heart and saturated 

with a simple joy. Let the mind be teased by such stretches of the imagination, by such balance. Now I am 

cringing at the very sound of the owl’s dark wings opening over my head — not long ago I could do nothing 

but lounge on the sand and stare into the cities of the roses. 

Complement the altogether wondrous Owls and Other Fantasies with Oliver on how to live with maximal 

aliveness, the two building blocks of creativity, her advice on writing, her moving elegy for her soul mate, 

and her radiant ode to trees. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/09/08/mary-oliver-owls/?mc_cid=fd5efe320a&mc_eid=d1c16ac662  

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0807068756/braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/02/09/mary-oliver-blue-horses-fourth-sign-of-the-zodiac/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/02/09/mary-oliver-blue-horses-fourth-sign-of-the-zodiac/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/10/12/mary-oliver-upstream-creativity-power-time/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/01/14/mary-oliver-advice-on-writing/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/01/20/mary-oliver-molly-malone-cook-our-world/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/09/23/amanda-palmer-mary-oliver-when-i-am-among-the-trees/
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The Fish’s Desire 

by Shuzo Takiguchi 

Issue no. 212 (Spring 2015) 

Virginal decorations. 

The pain of countless upside-down candles. 

The branches and flowers of transparent trees. 

The rumble of infinity’s mirror 

and the sudden spasm of house windows. 

My whole body. 

In the fossilized water that brightens day by day 

my desire still swims. 

I, bastard child of the giant chandelier called the blue sky. 

No one calls me the sphinx of love. 

In a jasper fable, my dream 

glittered all the more blue. 

—Translated from the Japanese by Mary Jo Bang and Yuki Tanaka 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=47dbed5845&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=47dbed5845&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=47dbed5845&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=47dbed5845&e=d538c8f2e0
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NASA's OSIRIS-REx spacecraft collects significant amount of asteroid 

NASA 

Summary: 

Two days after touching down on asteroid Bennu, NASA's OSIRIS-REx mission team received on 

Thursday, Oct. 22, images that confirm the spacecraft has collected more than enough material to 

meet one of its main mission requirements -- acquiring at least 2 ounces (60 grams) of the asteroid's 

surface material. 

     

FULL STORY 

 

 

Captured by the spacecraft's SamCam camera on Oct. 22, 2020, this image shows that the sampler head on 

NASA's OSIRIS-REx spacecraft is full of rocks and dust collected from the surface of the asteroid Bennu. 

Credit: NASA 

Two days after touching down on asteroid Bennu, NASA's OSIRIS-REx mission team received on Thursday, 

Oct. 22, images that confirm the spacecraft has collected more than enough material to meet one of its main 

mission requirements -- acquiring at least 2 ounces (60 grams) of the asteroid's surface material. 
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The spacecraft captured images of the sample collector head as it moved through several different positions. 

In reviewing these images, the OSIRIS-REx team noticed both that the head appeared to be full of asteroid 

particles, and that some of these particles appeared to be escaping slowly from the sample collector, called the 

Touch-And-Go Sample Acquisition Mechanism (TAGSAM) head. They suspect bits of material are passing 

through small gaps where a mylar flap -- the collector's "lid" -- is slightly wedged open by larger rocks. 

"Bennu continues to surprise us with great science and also throwing a few curveballs," said Thomas 

Zurbuchen, NASA's associate administrator for science at the agency's headquarters in Washington. "And 

although we may have to move more quickly to stow the sample, it's not a bad problem to have. We are so 

excited to see what appears to be an abundant sample that will inspire science for decades beyond this historic 

moment." 

The team believes it has collected a sufficient sample and is on a path to stow the sample as quickly as 

possible. They came to this conclusion after comparing images of the empty collector head with Oct. 22 

images of the TAGSAM head after the sample collection event. 

The images also show that any movement to the spacecraft and the TAGSAM instrument may lead to further 

sample loss. To preserve the remaining material, the mission team decided to forego the Sample Mass 

Measurement activity originally scheduled for Saturday, Oct. 24, and canceled a braking burn scheduled for 

Friday to minimize any acceleration to the spacecraft. 

From here, the OSIRIS-Rex team will focus on stowing the sample in the Sample Return Capsule (SRC), 

where any loose material will be kept safe during the spacecraft's journey back to Earth. 

"We are working to keep up with our own success here, and my job is to safely return as large a sample of 

Bennu as possible," said Dante Lauretta, OSIRIS-REx principal investigator at the University of Arizona in 

Tucson, who leads the science team and the mission's science observation planning and data processing. "The 

loss of mass is of concern to me, so I'm strongly encouraging the team to stow this precious sample as quickly 

as possible." 

The TAGSAM head performed the sampling event in optimal conditions. Newly available analyses show that 

the collector head was flush with Bennu's surface when it made contact and when the nitrogen gas bottle was 

fired to stir surface material. It also penetrated several centimeters into the asteroid's surface material. All data 

so far suggest that the collector head is holding much more than 2 ounces of regolith. 

OSIRIS-REx remains in good health, and the mission team is finalizing a timeline for sample storage. An 

update will be provided once a decision is made on the sample storage timing and procedures. 

NASA's Goddard Space Flight Center in Greenbelt, Maryland, provides overall mission management, 

systems engineering and the safety and mission assurance for OSIRIS-REx. Lockheed Martin Space in 

Denver built the spacecraft and is providing flight operations. Goddard and KinetX Aerospace of Tempe, 

Arizona, are responsible for navigating the OSIRIS-REx spacecraft. OSIRIS-REx is the third mission in 

NASA's New Frontiers Program, which is managed by NASA's Marshall Space Flight Center in Huntsville, 

Alabama, for the agency's Science Mission Directorate in Washington. 
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For more information, see: https://www.nasa.gov/osiris-rex 

 

Story Source: 

Materials provided by NASA. Note: Content may be edited for style and length. 

 

Related Multimedia: 

 Series of images showing rocks and dust collected from surface of asteroid Bennu 

 

https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2020/10/201023214459.htm 

  

https://www.nasa.gov/osiris-rex
https://www.nasa.gov/press-release/nasa-s-osiris-rex-spacecraft-collects-significant-amount-of-asteroid
https://www.nasa.gov/
https://www.nasa.gov/press-release/nasa-s-osiris-rex-spacecraft-collects-significant-amount-of-asteroid
https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2020/10/201023214459.htm
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A Bank Fraud 

by Rudyard Kipling 

 

He drank strong waters and his speech was coarse; 

He purchased raiment and forebore to pay; 

He struck a trusting junior with a horse, 

And won Gymkhanas in a doubtful way. 

Then, 'twixt a vice and folly, turned aside 

To do good deeds and straight to cloak them, lied. 

The Mess Room. 

 

If Reggie Burke were in India now, he would resent this tale being told; but as he is in Hong-Kong and won't 

see it, the telling is safe. He was the man who worked the big fraud on the Sind and Sialkote Bank. He was 

manager of an up-country Branch, and a sound practical man with a large experience of native loan and 

insurance work. He could combine the frivolities of ordinary life with his work, and yet do well. Reggie 

Burke rode anything that would let him get up, danced as neatly as he rode, and was wanted for every sort of 

amusement in the Station. 

As he said himself, and as many men found out rather to their surprise, there were two Burkes, both very 

much at your service. "Reggie Burke," between four and ten, ready for anything from a hot- weather 

gymkhana to a riding-picnic; and, between ten and four, "Mr. Reginald Burke, Manager of the Sind and 

Sialkote Branch Bank." You might play polo with him one afternoon and hear him express his opinions when 

a man crossed; and you might call on him next morning to raise a two-thousand rupee loan on a five hundred 

pound insurance-policy, eighty pounds paid in premiums. He would recognize you, but you would have some 

trouble in recognizing him. 

The Directors of the Bank--it had its headquarters in Calcutta and its General Manager's word carried weight 

with the Government-- picked their men well. They had tested Reggie up to a fairly severe breaking-strain. 

They trusted him just as much as Directors ever trust Managers. You must see for yourself whether their trust 

was misplaced. 

Reggie's Branch was in a big Station, and worked with the usual staff--one Manager, one Accountant, both 

English, a Cashier, and a horde of native clerks; besides the Police patrol at nights outside. The bulk of its 

work, for it was in a thriving district, was hoondi and accommodation of all kinds. A fool has no grip of this 

sort of business; and a clever man who does not go about among his clients, and know more than a little of 

their affairs, is worse than a fool. Reggie was young-looking, clean-shaved, with a twinkle in his eye, and a 

head that nothing short of a gallon of the Gunners' Madeira could make any impression on. 

One day, at a big dinner, he announced casually that the Directors had shifted on to him a Natural Curiosity, 

from England, in the Accountant line. He was perfectly correct. Mr. Silas Riley, Accountant, was a MOST 

https://americanliterature.com/author/rudyard-kipling
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curious animal--a long, gawky, rawboned Yorkshireman, full of the savage self-conceit that blossom's only in 

the best county in England. Arrogance was a mild word for the mental attitude of Mr. S. Riley. He had 

worked himself up, after seven years, to a Cashier's position in a Huddersfield Bank; and all his experience 

lay among the factories of the North. Perhaps he would have done better on the Bombay side, where they are 

happy with one-half per cent. profits, and money is cheap. He was useless for Upper India and a wheat 

Province, where a man wants a large head and a touch of imagination if he is to turn out a satisfactory 

balance- sheet. 

He was wonderfully narrow-minded in business, and, being new to the country, had no notion that Indian 

banking is totally distinct from Home work. Like most clever self-made men, he had much simplicity in his 

nature; and, somehow or other, had construed the ordinarily polite terms of his letter of engagement into a 

belief that the Directors had chosen him on account of his special and brilliant talents, and that they set great 

store by him. This notion grew and crystallized; thus adding to his natural North-country conceit. Further, he 

was delicate, suffered from some trouble in his chest, and was short in his temper. 

You will admit that Reggie had reason to call his new Accountant a Natural Curiosity. The two men failed to 

hit it off at all. Riley considered Reggie a wild, feather-headed idiot, given to Heaven only knew what 

dissipation in low places called "Messes," and totally unfit for the serious and solemn vocation of banking. He 

could never get over Reggie's look of youth and "you-be-damned" air; and he couldn't understand Reggie's 

friends--clean-built, careless men in the Army--who rode over to big Sunday breakfasts at the Bank, and told 

sultry stories till Riley got up and left the room. Riley was always showing Reggie how the business ought to 

be conducted, and Reggie had more than once to remind him that seven years' limited experience between 

Huddersfield and Beverly did not qualify a man to steer a big up-country business. Then Riley sulked and 

referred to himself as a pillar of the Bank and a cherished friend of the Directors, and Reggie tore his hair. If a 

man's English subordinates fail him in this country, he comes to a hard time indeed, for native help has strict 

limitations. In the winter Riley went sick for weeks at a time with his lung complaint, and this threw more 

work on Reggie. But he preferred it to the everlasting friction when Riley was well. 

One of the Travelling Inspectors of the Bank discovered these collapses and reported them to the Directors. 

Now Riley had been foisted on the Bank by an M. P., who wanted the support of Riley's father, who, again, 

was anxious to get his son out to a warmer climate because of those lungs. The M. P. had an interest in the 

Bank; but one of the Directors wanted to advance a nominee of his own; and, after Riley's father had died, he 

made the rest of the Board see that an Accountant who was sick for half the year, had better give place to a 

healthy man. If Riley had known the real story of his appointment, he might have behaved better; but 

knowing nothing, his stretches of sickness alternated with restless, persistent, meddling irritation of Reggie, 

and all the hundred ways in which conceit in a subordinate situation can find play. Reggie used to call him 

striking and hair-curling names behind his back as a relief to his own feelings; but he never abused him to his 

face, because he said: "Riley is such a frail beast that half of his loathsome conceit is due to pains in the 

chest." 

Late one April, Riley went very sick indeed. The doctor punched him and thumped him, and told him he 

would be better before long. Then the doctor went to Reggie and said:--"Do you know how sick your 

Accountant is?" "No!" said Reggie--"The worse the better, confound him! He's a clacking nuisance when he's 

well. I'll let you take away the Bank Safe if you can drug him silent for this hot-weather." 
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But the doctor did not laugh--"Man, I'm not joking," he said. "I'll give him another three months in his bed 

and a week or so more to die in. On my honor and reputation that's all the grace he has in this world. 

Consumption has hold of him to the marrow." 

Reggie's face changed at once into the face of "Mr. Reginald Burke," and he answered:--"What can I do?" 

"Nothing," said the doctor. "For all practical purposes the man is dead already. Keep him quiet and cheerful 

and tell him he's going to recover. That's all. I'll look after him to the end, of course." 

The doctor went away, and Reggie sat down to open the evening mail. His first letter was one from the 

Directors, intimating for his information that Mr. Riley was to resign, under a month's notice, by the terms of 

his agreement, telling Reggie that their letter to Riley would follow and advising Reggie of the coming of a 

new Accountant, a man whom Reggie knew and liked. 

Reggie lit a cheroot, and, before he had finished smoking, he had sketched the outline of a fraud. He put 

away--"burked"--the Directors letter, and went in to talk to Riley, who was as ungracious as usual, and 

fretting himself over the way the bank would run during his illness. He never thought of the extra work on 

Reggie's shoulders, but solely of the damage to his own prospects of advancement. Then Reggie assured him 

that everything would be well, and that he, Reggie, would confer with Riley daily on the management of the 

Bank. Riley was a little soothed, but he hinted in as many words that he did not think much of Reggie's 

business capacity. Reggie was humble. And he had letters in his desk from the Directors that a Gilbarte or a 

Hardie might have been proud of! 

The days passed in the big darkened house, and the Directors' letter of dismissal to Riley came and was put 

away by Reggie, who, every evening, brought the books to Riley's room, and showed him what had been 

going forward, while Riley snarled. Reggie did his best to make statements pleasing to Riley, but the 

Accountant was sure that the Bank was going to rack and ruin without him. In June, as the lying in bed told 

on his spirit, he asked whether his absence had been noted by the Directors, and Reggie said that they had 

written most sympathetic letters, hoping that he would be able to resume his valuable services before long. He 

showed Riley the letters: and Riley said that the Directors ought to have written to him direct. A few days 

later, Reggie opened Riley's mail in the half-light of the room, and gave him the sheet--not the envelope--of a 

letter to Riley from the Directors. Riley said he would thank Reggie not to interfere with his private papers, 

specially as Reggie knew he was too weak to open his own letters. Reggie apologized. 

Then Riley's mood changed, and he lectured Reggie on his evil ways: his horses and his bad friends. "Of 

course, lying here on my back, Mr. Burke, I can't keep you straight; but when I'm well, I DO hope you'll pay 

some heed to my words." Reggie, who had dropped polo, and dinners, and tennis, and all to attend to Riley, 

said that he was penitent and settled Riley's head on the pillow and heard him fret and contradict in hard, dry, 

hacking whispers, without a sign of impatience. This at the end of a heavy day's office work, doing double 

duty, in the latter half of June. 

When the new Accountant came, Reggie told him the facts of the case, and announced to Riley that he had a 

guest staying with him. Riley said that he might have had more consideration than to entertain his "doubtful 

friends" at such a time. Reggie made Carron, the new Accountant, sleep at the Club in consequence. Carron's 

arrival took some of the heavy work off his shoulders, and he had time to attend to Riley's exactions--to 

explain, soothe, invent, and settle and resettle the poor wretch in bed, and to forge complimentary letters from 
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Calcutta. At the end of the first month, Riley wished to send some money home to his mother. Reggie sent the 

draft. At the end of the second month, Riley's salary came in just the same. Reggie paid it out of his own 

pocket; and, with it, wrote Riley a beautiful letter from the Directors. 

Riley was very ill indeed, but the flame of his life burnt unsteadily. Now and then he would be cheerful and 

confident about the future, sketching plans for going Home and seeing his mother. Reggie listened patiently 

when the office work was over, and encouraged him. 

At other times Riley insisted on Reggie's reading the Bible and grim "Methody" tracts to him. Out of these 

tracts he pointed morals directed at his Manager. But he always found time to worry Reggie about the 

working of the Bank, and to show him where the weak points lay. 

This in-door, sick-room life and constant strains wore Reggie down a good deal, and shook his nerves, and 

lowered his billiard-play by forty points. But the business of the Bank, and the business of the sick-room, had 

to go on, though the glass was 116 degrees in the shade. 

At the end of the third month, Riley was sinking fast, and had begun to realize that he was very sick. But the 

conceit that made him worry Reggie, kept him from believing the worst. "He wants some sort of mental 

stimulant if he is to drag on," said the doctor. "Keep him interested in life if you care about his living." So 

Riley, contrary to all the laws of business and the finance, received a 25-per-cent, rise of salary from the 

Directors. The "mental stimulant" succeeded beautifully. Riley was happy and cheerful, and, as is often the 

case in consumption, healthiest in mind when the body was weakest. He lingered for a full month, snarling 

and fretting about the Bank, talking of the future, hearing the Bible read, lecturing Reggie on sin, and 

wondering when he would be able to move abroad. 

But at the end of September, one mercilessly hot evening, he rose up in his bed with a little gasp, and said 

quickly to Reggie:--"Mr. Burke, I am going to die. I know it in myself. My chest is all hollow inside, and 

there's nothing to breathe with. To the best of my knowledge I have done nowt"--he was returning to the talk 

of his boyhood--"to lie heavy on my conscience. God be thanked, I have been preserved from the grosser 

forms of sin; and I counsel YOU, Mr. Burke . . . ." 

Here his voice died down, and Reggie stooped over him. 

"Send my salary for September to my mother. . . . done great things with the Bank if I had been spared . . . . 

mistaken policy . . . . no fault of mine." 

Then he turned his face to the wall and died. 

Reggie drew the sheet over Its face, and went out into the verandah, with his last "mental stimulant"--a letter 

of condolence and sympathy from the Directors--unused in his pocket. 

"If I'd been only ten minutes earlier," thought Reggie, "I might have heartened him up to pull through another 

day." 

https://americanliterature.com/author/rudyard-kipling/short-story/a-bank-fraud  
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Humans are born with brains 'prewired' to see words 

Study finds connections to language areas of the brain 

Ohio State University 

Summary: 

Humans are born with a part of the brain that is prewired to be receptive to seeing words and letters, 

setting the stage at birth for people to learn how to read, a new study suggests. Analyzing brain scans 

of newborns, researchers found that this part of the brain -- called the 'visual word form area' 

(VWFA) -- is connected to the language network of the brain. 

Share: 
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Mother reading to child (stock image). 

Credit: © fizkes / stock.adobe.com 

Humans are born with a part of the brain that is prewired to be receptive to seeing words and letters, setting 

the stage at birth for people to learn how to read, a new study suggests. 

Analyzing brain scans of newborns, researchers found that this part of the brain -- called the "visual word 

form area" (VWFA) -- is connected to the language network of the brain. 

"That makes it fertile ground to develop a sensitivity to visual words -- even before any exposure to 

language," said Zeynep Saygin, senior author of the study and assistant professor of psychology at The Ohio 

State University. 

The VWFA is specialized for reading only in literate individuals. Some researchers had hypothesized that the 

pre-reading VWFA starts out being no different than other parts of the visual cortex that are sensitive to 

seeing faces, scenes or other objects, and only becomes selective to words and letters as children learn to read 

or at least as they learn language. 

"We found that isn't true. Even at birth, the VWFA is more connected functionally to the language network of 

the brain than it is to other areas," Saygin said. "It is an incredibly exciting finding." 

Saygin, who is a core faculty member of Ohio State's Chronic Brain Injury Program, conducted the study with 

graduate students Jin Li and Heather Hansen and assistant professor David Osher, all in psychology at Ohio 

State. Their results were published today in the journal Scientific Reports. 

The researchers analyzed fMRI scans of the brains of 40 newborns, all less than a week old, who were part of 

the Developing Human Connectome Project. They compared these to similar scans from 40 adults who 

participated in the separate Human Connectome Project. 

The VWFA is next to another part of visual cortex that processes faces, and it was reasonable to believe that 

there wasn't any difference in these parts of the brain in newborns, Saygin said. 

As visual objects, faces have some of the same properties as words do, such as needing high spatial resolution 

for humans to see them correctly. 

But the researchers found that, even in newborns, the VWFA was different from the part of the visual cortex 

that recognizes faces, primarily because of its functional connection to the language processing part of the 

brain. 

"The VWFA is specialized to see words even before we're exposed to them," Saygin said. 

"It's interesting to think about how and why our brains develop functional modules that are sensitive to 

specific things like faces, objects, and words," said Li, who is lead author of the study. 
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"Our study really emphasized the role of already having brain connections at birth to help develop functional 

specialization, even for an experience-dependent category like reading." 

The study did find some differences in the VWFA in newborns and adults. 

"Our findings suggest that there likely needs to be further refinement in the VWFA as babies mature," Saygin 

said. 

"Experience with spoken and written language will likely strengthen connections with specific aspects of the 

language circuit and further differentiate this region's function from its neighbors as a person gains literacy." 

Saygin's lab at Ohio State is currently scanning the brains of 3- and 4-year-olds to learn more about what the 

VWFA does before children learn to read and what visual properties the region is responsive to. 

The goal is to learn how the brain becomes a reading brain, she said. Learning more about individual 

variability may help researchers understand differences in reading behavior and could be useful in the study 

of dyslexia and other developmental disorders. 

"Knowing what this region is doing at this early age will tell us a bit more about how the human brain can 

develop the ability to read and what may go wrong," Saygin said. "It is important to track how this region of 

the brain becomes increasingly specialized." 

The research was supported in part by the Alfred P. Sloan Foundation. Analyses were completed using the 

Ohio Supercomputer Center. 

 

Story Source: 

Materials provided by Ohio State University. Original written by Jeff Grabmeier. Note: Content may be 

edited for style and length. 

 

Journal Reference: 

1. Jin Li, David E. Osher, Heather A. Hansen, Zeynep M. Saygin. Innate connectivity patterns drive the 

development of the visual word form area. Scientific Reports, 2020; 10 (1) DOI: 10.1038/s41598-

020-75015-7 

 

https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2020/10/201022125525.htm 

https://news.osu.edu/humans-are-born-with-brains-prewired-to-see-words/
https://www.osu.edu/
http://dx.doi.org/10.1038/s41598-020-75015-7
http://dx.doi.org/10.1038/s41598-020-75015-7
https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2020/10/201022125525.htm


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                                   No. 541 november 2020 

 

33 

 

Have Many Rabbit 

by Lucie Brock-Broido 

 

Issue no. 226 (Fall 2018) 

On her way to the Louisiana State Penitentiary, Sister Mary Aloysius  

Drove past many signs: Earthworms Here. Have Many Rabbit. Calicos  

In Burlap Sacks for Free. There were wooden crosses, some upsided  

                                                          From a weird wind of such flaccid heat 

Through miles of nothing much—until a shrewd  

Of cottonmouths braided in a knot so vast  

Across the asphalt                                   She had to stop the car. 

She waited as they wound and ragged and sieged their way across 

The two-lane road, and then she traveled on.        

                                                                                                 For Sale: 

Rafters of Slack Turkies. Nurse-Cow’s Pail. Push hoes, malt forks, unrusted  

Mangleknifes.       Here is the sheriff in his hammock on his clutter-land 

Not quite yet woken from his dream of herding 

                                                               All the Negroes out to anywhere  

But here.  

                              Sister Mary Aloysius carried in her pocketbook  

A blue transistor radio (with hymns, which lived inside) to the man  

Waiting in the heat and soil of the death house in Angola not too far ahead.    

The warden would, in short order, confiscate the thing. 

Music, it is known, he said                               Stirs the emotions.  

As it stirs my own emotions, too.    

                                                                I cannot bear to hear it anymore.  

                                                                Myself, I listen now only to the sound  

Of right-wing radio at home and on the roads because it quickens me,  

Keeping me abroad, awake, and chary by its miscreance and gall.  

                                                   From time to time a rogue joy overtakes me  

And I fall off the wagon of my diagnoses (pernicious melancholias), obtuse  

And unappeasable to my own warden and  

My psychopharmacologist alike.              A bougainvillea-colored cloud  

Stays still in one quadrant of the sky.          

                                                                         I’ve come down with 

                                                                                    The woolly horribles. 

I have fantods, I have rabbit, I have shame, even far from here—  

In the Corridor,                                        Where I am safe and warm and white. 

I have listened to the Freedom Caucus in our House 

Of Lords recite by heart  

                                             The full text of Green Eggs and Ham  

In the filibuster of the over and the over and the over once again. 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=79e36883c7&e=d538c8f2e0
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https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=79e36883c7&e=d538c8f2e0  

In my nightmares all of heat and red, of the Rorschachs of their throats  

In the shapes of lumpy garnet yams, I am of 

                                                                                  My country, it is not of me. 
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The Iliad 

by Homer 

 

Next Chapter 

BOOK 1 Quarrel of Achilles 

 

[1] The wrath sing, goddess, of Peleus' son, Achilles, that destructive wrath which brought countless woes 

upon the Achaeans, and sent forth to Hades many valiant souls of heroes, and made them themselves spoil for 

dogs and every bird; thus the plan of Zeus came to fulfillment, from the time when first they parted in strife 

Atreus' son, king of men, and brilliant Achilles. 

[8] Who then of the gods was it that brought these two together to contend? The son of Leto and Zeus; for he 

in anger against the king roused throughout the host an evil pestilence, and the people began to perish, 

because upon the priest Chryses the son of Atreus had wrought dishonour. For he had come to the swift ships 

of the Achaeans to free his daughter, bearing ransom past counting; and in his hands he held the wreaths of 

Apollo who strikes from afar, on a staff of gold; and he implored all the Achaeans, but most of all the two 

sons of Atreus, the marshallers of the people: Sons of Atreus, and other well-greaved Achaeans, to you may 

the gods who have homes upon Olympus grant that you sack the city of Priam, and return safe to your homes; 

but my dear child release to me, and accept the ransom out of reverence for the son of Zeus, Apollo who 

strikes from afar. 

[22] Then all the rest of the Achaeans shouted assent, to reverence the priest and accept the glorious ransom, 

yet the thing did not please the heart of Agamemnon, son of Atreus, but he sent him away harshly, and laid 

upon him a stern command: "Let me not find you, old man, by the hollow ships, either tarrying now or 

coming back later, lest your staff and the wreath of the god not protect you. Her I will not set free. Sooner 

shall old age come upon her in our house, in Argos, far from her native land, as she walks to and fro before 

the loom and serves my bed. But go, do not anger me, that you may return the safer." 

[33] So he spoke, and the old man was seized with fear and obeyed his word. He went forth in silence along 

the shore of the loud-resounding sea, and earnestly then, when he had gone apart, the old man prayed to the 

lord Apollo, whom fair-haired Leto bore: "Hear me, god of the silver bow, who stand over Chryse and holy 

Cilla, and rule mightily over Tenedos, Sminthian god, if ever I roofed over a temple to your pleasing, or if 

ever I burned to you fat thigh-pieces of bulls and goats, fulfill this prayer for me: let the Danaans pay for my 

tears by your arrows." 

[43] So he spoke in prayer, and Phoebus Apollo heard him. Down from the peaks of Olympus he strode, 

angered at heart, bearing on his shoulders his bow and covered quiver. The arrows rattled on the shoulders of 

the angry god as he moved, and his coming was like the night. Then he sat down apart from the ships and let 

fly an arrow: terrible was the twang of the silver bow. The mules he assailed first and the swift dogs, but then 

https://americanliterature.com/author/homer/book/the-iliad/summary
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on the men themselves he let fly his stinging shafts, and struck; and constantly the pyres of the dead burned 

thick. 

[53] For nine days the missiles of the god ranged among the host, but on the tenth Achilles called the people 

to assembly, for the goddess, white-armed Hera, had put it in his heart, since she pitied the Danaans, when she 

saw them dying. When they were assembled and gathered together, among them arose and spoke swift-footed 

Achilles: "Son of Atreus, now I think we shall return home, beaten back again, should we even escape death, 

if war and pestilence alike are to ravage the Achaeans. But come, let us ask some seer or priest, or some 

reader of dreams—for a dream too is from Zeus—who might say why Phoebus Apollo is so angry, whether he 

finds fault with a vow or a hecatomb; in hope that he may accept the savour of lambs and unblemished goats, 

and be willing to ward off the pestilence from us." 

[68] When he had thus spoken he sat down, and among them arose Calchas son of Thestor, far the best of 

bird-diviners, who knew the things that were, and that were to be, and that had been before, and who had 

guided the ships of the Achaeans to Ilios by his own prophetic powers which Phoebus Apollo had bestowed 

upon him. He with good intent addressed the gathering, and spoke among them: "Achilles, dear to Zeus, you 

bid me declare the wrath of Apollo, the lord who strikes from afar. Therefore I will speak; but take thought 

and swear that you will readily defend me with word and with might of hand; for I think I shall anger a man 

who rules mightily over all the Argives, and whom the Achaeans obey. For mightier is a king, when he is 

angry at a lesser man. Even if he swallows down his wrath for that day, yet afterwards he cherishes 

resentment in his heart till he brings it to fulfillment. Say then, if you will keep me safe." 

[84] In answer to him spoke swift-footed Achilles: "Take heart, and speak out whatever oracle you know; for 

by Apollo, dear to Zeus, to whom you, Calchas, pray when you reveal oracles to the Danaans, no one, while I 

live and have sight on the earth, shall lay heavy hands on you beside the hollow ships, no one of the whole 

host of the Danaans, not even if you name Agamemnon, who now claims to be far the best of the Achaeans." 

[92] Then the blameless seer took heart, and spoke: "It is not then because of a vow that he finds fault, nor 

because of a hecatomb, but because of the priest whom Agamemnon dishonoured, and did not release his 

daughter nor accept the ransom. For this cause the god who strikes from afar has given woes and will still 

give them. He will not drive off from the Danaans the loathsome pestilence, until we give back to her dear 

father the bright-eyed maiden, unbought, unransomed, and lead a sacred hecatomb to Chryse. Then we might 

appease and persuade him." 

[101] When he had thus spoken he sat down, and among them arose the warrior, son of Atreus, wide-ruling 

Agamemnon, deeply troubled. With rage his black heart was wholly filled, and his eyes were like blazing fire. 

To Calchas first of all he spoke, and his look threatened evil: "Prophet of evil, never yet have you spoken to 

me a pleasant thing; ever is evil dear to your heart to prophesy, but a word of good you have never yet 

spoken, nor brought to pass. And now among the Danaans you claim in prophecy that for this reason the god 

who strikes from afar brings woes upon them, that I would not accept the glorious ransom for the girl, the 

daughter of Chryses, since I much prefer to keep her in my home. For certainly I prefer her to Clytemnestra, 

my wedded wife, since she is not inferior to her, either in form or in stature, or in mind, or in any handiwork. 

Yet even so will I give her back, if that is better; I would rather the people be safe than perish. But provide me 

with a prize of honour forthwith, lest I alone of the Argives be without one, since that would not be proper. 

For you all see this, that my prize goes elsewhere." 
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[121] In answer to him spoke swift-footed brilliant Achilles: "Most glorious son of Atreus, most covetous of 

all, how shall the great-hearted Achaeans give you a prize? We know nothing of a hoard of wealth in common 

store, but whatever we took by pillage from the cities has been apportioned, and it is not seemly to gather 

these things back from the army. But give back the girl to the god, and we Achaeans will recompense you 

three and fourfold, if ever Zeus grants us to sack the well-walled city of Troy." 

[130] In answer to him spoke lord Agamemnon: "Do not thus, mighty though you are, godlike Achilles, seek 

to deceive me with your wit; for you will not get by me nor persuade me. Are you willing, so that your 

yourself may keep your prize, for me to sit here idly in want, while you order me to give her back? No, if the 

great-hearted Achaeans give me a prize, suiting it to my mind, so that it will be worth just as much—but if 

they do not, I myself will come and take your prize, or that of Aias, or that of Odysseus I will seize and bear 

away. Angry will he be, to whomever I come. But these things we will consider hereafter. Let us now drag a 

black ship to the shining sea, and quickly gather suitable rowers into it, and place on board a hecatomb, and 

embark on it the fair-cheeked daughter of Chryses herself. Let one prudent man be its commander, either 

Aias, or Idomeneus, or brilliant Odysseus, or you, son of Peleus, of all men most extreme, so that on our 

behalf you may propitiate the god who strikes from afar by offering sacrifice." 

[147] Glaring from beneath his brows spoke to him swift-footed Achilles: "Ah me, clothed in shamelessness, 

thinking of profit, how shall any man of the Achaeans obey your words with a ready heart either to go on a 

journey or to fight against men with force? It was not on account of the Trojan spearmen that I came here to 

fight, since they have done no wrong to me. Never have they driven off my cattle or my horses, nor ever in 

deep-soiled Phthia, nurse of men, did they lay waste the harvest, for many things lie between us—shadowy 

mountains and sounding sea. But you, shameless one, we followed, so that you might rejoice, seeking to win 

recompense for Menelaus and for yourself, dog-face, from the Trojans. This you disregard, and take no heed 

of. And now you threaten that you will yourself take my prize away from me, for which I toiled so much, 

which the sons of the Achaeans gave to me. Never have I prize like yours, whenever the Achaeans sack a 

well-inhabited citadel of the Trojans. The brunt of furious battle do my hands undertake, but if ever an 

apportionment comes, your prize is far greater, while small but dear is the reward I take to my ships, when I 

have worn myself out in the fighting. Now I will go back to Phthia, since it is far better to return home with 

my beaked ships, nor do I intend while I am here dishonoured to pile up riches and wealth for you." 

[172] Then the king of men, Agamemnon, answered him: "Flee then, if your heart urges you; I do not beg you 

to remain for my sake. With me are others who will honour me, and above all Zeus, the lord of counsel. Most 

hateful to me are you of all the kings that Zeus nurtures, for always strife is dear to you, and wars and battles. 

If you are very strong, it was a god, I think, who gave you this gift. Go home with your ships and your 

companions and lord it over the Myrmidons; for you I care not, nor take heed of your wrath. But I will 

threaten you thus: as Phoebus Apollo takes from me the daughter of Chryses, her with my ship and my 

companions I will send back, but I will myself come to your tent and take the fair-cheeked Briseis, your prize, 

so that you will understand how much mightier I am than you, and another may shrink from declaring himself 

my equal and likening himself to me to my face." 

[187] So he spoke. Grief came upon the son of Peleus, and within his shaggy breast his heart was divided, 

whether he should draw his sharp sword from beside his thigh, and break up the assembly, and slay the son of 

Atreus, or stay his anger and curb his spirit. While he pondered this in mind and heart, and was drawing from 

its sheath his great sword, Athene came from heaven. The white-armed goddess Hera had sent her forth, for in 

her heart she loved and cared for both men alike. She stood behind him, and seized the son of Peleus by his 

fair hair, appearing to him alone. No one of the others saw her. Achilles was seized with wonder, and turned 
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around, and immediately recognized Pallas Athene. Terribly her eyes shone.Then he addressed her with 

winged words, and said: "Why now, daughter of aegis-bearing Zeus, have you come? Is it so that you might 

see the arrogance of Agamemnon, son of Atreus? One thing I will tell you, and I think this will be brought to 

pass: through his own excessive pride shall he presently lose his life." 

[206] Him then the goddess, bright-eyed Athene, answered: "I have come from heaven to stay your anger, if 

you will obey, The goddess white-armed Hera sent me forth, for in her heart she loves and cares for both of 

you. But come, cease from strife, and do not grasp the sword with your hand. With words indeed taunt him, 

telling him how it shall be. For thus will I speak, and this thing shall truly be brought to pass. Hereafter three 

times as many glorious gifts shall be yours on account of this arrogance. But refrain, and obey us." 

[215] In answer to her spoke swift-footed Achilles: "It is necessary, goddess, to observe the words of you two, 

however angered a man be in his heart, for is it better so. Whoever obeys the gods, to him do they gladly give 

ear." 

[219] He spoke, and stayed his heavy hand on the silver hilt, and back into its sheath thrust the great sword, 

and did not disobey the word of Athene. She returned to Olympus to the palace of aegis-bearing Zeus, to join 

the company of the other gods. 

[222] But the son of Peleus again addressed with violent words the son of Atreus, and in no way ceased from 

his wrath: "Heavy with wine, with the face of a dog but the heart of a deer, never have you had courage to 

arm for battle along with your people, or go forth to an ambush with the chiefs of the Achaeans. That seems to 

you even as death. Indeed it is far better throughout the wide camp of the Achaeans to deprive of his prize 

whoever speaks contrary to you. People-devouring king, since you rule over nobodies; else, son of Atreus, 

this would be your last piece of insolence. But I will speak out to you, and will swear thereto a mighty oath: 

by this staff, that shall never more put forth leaves or shoots since first it left its stump among the mountains, 

nor shall it again grow green, for the bronze has stripped it on all sides of leaves and bark, and now the sons 

of the Achaeans carry it in their hands when they act as judges, those who guard the ordinances that come 

from Zeus; and this shall be for you a mighty oath. Surely some day a longing for Achilles will come upon the 

sons of the Achaeans one and all, and on that day you will not be able to help them at all, for all your grief, 

when many shall fall dying before man-slaying Hector. But you will gnaw the heart within you, in anger that 

you did no honour to the best of the Achaeans." 

[245] So spoke the son of Peleus, and down to the earth he dashed the staff studded with golden nails, and 

himself sat down, while over against him the son of Atreus continued to vent his wrath. Then among them 

arose Nestor, sweet of speech, the clear-voiced orator of the Pylians, from whose tongue flowed speech 

sweeter than honey. Two generations of mortal men had passed away in his lifetime, who had been born and 

reared with him before in sacred Pylos, and he was king among the third. He with good intent addressed the 

gathering and spoke among them: "Comrades, great grief has come upon the land of Achaea. Truly would 

Priam and the sons of Priam rejoice, and the rest of the Trojans would be most glad at heart, were they to hear 

all this of you two quarrelling, you who are chief among the Danaans in counsel and chief in war. Listen to 

me, for you are both younger than I. In earlier times I moved among men more warlike than you, and never 

did they despise me. Such warriors have I never since seen, nor shall I see, as Peirithous was and Dryas, 

shepherd of the people, and Caeneus and Exadius and godlike Polyphemus, and Theseus, son of Aegeus, a 

man like the immortals. Mightiest were these of men reared upon the earth; mightiest were they, and with the 

mightiest they fought, the mountain-dwelling centaurs, and they destroyed them terribly. With these men I 
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had fellowship, when I came from Pylos, from a distant land far away; for they themselves called me. And I 

fought on my own; with those men could no one fight of the mortals now upon the earth. Yes, and they 

listened to my counsel, and obeyed my words. So also should you obey, since to obey is better. Neither do 

you, mighty though you are, take away the girl, but let her be, as the sons of the Achaeans first gave her to 

him as a prize; nor do you, son of Peleus, be minded to strive with a king, might against might, for it is no 

common honour that is the portion of a sceptre-holding king, to whom Zeus gives glory. If you are a stronger 

fighter, and a goddess mother bore you, yet he is the mightier, since he is king over more. Son of Atreus, 

check your rage. Indeed, I beg you to let go your anger against Achilles, who is for all the Achaeans a mighty 

bulwark in evil war." 

[285] In answer to him spoke lord Agamemnon: "All these things, old man, to be sure, you have spoken as is 

right. But this man wishes to be above all others; over all he wishes to rule and over all to be king, and to all 

to give orders; in this, I think, there is someone who will not obey. If the gods who exist for ever made him a 

spearman, do they therefore license him to keep uttering insults?" 

[292] Brilliant Achilles broke in upon him and replied: Surely I would be called cowardly and of no account, 

if I am to yield to you in every matter that you say. On others lay these commands, but do not give orders to 

me, for I do not think I shall obey you any longer. And another thing I will tell you, and take it to heart: with 

my hands I will not fight for the girl's sake either with you nor with any other, since you are taking away what 

you have given. But of all else that is mine by my swift black ship, nothing will you take or carry away 

against my will. Come, just try, so that these too may know: forthwith will your dark blood flow forth about 

my spear." 

[303] So when the two had made an end of contending with violent words, they rose, and broke up the 

gathering beside the ships of the Achaeans. The son of Peleus went his way to his huts and his balanced ships 

together with the son of Menoetius, and with his men; but the son of Atreus launched a swift ship on the sea, 

and chose for it twenty rowers, and drove on board a hecatomb for the god, and brought the fair-cheeked 

daughter of Chryses and set her in the ship; and Odysseus of many wiles went on board to take command. 

[312] So these embarked and sailed over the watery ways; but the son of Atreus bade the people purify 

themselves. And they purified themselves, and cast the defilement into the sea, and offered to Apollo perfect 

hecatombs of bulls and goats by the shore of the barren sea; and the savour thereof went up to heaven, 

eddying amid the smoke. Thus were they busied throughout the camp; but Agamemnon did not cease from 

the strife with which he had first threatened Achilles, but called to Talthybius and Eurybates, who were his 

heralds and ready squires: "Go to the hut of Achilles, Peleus' son, and take by the hand the fair-cheeked 

Briseis, and lead her hither; and if he give her not, I will myself go with a larger company and take her; that 

will be even the worse for him." 

[325] So saying he sent them forth, and laid upon them a stern command. Unwilling went the two along the 

shore of the barren sea, and came to the tents and the ships of the Myrmidons. Him they found sitting beside 

his tent and his black ship; and Achilles was not glad at sight of them. The two, seized with dread and in awe 

of the king, stood, and spoke no word to him, nor made question; but he knew in his heart, and spoke: "Hail, 

heralds, messengers of Zeus and men, draw near. It is not you who are guilty in my sight, but Agamemnon, 

who sent you forth for the sake of the girl, Briseis. But come, Patroclus, sprung from Zeus, bring forth the 

girl, and give her to them to lead away. However, let these two themselves be witnesses before the blessed 

gods and mortal men, and before him, that ruthless king, if hereafter there shall be need of me to ward off 
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shameful ruin from the host. Truly he rages with baneful mind, and knows not at all to look both before and 

after, that his Achaeans might wage war in safety beside their ships." 

[345] So he spoke, and Patroclus obeyed his dear comrade, and led forth from the hut the fair-cheeked Briseis, 

and gave her to them to lead away. So the two went back beside the ships of the Achaeans, and with them, all 

unwilling, went the woman. But Achilles burst into tears, and withdrew apart from his comrades, and sat 

down on the shore of the grey sea, looking forth over the wine-dark deep. Earnestly he prayed to his dear 

mother with hands outstretched: "Mother, since you bore me, though to so brief a span of life, honour surely 

ought the Olympian to have given into my hands, Zeus who thunders on high; but now he has honoured me 

not a bit. Truly the son of Atreus, wide-ruling Agamemnon has dishonoured me: for he has taken and keeps 

my prize through his own arrogant act. So he spoke, weeping, and his lady mother heard him, as she sat in the 

depths of the sea beside the old man, her father. 

[357] And speedily she came forth from the grey sea like a mist, and sat down before him, as he wept, and she 

stroked him with her hand, and spoke to him, and called him by name: "My child, why do you weep? What 

sorrow has come upon your heart? Speak out; hide it not in your mind, that we both may know." 

[364] Then with heavy moaning spoke swift-footed Achilles to her: "You know. Why then should I tell the 

tale to you who knows all? We went forth to Thebe, the sacred city of Eetion, and laid it waste, and brought 

here all the spoil. This the sons of the Achaeans divided properly among themselves, but for the son of Atreus 

they chose out the fair-cheeked daughter of Chryses. However, Chryses, priest of Apollo, who strikes from 

afar, came to the swift ships of the bronze-clad Achaeans, to free his daughter, bearing ransom past counting, 

and in his hands he held the wreaths of Apollo who strikes from afar, on a staff of gold, and he implored all 

the Achaeans, but most of all the two sons of Atreus, marshallers of the people. Then all the rest of the 

Achaeans shouted assent, to reverence the priest and accept the glorious ransom; yet the thing did not please 

the heart of Agamemnon, son of Atreus, but he sent him away harshly, and laid upon him a stern command. 

So the old man went back again in anger; and Apollo heard his prayer, for he was very dear to him, and sent 

against the Argives an evil shaft. Then the people began to die thick and fast, and the shafts of the god ranged 

everywhere throughout the wide camp of the Achaeans. But to us the prophet with sure knowledge declared 

the oracles of the god who strikes from afar." 

[386] "Forthwith, then, I first bade propitiate the god, but thereafter anger seized the son of Atreus, and 

straightway he arose and spoke a threatening word, which now has come to pass. For the quick-glancing 

Achaeans are taking the maiden in a swift ship to Chryse, and are bearing gifts to the god; while the other 

woman the heralds have just now taken from my tent and led away, the daughter of Briseus, whom the sons of 

the Achaeans gave me. But, you, if you are able, guard your own son; go to Olympus and make prayer to 

Zeus, if ever you have gladdened his heart by word or deed. For often I have heard you glorying in the halls 

of my father, and declaring that you alone among the immortals warded off shameful ruin from the son of 

Cronos, lord of the dark clouds, on the day when the other Olympians wished to put him in bonds, even Hera 

and Poseidon and Pallas Athene. But you came, goddess, and freed him from his bonds, when you had 

quickly called to high Olympus him of the hundred hands, whom the gods call Briareus, but all men Aegaeon; 

for he is mightier than his father. He sat down by the side of the son of Cronos, exulting in his glory, and the 

blessed gods were seized with fear of him, and did not bind Zeus. Bring this now to his remembrance, and sit 

by his side, and clasp his knees, in hope that he might perhaps wish to succour the Trojans, and for those 

others, the Achaeans, to pen them in among the sterns of their ships and around the sea as they are slain, so 

that they may all have profit of their king, and that the son of Atreus, wide-ruling Agamemnon may know his 

blindness in that he did no honour to the best of the Achaeans." 
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[413] Then Thetis answered him as she wept: "Ah me, my child, why did I rear you, cursed in my child-

bearing? Would that it had been your lot to remain by your ships without tears and without grief, since your 

span of life is brief and endures no long time; but now you are doomed to a speedy death and are laden with 

sorrow above all men; therefore to an evil fate I bore you in our halls. Yet in order to tell this your word to 

Zeus who delights in the thunderbolt I will myself go to snowy Olympus, in hope that he may be persuaded. 

But remain by your swift, sea-faring ships, and continue your wrath against the Achaeans, and refrain utterly 

from battle; for Zeus went yesterday to Oceanus, to the blameless Ethiopians for a feast, and all the gods 

followed with him; but on the twelfth day he will come back again to Olympus, and then will I go to the 

house of Zeus with threshold of bronze, and will clasp his knees in prayer, and I think I shall win him." 

[428] So saying, she went her way and left him where he was, angry at heart for the fair-girdled woman's 

sake, whom they had taken from him by force though he was unwilling; and meanwhile Odysseus came to 

Chryse bringing the holy hecatomb. When they had arrived within the deep harbour, they furled the sail, and 

stowed it in the black ship, and the mast they lowered by the forestays and brought it to the crutch with speed, 

and rowed her with oars to the place of anchorage. Then they cast out the mooring-stones and made fast the 

stern cables, and themselves went forth upon the shore of the sea. They brought forth the hecatomb for 

Apollo, who strikes from afar, and forth stepped also the daughter of Chryses from the sea-faring ship. Her 

then did Odysseus of many wiles lead to the altar, and place in the arms of her dear father, saying to him: 

"Chryses, Agamemnon, king of men, sent me forth to bring to you your daughter, and to offer to Phoebus a 

holy hecatomb on the Danaans' behalf, that therewith we may propitiate the lord, who has now brought upon 

the Argives woeful lamentation." 

[446] So saying he placed her in his arms, and he joyfully took his dear child; but they made haste to set in 

array for the god the holy hecatomb around the well-built altar, and then they washed their hands and took up 

the barley grains. Then Chryses lifted up his hands, and prayed aloud for them: "Hear me, god of the silver 

bow, who stands over Chryse and holy Cilla, and rules mightily over Tenedos. As before you heard me when 

I prayed—to me you did honour, and mightily smote the host of the Achaeans—even so now fulfill me this 

my desire: ward off now from the Danaans the loathly pestilence." 

[457] So he spoke in prayer, and Phoebus Apollo heard him. Then, when they had prayed, and had sprinkled 

the barley grains, they first drew back the victims' heads, and cut their throats, and flayed them, and cut out 

the thighs and covered them with a double layer of fat, and laid raw flesh thereon. And the old man burned 

them on stakes of wood, and made libation over them of gleaming wine; and beside him the young men held 

in their hands the five-pronged forks. But when the thigh-pieces were wholly burned, and they had tasted the 

entrails, they cut up the rest and spitted it, and roasted it carefully, and drew all off the spits. Then, when they 

had ceased from their labour and had made ready the meal, they feasted, nor did their hearts lack anything of 

the equal feast. But when they had put from them the desire for food and drink, the youths filled the bowls 

brim full of drink and served out to all, first pouring drops for libation into the cups. So the whole day long 

they sought to appease the god with song, singing the beautiful paean, the sons of the Achaeans, hymning the 

god who works from afar; and his heart was glad, as he heard. 

[475] But when the sun set and darkness came on, they lay down to rest by the stern cables of the ship, and as 

soon as early rosy-fingered Dawn appeared, then they set sail for the wide camp of the Achaeans. And 

Apollo, who works from afar, sent them a favouring wind, and they set up the mast and spread the white sail. 

So the wind filled the belly of the sail, and the dark wave sang loudly about the stem of the ship, as she went, 

and she sped over the wave, accomplishing her way. But when they came to the wide camp of the Achaeans, 

they drew the black ship up on the shore, high upon the sands, and set in line the long props beneath, and 
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themselves scattered among the tents and ships. But he in his wrath sat beside his swift-faring ships, the Zeus-

sprung son of Peleus, swift-footed Achilles. Never did he go forth to the place of gathering, where men win 

glory, nor ever to war, but wasted away his own heart, as he tarried where he was; and he longed for the war-

cry and the battle. 

[493] Now when the twelfth morning thereafter had come, then into Olympus came the gods who are for ever, 

all in one company, and Zeus led the way. And Thetis did not forget the behest of her son, but rose up from 

the wave of the sea, and at early morning went up to great heaven and Olympus. There she found the far-

seeing son of Cronos sitting apart from the rest upon the topmost peak of many-ridged Olympus. So she sat 

down before him, and clasped his knees with her left hand, while with her right she touched him beneath the 

chin, and she spoke in prayer to king Zeus, son of Cronos: "Father Zeus, if ever amid the immortals I gave 

you aid by word or deed, grant me this prayer: do honour to my son, who is doomed to a speedy death beyond 

all other men; yet now Agamemnon, king of men, has dishonoured him, for he has taken and keeps his prize 

by his own arrogant act. But honour him, Olympian Zeus, lord of counsel; and give might to the Trojans, until 

the Achaeans do honour to my son, and magnify him with recompense." 

[511] So she spoke; but Zeus, the cloud-gatherer, spoke no word to her, but sat a long time in silence. Yet 

Thetis, even as she had clasped his knees, so held to him, clinging close, and questioned him again a second 

time: "Give me your infallible promise, and bow your head to it, or else deny me, for there is nothing to make 

you afraid; so that I may know well how far I among all the gods am honoured the least." 

[517] Then, greatly troubled, Zeus, the cloud-gatherer spoke to her: "Surely this will be sorry work, since you 

will set me on to engage in strife with Hera, when she shall anger me with taunting words. Even now she 

always upbraids me among the immortal gods, and declares that I give aid to the Trojans in battle. But for the 

present, depart again, lest Hera note something; and I will take thought for these things to bring all to pass. 

Come, I will bow my head to you, that thou may be certain, for this from me is the surest token among the 

immortals; no word of mine may be recalled, nor is false, nor unfulfilled, to which I bow my head." 

[528] The son of Cronos spoke, and bowed his dark brow in assent, and the ambrosial locks waved from the 

king's immortal head; and he made great Olympus quake. 

[531] When the two had taken counsel together in this way, they parted; she leapt straightway into the deep 

sea from gleaming Olympus, and Zeus went to his own palace. All the gods together rose from their seats 

before the face of their father; no one dared to await his coming, but they all rose up before him. So he sat 

down there upon his throne; but Hera saw, and failed not to note how silver-footed Thetis, daughter of the old 

man of the sea, had taken counsel with him. Forthwith then she spoke to Zeus, son of Cronos, with mocking 

words: "Who of the gods, crafty one, has now again taken counsel with you? Always is it your pleasure to 

hold aloof from me, and to give judgments which you have pondered in secret, nor have you ever brought 

yourself with a ready heart to declare to me the matter which you devise." 

[544] In answer to her spoke the father of men and gods: "Hera, do not hope to know all my words: ard will 

they prove for you, though you are my wife. Whatever it is fitting for you to hear, this none other shall know 

before you, whether of gods or men; but what I wish to devise apart from the gods, of all this do not in any 

way inquire nor ask." 
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[551] In answer to him spoke the ox-eyed lady Hera: "Most dread son of Cronos, what a word you have said! 

Truly, in the past I have not been accustomed to inquire nor ask you, but at your ease you devise all things 

whatever you wish. But now I have wondrous dread at heart, lest silver-footed Thetis, daughter of the old man 

of the sea, have beguiled you; for at early dawn she sat by you and clasped your knees. To her, I think, you 

bowed your head in sure token that you will honour Achilles, and bring many to death beside the ships of the 

Achaeans." 

[560] Then in answer to her spoke Zeus, the cloud-gatherer: "Strange one, you are always suspecting, and I do 

not escape you; yet you shall be able to accomplish nothing, but shall be even further from my heart; and that 

shall be the worse for you. If this thing is as you say, then it must be pleasing to me. Sit down in silence, and 

obey my word, lest all the gods that are in Olympus avail you not against my drawing near, when I put forth 

upon you my irresistible hands." 

[568] He spoke, and ox-eyed lady Hera was seized with fear, and sat down in silence, curbing her heart. Then 

troubled were the gods of heaven throughout the palace of Zeus, and among them Hephaestus, the famed 

craftsman, was first to speak, doing pleasure to his dear mother, white-armed Hera: "Surely this will be sorry 

work, that is no longer bearable, if you two are to wrangle thus for mortals' sakes, and set the gods in tumult; 

neither will there be any joy in the excellent feast, since worse things prevail. And I give counsel to my 

mother, wise though she be herself, to do pleasure to our dear father Zeus, that the father upbraid her not 

again, and bring confusion upon our feast. What if the Olympian, the lord of the lightning, were minded to 

dash us from our seats! for he is mightiest far. But address him with gentle words; so shall the Olympian 

forthwith be gracious to us." 

[584] So saying, he sprang up and placed in his dear mother's hand the double cup, and spoke to her: "Be 

patient, my mother, and endure for all your grief, lest, dear as you are to me, my eyes see you stricken, and 

then I shall in no way be able to succour you for all my sorrow; for a hard foe is the Olympian to meet in 

strife. On a time before this, when I was striving to save you, he caught me by the foot and hurled me from 

the heavenly threshold; the whole day long I was carried headlong, and at sunset I fell in Lemnos, and but 

little life was in me. There the Sintian folk quickly tended me for my fall." 

[595] So he spoke, and the goddess, white-armed Hera, smiled, and smiling took in her hand the cup from her 

son. Then he poured wine for all the other gods from left to right, drawing forth sweet nectar from the bowl. 

And unquenchable laughter arose among the blessed gods, as they saw Hephaestus puffing through the 

palace. 

[601] Thus the whole day long till the setting of the sun they feasted, nor did their heart lack anything of the 

equal feast, nor of the beauteous lyre, that Apollo held, nor yet of the Muses, who sang, replying one to the 

other with sweet voices. 

[605] But when the bright light of the sun was set, they went each to his own house to take their rest, where 

for each one a palace had been built with cunning skill by the famed Hephaestus, the limping god; and Zeus, 

the Olympian, lord of the lightning, went to his couch, where of old he took his rest, whenever sweet sleep 

came upon him. There went he up and slept, and beside him lay Hera of the golden throne. ' 

https://americanliterature.com/author/homer/book/the-iliad/book-1-quarrel-of-achilles 

https://americanliterature.com/author/homer/book/the-iliad/book-1-quarrel-of-achilles
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VIA THREE ROOMS PRESS 

On the Event That Brought Me Back to Writing After 30 Years 

How Robert Duncan Came to Publish Again After Many Years 

By Robert Duncan 

 

October 23, 2020 

I wrote three books before I was thirty and didn’t write another for thirty years more. When he was in second 

grade, my son, Hardie, noticing the book jackets with my name on the spine, asked when I was going to write 

the next one. It wasn’t an idle question. He still doesn’t ask idle questions. 

It was painful not to write. But when I wasn’t working to earn the cost of juice boxes and Legos, I was 

helping my wife Roni (who, yes, had sacrificed more) chase after the two kids. By the time we got through 

the sleepless travails of babyhood, perilous lunges of toddlerhood and ceaseless gyrations of 

baseball/soccer/saxophone practices, the kids had reached junior high. Adding sex, drugs and rock ‘n’ roll—

my professional province, once upon a time, as rock singer turned rock critic—that’s when the hard parenting 

began. 

https://threeroomspress.com/loudmouth-a-novel-by-robert-duncan/
https://lithub.com/author/robertduncan/
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But Hardie’s question added to my pain because it was my question, too. Was my writing life kaput? Or just 

on hold—at least until the offspring were out of the house? (I hadn’t factored in kids moving back, early 

twenties, or moving back one more time, late twenties, after a divorce.) 

Could inspiration wait decades? Would even a high-energy guy like me have anything left? I told my son 

Daddy would definitely be writing another book. And though I’d always been careful not to make promises to 

my children I didn’t intend to keep, at the time I couldn’t see how. 

VIDEO FROM LIT HUB: 

Arundhati Roy: "We Need a Reckoning" 

 

Arundhati Roy: "We Need a Reckoning" 
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00:00 

Next Video 

https://lithub.com/watch-a-call-for-action-from-arundhati-roy-we-need-a-reckoning/
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Jewel on Battling Anxiety, Living with Dyslexia and Finding Solace in Philosophy 

02:05 

× 

Next Video 

Jewel on Battling Anxiety, Living with Dyslexia and Finding Solace in Philosophy 

Cancel 

Autoplay is paused 

When the kids were finally launched, it turned out I didn’t want to sit by myself in a quiet corner and make up 

stories. I wanted to celebrate, revel in the bars, restaurants, concerts and spontaneity I’d denied myself (in a 

pre-Covid rehearsal) for 20 years. Roni and I even decided to move back from the country to San Francisco. I 

wanted to get drunk and high and stay out late and return to those halcyon days before I had a godawful 

notion to be a writer. 

I seemed to have plenty of energy for the debauchery—frantic energy, the deficits of age filled in by the 

paradoxical stimulant effects of booze—and enough left over that I didn’t get fired from my ad agency job. 

I’m not sure if I thought I’d get back to writing later or had dropped the question entirely. Whatever the case, 

an answer was on the way. 

I was startled by the loud, echoing crack of an umbrella smashing, tip first, into the nearby cobblestones. 

One night I got drunk and high and stayed out late in the company of a new client. If some customers over the 

years would become friends, even close friends, it didn’t take long to recognize that this goober—who paused 

his crowing about being “the guy signing the checks” just long enough to chisel a homeless caricature artist—

would never be one of them. 

The morning-after derived no balm from the night before, none of the compensating satisfactions that arise 

when, in the throes of alcohol poisoning, acquaintances make the leap, no matter how puerile, to friendship. 

All I felt was empty and dirty and, with my wife already off to work, lonely. I rolled over to sleep in. 

It was 10:15 before I’d completed my ablutions, clothed my nakedness and locked the door of 1313—the 

apartment number that Roni and I, devout contrarians, liked to think of as lucky—before teetering to the 

elevator. Downstairs, I paused by the big window in the lobby. It was drizzling. I steeled myself and stepped 

outside. At 10:25, the street was quiet and empty, a neighborhood between acts: commuters finished rushing, 

coffee-breakers not yet ready to amble. 

I stood under the eaves, plotting the driest route to work, normally a ten-minute walk, when I noticed a small 

pouch ten feet away. Thinking it might be another tenant’s coin purse, I sidestepped over, only to realize it 
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was a nylon sheath for an umbrella and eminently ignorable. I plunged into the rain. Halfway across the 

driveway, I was startled by the loud, echoing crack of an umbrella smashing, tip first, into the nearby 

cobblestones. Judging by the noise and destruction, it had come from near the top of our 22-story building. 

Then I heard high-pitched shrieking—some awful, spoiled brat exulting in new wickedness. Like hucking 

crap off a high-rise balcony. Where are the fucking parents?!? The calculations and recriminations went on 

for a second or two before my nervous system reached over and mashed the defcon button, and everything 

started to buzz. I ran toward the overhang of the building opposite, now looking over my shoulder and up. 

Directly above was a man, spreadeagle, his trenchcoat billowing like a sail, falling. I made it to the overhang 

and turned to see the man smash into the cobblestones and to feel the shockwave through the stone and 

concrete under my feet. In a delay that must have been extremely short, but was nonetheless, in the bullet-

time of terror, fully perceptible, calculable, the contents of his skull blew across the drive like pink 

tumbleweeds. 

It was all I could do, through the violent shaking of my hands, to dial three digits. 

I asked the cop who took the report if you ever get over this kind of thing. “Yeah, you do,” he said earnestly. 

“It’s the kids you don’t get over.” I couldn’t imagine. Until today, I couldn’t imagine this. I didn’t sleep for 

months—just as consciousness would dim, a heat wave would pass through my body, and the scene would 

replay. I couldn’t talk about it—not even with my wife—and I couldn’t drink it away, because I had to stay 

focused to keep the lid on. 

Outside, I was constantly scanning rooftops. Three or four days into the sadness and paranoia, I found myself 

in front of my laptop and, without meaning to, writing. I wrote into Saturday night, all day Sunday, at work 

the next day, and day after that, and on and on, barking at any who dared interrupt my furious clatter with 

company business. 

I wasn’t writing about the suicide. That was not possible. I was just writing. No plan or theme, no point, no 

style—no single, coherent style—no cutting or revising, just writing writing writing. Typing, really, maniacal 

typing that had invoked some swift-moving underground river, glutted with forgotten fragments of youth and 

beyond: impressions of friends and family, rooms and landscapes, journeys and gatherings, love and violence. 

Every editor I sent the manuscript asked, why don’t you just make it a memoir? But it’s not, I would insist. 

Flashes of days in rock bands and in Detroit, working for Creem, the rowdy rock magazine. Shades of my big 

brother, a hot-rod gangster, long gone. The river coursed with pictures, words and songs, yearning, regret and 

laughs, but beneath the spritz of delight, always the riptide of dread. I may not have known what I was doing. 

But the river seemed to. 

The sleeplessness and terror—and accompanying writing frenzy—went on for more than a year. At the end of 

month 13—the timing was that specific—I could feel its grip begin to loosen. I printed everything and, for the 

first time, leaned back and asked: what is this? Some of the text was fevered impressionism—how it feels at a 

certain age, for instance, to find yourself at a party (a rooftop party, no less) for the young and dashing. Some 

was closer to poetry, which was where I’d started as a writer. 
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Large parts were confession—no surprise, for an old parochial school boy. There were first-, second- and 

third-person passages, sections in the present tense and past, scenes from earliest life and from last year. And 

amid the sometimes euphoric jumble, pages that went chillingly flat. The contents of my skull, in a hundred 

thousand words. A book, a fat book. Short stories? Memoir? Novel? 

It took another four years—and another 100,000 words (along with cutting a 100,000)—to answer that 

question. To retain the urgent, fantastical aspects of the original composition, to make sure it was 

unconstrained by anything so tedious as facts, I decided it had to be a novel. Later, every editor I sent the 

manuscript asked, why don’t you just make it a memoir? But it’s not, I would insist. 

For a long time, I thought it needed an introduction, a meta chapter about a suicide. I wanted to explain that 

the exultant brat turned out to be a grandma from nearby Chinatown who’d come to Jackson Square for her 

morning Tai Chi. She’d spotted the jumper from the pedestrian bridge and was imploring him not to, at top 

anguished volume, in Cantonese. Which, to me, sounded like shrieks. 

The other thing I wanted to observe was that the man on the roof, a man of roughly my age, spoke his last 

words to me, in a language improvised on the spot: floating down a nylon umbrella cover to tell me get the 

fuck out of the way and smashing an exclamation point into the cobblestones to say—now. 

An editor convinced me that kind of thing would be more appropriate in an essay. I think he was right. But I 

think I was right about making Loudmouth a novel. And when it was accepted by Three Rooms Press, I called 

my son, 25 years beyond second grade, to tell him I’d finally made good on a promise. 

__________________________________ 
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Robert Duncan’s debut novel, Loudmouth, is available now. 

LoudmouthmusicRobert Duncanrock n rollThree Rooms Press 

 

 

 

Share: 

 

 

Robert Duncan 

Robert Duncan is the former managing editor of Creem magazine, a contributor to Rolling Stone, Circus and 

Life, and author of The Noise: Notes from a Rock ‘n’ Roll Era, among other nonfiction books. He appears in 

the new documentary, Creem: America’s Only Rock ‘n’ Roll Magazine, and served as the film's story 

consultant. 

 

https://lithub.com/on-the-event-that-brought-me-back-to-writing-after-30-years/ 
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Sending Love 

by Adrienne Rich 
Issue no. 135 (Summer 1995) 

Voice 

from the grain 

of the forest bought 

and condemned 

sketched bond 

in the rockmass 

the earthquake sought 

and threw 

                                • 

Sending love: Molly sends it 

Ivan sends it, Kaori 

sends it to Brian, Irina sends it 

on pale green aerograms Abena sends it 

to Charlie and to Joséphine 

Anuro sends it, Naomi sends it 

Lourdes sends it to Naoual 

Walter sends it to Arlene 

Habib sends it, Vashti 

floats it to Eqbal in a paper plane 

Bored in the meeting, on a postcard 

Y oel scribbles it to Gerhard 

Reza on his e-mail 

finds it waiting from Patricia 

Mario and Elsie 

send it to Francísco 

Karolina sends it monthly 

home with a money order 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=ca61dee2d8&e=d538c8f2e0
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June seals it with a kiss to Dahlia 

Mai sends it, Montserrat 

scrawls it to Faíz on a memo 

Lenny wires it with roses 

to Lew who takes it on his 

whispery breath, Julia sends it 

loud and clear, Dagmar brailles it 

to Maureen, María Christina 

sends it, Meena and Moshe send it 

Patrick and Max are always 

sending it back and fonh 

and even Shirley, even George 

are found late after closing 

sending it, sending it 

                                • 

Sending love is harmless 

doesn't bind you    can't make you sick 

sending love's expected 

precipitous and wary 

sending love can be carefree 

Joaquin knew it, Eira knows it 

sending love without heart 

—well, people do that daily 

                                • 

Terrence years ago 

closed the window, silent 

Grace who always laughed is leaning 

her cheek against bulletproof glass 
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her tears enlarged 

like scars on a planet 

Vivian hangs her raincoat 

on a hook, turns to the classroom 

her love entirely 

there, supreme 

Victor fixes his lens 

on disappearing faces 

—caught now or who will ever 

see them again? 

 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=ca61dee2d8&e=d538c8f2e0 
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Turbulent era sparked leap in human behavior, adaptability 320,000 years ago 

Smithsonian 

Summary: 

The first analysis of a sedimentary drill core representing 1 million years of environmental history in 

the East African Rift Valley shows that at the same time early humans were abandoning old tools in 

favor of more sophisticated technology and broadening their trade, their landscape was experiencing 

frequent fluctuations in vegetation and water supply that made resources less reliably available. The 

findings suggest that instability in their landscape was a key driver of human adaptability. 

Share: 

     

FULL STORY 

 

 

Rift Valley (stock image). 

Credit: © Tomasz / stock.adobe.com 
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For hundreds of thousands of years, early humans in the East African Rift Valley could expect certain things 

of their environment. Freshwater lakes in the region ensured a reliable source of water, and large grazing 

herbivores roamed the grasslands. Then, around 400,000 years ago, things changed. The environment became 

less predictable, and human ancestors faced new sources of instability and uncertainty that challenged their 

previous long-standing way of life. 

The first analysis of a new sedimentary drill core representing 1 million years of environmental history in the 

East African Rift Valley shows that at the same time early humans were abandoning old tools in favor of 

more sophisticated technology and broadening their trade networks, their landscape was experiencing 

frequent fluctuations in vegetation and water supply that made resources less reliably available. The findings 

suggest that instability in their surrounding climate, land and ecosystem was a key driver in the development 

of new traits and behaviors underpinning human adaptability. 

In the Oct. 21 issue of the journal Science Advances, an interdisciplinary team of scientists led by Richard 

Potts, director of the Human Origins Program at the Smithsonian's National Museum of Natural History, 

describes the prolonged period of instability across the landscape in this part of Africa (now Kenya) that 

occurred at the same time humans in the region were undergoing a major behavioral and cultural shift in their 

evolution. 

Potts and colleagues documented this behavioral and cultural shift in 2018 based on artifacts recovered at an 

archaeological site known as Olorgesailie. Decades of study at Olorgesailie by Potts' team and collaborators at 

the National Museums of Kenya have determined that early humans at Olorgesailie relied on the same tools, 

stone handaxes, for 700,000 years. Their way of life during this period was remarkably stable, with no major 

changes in their behaviors and strategies for survival. Then, beginning around 320,000 years ago, people 

living there entered the Middle Stone Age, crafting smaller, more sophisticated weapons, including 

projectiles. At the same time, they began to trade resources with distant groups and to use coloring materials, 

suggesting symbolic communication. All these changes were a significant departure from their previous 

lifestyle, likely helping early humans cope with their newly variable landscape, Potts said. 

"The history of human evolution has been one of increasing adaptability," Potts said. "We come from a family 

tree that's diverse, but all of those other ways of being human are now extinct. There's only one of us left, and 

we may well be the most adaptable species that may have ever existed on the face of the Earth." 

While some scientists have proposed that climate fluctuations alone may have driven humans to evolve this 

remarkable quality of adaptability, the new study indicates the picture is more complicated than that. Instead, 

the team's analysis shows that climate variability is but one of several intertwined environmental factors that 

drove the cultural shift they described in 2018. The new analysis reveals how a changing climate along with 

new land faults introduced by tectonic activity and ecological disruptions in the vegetation and fauna all came 

together to drive disruptions that made technological innovation, trading resources and symbolic 

communication¬ -- three key factors in adaptability -- beneficial for early humans in this region. 

In seeking to understand the major evolutionary transition they had uncovered at Olorgesailie, Potts and his 

team had been frustrated by a large gap in the region's environmental record. Erosion at Olorgesailie, a hilly 

area full of sedimentary outcrops, had removed the geologic layers representing some 180,000 years of time 

at exactly the period of this evolutionary transition. To learn about how the region changed during that period, 

they had to look elsewhere. 
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They arranged to have a Nairobi company drill in the nearby Koora basin, extracting sediment from as deep 

into the earth as they could. The drill site, about 15 miles from the archaeological dig sites, was a flat, grassy 

plain, and the team had no clear idea what was beneath its surface. With the involvement and support from the 

National Museums of Kenya and the local Oldonyo Nyokie community, a 139-meter core was removed from 

the earth. That cylinder of earth, just four centimeters in diameter, turned out to represent 1 million years of 

environmental history. 

Colleagues in the National Museum of Natural History's Human Origins Program and Department of 

Paleobiology and dozens of collaborators at institutions worldwide worked to analyze the environmental 

record they had obtained, which is now the most precisely dated African environmental record of the past 1 

million years. Charting radioisotope ages and changes in chemical composition and deposits left by plants and 

microscopic organisms through the different layers of the core, the team reconstructed key features of the 

ancient landscape and climate across time. 

They found that after a long period of stability, the environment in this part of Africa became more variable 

around 400,000 years ago, when tectonic activity fragmented the landscape. By integrating information from 

the drill core with knowledge gleaned from fossils and archeological artifacts, they determined that the entire 

ecosystem evolved in response. 

The team's analysis suggests that as parts of the grassy plains in the region were fragmented along fault lines 

due to tectonic activity, small basins formed. These areas were more sensitive to changes in rainfall than the 

larger lake basins that had been there before. Elevated terrain also allowed water runoff from high ground to 

contribute to the formation and drying out of lakes. These changes occurred during a period when 

precipitation had become more variable, leading to frequent and dramatic fluctuations in water supply. 

With the fluctuations, a broader set of ecological changes also took place. The team found that vegetation in 

the region also changed repeatedly, shifting between grassy plains and wooded areas. Meanwhile, large 

grazing herbivores, which no longer had large tracts of grass to feed on, began to die out and were replaced by 

smaller mammals with more diverse diets. 

"There was a massive change in the animal fauna during the time period when we see early human behavior 

changing," Potts said. "The animals also influenced the landscape through the kinds of plants that they ate. 

Then with humans in the mix, and some of their innovations like projectile weapons, they also may have 

affected the fauna. It's a whole ecosystem changing, with humans as part of it." 

Finally, Potts notes that while adaptability is a hallmark of human evolution, that does not mean the species is 

necessarily equipped to endure the unprecedented change Earth is now experiencing due to man-made climate 

change and Anthropogenic biodiversity loss. "We have an astonishing capacity to adapt, biologically in our 

genes as well as culturally and socially," he said. "The question is, are we now creating through our own 

activities new sources of environmental disruption that will continue to challenge human adaptability?" 

Funding for this research was provided by the William H. Donner Foundation and the Peter Buck Fund for the 

National Museum of Natural History's Human Origins Program. 
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Story Source: 

Materials provided by Smithsonian. Note: Content may be edited for style and length. 
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The Love of Life in the Face of Death: Keith Haring on Self-Doubt, the Fragility of Being, and 

Creativity as the Antidote to Our Mortal Anxiety 

“It is very important to be in love with life… Life is very fragile and always elusive. As soon as we think we 

‘understand,’ there is another mystery. I don’t understand anything. That is, I think, the key to understand 

everything.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

“Life loves the liver of it,” Maya Angelou observed as she contemplated the meaning of life in 1977, 

exhorting: “You must live and life will be good to you.” 

That spring, the teenage Keith Haring (May 4, 1958–February 16, 1990) — who would grow up to 

revolutionize not only art and activism, but the spirit of a generation and the soul of a city — grappled with 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/05/29/maya-angelou-on-identity-and-the-meaning-of-life
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0143105973/braipick-20
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the meaning of his own life and what it really means to live it on the pages of his diary, posthumously 

published as the quiet, symphonic wonder Keith Haring Journals (public library). 

Art by Josh Cochran 

from Drawing on Walls: A Story of Keith Haring by Matthew Burgess 

Five days before his nineteenth birthday and shortly before he left Pittsburgh, where he was attending art 

school, for a netless leap of faith toward New York City, he confronts the difficulty of knowing what we 

really want and writes: 

This is a blue moment… it’s blue because I’m confused, again; or should I say “still”? I don’t know what I 

want or how to get it. I act like I know what I want, and I appear to be going after it — fast, but I don’t, when 

it comes down to it, even know. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0143105973/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/journals/oclc/1113451330&referer=brief_results
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In a passage of extraordinary precocity, he echoes the young Van Gogh’s reflection on fear, taking risks, and 

how inspired mistakes propel us forward, and considers how the trap of self-comparison is keeping him from 

developing his own artistic and human potential: 

I guess it’s because I’m afraid. Afraid I’m wrong. And I guess I’m afraid I’m wrong, because I constantly 

relate myself to other people, other experiences, other ideas. I should be looking at both in perspective, not 

comparing. I relate my life to an idea or an example that is some entirely different life. I should be relating it 

to my life only in the sense that each has good and bad facets. Each is separate. The only way the other 

attained enough merit, making it worthy of my admiration, or long to copy it is by taking chances, taking it in 

its own way. It has grown with different situations and has discovered different heights of happiness and 

equal sorrows. If I always seek to pattern my life after another, mine is being wasted re-doing things for my 

own empty acceptance. But, if I live my life my way and only let the other [artists] influence me as a 

reference, a starting point, I can build an even higher awareness instead of staying dormant… I only wish that 

I could have more confidence and try to forget all my silly preconceptions, misconceptions, and just live. Just 

live. Just. Live. Just live till I die. 

Art by Josh Cochran from Drawing on Walls: A Story of Keith Haring by Matthew Burgess 

 

And then — in a testament to my resolute conviction, along with Blake, that all great natures are lovers of 

trees — he adds: 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/11/02/van-gogh-fear-risk/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/11/02/van-gogh-fear-risk/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/05/16/annenberg-commencement/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/06/26/drawing-on-walls-keith-haring/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/07/14/william-blake-john-trusler-letter/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/06/26/drawing-on-walls-keith-haring/
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I found a tree in this park that I’m gonna come back to, someday. It stretches sideways out over the St. Croix 

river and I can sit on it and balance lying on it perfectly. 

 

“Perspective” by Maria Popova 
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Within a decade, Haring’s resolve to “just live” until he dies collided with the sudden proximity of a highly 

probable death — the spacious until contracted into a span uncertain but almost certainly short as the AIDS 

epidemic began slaying his generation. A century after the uncommonly perceptive and poetic diarist Alice 

James — William and Henry James’s brilliant and sidelined sister — wrote upon receiving a terminal 

diagnosis that the remaining stretch of life before her is “the most supremely interesting moment in life, the 

only one in fact when living seems life,” Haring, having taken a long break from his own diary, returns to the 

mirror of the blank page and faces the powerful, paradoxical way in which the proximity of death charges 

living with life: 

I keep thinking that the main reason I am writing is fear of death. I think I finally realize the importance of 

being alive. When I was watching the 4th of July fireworks the other night and saw my friend Martin 

[Burgoyne], I saw death. He says he has been tested and cleared of having AIDS, but when I looked at him I 

saw death. Life is so fragile. 

In a sentiment evocative of neurologist Oliver Sacks’s memorable observation in his poetic and courageous 

exit from life that when people die, “they leave holes that cannot be filled, for it is the fate — the genetic and 

neural fate — of every human being to be a unique individual, to find his own path, to live his own life, to die 

his own death,” Haring adds: 

It is a very fine line between life and death. I realize I am walking this line. Living in New York City and also 

flying on airplanes so much, I face the possibility of death every day. And when I die there is nobody to take 

my place… That is true of a lot of people (or everyone) because everyone is an individual and everyone is 

important in that they cannot be replaced. 

But even as he shudders with the fragility of life, Haring continues to shimmer with the largehearted love of 

life that gives his art its timeless exuberance: 

Touching people’s lives in a positive way is as close as I can get to an idea of religion. 

Belief in one’s self is only a mirror of belief in other people and every person. 

He returns to the love of life that charged his days with meaning and his art with magnetism — a love both 

huge and humble, at the center of which is our eternal dance with mystery: 

I think it is very important to be in love with life. I have met people who are in their 70s and 80s who love life 

so much that, behind their aged bodies, the numbers disappear. Life is very fragile and always elusive. As 

soon as we think we “understand,” there is another mystery. I don’t understand anything. That is, I think, the 

key to understand everything. 

Again and again, Haring declares on the pages of his journal that he lives for work, for art — the purpose of 

which, of course, if there is any purpose to art, is to make other lives more livable. As the specter of AIDS 

hovers closer and closer to him, this creative vitality pulses more and more vigorously through him, 

reverberating with Albert Camus’s insistence that “there is no love of life without despair of life.” 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/08/07/diary-of-alice-james-death/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/08/07/diary-of-alice-james-death/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/08/30/oliver-sacks-gratitude-death/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/08/30/oliver-sacks-gratitude-death/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/11/30/albert-camus-travel-lyrical-critical-essays/
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In early 1988, weeks before his thirtieth birthday and shortly before he finally received the diagnosis perching 

on the event horizon of his daily life, Haring composes a seething cauldron of a journal entry, about to boil 

with the overwhelming totality of his love of life: 

I love paintings too much, love color too much, love seeing too much, love feeling too much, love art too 

much, love too much. 

By the following month, he has metabolized the terrifying too-muchness into a calm acceptance radiating 

even more love: 

I accept my fate, I accept my life. I accept my shortcomings, I accept the struggle. I accept my inability to 

understand. I accept what I will never become and what I will never have. I accept death and I accept life. 

After the sudden death of one of his closest friends in a crash — a friend so close that Haring was the 

godfather of his son — he copies one of his friend’s newly poignant poems about life and death into his 

journal, then writes beneath it: 

Creativity, biological or otherwise, is my only link with a relative mortality. 

But perhaps his most poignant and prophetic entry came a decade earlier — a short verse-like reflection 

nested in a sprawling meditation on art, life, kinship, and individuality, penned on Election Day: 

I am not a beginning. 

I am not an end. 

I am a link in a chain. 

Keith Haring died on February 16, 1990, barely into his thirties, leaving us his exuberant love of life encoded 

in mirthful lines and vibrant colors that have made millions of other lives — mine included — immensely 

more livable. 

Couple with Drawing on Walls — a wonderful picture-book biography of Haring inspired by his journals — 

then revisit a young neurosurgeon’s poignant meditation on the meaning of life as he faces his own death, an 

elderly comedian-philosopher on how to live fully while dying, and an astronomer-poet’s sublime “Antidotes 

to Fear of Death.” 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/09/11/keith-haring-journals/?mc_cid=fd5efe320a&mc_eid=d1c16ac662  

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/06/26/drawing-on-walls-keith-haring/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/06/26/drawing-on-walls-keith-haring/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/01/13/when-breath-becomes-paul-kalanithi/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/24/emily-levine-ted-reality/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/10/antidotes-to-fear-of-death-rebecca-elson/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/10/antidotes-to-fear-of-death-rebecca-elson/
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A Comic History of the United States 

by Livingston Hopkins 

Chapter I - A FEW STUBBORN FACTS NOT WHOLLY UNCONNECTED WITH THE DISCOVERY OF 

AMERICA 

A picture for the book A Comic History of the United States 

 

The sun was just sinking below the western horizon on the evening of September 11th, 1492, when a 

respectably dressed personage of sea-faring appearance might have been seen occupying an elevated position 

in the rigging of a Spanish ship, and gazing intently out over a vast expanse of salt water upon what at first 

sight appeared to be an apple dumpling of colossal proportions, but which upon more careful inspection 

subsequently turned out to be a NEW WORLD. 

 

We will not keep the reader longer in suspense; that sea-faring man was Christopher Columbus, and the 

object which attracted his attention was America! 

 

 

  

This adventurous person had sailed from the port of Palos, in Spain, on the 3d of August with the avowed 

purpose of “seeing the world;” and who, thinking he might as well see a new world while he was about it, 

sailed in the direction of America. 

 

For further particulars the reader is referred to the accompanying sketch, which, with startling fidelity, 

portrays the scene at the thrilling moment when a new continent bursts upon the bold navigator’s vision. Pray 

cast your eye aloft and behold the great Christopher discovering America as hard as ever he can. The flashing 

eye, 16the dilating nostril, the heaving bosom, the trembling limbs, the thrilling nerves, the heroic pose, all 

vigorously set forth in a style which speaks volumes—nay, whole libraries for our artist’s graphic power and 

knowledge of anatomy. We will next trouble the reader to let the eye wander off to the dim distance, where 

the new world looms majestically up, and stands out boldly against the setting sun, previously alluded to, 

which illuminates the scene with golden splendor, and bathes the new born continent in a flood of dazzling 

light. 
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If the patient reader will be good enough to examine this picture with a powerful microscope, he will 

discover, standing upon the utmost prominence of the new world, and in imminent danger of falling off, a 

citizen of the country who welcomes the 17stranger with uplifted tomahawk and a wild war-whoop. 

 

Lifting our eyes skyward we see the American eagle soaring forth to meet the great discoverer, with 

outstretched pinions, and bringing his whole family with him. We confess that we, for one, cannot gaze upon 

this scene without envying Mr. Columbus the luxury of his emotions and wishing we knew where there was a 

new world lying around loose that we might go right off and discover it. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/livingston-hopkins/book/a-comic-history-of-the-united-states/chapter-i-

a-few-stubborn-facts-not-wholly-unconnected-with-the-discovery-of-america 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/livingston-hopkins/book/a-comic-history-of-the-united-states/chapter-i-a-few-stubborn-facts-not-wholly-unconnected-with-the-discovery-of-america
https://americanliterature.com/author/livingston-hopkins/book/a-comic-history-of-the-united-states/chapter-i-a-few-stubborn-facts-not-wholly-unconnected-with-the-discovery-of-america


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                                   No. 541 november 2020 

 

65 

Smile, wave: Some exoplanets may be able to see us, too 

Cornell University 

Summary: 

Three decades after astronomer Carl Sagan suggested that Voyager 1 snap Earth's picture from 

billions of miles away -- resulting in the iconic Pale Blue Dot photograph - two astronomers now 

offer another unique cosmic perspective: Some exoplanets -- planets from beyond our own solar 

system - have a direct line of sight to observe Earth's biological qualities from far, far away. 

Share: 

     

FULL STORY 

 

 

Earth (stock image; elements furnished by NASA). 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                                   No. 541 november 2020 

 

66 

Credit: © Artsiom Petrushenka / stock.adobe.com 

Three decades after Cornell astronomer Carl Sagan suggested that Voyager 1 snap Earth's picture from 

billions of miles away -- resulting in the iconic Pale Blue Dot photograph -- two astronomers now offer 

another unique cosmic perspective: Some exoplanets -- planets from beyond our own solar system -- have a 

direct line of sight to observe Earth's biological qualities from far, far away. 

Lisa Kaltenegger, associate professor of astronomy at Cornell University and director of Cornell's Carl Sagan 

Institute; and Joshua Pepper, associate professor of physics at Lehigh University, have identified 1,004 main-

sequence stars (similar to our sun) that might contain Earth-like planets in their own habitable zones -- all 

within about 300 light-years of Earth -- and which should be able to detect Earth's chemical traces of life. 

The paper, "Which Stars Can See Earth as a Transiting Exoplanet?" was published in the Monthly Notices of 

the Royal Astronomical Society. 

"Let's reverse the viewpoint to that of other stars and ask from which vantage point other observers could find 

Earth as a transiting planet," Kaltenegger said. A transiting planet is one that passes through the observer's 

line of sight to another star, such as the sun, revealing clues as to the makeup of the planet's atmosphere. 

"If observers were out there searching, they would be able to see signs of a biosphere in the atmosphere of our 

Pale Blue Dot," she said, "And we can even see some of the brightest of these stars in our night sky without 

binoculars or telescopes." 

Transit observations are a crucial tool for Earth's astronomers to characterize inhabited extrasolar planets, 

Kaltenegger said, which astronomers will start to use with the launch of NASA's James Webb Space 

telescope next year. 

But which star systems could find us? Holding the key to this science is Earth's ecliptic -- the plane of Earth's 

orbit around the Sun. The ecliptic is where the exoplanets with a view of Earth would be located, as they will 

be the places able to see Earth crossing its own sun -- effectively providing observers a way to discover our 

planet's vibrant biosphere. 

Pepper and Kaltenegger created the list of the thousand closest stars using NASA's Transiting Exoplanet 

Survey Satellite (TESS) star catalog . 

"Only a very small fraction of exoplanets will just happen to be randomly aligned with our line of sight so we 

can see them transit." Pepper said. "But all of the thousand stars we identified in our paper in the solar 

neighborhood could see our Earth transit the sun, calling their attention." 

"If we found a planet with a vibrant biosphere, we would get curious about whether or not someone is there 

looking at us too," Kaltenegger said. 

"If we're looking for intelligent life in the universe, that could find us and might want to get in touch" she 

said, "we've just created the star map of where we should look first." 
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This work was funded by the Carl Sagan Institute and the Breakthrough Initiative. 

 

Story Source: 

Materials provided by Cornell University. Original written by Blaine Friedlander. Note: Content may be 

edited for style and length. 

 

https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2020/10/201021140931.htm 

  

https://news.cornell.edu/stories/2020/10/smile-wave-some-exoplanets-may-be-able-see-us-too
https://www.cornell.edu/
https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2020/10/201021140931.htm
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Classroom experiments show how the coronavirus can spread and who’s at greatest risk 

. Tom Werner via Getty Images 

When COVID-19 superspreaders are talking, where you sit in the room matters 
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It doesn’t take long for airborne coronavirus particles to make their way through a room. At first, only people 

sitting near an infected speaker are at high risk, but as the meeting or class goes on, the tiny aerosols can 

spread. 

That doesn’t mean everyone faces the same level of risk, however. 

As an engineer, I have been conducting experiments tracking how aerosols move, including those in the size 

range that can carry viruses. 

What I’ve found is important to understand as more people return to universities, offices and restaurants and 

more meetings move indoors as temperatures fall. It points to the highest-risk areas in rooms and why proper 

ventilation is crucial. 

As we saw this past week with President Donald Trump and others in Washington, the coronavirus can spread 

quickly in close quarters if precautions aren’t taken. University campuses have also been struggling with 

COVID-19. Cases among 18- to 22-year-olds more than doubled in the Midwest and Northeast after schools 

reopened in August. 

As the case numbers rise, the risk to anyone who spends time in those rooms rises as well. 

An experiment shows who’s at greatest risk 

Most current models describing the role of ventilation on the fate of airborne microbes in a room assume the 

air is well mixed, with the particle concentration uniform throughout. In a poorly ventilated room or small 

space, that is likely true. In those scenarios, the entire room is a high-risk region. 

However, in larger spaces, such as classrooms, good ventilation reduces risk, but likely not uniformly. My 

research shows that how high the level of risk gets depends a lot on ventilation. 

mailto:?subject=When%20COVID-19%20superspreaders%20are%20talking%2C%20where%20you%20sit%20in%20the%20room%20matters%20%E2%80%94%20The%20Conversation&body=Hi.%20I%20found%20an%20article%20that%20you%20might%20like%3A%20%22When%20COVID-19%20superspreaders%20are%20talking%2C%20where%20you%20sit%20in%20the%20room%20matters%22%20%E2%80%94%20https%3A%2F%2Ftheconversation.com%2Fwhen-covid-19-superspreaders-are-talking-where-you-sit-in-the-room-matters-145966
http://twitter.com/intent/tweet?text=When+COVID-19+superspreaders+are+talking%2C+where+you+sit+in+the+room+matters&url=https%3A%2F%2Ftheconversation.com%2Fwhen-covid-19-superspreaders-are-talking-where-you-sit-in-the-room-matters-145966%3Futm_source%3Dtwitter%26utm_medium%3Dbylinetwitterbutton&utm_campaign=none&via=ConversationUS
http://www.facebook.com/sharer.php?u=https%3A%2F%2Ftheconversation.com%2Fwhen-covid-19-superspreaders-are-talking-where-you-sit-in-the-room-matters-145966%3Futm_source%3Dfacebook%26utm_medium%3Dbylinefacebookbutton
http://www.linkedin.com/shareArticle?mini=true&source=The+Conversation&summary=It+doesn%E2%80%99t+take+long+for+airborne+coronavirus+particles+to+make+their+way+through+a+room.+At+first%2C+only+people+sitting+near+an+infected+speaker+are+at+high+risk%2C+but+as+the+meeting+or+class+goes+o...&title=When+COVID-19+superspreaders+are+talking%2C+where+you+sit+in+the+room+matters&url=https%3A%2F%2Ftheconversation.com%2Fwhen-covid-19-superspreaders-are-talking-where-you-sit-in-the-room-matters-145966%3Futm_source%3Dlinkedin%26utm_medium%3Dbylinelinkedinbutton
https://theconversation.com/when-covid-19-superspreaders-are-talking-where-you-sit-in-the-room-matters-145966?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Science%20Picks%20Newsletter%20%20October%207%202020%20-%201752316971&utm_content=Science%20Picks%20Newsletter%20%20October%207%202020%20-%201752316971+CID_dffcbf2c2e9b0beb1989bb092a183c1f&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=When%20COVID-19%20superspreaders%20are%20talking%20where%20you%20sit%20in%20the%20room%20matters
https://theconversation.com/aerosols-are-a-bigger-coronavirus-threat-than-who-guidelines-suggest-heres-what-you-need-to-know-142233
https://www.clarkson.edu/people/suresh-dhaniyala
https://dx.doi.org/10.3201/eid2609.201806
https://theconversation.com/how-to-use-ventilation-and-air-filtration-to-prevent-the-spread-of-coronavirus-indoors-143732
https://theconversation.com/how-to-use-ventilation-and-air-filtration-to-prevent-the-spread-of-coronavirus-indoors-143732
https://www.usatoday.com/story/news/politics/2020/10/02/how-did-trump-get-covid-and-who-has-he-infected/3590490001/
https://www.cdc.gov/mmwr/volumes/69/wr/mm6939e4.htm?s_cid=mm6939e4_w
https://www.nist.gov/services-resources/software/fatima
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To understand how the coronavirus can spread, we injected aerosol particles similar in size to those from 

humans into a room and then monitored them with sensors. We used a 30-foot by 26-foot university 

classroom designed to accommodate 30 students that had a ventilation system that met the recommended 

standards. 

When we released particles at the front of the classroom, they reached all the way to the back of the room 

within 10 to 15 minutes. However, because of active ventilation in the room, the concentrations at the back, 

about 20 feet from the source, were about one-tenth of the concentrations close to the source. 

That suggests that with appropriate ventilation, the highest risk for getting COVID-19 could be limited to a 

small number of people near the infected speaker. As the time spent indoors with an infected speaker 

increases, however, risk extends to the entire room, even if ventilation is good. 

CDC finally acknowledges the aerosol risk 

In the past, the transmission of respiratory diseases has focused on the role of larger particles that are 

generated when we sneeze and cough. These droplets fall quickly to the ground, and social distancing 

and mask wearing can largely prevent infection from them. 

The bigger concern now is the role of tiny particles known as aerosols that are generated when we 

talk, sing or even just breathe. These particles, often smaller than 5 micrometers, can escape from cloth face 

masks and linger in air for up to about 12 hours. The Centers for Disease Control and Prevention 

finally acknowledged that risk on Oct. 5 after Trump was hospitalized and several other people in or close to 

the administration tested positive for COVID-19. 

While these smaller particles, on average, carry less virus than larger particles that people emit when they 

cough or sneeze, the high infectivity of SARS-CoV-2 combined with the high viral load before symptoms 

appear makes these particles important for airborne disease transmission. 

How much ventilation is enough? 

To minimize COVID-19 transmission indoors, the CDC’s top recommendation is to eliminate the source of 

infection. Remote learning has effectively done this on many campuses. For face-to-face teaching, 

engineering measures such as ventilation, partition shields and filtration units can directly remove particles 

from the air. 

Of all the engineering controls, ventilation is probably the most effective tool to minimize infection spread. 

Understanding how ventilation lowers your risks of getting COVID-19 starts with air exchange rates. An air 

exchange of one per hour means that the air supplied to the room over one hour equals the volume of air in 

the room. Air exchange rate ranges from less than one for homes to around 15-25 for hospital operating 

rooms. 

https://www.ashrae.org/technical-resources/standards-and-guidelines
https://www.ashrae.org/technical-resources/standards-and-guidelines
https://theconversation.com/which-mask-works-best-we-filmed-people-coughing-and-sneezing-to-find-out-143173
https://theconversation.com/aerosols-are-a-bigger-coronavirus-threat-than-who-guidelines-suggest-heres-what-you-need-to-know-142233
https://doi.org/10.1111/ina.12751
https://www.cdc.gov/niosh/topics/aerosols/pdfs/Aerosol_101.pdf
https://www.cdc.gov/coronavirus/2019-ncov/prevent-getting-sick/how-covid-spreads.html
http://doi.org/10.1016/j.jinf.2020.06.067
https://www.cdc.gov/niosh/topics/hierarchy/default.html
https://www.epa.gov/indoor-air-quality-iaq/how-much-ventilation-do-i-need-my-home-improve-indoor-air-quality
https://www.cdc.gov/infectioncontrol/guidelines/environmental/appendix/air.html
https://www.cdc.gov/infectioncontrol/guidelines/environmental/appendix/air.html
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For classrooms, the current regulations of primary air flow correspond to an air exchange of about six per 

hour. That means that every 10 minutes, the amount of air brought into the room equals that of the volume of 

the room. 

How high the concentration gets depends in part on the number of people in the room, how much they emit 

and the air exchange rate. With social distancing reducing classroom populations by half and everyone 

wearing masks, the air in many indoor spaces is actually cleaner now than it was before the pandemic. 

Parts of the room to avoid 

It’s important to remember that not all parts of a room are at equal risk. 

The corners of the room will likely have a lower air exchange – so particles can linger there longer. 

[Research into coronavirus and other news from science Subscribe to The Conversation’s new science 

newsletter.] 

Being close to an air exit vent could mean that airborne particles from the rest of the room could wash over 

you. A study of ventilation airflow in a restaurant in China traced its role in several COVID-19 illnesses 

among the patrons there. 

About 95% of particles in the room will be removed by a properly functioning ventilation system in 30 

minutes, but an infected person in the room means those particles are also continuously emitted. The pace of 

particle removal can be accelerated by increasing the air exchange rate or adding other engineering controls 

such as filtration units. Opening windows will also often increase the effective air exchange rate. 

As schools, restaurants, malls and other communal spaces start accommodating more people indoors, 

understanding the risks and following the CDC’s recommendations can help minimize infection spread. 

 

 

https://theconversation.com/when-covid-19-superspreaders-are-talking-where-you-sit-in-the-room-matters-

145966?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Science%20Picks%20Newsletter%20%20October%207%2020

20%20-

%201752316971&utm_content=Science%20Picks%20Newsletter%20%20October%207%202020%20-

%201752316971+CID_dffcbf2c2e9b0beb1989bb092a183c1f&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_ter

m=When%20COVID-

19%20superspreaders%20are%20talking%20where%20you%20sit%20in%20the%20room%20matters 

  

https://theconversation.com/us/newsletters/science-editors-picks-71/?utm_source=TCUS&utm_medium=inline-link&utm_campaign=newsletter-text&utm_content=science-corona-research
https://theconversation.com/us/newsletters/science-editors-picks-71/?utm_source=TCUS&utm_medium=inline-link&utm_campaign=newsletter-text&utm_content=science-corona-research
https://dx.doi.org/10.3201/eid2607.200764
https://www.cdc.gov/infectioncontrol/guidelines/environmental/appendix/air.html
https://www.cdc.gov/infectioncontrol/guidelines/environmental/appendix/air.html
https://www.cdc.gov/coronavirus/2019-ncov/index.html
https://theconversation.com/when-covid-19-superspreaders-are-talking-where-you-sit-in-the-room-matters-145966?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Science%20Picks%20Newsletter%20%20October%207%202020%20-%201752316971&utm_content=Science%20Picks%20Newsletter%20%20October%207%202020%20-%201752316971+CID_dffcbf2c2e9b0beb1989bb092a183c1f&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=When%20COVID-19%20superspreaders%20are%20talking%20where%20you%20sit%20in%20the%20room%20matters
https://theconversation.com/when-covid-19-superspreaders-are-talking-where-you-sit-in-the-room-matters-145966?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Science%20Picks%20Newsletter%20%20October%207%202020%20-%201752316971&utm_content=Science%20Picks%20Newsletter%20%20October%207%202020%20-%201752316971+CID_dffcbf2c2e9b0beb1989bb092a183c1f&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=When%20COVID-19%20superspreaders%20are%20talking%20where%20you%20sit%20in%20the%20room%20matters
https://theconversation.com/when-covid-19-superspreaders-are-talking-where-you-sit-in-the-room-matters-145966?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Science%20Picks%20Newsletter%20%20October%207%202020%20-%201752316971&utm_content=Science%20Picks%20Newsletter%20%20October%207%202020%20-%201752316971+CID_dffcbf2c2e9b0beb1989bb092a183c1f&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=When%20COVID-19%20superspreaders%20are%20talking%20where%20you%20sit%20in%20the%20room%20matters
https://theconversation.com/when-covid-19-superspreaders-are-talking-where-you-sit-in-the-room-matters-145966?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Science%20Picks%20Newsletter%20%20October%207%202020%20-%201752316971&utm_content=Science%20Picks%20Newsletter%20%20October%207%202020%20-%201752316971+CID_dffcbf2c2e9b0beb1989bb092a183c1f&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=When%20COVID-19%20superspreaders%20are%20talking%20where%20you%20sit%20in%20the%20room%20matters
https://theconversation.com/when-covid-19-superspreaders-are-talking-where-you-sit-in-the-room-matters-145966?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Science%20Picks%20Newsletter%20%20October%207%202020%20-%201752316971&utm_content=Science%20Picks%20Newsletter%20%20October%207%202020%20-%201752316971+CID_dffcbf2c2e9b0beb1989bb092a183c1f&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=When%20COVID-19%20superspreaders%20are%20talking%20where%20you%20sit%20in%20the%20room%20matters
https://theconversation.com/when-covid-19-superspreaders-are-talking-where-you-sit-in-the-room-matters-145966?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Science%20Picks%20Newsletter%20%20October%207%202020%20-%201752316971&utm_content=Science%20Picks%20Newsletter%20%20October%207%202020%20-%201752316971+CID_dffcbf2c2e9b0beb1989bb092a183c1f&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=When%20COVID-19%20superspreaders%20are%20talking%20where%20you%20sit%20in%20the%20room%20matters
https://theconversation.com/when-covid-19-superspreaders-are-talking-where-you-sit-in-the-room-matters-145966?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Science%20Picks%20Newsletter%20%20October%207%202020%20-%201752316971&utm_content=Science%20Picks%20Newsletter%20%20October%207%202020%20-%201752316971+CID_dffcbf2c2e9b0beb1989bb092a183c1f&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=When%20COVID-19%20superspreaders%20are%20talking%20where%20you%20sit%20in%20the%20room%20matters


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                                   No. 541 november 2020 

 

72 

 

Protests, Poverty, Politics and Civil War: On Life Before the Beirut Explosion 

From the Graphic Novel Waiting for Normal 

VIA DELACORTE REVIEW 

By Tamara Saade and Eléonore "Léo" Hamelin 

 

October 23, 2020 

The following was commissioned by The Delacorte Review. 

August 4, 2020 

A bottle of water in my backpack, a cap on my head, and running shoes on, I set off to run some errands on 

this boiling August Tuesday in Beirut. Lebanon is now under a third lockdown this year. But a special 

lockdown: from Friday to Monday, the country is shut down, but on Tuesday and Wednesday businesses can 

operate normally. 

https://delacortereview.org/2020/10/21/waiting-for-normal/
https://lithub.com/author/tamaraeleonore/
https://delacortereview.org/2020/10/21/waiting-for-normal/
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On my to-do-list of this almost normal day, are all the chores I haven’t had a chance to do since I moved back 

from New York City two weeks ago. Getting some clothes altered by the seamstress, visiting the family, and 

getting a birthday gift to a friend. As I walk around the city, I daydream about how Beirut would feel like as 

another city. I could walk to a bus stop, or even bike around, I wouldn’t have to be stuck in traffic for an 

absurd amount of time to travel a ridiculously short distance. Maybe during this summer day I could sit on a 

park bench, enjoying the sight of all the children running around on the grass. And later in the week I would 

head out of Beirut, to one of our many public beaches that are rigorously cleaned by the government. Sounds 

normal, easy even. 

VIDEO FROM LIT HUB: 

Arundhati Roy: "We Need a Reckoning" 

 

Arundhati Roy: "We Need a Reckoning" 

00:00 

/ 

05:40 

00:00 

Loading Ad  

Next Video 

https://lithub.com/watch-a-call-for-action-from-arundhati-roy-we-need-a-reckoning/
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Black Stories Matter: Terrion Williamson on Narrative During the Goerge Floyd Protests 

26:59 

× 

Next Video 

Black Stories Matter: Terrion Williamson on Narrative During the Goerge Floyd Protests 

Cancel 

Autoplay is paused 

A loud honk interrupts my day dream and I find myself back in a Beirut where cars park on sidewalks and 

pedestrians walk in the middle of the highway. 

I complete my errands and arrive back home, exhausted from my morning walking. I’m supposed to meet a 

friend at 5:30 in Mar Mikhael, one of Beirut’s hippest neighborhoods where bars, restaurants and art galleries 

overlap. But at the last minute, he cancels to help out a friend. Maybe I’ll head to the gym then, before 

heading out to dinner. 

I settle down to work at my desk. I have stories to write, and research to conduct. I think there are some 

peaches in the fridge so I get up and grab one. Today is the first day since I arrived back in Beirut where I’ve 

led somewhat of a routine. As I get up to grab something from the bookshelf I look at the peach on my desk. 

It starts moving. 

Newly announced economic restrictions and a series of wildfires poorly managed by the government had 

pushed the country to the edge. 

Now my desk is shaking. Is it an earthquake? It’s the first time I’ve felt an earthquake that strong in Lebanon. 

I hear a loud noise. Is my building collapsing? No, it sounds like a loud explosion or something falling. I look 

at the window to my right and I see some black residue, huge particles of dust floating in a heavy gray cloud. 

What on earth is that? 

And then the blast. The sound of glass shattered mixes with my mother’s screams. Did I scream too? My ear-

drum feels like it’s exploded. A blinding flash appears before my eyes. A trick from my brain maybe? For a 

second, not even, for a millisecond, I think this is what movies describe as seeing your life flash before your 

eyes. 

  

Tuesday October 22, 2019 
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My right wrist hurts. I know it’s because I’ve spent too much time on my phone the past week. 

For the past four days Lebanon has witnessed an uprising unlike any in memory. Newly announced economic 

restrictions and a series of wildfires poorly managed by the government had pushed the country to the edge. 

Then the government tried to impose even more taxes, including on messaging services such as Whatsapp. 

This was too much. That night, the thawra, revolution in Arabic, was born. 

I just learned that a protester died in Beirut. He is the second martyr of the thawra. I’ve spent the day on my 

phone. I am fuming at my government, angry that I’m so far away and cannot express my rage. I am angry 

that I have to go to work, take the bus, and be a civilized flat mate when all I want to do is scream at the top of 

my lungs that I am furious and fed up with the way this government has been treating my country for years. 

I am envious of my friends who are on the streets.. I want to be there, to bang on pans, to dance in the streets I 

have worked so long and hard on making mine. I gave a lot of myself to adopt this city. And now that she 

awakens, I’m not there to celebrate it. I’m jealous of all the journalists covering the protests, the 

photographers immortalizing the protagonists of this movement, and the videographers recording each fire set 

alight, because they are lucky, they are there. But they weren’t there when we were only a dozen protesters 

outside the parliament a few years ago. I was.  

  

Monday December 16  

When planes approach Beirut you can usually see the whole coast through the windows on the left hand side. 

People look out and their excitement grows. But on my flight back to Beirut on this grim December Monday, 

my flight was silent as the coast appeared. Some people had their phones out. Others just looked out quietly. 

My heart tightened when I saw this oh so familiar sight. After months of looking at it through my screen, 

there it was. Lebanon. In all its splendor and misery. Birds migrate south during the cold months the same 

way Lebanese expatriates return to the motherland for the end of year holidays. A rite of passage for 

generations who have left Lebanon. But this year, the ritual was bittersweet. As of December, Lebanon is now 

the third most indebted country in the world, nearly a quarter of its population lives below the poverty line, 

and its national currency has so far lost twenty-five percent of its value. 

In the tiny elevator on the way out, my mom confessed, “It breaks my heart to do this.” 

It was not a warm welcome home. Nonetheless, my mother was at the arrivals gate to welcome me with arms 

wide open. On the ride home, I tried to catch glimpses, remnants of the protests, or some sign of revolution 

going on somewhere. It would have to wait. 

On this winter day, Beirut seemed normal. 
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Thursday December 19  

My mother asked me to go with her to the serraf, the money changer. The Lebanese Pound was fixed at 1500 

to the US dollar in 1997, when both currencies became interchangeable. That was, until 2019. For the past 

few years, economists have warned of a collapse of the Lebanese Pound; the thawra was a result of this 
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collapse and precipitated the inflation. 

 

Banks applied draconian measures on its clients in the absence of an official response to stabilize the Pound. 

They limited and restricted the transfers outside the country, and imposed limits on clients’ weekly dollar 

withdrawals. Once the dollars were safely out of the accounts, many would exchange them for Lebanese 

Pounds. 

We entered the money changer’s small cubicle whose blue walls and flickering fluorescent lights triggered 

my anxiety. The serraf’’s phone rang: “Today, it’s 2,050 Lebanese lira. What will it be tomorrow I don’t 
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know,” he replied, sighting. With a nod of the head, he called my mom and me up to the counter. Buried 

under wads of money, he pulled out a calculator, a pen, and finally a notebook, angrily flipping through its 

pages to note down his transactions of the day. Needless to say, he was on edge. 

In the tiny elevator on the way out, my mom confessed, “It breaks my heart to do this.” 

My mom was in her early twenties when the civil war began.. Her generation had seen the exchange rate 

fluctuate, and finally stabilize. Did they think they had reached a point of stability? Did they ever expect that 

thirty years after what was believed to be the end of the civil war they would be miserable again? With a 

growing number of Lebanese citizens living in poverty basic necessities such as food and diapers became 

inaccessible. 

 

At 6 PM that same day, the president, Michel Aoun, appointed a new prime minister, Hassan Diab, and 

charged him with forming a new government. Some believed that by appointing a new prime minister the 

president was trying to calm down and clear away protesters. But the people remained furious. By this point, 

they had been on the streets for two months. 

I was supposed to head over to the airport with my mother to pick up my brother, who was also coming back 

for the winter holidays. “Go ahead,” I told her. “I’m going to the protests.” I didn’t know what to expect. I 

was excited, of course, I had been waiting to get to the streets since that first night of October 17 when I 

would watch videos of the protests on loop. 

A small gathering of around a hundred people met in downtown Beirut, where the protests usually took place, 

nothing compared to the millions of two months ago, but my first protest nonetheless.  

Fatigue was starting to show, as fewer people were on the streets, and you could feel the fragmentation 

amongst the protesters. Some wanted to give Hassan Diab a chance, while others were not prepared to 

compromise on their demands: They first wanted the dissolution of the corrupt government and the formation 

of a new technocratic one. Five people blocked the street in front of the entrance to the parliament building. A 

few minutes later, another group joined them. Some chanted, others beat on pans, and a few held hastily 

written banners. 

Months of anticipation, of reading and scrolling and wanting so much to be back and on the streets with 

everyone. But change takes time, and does not happen linearly. So it was that when I finally joined 

the thawra, everybody else was exhausted. 

  

Saturday December 21  

A Saturday night at home in Beirut and one of my brother’s friends was talking about the company he works 

for, and how they let go many employees. Another friend jumped in to say that salaries were cut at his 

company to make sure no one got laid off.. 
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Lebanon had almost reached rock bottom, we thought. But something new has emerged: a movement. We 

now felt responsible for each other. Whoever could lend a hand, spare time volunteering, or provide a meal to 

those in need, would bend over backwards to help out. A warm but scary feeling. 

 

The fire I had been waiting for so long has finally started. But it had not waited for me. 
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Lebanon has always been known for its hospitality, its people’s warmth. Foreigners would leave the country 

talking about how they were offered food and coffee each time they walked into someone’s house, which is 

undeniably true. But never had Lebanese been so keen on being out on the streets. Not only to fight and 

protest, but also to help in a makeshift kitchen open and free to all, to receive and distribute donations across 

the country, and to clean the streets at dawn from the trash protesters left behind at night. 

If I were to oversimplify it, the revolution was against the government, the banks, and the corrupt elite. 

Lebanese needed to hate the same enemy to come together and forget their differences. NGOs and grassroot 

civil movements flourished from this movement. The regime hasn’t been overthrown yet; poverty and hunger 

are far from being eradicated. But a spark was ignited, a small fire had been lit. 

The fire I had been waiting for so long has finally started. But it had not waited for me.  

 

Sunday December 22 

Today was my first time at a real protest. Or so I thought. 

As I started exploring the main square where the protesters gathered, I saw the various landmarks that I had 

seen over the past few months through my social media feeds: the man selling corn from his cart; the wooden 

fist that was burned down and rebuilt as a sign of resilience; the people banging on metal fences. It almost 

looked like a tourist attraction. 

I felt confused, numb. I was walking aimlessly, with my huge camera flash, like an elephant in a porcelain 

shop, uncomfortable, trying to find my place in this play where all the roles had already been assigned. 

For years I had waited, waited, and waited to see Beirut like this. When everyone else was leaving, I stayed 

and fought in the hopes of seeing this country stand up for itself. Eventually, I thought I would give the rest of 

the world a chance. Eventually, I left, too. 

But the guilt of leaving followed me to the streets of New York, to my various apartments across Brooklyn, to 

the houses I called home. Lebanon crawled back to me, through my phone, the news, my dreams and 

nightmares. I felt that I failed in my mission of making this country better. Then came the thawra and I was 

left to watch from a great distance all those people and flags, those candles and burning tires, the teargas and 

tears. 

Yet now here I was, back in Lebanon. Or what remained of it. I was finally standing here, where my heart had 

been for months. But my heart did not feel at home. 

The thawra had not waited for me, as I hoped it would. The thawra had a life of its own, a life to which I 

would have to learn to adapt. 
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Tuesday December 24 

Walking around downtown where the demonstrations took place, I noticed that protesters camping out in tents 

were worried. A storm was supposed to hit Lebanon that night, and some tents had already been destroyed by 

the wind. 

As I walked towards the tents, I saw a man sunbathing on an office chair outside his tent. “Can I take a picture 

of you?” I asked. 

“Sure,” he said, “go ahead.” 

Next thing I knew I was sitting on the fake grass next to him, asking about his opinion on the thawra and what 

not. 

“I don’t have any hope left in it,” said Mohammad, who was 29. “The people are tired. They’re not standing 

together anymore.” 

Akkar has been particularly affected by the economic crisis, with sixty percent of its population living in 

poverty. 

A little boy emerged from the tent behind him, holding a yellow coffee cup. “I still have hope in the thawra!” 

said the boy whose name was Hammoudi. He and his family were from Akkar, the Northern-most region of 

Lebanon. Hammoudi used to go to school before the start of the thawra, but since it began he has been 

camping downtown with his family. Two little girls with matching pink long sleeve shirts and long copper 

hair arrived, screaming and squealing. They were Hammoudi’s younger sisters, Suzi and Salma. Suzi, the 

eldest sister, roller bladed her way toward us, while Salma hurried behind with a bag of chips in her hands. 

Salma started feeding me chips. “Take some,” she insisted. “They’re really good!” Here I was on a windy 

Christmas day, sharing chips with this eight year old girl who had been sleeping in a tent for months. 

Akkar is about three hours from Beirut, and shares a border with Syria. Along with Tripoli, the capital of the 

North Governorate—which was also dubbed the bride of the thawra for its peoples’ fury and involvement in 

the protests—Akkar has been particularly affected by the economic crisis, with sixty percent of its population 

living in poverty. 

“I have faith in the thawra too,” Salma explained. “I’m going to stand for my country, alongside my brothers 

and sisters.” 

Mohammad, Hammoudi, Salma, Sussi and I walked around downtown. Mohammad gave me a tour of the 

area. “Over here are the tents from this region of Lebanon, and over there, the hotspot of the protests, where 

everything happened the first two weeks.” 

Beirut has always been a city of contradiction, but since the start of the thawra, they grew wider. Tonight, I 

dressed up in a nice sparkly suit for Christmas Eve dinner with my family. This was the first year my uncle 

didn’t put up a Christmas tree. Fairy lights and copper Christmas balls didn’t fit the mood. The dinner went 
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smoothly, until the topic of politics and banks came up. Everyone shared their opinion—rather loudly—over 

turkey, wine, and a yule log. 

A Christmas like no other. 

 

Thursday December 26 
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I joined a protest in front of the Lebanese Central Bank. A rather thin one. Two months ago, hundreds of 

protesters gathered calling for an investigation of politicians’ bank accounts. Today around fifty people were 

there. 

Before October, the only other other protest comparable was in 2005, after the assasination of then-prime 

minister Rafik Hariri, when people revolted against the heavy political Syrian presence. For fifteen years 

some rallies had taken place, but nothing on this scale. I attended a few, hoping they would grow into 

something bigger, into the thawra. But they all eventually died out. 

This time, it was different. In October, some came by foot, others by bus. Some camped and spent the night. 

Public spaces that were once haunted and deserted now hosted shows and talks. The protests started 

peacefully, with smiles that accompanied the anger and with chants of rage. Sure, there were burning tires, 

shattered storefronts, and blasphemies graffitied up on the walls, but aren’t these part of a revolution? 

Eventually, the government pulled out teargas and water cannons. Protesters answered with rocks. 

Today, a flag or two were raised, and some slogans chanted, but the crowd eventually dispersed. 

  

Friday, December 27 and Saturday, December 28  

Nightlife has always been important for Beirut. We may not have electricity 24 hours a day, running water, 

and garbage is scattered on the streets. But we have some of the best clubs in the world. 

I went out to three different clubs, all of them packed. Hours stuck in the queues, and the clubs, although full, 

still welcomed people in. No one could move, let alone dance together. The intoxicating smell of cigarettes, 

the drinks spilled on the beautiful sequin dresses some girls twirled in, and the loud beat of the bass made this 

chaotic time in Lebanon feel almost normal. Another weekend in Beirut, the nightlife capital of the Middle 

East. 

Clubbing became a therapy for Lebanon toward the end of the civil war. Today Lebanese went clubbing to 

escape reality, forget about the banks, and live something of a normal life. But what is normal in this country 

anymore? Has anything ever been normal? 

Economic and sectarian segregation grew wider while the nightlife flourished. The youth kept leaving the 

country as opportunities grew scarcer, but more night clubs kept mushrooming across the city. International 

artists would praise Beirut for its diversity and historical richness, while its own population felt uncomfortable 

with its own history. Was there ever a norm in Lebanon? Or have we grown used to our lack of constant? Will 

we—or can we—have the strength to build a new constant? 

It felt refreshing to be out on the streets that night, natural, the way cities should be. 

Maybe Lebanon is more dynamic in the clubs than on the streets. 
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Tuesday December 31  

While some of my friends chose to spend New Year’s Eve in the mountains, I decided to spend it in the city 

alongside other protesters who celebrated. “All the expats want to go to the streets because you guys just got 

here,” said a friend who had joined the protests at the outset. “But we have been here for three months 

fighting, and tonight is the only break we get.” 

At 11:50, I was downtown with some friends ready to celebrate the New Year. I had never seen downtown so 

full of people, life, and lights. There were street performers, food and alcohol stands, and people dancing and 

laughing all around the square. It was the first time I had seen the square so lively. People demand public 

spaces. Parks. Places to go on Sunday and spend some family time, without paying an entrance fee. 

Less than thirteen percent of Beirut’s urban spaces are open to the public. Where do people spend the nine 

months when the sun shines bright? Out of 220 kilometers of Mediteranean seaside, only twenty percent 

remains accessible to the public; the remaining eighty percent are privately owned or inaccessible by foot. 

On this 31st of December 2019, I spent my first New Year’s Eve in a public space in Lebanon. Golden 

confetti was fired at midnight and music blasted. It felt refreshing to be out on the streets that night, natural, 

the way cities should be. There was nowhere else I wanted to be. 

Nowhere in the world, besides Beirut. 

____________________________________ 

 

From Waiting for Normal by Tamara Saade, text (follow her work on Instagram and Twitter) and Eléonore 

Hamelin, illustrations (follow her on Instagram and here and on the web). Excerpted with the permission 

of Delacorte Review. Copyright © 2020 by Tamara Saade and Eléonore Hamelin. 

https://delacortereview.org/2020/10/21/waiting-for-normal/
https://www.instagram.com/tamarasaade_/
https://twitter.com/tamara_saade_
http://www.instagram.com/doodle_reporter
http://www.instagram.com/leo___hamelin
http://www.leohamelin.com/
https://delacortereview.org/
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Tamara Saade and Eléonore "Léo" Hamelin 

Born and raised in Lebanon, Tamara Saade (text) is a multimedia journalist. Through photography, writing, 

videography, and social media coverage, she has been focusing on human rights reporting, especially in 

Lebanon and in the US. She is now based in Beirut, working as a freelance reporter and photographer for 

national and international outlets. Eléonore "Léo" Hamelin (illustrations) is a documentary filmmaker, 

journalist and illustrator based in New York. Most of her work tells personal and intimate stories in the voice 

of her main character—like her last documentary Quiet No More: The Struggle of Reverend Sharon Risher, 

published in the New Yorker and an official selection at DocNYC. Léo also teaches Video Journalism at the 

Columbia School of Journalism. She is French and grew up around the world. 

 

https://lithub.com/protests-poverty-politics-and-civil-war-on-life-before-the-beirut-explosion/  

https://lithub.com/author/tamaraeleonore/
https://lithub.com/author/tamaraeleonore/
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Italy 

by Major Jackson 

Issue no. 212 (Spring 2015) 

for Derek Walcott 

i 

Cobbled streets have the burnished look of stone skulls 

sinking like a necropolis of Ugolinos from centuries  

of bewildered tourists stumped in the Eternal City, mulling 

over which way to turn. Every ruin begets a selfie  

like a Hollywood set directed to life then ditched 

with each phone’s shutter click. Past the bronzed 

facade of the Colosseum, ominous as a chipped gold tooth,  

other crowds follow like apostles the voice of a guide, yawning 

and carrying her flag aloft like a cross. Even here I look for  

a history of myself. In the Musei Vaticani, I zoom close  

to Art’s record: frescoes, sculptures, altarpieces, and war  

with pilgrims for the best shot, studying the prose 

of a guidebook to explain Exekias’s amphora,  

the slave boy delivering clothes to a nude Pollux, 

or why every Christ child craves the adoration of a  

black Magus: shades frozen in a single hole.  

The crumbling stone beneath our feet speaks to us;  

even Rome’s dust possesses something of human  

grandeur, the elegance of decay. I envy the triumph 

that certain paintings give back my face, but Romanus 

Pontifex almost sealed my fate. Still, I’ve more hills to climb.  

From every gift shop Papa waves at his blessed lambs. 

ii 

One evening someone will dream of Tuscany and see us 

walking along a narrow country road past Relais 

San Bruno, plum littered, beside the north-facing slopes  

of vines like formations of green soldiers on their way 

to nowhere, a stray dog trotting ahead like Hecuba 

who halts and impatiently looks back, checking  

our progress to San Biagio. If dreams are rumors, 

we are sliding into the light of prayer, practicing 

soliloquies of silence in our first year of marriage, 

our astonishment punctuated by those cypresses 

whose exclamations put a point to blessings. Offstage, 

if that sleeper should change pose, and half undress 

herself of sheets, let her shift not break cataclysmic 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=6aa33c1ff6&e=d538c8f2e0
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and lose sight of the stone-bright travertine walls, 

nor the hills rolling soft as her body, these ancient brick 

farmhouses, nor morning’s rustic tinkling call  

of sheep bells, the honeyed fortress of this city whose blush 

of red poppies in fields below collapses some tourist,  

our dreamer, into the arms of her husband, crushed  

by the view from Montepulciano, nor the way she holds his  

hand against her chest lost in a pasture of tiny dwellings 

whose faith repeats in campaniles that reach her deepest wells. 

iii 

That window at the Grand Hotel Palazzo in Livorno 

framed the Tyrrhenian Sea like a white-bordered postcard  

he placed gently on an imaginary wire rack below  

other views accruing whose postmarks 

he’d yet to stamp, so they swiveled in his mind 

involuntarily and slowed with a squeak: perched angels 

standing guard on the bridge of Sant’Angelo, the crenellated line 

of cliffs above some coast, a shop owner waving farewell, 

sweeping and aproned, roundabouts whose circles he never 

completed, the half-erect heads of sunflowers like a cavalry 

in training, all clichés of travel, even the waterfront terrazza 

with its checkerboard squares. But not her pillowed beauty  

still sunk in sleep, a soft coating of night sweat on her face,  

her neck lengthening into a Modigliani. The arrowing flashes 

of fallen stars he prayed upon were superfluous; their places 

changed, but she, she would remain like the horizon whose light 

increased, flooding their rented room. Dawn arrived, the shrieking  

seagulls circled into view, next, a ferry, launched to fulfill its routes.  

Flip this over, a scene scrawled in lines clear as Greek, stealthily  

composed then slipped under his door like a hotel receipt. 

 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=6aa33c1ff6&e=d538c8f2e0  
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Does Virtual Learning Work for Every Student? 

Given Covid-19, schools have limited options for teaching kids. What’s working and not working in the era of 

online learning? 

 

  

Getty 

By: Amanda Woytus  

  

October 17, 2020 

  

 8 minutes 

https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/amanda-woytus/
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 Share Tweet Email Print 

Daniel McCormack describes his typical weekday the same way many remote office workers do: He wakes 

up anywhere between 6 and 7 a.m. and eats breakfast quickly, relaxes for a bit before hopping on his first 

Zoom call of the day, at 8:15 a.m. His “office”—his words—is on the floor above his bedroom. Except Daniel 

isn’t an adult. He’s a seventh-grader at Francis Howell Middle School in Weldon Spring, Missouri, and the 

office he’s referring to is in his mother’s house. This semester, due to the Covid-19 pandemic, his schooling is 

100 percent virtual. 

With the wisdom of someone much older than twelve, Daniel talks about how he likes working from the 

comfort of his own home, is happy to have ditched his daily commute, and enjoys saving money on dining out 

(“I don’t have to pay lunch money,” he says). Although the Wi-Fi sometimes lags, he largely loves virtual 

learning. A science class for Daniel might involve his teacher leading a lecture and then assigning students to 

breakout rooms for group activities. His Speech and Drama teacher posts videos for the class to watch on 

Canvas, a digital learning management platform that’s become nearly as ubiquitous as Zoom in 2020. 

The flipped classroom model allows students to work at their own pace, and educators can use class time 

more creatively. 

The flipped classroom, where students consume instructional content—largely videos—on their own at home 

and then use class time for discussion and activities, has been gaining traction in recent years. With many 

schools across the country offering virtual learning due to Covid-19, students are now using videos and other 

materials to enhance their learning experiences, regardless of whether their school employed the flipped 

classroom model before the pandemic. The flipped classroom model allows students to work at their own 

pace, and educators can use class time more creatively. But is it effective for everyone? 

The research around flipped classrooms has been largely positive. “Flipping a College Calculus Course: A 

Case Study,” published in the July 2015 issue of Educational Technology & Society, looked at how a flipped 

classroom affected 96 college students’ achievements in math. Researchers concluded that participants 

preferred watching videos rather than reading from a textbook as preparation before class. They also found 

that there was a statistically significant difference in the students’ average quiz scores. Students scored higher 

during the flipped section of the course. 
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In a similar study, “The Impact of the Flipped Classroom on Mathematics Concept Learning in High 

School,” published in the July 2016 issue of Educational Technology & Society, researchers divided 82 high 

schoolers into two groups. One group was taught trigonometry using the flipped classroom model; the other 

learned the same lesson the traditional way. Researchers found a significant difference in achievement and 

motivation between the two groups, with flipped-classroom participants performing better. 

Gracie Hedenberg, a 17-year-old senior at Webster Groves High School in Webster Groves, Missouri, had a 

similar experience with virtual learning last spring. “My math class was a recorded video that you could 

watch on your own time,” she said. “And then you just turned in your homework. So there was less direct 

interaction unless you wanted to watch that live, which was a possibility.” Hedenberg, who plans on attending 

college next year, enjoyed the flexibility. “I feel like it prepped me [for college],” she says. “It can be easy to 

go on Zoom and turn your camera off and turn your microphone off and check out. If you’re putting forth that 

effort to really check in, I think that’s a good skill [to learn].” 

Modifications to the flipped classroom model also show promise. One study, “How to Flip the Classroom—

‘Productive Failure or Traditional Flipped Classroom’ Pedagogical Design?” (also in Educational Technology 

& Society (January 2017)) looked at achievement in the flipped classroom and a “productive failure” design. 

The latter asked students, using mobile technology, to solve problems related to new concepts in class. They 

then watched videos about those concepts at home. Researchers found that both models showed improvement 

in knowledge, but those in the “productive failure” classroom performed better than those in the flipped 

classroom. 

Finally, in the January 2020 issue of Educational Technology & Society, an article titled “The Effectiveness 

of the Flipped Classroom on Students’ Learning Achievement and Learning Motivation” provided a meta-

analysis, looking at the findings of 95 different studies on the flipped classroom. The studies were pulled from 

three databases—Web of Science, Scopus, and Eric—published from 2013 to 2019, and included 15,386 

participants. 

In the meta-analysis, researchers found that the flipped classroom “had an overall positive effect on students’ 

learning achievement and learning motivation,” with a significant impact on learning motivation, and no 

significant difference among subjects. “This result might be explained by the fact that the appropriate use of 

flipped classroom would be effective in any learning domains that include real-world problems, design 

effective in-class learning activities, facilitate efficient interactions through information technologies, and 

integrate other pedagogical models according to the characteristics of different learning domains,” the 

researchers wrote. Researchers found that watching videos before class led to the largest effect size, and 

video, in contrast to consuming other resources before class, produced better outcomes. 

The researchers cautioned that before educators implement a flipped classroom, students’ experiences, prior 

knowledge, information technology skills, and communication skills should be taken into consideration. 

Standardized test scores and grades, they note, could also be used in further studies. 

Kait Gentry is a learning and support coordinator for The Calvert School in Baltimore, Maryland. Teachers 

there adopted Google Classroom before Covid-19, but when the school went totally remote last spring, it was 

a chance to implement more of the flipped classroom model. Teachers ceased live lectures in favor of students 

consuming content independently, then meeting in small groups for discussion on the material. 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/jeductechsoci.19.3.134?mag=does-virtual-learning-work-for-every-student
https://www.jstor.org/stable/26915403?mag=does-virtual-learning-work-for-every-student
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“It was such a departure from the kind of traditional school, but there were a lot of awesome things that came 

out of it,” Gentry says. “One of my students, when he was asked what his favorite type of class was, said 

virtual classes, because he was able to take his time, digest the material before, and then go in with this 

foundational knowledge.” 

Calvert School students are largely back on campus now, with Covid-19 precautions in place. But Gentry says 

that because educators saw how beneficial the model was, they wanted to keep some of it. She says it’s not 

just the school’s top performers who are excelling in the flipped classroom model. Children who are slower to 

process, like to think deeply, or feel better when they get to double-check their work are embracing the 

change. 

Students’ backgrounds and learning styles might be critical to their success with virtual learning. 

Students’ backgrounds and learning styles, then, might be critical to their success with virtual learning. Joshua 

Kellogg is a sophomore at Colorado State University who is studying creative writing. He also has an ADHD 

diagnosis. Last spring, when the university pivoted to virtual learning, Kellogg faced some challenges. 

“One of the things that helps me operate as somebody with ADHD is having different places to do things,” 

Kellogg says. “Not being able to do that anymore was one of the biggest struggles about transitioning to 

online learning,” he says. 

Last semester’s physics class, for example, required students to watch videos of lectures, similar to the flipped 

classroom model. “I personally could not do that at all,” he remembers. “I can’t focus on a YouTube video 

that I want to watch, so how does anybody expect me to focus on a YouTube video that’s boring?” He 

recognizes that physics can be interesting, but if his diagnosis makes it difficult for him to pay attention to a 

video that was designed to be pure entertainment, a YouTube video of a professor talking at him stands little 

chance. 

“There were supposed to be recitation [classes],” Kellogg says, “but I couldn’t even tell you when mine were. 

It’s something about not having a classroom to go to. It’s like, ‘Oh well, that class isn’t real.’” 

Although online learning hasn’t worked as well as the traditional classroom model for Kellogg, he does 

recognize it might be helpful to some students with physical disabilities or chronic pain. “I think that it opens 

the door to people who otherwise would never have an opportunity if they had to show up to a classroom or 

multiple classrooms [daily],” he says. 

Mary Stumpf has been an education liaison with Ranken Jordan Pediatric Bridge Hospital in Maryland 

Heights, Missouri, for ten years. She coordinates education for any child who will be hospitalized longer than 

three weeks, either through their school district or the Special School District of St. Louis County. Educators 

typically visit the children in the hospital for five hours a week. Although it’s less instruction than a student 

would receive in school, it’s one-on-one attention. Now, because of the pandemic, educators aren’t allowed to 

visit the hospital, and patients have pivoted to virtual learning. “That’s instrumental because sometimes if it’s 

a new injury, their classmates have not seen them since they had the accident,” Stumpf says. “It’s not quite so 

awkward.” 

https://daily.jstor.org/does-virtual-learning-work-for-every-student/?utm_term=Does%20Virtual%20Learning%20Work%20for%20Every%20Student&utm_campaign=jstordaily_10222020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
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Jane, whose name has been changed to protect her privacy, is a 17-year-old high school student who is 

hospitalized at Ranken Jordan. Before Covid-19, a teacher visited Jane—solo—to help her with homework. 

Now, Jane wakes up each school day at 8 a.m., goes into a conference room, and gets on a Zoom call with her 

teacher and classmates. Every 30 minutes or so, she switches classes, just like a normal school day. “It just 

makes it more interesting,” she says. She also likes the flexibility: “I can go at my own pace. I like to take my 

time while I’m doing quizzes and tests, to make sure I’m getting the answers right.” 

Technology is also making it easier for students like Jane to learn. Jane has a visual impairment, and with 

online learning, she can use technology to make fonts larger. Before online learning, she needed enlarged-

print versions of her hard-copy school materials. Stumpf showed another student, who has trouble writing, 

how to do speech-to-text. 

Virtual learning, in these cases, is often a chance at a little bit of normalcy. But other students thrived on the 

old model, the more intimate, person-to-person teaching and tutoring. “For some kids, it’s a bad thing. 

Especially for some of our children with special needs,” Stumpf recognizes. Children who have 

Individualized Education Programs that involve physical or occupational therapy now have to do that 

virtually, which places a greater burden on parents to try to mimic what a therapist does. “Sometimes for kids 

with autism, or those who are visually impaired or hearing impaired, virtual learning can be a real challenge 

with that. In that case, we would probably try to see if we can have a volunteer or one of us be with that child 

to try to provide that one-on-one human interaction,” Stumpf said. 

Back in Baltimore, Kait Gentry of The Calvert School reflects an enduring commitment to one-on-one 

connection, but her middle school only has 231 students total, which may be an important reason why 

educators found the flipped model so successful. 

“The flipped classroom is effective because you can capitalize on the connection that you have between 

teachers and students,” she says. “Initially, you think a flipped classroom emphasizes technology, but I 

actually think it emphasizes relationships. I think our students have thrived because they can get the 

foundation, they feel good about it, but then they can come to class and really connect.” 
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A Shropshire Lad - I - 1887 

by A. E. Housman 

 

1887 was published in Housman's collection of 63 poems in A Shropshire Lad (1896). Housman self-

published the book after being turned down by several publishers. Themes tend to focus on unrequited love, 

pastoral beauty, fleeting youth, grief, death, and patriotism. 

 

    From Clee to heaven the beacon burns, 

    The shires have seen it plain, 

    From north and south the sign returns 

    And beacons burn again. 

 

    Look left, look right, the hills are bright, 

    The dales are light between, 

    Because 'tis fifty years to-night 

    That God has saved the Queen. 

 

    Now, when the flame they watch not towers 

    About the soil they trod, 

    Lads, we'll remember friends of ours 

    Who shared the work with God. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/a-e-housman
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    To skies that knit their heartstrings right, 

    To fields that bred them brave, 

    The saviours come not home to-night: 

    Themselves they could not save. 

 

    It dawns in Asia, tombstones show 

    And Shropshire names are read; 

    And the Nile spills his overflow 

    Beside the Severn's dead. 

 

    We pledge in peace by farm and town 

    The Queen they served in war, 

    And fire the beacons up and down 

    The land they perished for. 

 

    "God Save the Queen" we living sing, 

    From height to height 'tis heard; 

    And with the rest your voices ring, 

    Lads of the Fifty-third. 

 

    Oh, God will save her, fear you not: 
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    Be you the men you've been, 

    Get you the sons your fathers got, 

    And God will Save the Queen. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/a-e-housman/poem/a-shropshire-lad-i-1887 
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A Trip to Cuba 

by Julia Ward Howe 

 

Next Chapter 

Chapter I - The Departure. 

 

WHY one leaves home at all is a question that travellers are sure, sooner or later, to ask themselves,—I mean, 

pleasure-travellers. Home, where one has the "Transcript" every night, and the "Autocrat" every month, 

opera, theatre, circus, and good society, in constant rotation,—home, where everybody knows us, and the 

little good there is to know about us,—finally, home, as seen regretfully for the last time, with the gushing of 

long frozen friendships, the priceless kisses of children, and the last sad look at dear baby's pale face through 

the window-pane,—well, all this is left behind, and we review it as a dream, while the railroad-train hurries us 

along to the spot where we are to leave, not only this, but Winter, rude tyrant, with all our precious hostages 

in his grasp. Soon the swift motion lulls our brains into the accustomed muddle. We seem to be dragged along 

like a miserable thread pulled through the eye of an everlasting needle,—through and through, and never 

through,—while here and there, like painful knots, the dépôts stop us, the poor thread is arrested for a minute, 

and then the pulling begins again. Or, in another dream, we are like fugitives threading the gauntlet of the 

grim forests, while the ice-bound trees essay a charge of bayonets on either side; but, under the guidance of 

our fiery Mercury, we pass them as safely as ancient Priam passed the outposts of the Greeks,—and New 

York, hospitable as Achilles, receives us in its mighty tent. Here we await the "Karnak," the British Mail 

Company's new screw-steamer, bound for Havana, viâ Nassau. At length comes the welcome order to "be on 

board." We betake ourselves thither,—the anchor is weighed, the gun fired, and we take leave of our native 

land with a patriotic pang, which soon gives place to severer spasms. 

I do not know why all celebrated people who write books of travels begin by describing their days of sea-

sickness. Dickens, George Combe, Fanny Kemble, Mrs. Stowe, Miss Bremer, and many others, have opened 

in like manner their valuable remarks on foreign countries. While intending to avail myself of their privilege 

and example, I would nevertheless suggest, for those who may come after me, that the subject of sea-sickness 

should be embalmed in science, and enshrined in the crypt of some modern encyclopædia, so that future 

writers should refer to it only as the Pang Unspeakable, for which vide Ripley and Dana, vol., page. But, as I 

have already said, I shall speak of sea-sickness in a hurried and picturesque manner, as follows:— 

Who are these that sit by the long dinner-table in the forward cabin, with a most unusual lack of interest in the 

bill of fare? Their eyes are closed, mostly, their cheeks are pale, their lips are quite bloodless, and to every 

offer of good cheer, their "No, thank you," is as faintly uttered as are marriage-vows by maiden lips. Can they 

be the same that, an hour ago, were so composed, so jovial, so full of dangerous defiance to the old man of the 

sea? The officer who carves the roast-beef offers at the same time a slice of fat;—this is too much; a panic 

runs through the ranks, and the rout is instantaneous and complete. The ghost of what each man was 

disappears through the trap-door of his state-room, and the hell which the theatre faintly pictures behind the 

scenes begins in good earnest. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/julia-ward-howe/book/a-trip-to-cuba/summary
https://americanliterature.com/author/julia-ward-howe
https://americanliterature.com/author/julia-ward-howe/book/a-trip-to-cuba/chapter-ii-nassau
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For to what but to Dante's "Inferno" can we liken this steamboat-cabin, with its double row of pits, and its 

dismal captives? What are these sighs, groans, and despairing noises, but the alti guai rehearsed by the poet? 

Its fiends are the stewards who rouse us from our perpetual torpor with offers of food and praises of shadowy 

banquets,—"Nice mutton-chop, Sir? roast-turkey? plate of soup?" Cries of "No, no!" resound, and the 

wretched turn again, and groan. The Philanthropist has lost the movement of the age,—keeled up in an upper 

berth, convulsively embracing a blanket, what conservative more immovable than he? The Great Man of the 

party refrains from his large theories, which, like the circles made by the stone thrown into the water, begin 

somewhere and end nowhere. As we have said, he expounds himself no more, the significant forefinger is 

down, the eye no longer imprisons yours. But if you ask him how he does, he shakes himself as if, like 

Farinata,— 

"avesse l'inferno in gran dispetto,"— 

"he had a very contemptible opinion of hell." 

Let me not forget to add, that it rains every day, that it blows every night, and that it rolls through the twenty-

four hours till the whole world seems as if turned bottom upwards, clinging with its nails to chaos, and fearing 

to launch away. The Captain comes and says,—"It is true you have a nasty, short, chopping sea hereabouts; 

but you see, she is spinning away down South jolly!" And this is the Gulf-Stream! 

But all things have an end, and most things have two. After the third day, a new development manifests itself. 

Various shapeless masses are carried up-stairs and suffered to fall like snow-flakes on the deck, and to lie 

there in shivering heaps. From these larvæ gradually emerge features and voices,—the luncheon-bell at last 

stirs them with the thrill of returning life. They look up, they lean up, they exchange pensive smiles of 

recognition,—the Steward comes, no fiend this time, but a ministering angel; and lo! the strong man eats 

broth, and the weak woman clamors for pickled oysters. And so ends my description of our sea-sickness. 

For, as for betraying the confidences of those sad days, as for telling how wofully untrue Professors of 

Temperance were to their principles, how the Apostle of Total Abstinence developed a brandy-flask, not 

altogether new, what unsuccessful tipplings were attempted in the desperation of nausea, and for what lady 

that stunning brandy-smasher was mixed,—as for such tales out of school, I would have you know that I am 

not the man to tell them. 

Yet a portrait or so lingers in my mental repository;—let me throw them in, to close off the lot. 

No. 1. A sober Bostonian in the next state-room, whose assiduity with his sea-sick wife reminds one of Cock-

Robin, in the days when he sent Jenny Wren sops and wine. This person was last seen in a dressing-gown, 

square-cut night-cap, and odd slippers, dancing up and down the state-room floor with a cup of gruel, making 

wild passes with a spoon at an individual in a berth, who never got any of the contents. Item, the gruel, in a 

moment of excitement, finally ran in a stream upon the floor, and was wiped up by the Steward. Result not 

known, but disappointment is presumable. 

No. 2. A stout lady, imprisoned by a board on a sofa nine inches wide, called by a facetious friend "The 

Coffin." She complains that her sides are tolerably battered in;—we hold our tongues, and think that the 

board, too, has had a hard time of it. Yet she is a jolly soul, laughing at her misfortunes, and chirruping to her 

baby. Her spirits keep up, even when her dinner won't keep down. Her favorite expressions are "Good 
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George!" and "Oh, jolly!" She does not intend, she says, to lay in any dry goods in Cuba, but means to eat up 

all the good victuals she comes across. Though seen at present under unfavorable circumstances, she inspires 

confidence as to her final accomplishment of this result. 

No. 3. A woman, said to be of a literary turn of mind, in the miserablest condition imaginable. Her clothes, 

flung at her by the Stewardess seem to have hit in some places, and missed in others. Her listless hands 

occasionally make an attempt to keep her draperies together, and to pull her hat on her head; but though the 

intention is evident, she accomplishes little by her motion. She is perpetually being lugged about by a stout 

steward, who knocks her head against both sides of the vessel, folds her up in the gangway, spreads her out on 

the deck, and takes her up-stairs, down-stairs, and in my lady's chamber, where, report says, he feeds her with 

a spoon, and comforts her with such philosophy as he is master of. N.B. This woman, upon the first change of 

weather, rose like a cork, dressed like a Christian, and toddled about the deck in the easiest manner, sipping 

her grog, and cutting sly jokes upon her late companions in misery,—is supposed by some to have been an 

impostor, and, when ill-treated, announced intentions of writing a book. 

No. 4, my last, is only a sketch;—circumstances allowed no more. Can Grande, the great dog, has been got up 

out of the pit, where he worried the Stewardess and snapped at the friend who tried to pat him on the head. 

Everybody asks where he is. "Don't you see that heap of shawls yonder, lying in the sun, and heated up to 

about 212° Fahrenheit? That slouched hat on top marks the spot where his head should lie,—by treading 

cautiously in the opposite direction you may discover his feet. All between is perfectly passive and harmless. 

His chief food is pickles,—his only desire is rest. After all these years of controversy, after all these battles, 

bravely fought and nobly won, you might write with truth upon this moveless mound of woollens the pathetic 

words from Père la Chaise:—Implora Pace." 

But no more at present, for land is in sight, and in my next you shall hear how we found it, and what we saw 

at Nassau. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/julia-ward-howe/book/a-trip-to-cuba/chapter-i-the-departure 
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Sleeplessness 

by Judita Vaiciunaite 

 

Issue no. 128 (Fall 1993) 

Darkness washes over you . . . 

      Only the sofas are safe under the lamps’ umbrellas . . . 

I feel the earth so fully, beaten beneath the floor, the asphalt, 

and the forgotten voices of the dead . . . 

                             Balconies and squares are all grown green. 

If I stretched my arms out quietly, I’d become a living cross. 

But a cry cracks the street . . . 

                              rips up my peace and quiet. 

And the papers are full of huge lament 

                               (can’t, can’t be repeated) . . . 

• 

Wires scream like that . . . 

                      Statues, walls and stations rush by .. . 

Empty trolleys swim past the cities, 

                                washed down by dawn and fog... 

 

— translated from the Lithuanian by Viktoria Skrupskelis and Stuart Friebert 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=2598817680&e=d538c8f2e0 
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Hot-button words trigger conservatives and liberals differently 

Brain scans reveal the vocabulary that drives neural polarization 

University of California - Berkeley 

Summary: 

Researchers have linked a brain region to what they call neural polarization, offering a glimpse into 

the partisan brain in the weeks leading up to what is arguably the most consequential U.S. 

presidential election in modern history. 

Share: 

     

FULL STORY 

 

 

Liberal and conservative signs, photo concept (stock image). 
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Credit: © andrii / stock.adobe.com 

How can the partisan divide be bridged when conservatives and liberals consume the same political content, 

yet interpret it through their own biased lens? 

Researchers from the University of California, Berkeley, Stanford University and Johns Hopkins University 

scanned the brains of more than three dozen politically left- and right-leaning adults as they viewed short 

videos involving hot-button immigration policies, such as the building of the U.S.-Mexico border wall, and 

the granting of protections for undocumented immigrants under the federal Deferred Action for Childhood 

Arrivals (DACA) program. 

Their findings, published today in the Proceedings of the National Academy of Sciences, show that liberals 

and conservatives respond differently to the same videos, especially when the content being viewed contains 

vocabulary that frequently pops up in political campaign messaging. 

"Our study suggests that there is a neural basis to partisan biases, and some language especially drives 

polarization," said study lead author Yuan Chang Leong, a postdoctoral scholar in cognitive neuroscience at 

UC Berkeley. "In particular, the greatest differences in neural activity across ideology occurred when people 

heard messages that highlight threat, morality and emotions." 

Overall, the results offer a never-before-seen glimpse into the partisan brain in the weeks leading up to what is 

arguably the most consequential U.S. presidential election in modern history. They underscore that multiple 

factors, including personal experiences and the news media, contribute to what the researchers call "neural 

polarization." 

"Even when presented with the same exact content, people can respond very differently, which can contribute 

to continued division," said study senior author Jamil Zaki, a professor of psychology at Stanford University. 

"Critically, these differences do not imply that people are hardwired to disagree. Our experiences, and the 

media we consume, likely contribute to neural polarization." 

Specifically, the study traces the source of neural polarization to a higher-order brain region known as the 

dorsomedial prefrontal cortex, which is believed to track and make sense of narratives, among other 

functions. 

Another key finding is that the closer the brain activity of a study participant resembles that of the "average 

liberal" or the "average conservative," as modeled in the study, the more likely it is that the participant, after 

watching the videos, will adopt that particular group's position. 

"This finding suggests that the more participants adopt the conservative interpretation of a video, the more 

likely they are to be persuaded to take the conservative position, and vice versa," Leong said. 

Leong and fellow researchers launched the study with a couple of theories about how people with different 

ideological biases would differ in the way they process political information. They hypothesized that if 

sensory information, like sounds and visual imagery, drove polarization, they would observe differences in 

brain activity in the visual and auditory cortices. 
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However, if the narrative storytelling aspects of the political information people absorbed in the videos drove 

them apart ideologically, the researchers expected to see those disparities also revealed in higher-order brain 

regions, such as the prefrontal cortex. And that theory panned out. 

To establish that attitudes toward hardline immigration policies predicted both conservative and liberal biases, 

the researchers first tested questions out on 300 people recruited via the Amazon Mechanical Turk online 

marketplace who identified, to varying degrees, as liberal, moderate or conservative. 

They then recruited 38 young and middle-aged men and women with similar socio-economic backgrounds 

and education levels who had rated their opposition or support for controversial immigration policies, such as 

those that led to the U.S.-Mexico border wall, DACA protections for undocumented immigrants, the ban on 

refugees from majority-Muslim countries coming to the U.S. and the cutting of federal funding to sanctuary 

cities. 

Researchers scanned the study participants' brains via functional Magnetic Resonance Imaging (fMRI) as they 

viewed two dozen brief videos representing liberal and conservative positions on the various immigration 

policies. The videos included news clips, campaign ads and snippets of speeches by prominent politicians. 

After each video, the participants rated on a scale of one to five how much they agreed with the general 

message of the video, the credibility of the information presented and the extent to which the video made 

them likely to change their position and to support the policy in question. 

To calculate group brain responses to the videos, the researchers used a measure known as inter-subject 

correlation, which can be used to measure how similarly two brains respond to the same message. 

Their results showed a high shared response across the group in the auditory and visual cortices, regardless of 

the participants' political attitudes. However, neural responses diverged along partisan lines in the 

dorsomedial prefrontal cortex, where semantic information, or word meanings, are processed. 

Next, the researchers drilled down further to learn what specific words were driving neural polarization. To 

do this, they edited the videos into 87 shorter segments and placed the words in the segments into one of 50 

categories. Those categories included words related to morality, emotions, threat and religion. 

The researchers found that the use of words related to risk and threat, and to morality and emotions, led to 

greater polarization in the study participants' neural responses. 

An example of a risk-related statement was, "I think it's very dangerous, because what we want is cooperation 

amongst the cities and the federal government to ensure that we have safety in our communities, and to ensure 

that our citizens are protected." 

Meanwhile, an example of a moral-emotional statement was, "What are the fundamental ethical principles 

that are the basis of our society? Do no harm, and be compassionate, and this federal policy violates both of 

these principles." 
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Overall, the research study's results suggest that political messages that use threat-related and moral-

emotional language drive partisans to interpret the same message in opposite ways, contributing to increasing 

polarization, Leong said. 

Going forward, Leong hopes to use neuroimaging to build more precise models of how political content is 

interpreted and to inform interventions aimed at narrowing the divide between conservatives and liberals. 

In addition to Leong and Zaki, co-authors of the study are Robb Willer at Stanford University and Janice 

Chen at Johns Hopkins University. 

 

Story Source: 

Materials provided by University of California - Berkeley. Original written by Yasmin Anwar. Note: Content 

may be edited for style and length. 
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A Case Of Metaphantasmia 

by William Dean Howells 

 

The stranger was a guest of Halson's, and Halson himself was a comparative stranger, for he was of recent 

election to our dining-club, and was better known to Minver than to the rest of our little group, though one 

could not be sure that he was very well known to Minver. The stranger had been dining with Halson, and we 

had found the two smoking together, with their cups of black coffee at their elbows, before the smouldering 

fire in the Turkish room when we came in from dinner--my friend Wanhope the psychologist, Rulledge the 

sentimentalist, Minver the painter, and myself. It struck me for the first time that a fire on the hearth was out 

of keeping with a Turkish room, but I felt that the cups of black coffee restored the lost balance in some 

measure. 

Before we had settled into our wonted places--in fact, almost as we entered--Halson looked over his shoulder 

and said: "Mr. Wanhope, I want you to hear this story of my friend's. Go on, Newton--or, rather, go back and 

begin again--and I'll introduce you afterwards." 

The stranger made a becoming show of deprecation. He said he did not think the story would bear immediate 

repetition, or was even worth telling once, but, if we had nothing better to do, perhaps we might do worse 

than hear it; the most he could say for it was that the thing really happened. He wore a large, drooping, gray 

mustache, which, with the imperial below it, quite hid his mouth, and gave him, somehow, a martial effect, 

besides accurately dating him of the period between the latest sixties and earliest seventies, when his beard 

would have been black; I liked his mustache not being stubbed in the modern manner, but allowed to fall 

heavily over his lips, and then branch away from the corners of his mouth as far as it would. He lighted the 

cigar which Halson gave him, and, blowing the bitten-off tip towards the fire, began: 

"It was about that time when we first had a ten-o'clock night train from Boston to New York. Train used to 

start at nine, and lag along round by Springfield, and get into the old Twenty-sixth Street Station here at six in 

the morning, where they let you sleep as long as you liked. They call you up now at half-past five, and, if you 

don't turn out, they haul you back to Mott Haven, or New Haven, I'm not sure which. I used to go into Boston 

and turn in at the old Worcester Depot, as we called it then, just about the time the train began to move, and I 

usually got a fine night's rest in the course of the nine or ten hours we were on the way to New York; it didn't 

seem quite the same after we began saying Albany Depot: shortened up the run, somehow. 

[Illustration: "NO BURGLAR COULD HAVE MISSED ME IF HE HAD WANTED AN EASY MARK"] 

"But that night I wasn't very sleepy, and the porter had got the place so piping hot with the big stoves, one at 

each end of the car, to keep the good, old-fashioned Christmas cold out, that I thought I should be more 

comfortable with a smoke before I went to bed; and, anyhow, I could get away from the heat better in the 

smoking-room. I hated to be leaving home on Christmas Eve, for I never had done that before, and I hated to 

be leaving my wife alone with the children and the two girls in our little house in Cambridge. Before I started 

in on the old horse-car for Boston, I had helped her to tuck the young ones in and to fill the stockings hung 

along the wall over the register--the nearest we could come to a fireplace--and I thought those stockings 

looked very weird, five of them, dangling lumpily down, and I kept seeing them, and her sitting up sewing in 

https://americanliterature.com/author/william-dean-howells


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                                   No. 541 november 2020 

 

106 

front of them, and afraid to go to bed on account of burglars. I suppose she was shyer of burglars than any 

woman ever was that had never seen a sign of them. She was always calling me up, to go down-stairs and put 

them out, and I used to wander all over the house, from attic to cellar, in my nighty, with a lamp in one hand 

and a poker in the other, so that no burglar could have missed me if he had wanted an easy mark. I always 

kept a lamp and a poker handy." 

The stranger heaved a sigh as of fond reminiscence, and looked round for the sympathy which in our 

company of bachelors he failed of; even the sympathetic Rulledge failed of the necessary experience to move 

him in compassionate response. 

"Well," the stranger went on, a little damped perhaps by his failure, but supported apparently by the interest of 

the fact in hand, "I had the smoking-room to myself for a while, and then a fellow put his head in that I 

thought I knew after I had thought I didn't know him. He dawned on me more and more, and I had to 

acknowledge to myself, by and by, that it was a man named Melford, whom I used to room with in Holworthy 

at Harvard; that is, we had an apartment of two bedrooms and a study; and I suppose there were never two 

fellows knew less of each other than we did at the end of our four years together. I can't say what Melford 

knew of me, but the most I knew of Melford was his particular brand of nightmare." 

Wanhope gave the first sign of his interest in the matter. He took his cigar from his lips, and softly emitted an 

"Ah!" 

Rulledge went further and interrogatively repeated the word "Nightmare?" 

"Nightmare," the stranger continued, firmly. "The curious thing about it was that I never exactly knew the 

subject of his nightmare, and a more curious thing yet was Melford himself never knew it, when I woke him 

up. He said he couldn't make out anything but a kind of scraping in a door-lock. His theory was that in his 

childhood it had been a much completer thing, but that the circumstances had broken down in a sort of 

decadence, and now there was nothing left of it but that scraping in the door-lock, like somebody trying to 

turn a misfit key. I used to throw things at his door, and once I tried a cold-water douche from the pitcher, 

when he was very hard to waken; but that was rather brutal, and after a while I used to let him roar himself 

awake; he would always do it, if I trusted to nature; and before our junior year was out I got so that I could 

sleep through, pretty calmly; I would just say to myself when he fetched me to the surface with a yell, 'That's 

Melford dreaming,' and doze off sweetly." 

"Jove!" Rulledge said, "I don't see how you could stand it." 

"There's everything in habit, Rulledge," Minver put in. "Perhaps our friend only dreamt that he heard a 

dream." 

"That's quite possible," the stranger owned, politely. "But the case is superficially as I state it. However, it 

was all past, long ago, when I recognized Melford in the smoking-room that night: it must have been ten or a 

dozen years. I was wearing a full beard then, and so was he; we wore as much beard as we could in those 

days. I had been through the war since college, and he had been in California, most of the time, and, as he told 

me, he had been up north, in Alaska, just after we bought it, and hurt his eyes--had snow-blindness--and he 

wore spectacles. In fact, I had to do most of the recognizing, but after we found out who we were we were 

rather comfortable; and I liked him better than I remembered to have liked him in our college days. I don't 
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suppose there was ever much harm in him; it was only my grudge about his nightmare. We talked along and 

smoked along for about an hour, and I could hear the porter outside, making up the berths, and the train 

rumbled away towards Framingham, and then towards Worcester, and I began to be sleepy, and to think I 

would go to bed myself; and just then the door of the smoking-room opened, and a young girl put in her face a 

moment, and said: 'Oh, I beg your pardon. I thought it was the stateroom,' and then she shut the door, and I 

realized that she looked like a girl I used to know." 

The stranger stopped, and I fancied from a note in his voice that this girl was perhaps like an early love. We 

silently waited for him to resume how and when he would. He sighed, and after an appreciable interval he 

began again. "It is curious how things are related to one another. My wife had never seen her, and yet, 

somehow, this girl that looked like the one I mean brought my mind back to my wife with a quick turn, after I 

had forgotten her in my talk with Melford for the time being. I thought how lonely she was in that little house 

of ours in Cambridge, on rather an outlying street, and I knew she was thinking of me, and hating to have me 

away on Christmas Eve, which isn't such a lively time after you're grown up and begin to look back on a good 

many other Christmas Eves, when you were a child yourself; in fact, I don't know a dismaler night in the 

whole year. I stepped out on the platform before I began to turn in, for a mouthful of the night air, and I found 

it was spitting snow--a regular Christmas Eve of the true pattern; and I didn't believe, from the business feel 

of those hard little pellets, that it was going to stop in a hurry, and I thought if we got into New York on time 

we should be lucky. The snow made me think of a night when my wife was sure there were burglars in the 

house; and in fact I heard their tramping on the stairs myself--thump, thump, thump, and then a stop, and then 

down again. Of course it was the slide and thud of the snow from the roof of the main part of the house to the 

roof of the kitchen, which was in an L, a story lower, but it was as good an imitation of burglars as I want to 

hear at one o'clock in the morning; and the recollection of it made me more anxious about my wife, not 

because I believed she was in danger, but because I knew how frightened she must be. 

"When I went back into the car, that girl passed me on the way to her stateroom, and I concluded that she was 

the only woman on board, and her friends had taken the stateroom for her, so that she needn't feel strange. I 

usually go to bed in a sleeper as I do in my own house, but that night I somehow couldn't. I got to thinking of 

accidents, and I thought how disagreeable it would be to turn out into the snow in my nighty. I ended by 

turning in with my clothes on, all except my coat; and, in spite of the red-hot stoves, I wasn't any too warm. I 

had a berth in the middle of the car, and just as I was parting my curtains to lie down, old Melford came to 

take the lower berth opposite. It made me laugh a little, and I was glad of the relief. 'Why, hello, Melford,' 

said I. 'This is like the old Holworthy times.' 'Yes, isn't it?' said he, and then I asked something that I had kept 

myself from asking all through our talk in the smoking-room, because I knew he was rather sensitive about it, 

or used to be. 'Do you ever have that regulation nightmare of yours nowadays, Melford? He gave a laugh, and 

said: 'I haven't had it, I suppose, once in ten years. What made you think of it?' I said: 'Oh, I don't know. It just 

came into my mind. Well, good-night, old fellow. I hope you'll rest well,' and suddenly I began to feel light-

hearted again, and I went to sleep as gayly as ever I did in my life." 

The stranger paused again, and Wanhope said: "Those swift transitions of mood are very interesting. Of 

course they occur in that remote region of the mind where all incidents and sensations are of one quality, and 

things of the most opposite character unite in a common origin. No one that I remember has attempted to trace 

such effects to their causes, and then back again from their causes, which would be much more important." 

"Yes, I dare say," Minver put in. "But if they all amount to the same thing in the end, what difference would it 

make?" 
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"It would perhaps establish the identity of good and evil," Wanhope suggested. 

"Oh, the sinners are convinced of that already," Minver said, while Rulledge glanced quickly from one to the 

other. 

The stranger looked rather dazed, and Rulledge said: "Well, I don't suppose that was the conclusion of the 

whole matter?" 

"Oh no," the stranger answered, "that was only the beginning of the conclusion. I didn't go to sleep at once, 

though I felt so much at peace. In fact, Melford beat me, and I could hear him far in advance, steaming and 

whistling away, in a style that I recalled as characteristic, over a space of intervening years that I hadn't 

definitely summed up yet. It made me think of a night near Narragansett Bay, where two friends of mine and I 

had had a mighty good dinner at a sort of wild club-house, and had hurried into our bunks, each one so as to 

get the start of the others, for the fellows that were left behind knew they had no chance of sleep after the first 

began to get in his work. I laughed, and I suppose I must have gone to sleep almost simultaneously, for I don't 

recollect anything afterwards till I was wakened by a kind of muffled bellow, that I remembered only too 

well. It was the unfailing sign of Melford's nightmare. 

"I was ready to swear, and I was ashamed for the fellow who had no more self-control than that: when a 

fellow snores, or has a nightmare, you always think first off that he needn't have had it if he had tried. As 

usual, I knew Melford didn't know what his nightmare was about, and that made me madder still, to have him 

bellowing into the air like that, with no particular aim. All at once there came a piercing scream from the 

stateroom, and then I knew that the girl there had heard Melford and been scared out of a year's growth." 

The stranger made a little break, and Wanhope asked, "Could you make out what she screamed, or was it 

quite inarticulate?" 

"It was plain enough, and it gave me a clew, somehow, to what Melford's nightmare was about. She was 

calling out, 'Help! help! help! Burglars!' till I thought she would raise the roof of the car." 

"And did she wake anybody?" Rulledge inquired. 

"That was the strange part of it. Not a soul stirred, and after the first burst the girl seemed to quiet down again 

and yield the floor to Melford, who kept bellowing steadily away. I was so furious that I reached out across 

the aisle to shake him, but the attempt was too much for me. I lost my balance and fell out of my berth onto 

the floor. You may imagine the state of mind I was in. I gathered myself up and pulled Melford's curtains 

open and was just going to fall on him tooth and nail, when I was nearly taken off my feet again by an 

apparition: well, it looked like an apparition, but it was a tall fellow in his nighty--for it was twenty years 

before pajamas--and he had a small dark lantern in his hand, such as we used to carry in those days so as to 

read in our berths when we couldn't sleep. He was gritting his teeth, and growling between them: 'Out o' this! 

Out o' this! I'm going to shoot to kill, you blasted thieves!' I could see by the strange look in his eyes that he 

was sleep-walking, and I didn't wait to see if he had a pistol. I popped in behind the curtains, and found 

myself on top of another fellow, for I had popped into the wrong berth in my confusion. The man started up 

and yelled: 'Oh, don't kill me! There's my watch on the stand, and all the money in the house is in my 

pantaloons pocket. The silver's in the sideboard down-stairs, and it's plated, anyway.' Then I understood what 

his complaint was, and I rolled onto the floor again. By that time every man in the car was out of his berth, 
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too, except Melford, who was devoting himself strictly to business; and every man was grabbing some other, 

and shouting, 'Police!' or 'Burglars!' or 'Help!' or 'Murder!' just as the fancy took him." 

"Most extraordinary!" Wanhope commented as the stranger paused for breath. 

In the intensity of our interest, we had crowded close upon him, except Minver, who sat with his head thrown 

back, and that cynical cast in his eye which always exasperated Rulledge; and Halson, who stood smiling 

proudly, as if the stranger's story did him as his sponsor credit personally. 

"Yes," the stranger owned, "but I don't know that there wasn't something more extraordinary still. From time 

to time the girl in the stateroom kept piping up, with a shriek for help. She had got past the burglar stage, but 

she wanted to be saved, anyhow, from some danger which she didn't specify. It went through me that it was 

very strange nobody called the porter, and I set up a shout of 'Porter!' on my own account. I decided that if 

there were burglars the porter was the man to put them out, and that if there were no burglars the porter could 

relieve our groundless fears. Sure enough, he came rushing in, as soon as I called for him, from the little 

corner by the smoking-room where he was blacking boots between dozes. He was wide enough awake, if 

having his eyes open meant that, and he had a shoe on one hand and a shoe-brush in the other. But he merely 

joined in the general up-roar and shouted for the police." 

"Excuse me," Wanhope interposed. "I wish to be clear as to the facts. You had reasoned it out that the porter 

could quiet the tumult?" 

"Never reasoned anything out so clearly in my life." 

"But what was your theory of the situation? That your friend, Mr. Melford, had a nightmare in which he was 

dreaming of burglars?" 

"I hadn't a doubt of it." 

"And that by a species of dream-transference the nightmare was communicated to the young lady in the 

stateroom?" 

"Well--yes." 

"And that her call for help and her cry of burglars acted as a sort of hypnotic suggestion with the other 

sleepers, and they began to be afflicted with the same nightmare?" 

"I don't know that I ever put it to myself so distinctly, but it appears to me now that I must have reached some 

such conclusion." 

"That is very interesting, very interesting indeed. I beg your pardon. Please go on," Wanhope courteously 

entreated. 

"I don't remember just where I was," the stranger faltered. 
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Rulledge returned with an accuracy which obliged us all: "'The porter merely joined in the general uproar and 

shouted for the police.'" 

"Oh yes," the stranger assented. "Then I didn't know what to do, for a minute. The porter was a pretty thick-

headed darky, but he was lion-hearted; and his idea was to lay hold of a burglar wherever he could find him. 

There were plenty of burglars in the aisle there, or people that were afraid of burglars, and they seemed to 

think the porter had a good idea. They had hold of one another already, and now began to pull up and down 

the aisles in a way that reminded me of the old-fashioned mesmeric lecturers, when they told their subjects 

that they were this or that, and set them to acting the part. I remembered how once when the mesmerist gave 

out that they were at a horse--race, and his subjects all got astride of their chairs, and galloped up and down 

the hall like a lot of little boys on laths. I thought of that now, and although it was rather a serious business, 

for I didn't know what minute they would come to blows, I couldn't help laughing. The sight was weird 

enough. Every one looked like a somnambulist as he pulled and hauled. The young lady in the stateroom was 

doing her full share. She was screaming, 'Won't somebody let me out?' and hammering on the door. I guess it 

was her screaming and hammering that brought the conductor at last, or maybe he just came round in the 

course of nature to take up the tickets. It was before the time when they took the tickets at the gate, and you 

used to stick them into a little slot at the side of your berth, and the conductor came along and took them in 

the night, somewhere between Worcester and Springfield, I should say." 

"I remember," Rulledge assented, but very carefully, so as not to interrupt the flow of the narrative. "Used to 

wake up everybody in the car." 

"Exactly," the stranger said. "But this time they were all wide awake to receive him, or fast asleep, and 

dreaming their roles. He came along with the wire of his lantern over his arm, the way the old-time 

conductors did, and calling out, 'Tickets!' just as if it was broad day, and he believed every man was trying to 

beat his way to New York. The oddest thing about it was that the sleep-walkers all stopped their pulling and 

hauling a moment, and each man reached down to the little slot alongside of his berth and handed over his 

ticket. Then they took hold and began pulling and hauling again. I suppose the conductor asked what the 

matter was; but I couldn't hear him, and I couldn't make out exactly what he did say. But the passengers 

understood, and they all shouted 'Burglars!' and that girl in the stateroom gave a shriek that you could have 

heard from one end of the train to the other, and hammered on the door, and wanted to be let out. 

"It seemed to take the conductor by surprise, and he faced towards the stateroom and let the lantern slip off 

his arm, and it dropped onto the floor and went out; I remember thinking what a good thing it didn't set the car 

on fire. But there in the dark--for the car lamps went out at the same time with the lantern--I could hear those 

fellows pulling and hauling up and down the aisle and scuffling over the floor, and through all Melford 

bellowing away, like an orchestral accompaniment to a combat in Wagner opera, but getting quieter and 

quieter till his bellow died away altogether. At the same time the row in the aisle of the car stopped, and there 

was perfect silence, and I could hear the snow rattling against my window. Then I went off into a sound sleep, 

and never woke till we got into New York." 

The stranger seemed to have reached the end of his story, or at least to have exhausted the interest it had for 

him, and he smoked on, holding his knee between his hands and looking thoughtfully into the fire. 

He had left us rather breathless, or, better said, blank, and each looked at the other for some initiative; then we 

united in looking at Wanhope; that is, Rulledge and I did. Minver rose and stretched himself with what I must 
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describe as a sardonic yawn; Halson had stolen away before the end, as one to whom the end was known. 

Wanhope seemed by no means averse to the inquiry delegated to him, but only to be formulating its terms. At 

last he said: 

"I don't remember hearing of any case of this kind before. Thought-transference is a sufficiently ascertained 

phenomenon--the insistence of a conscious mind upon a certain fact until it penetrates the unconscious mind 

of another and is adopted as its own. But in the dream state the mind seems passive, and becomes the prey of 

this or that self-suggestion, without the power of imparting it to another dreaming mind. Yet here we have 

positive proof of such an effect. It appears that the victim of a particularly terrific nightmare was able to share 

its horrors--or rather unable _not_ to share them--with a whole sleeping-car full of people whose brains 

helplessly took up the same theme, and dreamed it, as we may say, to the same conclusions. I said proof, but 

of course we can't accept a single instance as establishing a scientific certainty. I don't question the veracity of 

Mr.--" 

"Newton," the stranger suggested. 

"Newton's experience," Wanhope continued, "but we must wait for a good many cases of the kind before we 

can accept what I may call metaphantasmia as being equally established with thought-transference. If we 

could it would throw light upon a whole series of most curious phenomena, as, for instance, the privity of a 

person dreamed about to the incident created by the dreamer." 

"That would be rather dreadful, wouldn't it?" I ventured. "We do dream such scandalous, such compromising 

things about people." 

"All that," Wanhope gently insisted, "could have nothing to do with the fact. That alone is to be considered in 

an inquiry of the kind. One is never obliged to tell one's dreams. I wonder"--he turned to the stranger, who sat 

absently staring into the fire--"if you happened to speak to your friend about his nightmare in the morning, 

and whether he was by any chance aware of the participation of the others in it?" 

"I certainly spoke to him pretty plainly when we got into New York." 

"And what did he say?" 

"He said he had never slept better in his life, and he couldn't remember having a trace of nightmare. He said 

he heard _me_ groaning at one time, but I stopped just as he woke, and so he didn't rouse me as he thought of 

doing. It was at Hartford, and he went to sleep again, and slept through without a break." 

"And what was your conclusion from that?" Wanhope asked. 

"That he was lying, I should say," Rulledge replied for the stranger. 

Wanhope still waited, and the stranger said, "I suppose one conclusion might be that I had dreamed the whole 

thing myself." 
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"Then you wish me to infer," the psychologist pursued, "that the entire incident was a figment of your 

sleeping brain? That there was no sort of sleeping thought-transference, no metaphantasmia, no--Excuse me. 

Do you remember verifying your impression of being between Worcester and Springfield when the affair 

occurred, by looking at your watch, for instance?" 

The stranger suddenly pulled out his watch at the word. "Good Heavens!" he called out. "It's twenty minutes 

of eleven, and I have to take the eleven-o'clock train to Boston. I must bid you good-evening, gentlemen. I've 

just time to get it if I can catch a cab. Good-night, good-night. I hope if you come to Boston--eh--Good-night! 

Sometimes," he called over his shoulder, "I've thought it might have been that girl in the stateroom that started 

the dreaming." 

He had wrung our hands one after another, and now he ran out of the room. 

Rulledge said, in appeal to Wanhope: "I don't see how his being the dreamer invalidates the case, if his 

dreams affected the others." 

"Well," Wanhope answered, thoughtfully, "that depends." 

"And what do you think of its being the girl in the stateroom?" 

"That would be very interesting." 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/william-dean-howells/short-story/a-case-of-metaphantasmia 
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Octopus-inspired sucker transfers thin, delicate tissue grafts and biosensors 

University of Illinois at Urbana-Champaign, News Bureau 

Summary: 

Thin tissue grafts and flexible electronics have a host of applications for wound healing, regenerative 

medicine and biosensing. A new device inspired by an octopus's sucker rapidly transfers delicate 

tissue or electronic sheets to the patient, overcoming a key barrier to clinical application. 

Share: 
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Octopus arms with suckers closeup (stock image). 

Credit: © maskalin / stock.adobe.com 
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Thin tissue grafts and flexible electronics have a host of applications for wound healing, regenerative 

medicine and biosensing. A new device inspired by an octopus's sucker rapidly transfers delicate tissue or 

electronic sheets to the patient, overcoming a key barrier to clinical application, according to researchers at 

the University of Illinois at Urbana-Champaign and collaborators. 

"For the last few decades, cell or tissue sheets have been increasingly used to treat injured or diseased tissues. 

A crucial aspect of tissue transplantation surgery, such as corneal tissue transplantation surgery, is surgical 

gripping and safe transplantation of soft tissues. However, handling these living substances remains a grand 

challenge because they are fragile and easily crumple when picking them up from the culture media," said 

study leader Hyunjoon Kong, a professor of chemical and biomolecular engineering at Illinois. 

Kong's group, along with collaborators at Purdue University, the University of Illinois at Chicago, Chung-

Ang University in South Korea, and the Korea Advanced Institute for Science and Technology, published 

their work in the journal Science Advances. 

Current methods of transferring the sheets involve growing them on a temperature-sensitive soft polymer that, 

once transferred, shrinks and releases the thin film. However, this process takes 30-60 minutes to transfer a 

single sheet, requires skilled technicians and runs the risk of tearing or wrinkling, Kong said. 

"During surgery, surgeons must minimize the risk of damage to soft tissues and transplant quickly, without 

contamination. Also, transfer of ultrathin materials without wrinkle or damage is another crucial aspect," 

Kong said. 

Seeking a way to quickly pick up and release the thin, delicate sheets of cells or electronics without damaging 

them, the researchers turned to the animal kingdom for inspiration. Seeing the way an octopus or squid can 

pick up both wet and dry objects of all shapes with small pressure changes in their muscle-powered suction 

cups, rather than a sticky chemical adhesive, gave the researchers an idea. 

They designed a manipulator made of a temperature-responsive layer of soft hydrogel attached to an electric 

heater. To pick up a thin sheet, the researchers gently heat the hydrogel to shrink it, then press it to the sheet 

and turn off the heat. The hydrogel expands slightly, creating suction with the soft tissue or flexible electronic 

film so it can be lifted and transferred. Then they gently place the thin film on the target and turn the heater 

back on, shrinking the hydrogel and releasing the sheet. 

The entire process takes about 10 seconds. 

Next, the researchers hope to integrate sensors into the manipulator, to further take advantage of their soft, 

bio-inspired design. 

"For example, by integrating pressure sensors with the manipulator, it would be possible to monitor the 

deformation of target objects during contact and, in turn, adjust the suction force to a level at which materials 

retain their structural integrity and functionality," Kong said. "By doing so, we can improve the safety and 

accuracy of handling these materials. In addition, we aim to examine therapeutic efficacy of cells and tissues 

transferred by the soft manipulator." 
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The National Science Foundation, the National Institutes of Health, the Department of Defense Vision 
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Story Source: 

Materials provided by University of Illinois at Urbana-Champaign, News Bureau. Original written by Liz 

Ahlberg Touchstone. Note: Content may be edited for style and length. 
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The researchers stand tall over the shrunken tree in the foreground during a rare break from the relentless, 

often hurricane-force winds. Andres Holz, CC BY-ND 

 

The world’s southernmost tree hangs on in one of the windiest places on Earth – but climate change is 

shifting those winds 

September 30, 2020 2.53pm EDT 
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The Research Brief is a short take about interesting academic work. 

The big idea 

In 2019, my research team and I found the world’s southernmost tree on an island at the edge of South 

America. The diminutive tree is 42 years old, stretches several meters along the ground but is only half a 

meter, or about a foot and a half, tall. In some other place, this tree would grow tall and upright, but here, 

incredible winds warp and constrain the tree both in height and in where it grows. And due to climate change, 

those winds are changing. 

Standing on the southern side of that wind-battered tree means all trees in the world are to your north, with 

nothing behind you but some grasses, ocean and Antarctica. Isla Hornos, also known as Cape Horn, supports 

a small population of Nothofagus betuloides – the Magellan’s beech or coigüe. Wind is omnipresent. Cape 

https://theconversation.com/profiles/brian-buma-1160105
https://theconversation.com/us/partners
https://theconversation.com/us/topics/research-brief-83231
https://doi.org/10.1111/ecog.05075
https://theconversation.com/profiles/brian-buma-1160105
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Horn is one of the windiest places on the planet, and during the expedition, our team faced hurricane-force 

winds of 75 mph for days at a time. 

This wind appears to be the main constraint for arboreal life on the island – trees are found only in sheltered 

locations behind cliffs and hills. While the area hasn’t warmed dramatically, climate change is intensifying 

the westerly winds that rake the region. Evidence from the nearby Falkland Islands also indicates that 

the wind direction is shifting too. Because of this, forests on Cape Horn that were previously growing in 

sheltered areas are now exposed to wind. We found long stretches of dead trees along the edges of the small 

forests, suggesting that shifting winds caused by climate change may be killing off trees even as new 

sheltered areas emerge. 

Why it matters 

Species must either migrate, adapt or die in response to climate change. By monitoring the geographic edges 

of where a species lives – like the southernmost tree our team found – scientists can get a handle on the 

migration ability of various species. This is important for prioritizing conservation plans or when considering 

more extreme measures, like assisted migration, to help species keep pace with climate change. 

Wind has received relatively little attention in regards to setting the limits of species, but it is quite important 

on mountains, oceanic islands and, as we now know, the overall global extent of trees. Changes in 

temperature and precipitation are often discussed as worries on a changing planet, but in places like Isla 

Hornos, climate change’s effect on wind matters just as much. 

Additionally, this area is relatively pristine – we didn’t find a single invasive species, and there has been little 

human presence in the island, ever. As the climate changes, documenting this location so that scientists can 

know what is there and how it is changing is critical for future conservation. 

What still isn’t known 

Researchers still know relatively little about the southernmost forests of the world. While there is evidence 

that the winds have changed, the specific cause of death for forests can be determined only with long-term 

research. 

Further, there are only short climatic records from the island. Even basic information – like the length of the 

growing season – is still unknown. Repeat studies will need to be done if scientists really want to learn how 

life is changing in this remote but globally significant locale. 

https://data.giss.nasa.gov/gistemp/maps/index_v4.html
https://doi.org/10.1126/science.1197219
https://doi.org/10.1126/science.1197219
https://doi.org/10.1002/joc.4434
https://doi.org/10.1016/j.tree.2013.04.003
https://books.google.com/books?hl=en&lr=&id=1Dx-2ht4t0kC&oi=fnd&pg=PR3&dq=korner+treeline&ots=DAc3mTNNSl&sig=zRyGGyOLIaUKyzXQhhrbgtuZhuo
https://onlinelibrary.wiley.com/doi/pdf/10.1111/ecog.01266
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Isla Hornos is remote, inhospitable and nearly untouched by humanity. Brian Buma, CC BY-ND 

What’s next 

Revisiting this landscape to set up long-term research is important given the unique nature of this global 

signpost – the world’s southernmost tree. More than that, however, I hope this expedition can rally people to 

study range edges around their own homes. 

Together with National Geographic, ESRI and iNaturalist, on Sept. 26, I launched an interactive exploration 

challenge called The Edges of (All) Life exploration project. Anybody can look up the edges of species 

ranges in their own neighborhood and go searching for an individual that will push those boundaries out 

farther. I may have found the world’s southernmost tree, but you could find the northernmost dogwood, the 

northernmost Douglas fir or the southernmost maidenhair fern. No matter where you live, there is likely a 

unique edge nearby, and finding these ranges is critically important for the conservation of that particular 

species. 

https://images.theconversation.com/files/360640/original/file-20200929-24-1fvkdga.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/360640/original/file-20200929-24-1fvkdga.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nd/4.0/
https://www.nationalgeographic.com/science/2020/07/journey-to-the-worlds-southernmost-tree/
https://www.esri.com/en-us/home
https://www.inaturalist.org/
https://storymaps.arcgis.com/stories/29c6ac1c2f4e4f93beabba73a42ac7b1
https://storymaps.arcgis.com/stories/29c6ac1c2f4e4f93beabba73a42ac7b1
https://storymaps.arcgis.com/stories/29c6ac1c2f4e4f93beabba73a42ac7b1
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https://theconversation.com/the-worlds-southernmost-tree-hangs-on-in-one-of-the-windiest-places-on-earth-

but-climate-change-is-shifting-those-winds-

146901?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Science%20Picks%20Newsletter%20%20October%207%2020

20%20-

%201752316971&utm_content=Science%20Picks%20Newsletter%20%20October%207%202020%20-

%201752316971+CID_dffcbf2c2e9b0beb1989bb092a183c1f&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_ter

m=The%20worlds%20southernmost%20tree%20hangs%20on%20in%20one%20of%20the%20windiest%20p

laces%20on%20Earth%20%20but%20climate%20change%20is%20shifting%20those%20winds 
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Poem to My Yellow Coat 

by Lucille Clifton 

Issue no. 233 (Summer 2020) 

today i mourn my coat. 

my old potato. 

my yellow mother. 

my horse with buttons. 

my rind. 

today she split her skin 

like a snake, 

refusing to excuse my back 

for being big 

for being old 

for reaching toward other 

cuffs and sleeves. 

she cracked like a whip and 

fell apart, 

my terrible teacher to the end; 

to hell with the arms you want 

she hissed, 

be glad when you’re cold 

for the arms you have. 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=4703448adb&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=4703448adb&e=d538c8f2e0
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Antoine de Saint-Exupéry on Love, Mortality, and Night as an Existential Clarifying Force for the 

Deepest Truths of the Heart 

“Day belongs to family quarrels, but with the night he who has quarreled finds love again. For love is greater 

than any wind of words… Love is not thinking, but being.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

“For a moment of night we have a glimpse of ourselves and of our world islanded in its stream of stars — 

pilgrims of mortality, voyaging between horizons across eternal seas of space and time,” the great nature 

writer Henry Beston exulted in his stunning 1928 meditation on how night nourishes the human spirit. Indeed, 

there is a strange splendor to night, to how it envelops us in its consolatory darkness and lets us metabolize 

the day’s sorrows, how it clarifies our confusions in dreams we never fully comprehend, how it reminds us 

that each time the Earth turns away from the Sun, our days are diminished by one. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/06/04/henry-beston-night-outermost-house/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/03/16/mark-strand-dreams-collected-poems/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0809479702/braipick-20
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No one has articulated this clarifying power of night, nor its attunement to the urgency of mortality, more 

beautifully than Antoine de Saint-Exupéry (June 29, 1900–July 31, 1944) in his philosophical memoir Flight 

to Arras (public library), composed just as he was about to publish The Little Prince. 

Antoine de Saint-Exupéry 

The afternoon before a terrifying reconnaissance mission to fly over the German tank parks scattered across 

Arras, Saint-Exupéry finds himself preoccupied with questions of war, death, sacrifice, and heroism, but vows 

to think about them that night, if he returns live. He contemplates this time of numinous clarity, beyond the 

cold metallic thought-containers of the daytime analytical mind: 

Night, when words fade and things come alive. When the destructive analysis of day is done, and all that is 

truly important becomes whole and sound again. When man reassembles his fragmentary self and grows with 

the calm of the trees. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0809479702/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0809479702/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/flight-to-arras/oclc/950053641&referer=brief_results
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0809479702/braipick-20
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One of Saint-

Exupéry’s original watercolors for The Little Prince. 

Thrust into a moment of existential reverie by this twilight confrontation with mortality, he adds: 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/02/03/exupery-little-prince-morgan-drawings/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/02/03/exupery-little-prince-morgan-drawings/
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Day belongs to family quarrels, but with the night he who has quarreled finds love again. For love is greater 

than any wind of words… Love is not thinking, but being… I longed for night and for the rebirth in me of the 

being that merits love. For night, when my thoughts would be of civilization, of the destiny of man, of the 

savour of friendship in my native land. For night, so that I may yearn to serve some overwhelming purpose 

which at this moment I cannot define. For night, so that I may advance a step towards fixing it in my 

unmanageable language. I longed for night as the poet might do, the true poet who feels himself inhabited by 

a things obscure but powerful, and who strives to erect images like ramparts round the thing in order to 

capture it. To capture it in the snare of images. 

[…] 

I should wait for night, I said to myself; and if I am still alive I would walk alone… Alone and safely isolated 

in my beloved solitude. So that I might discover why it is I ought to die. 

Four years later, as The Little Prince was meeting the open arms of the world with its timeless message of 

love beyond life and death, Saint-Exupéry disappeared into the Mediterranean night on a reconnaissance 

mission, never to be seen again. 

Couple with Aldous Huxley on the transcendent power of music at night, then revisit Saint-Exupéry on what 

the desert taught him about the meaning of life and how a simple human smile saved his life during the war. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/05/14/antoine-de-saint-exupery-

night/?mc_cid=fd5efe320a&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/02/03/exupery-little-prince-morgan-drawings/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/05/16/meditation-on-the-moon-aldous-huxley-music-at-night/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/03/10/antoine-de-saint-exupery-letter-to-a-hostage-sahara/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/03/10/antoine-de-saint-exupery-letter-to-a-hostage-sahara/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/04/18/antoine-de-saint-exupery-letter-to-a-hostage-smile/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/05/14/antoine-de-saint-exupery-night/?mc_cid=fd5efe320a&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/05/14/antoine-de-saint-exupery-night/?mc_cid=fd5efe320a&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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RUBEM FONSECA: MODERNIST CRIME FICTION'S RELUCTANT STAR 

Fonseca captured the life of Rio de Janeiro like nobody else. Revisiting his work now, after his death, is an 

uncanny experience. 

OCTOBER 23, 2020 BY ELA BITTENCOURT 

 

 

A few years before his death from a heart attack, which he suffered last April, the renowned Brazilian crime 

writer Rubem Fonseca inaugurated a local bookstore in his hometown, Rio de Janeiro. His appearance was 

brief, and yet enough for someone to capture him on an iPhone. To see the slim, energetic and clearly moved 

Fonseca, already in his 90s, on camera is quite a jolt, given that he was so famously private, and hadn’t given 

an interview to the national press in decades. Some speculated that Fonseca had taken umbrage at the media 

for criticizing his support for the military coup, in 1964, and his previous work at a right-wing think tank. It’s 

also plausible that Fonseca didn’t care for his fans to get close witnessing his waned vitality. 

Whatever the reasons for his privacy, out of sight and off the air, at least until YouTube, the Fonseca myth 

had taken on its own contorted form. He was the simpatico flaneur seen by park stragglers on his daily strolls 

in Leblon, an upscale neighborhood in Rio, hiding under a cap and behind dark glasses. He was the 

promiscuous prankster, who boasted of sexual liaisons until the ripe old age. He was deliberately misleading 

about his exact birthdate; he didn’t want anyone to see him limp; he shaved the sides of his head, to appear 

younger. So many stories, some of them are probably true. A smattering of viral clips plugs the gaps—

Fonseca disdained political correctness and, like his characters, wouldn’t pass up on a salacious joke; he was a 

https://crimereads.com/author/elabittencourt/
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charmer, a slickster, of sorts—but these hardly constitute a complete or verifiable portrait. Perhaps, in the end, 

Fonseca, like all his noir protagonists, didn’t want us to ever pin him down. 

Fonseca was born in Minas Gerais, in 1940, to a family of Portuguese immigrants. The family moved to Rio 

de Janeiro when he was eight. Fonseca’s prose gives few hints of what his childhood was like, but we know 

that, while many of his protagonists suffer poverty, Fonseca’s own background was comfortably middle-class. 

This didn’t prevent him from creating characters who are either poor and disenfranchised, or burn with 

righteous, sometimes destructive, anger towards the moneyed elites. Fonseca’s youth was marked by his 

interest in sports (boxing, swimming and basketball). After studying law in college, he tried his hand at 

various jobs, from office boy to a newspaper editor. He served on the police force, from 1952 to 1958, then 

returned to the university intending to teach. He spent a year abroad, at New York University, but upon his 

return decided to become a writer. His first short story collection, The Prisoners (1963), made him an almost 

instant literary sensation—a status he confirmed with subsequent collections, publishing 19 of them in 50 

years, in addition to 12 novels. 

Fonseca was a revelation on the Brazilian literary scene. From the start, his prose was praised for its jarring 

lapidary quality. It was graphic and violent, almost to the point of seeming anarchic. In this sense, it 

channeled the social paroxysms of the late 1960s and early 70s, when Brazil went through the darkest stretch 

of the military dictatorship, with extreme violence on both sides. The characters and situations in Fonseca’s 

short fiction hover between gritty naturalism and metaphysical allegory. His fictional personas prove as 

complex and illusive as the one he guarded in life. In one famous story, The Collector, a would-be terrorist 

preparing a grand act of destruction comes across like an incarnation of Camus’s Meursault. In another, the 

mysterious hired gun who kills an innocent victim to help a stranger win a bet turns out to also be an 

allegorical figure—a dread-inducing Grim Reaper. Many of the early protagonists are as if lifted from 

outrageous newspaper headlines. Similar to another carioca, the playwright Nelson Rodrigues, Fonseca used 

sensationalist media material not only to root his stories in the factual, but also to instill them with a sense of 

the uncanny and the grotesque. 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

Whereas Fonseca’s nihilism makes him an heir to European modernist literature, his affinity for American 

fiction runs even deeper. According to the Brazilian critic and Fonseca’s longtime friend, Sergio Augusto, 

Fonseca counted in his pantheon of American writers not only Ernest Hemingway, whose economy of style 

and fine ear for dialogue are echoed in Fonseca’s own style, but also Dos Passos, Faulkner, Fitzgerald, 

Bellow, Philip Roth, and Donald Barthelme. Meanwhile Fonseca’s biggest references in crime fiction were 

Dashiell Hammett and Raymond Chandler. Fonseca himself is considered to be the grandfather of Brazil’s 

crime fiction, which later came to include writers such as Luiz Alfredo Garcia-Roza and Edyr Augusto. A 

voracious reader of national as well as foreign literature, Fonseca loved Guimarães Rosa and Clarice 

Lispector, though in his later years, he preferred to read and quote poetry. He also championed literary talents, 

from the novelist and master of short-story form, Sérgio Sant’Anna—who died in May, from Coronavirus—to 

women crime writers, such as Patrícia Melo. 

In Fonseca’s novels, which allow for more introspection, the most memorable protagonists borrow heavily 

from the brutal grind-work that he knew as a cop, but also possess a rich, psychologically ambivalent 

interiority. Of these, the inspector Albert Mattos in Fonseca’s briskly paced political thriller, Crimes of 

August (1988), is perhaps the finest. The novel is based loosely on events surrounding the suicide of the 
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Brazilian president Getulio Vargas and the failed the attempt to assassinate his nemesis, the journalist Carlos 

Lacerda. In the novel, Mattos is a brooding, skeptical loner, who won’t take a cut on a numbers racket, like all 

his fellow cops. With unswerving moral compass, empathy for the weak, analytical persona, and infinitely 

complex relationships with women, Mattos is, in many ways, a riposte to Raymond Chandler’s Philip 

Marlowe. And once you’ve seen Howard Hawks’s adaptation of The Big Sleep, it’s hard to follow Mattos 

without having Humphrey Bogart’s Marlowe lurk in one’s head. 

Cinema was Fonseca’s greatest passion after literature. His cinematic style meant that he could zoom in on 

just the right detail. Like a fine cameraman, he was also sensitive to light, particularly when it is fraught with 

emotion (e.g. when Mattos sees the neons in a red-light district he recalls from his adolescence). Whereas 

filmmakers often say that they envy writers, Fonseca flipped this notion: He insisted that a writer must make 

his readers see. It’s no wonder then that the main protagonist of his most evocative novel, Vast Emotions and 

Imperfect Thoughts (1988), is a film director. Recently widowed, the passé Brazilian auteur becomes 

obsessed with the short story collection, Red Cavalry, by Isaac Babel, which he wishes to adapt to the screen. 

The unnamed narrator also mysteriously comes into possession of precious jewels. Thus begins a picaresque 

crime comedy: The director is after Babel (he goes as far as Berlin for research) and crooks are after the 

director and his treasure-trove. Fonseca moves fluidly between the concreteness of the filmmaker’s life—his 

mourning and physical attachment to his deceased wife, the young women he has sex with—to disconcerting 

dreams and loose takes on Babel’s fiction and unclear biography. If Vast Emotions is Fonseca’s most 

consciously literary novel, it’s also a testament to his syncretic powers, which let him make vast leaps in a 

compact narrative structure without seeming arcane or losing his thread. 

Fonseca’s stories owe their magnetism and jaunty swagger to Rio de Janeiro. A typical Fonsecian protagonist 

won’t be caught near the beach, but harbors a possessive love for his city: its shadowy, decadent bairros, 

the botecos where poor bohemians hobnob with the rich, the Carnival street parades, and, above all, the 

endless parade of colorful, scabrous types. If Rio doesn’t love them back, it’s because its nature is cruel, 

violent, absurd. It’s where ordinary men can meet daily at a bar to casually bet how many are going to be 

executed that day by police squadrons. It’s where a body count is so high an individual corpse is forgotten as 

soon as it hits the asphalt. Fonseca’s Rio is an epic, seductive monster: a Medusa of many heads. 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

Fonseca’s oeuvre isn’t, however, utterly devoid of tenderness. There’s the grieving widower in Vast 

Emotions; there’s Mattos, who extends his kindness to Alice, the beautiful, complex and tormented woman 

who walked out on him to marry a rich, corrupt businessman. The fleeting scenes in which Alice suffers a 

nervous breakdown and is locked up in a clinic, to be given electroshocks, are the novel’s most poignant. 

They’re also a counterweight to other passages that blatantly perform the spectacle of male virility. The latter 

can at times doom Fonseca to a chauvinist strain that feels passé (particularly with characters casually 

flaunting rape and pedophilia). But although Fonseca’s prose isn’t for the faint of heart, and its alienated, 

splenetic men have a way of getting under one’s skin, at its best, there’s an ecstatic sparkle under all the 

spleen, a diamond sheen in the scatological abyss. 

brazilBrazilian crime fictionCrimes of AugustEla BittencourtLatin American crime fictionRio de 

JaneiroRubem FonsecaVast Emotions and Imperfect Thoughts 

https://crimereads.com/tag/brazil/
https://crimereads.com/tag/brazilian-crime-fiction/
https://crimereads.com/tag/crimes-of-august/
https://crimereads.com/tag/ela-bittencourt/
https://crimereads.com/tag/latin-american-crime-fiction/
https://crimereads.com/tag/rio-de-janeiro/
https://crimereads.com/tag/rio-de-janeiro/
https://crimereads.com/tag/rubem-fonseca/
https://crimereads.com/tag/vast-emotions-and-imperfect-thoughts/
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Ela Bittencourt 

Ela Bittencourt is a writer and critic. Her essays on art, literature and cinema appear in various publications 

such as Artforum, Criterion, Film Comment, Harper's, Hyperallergic, Notebook MUBI and The Village 

Voice. 

 

https://crimereads.com/rubem-fonseca-modernist-crime-fictions-reluctant-star/  

https://crimereads.com/author/elabittencourt/
https://crimereads.com/author/elabittencourt/
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Thirty Years a Slave: From Bondage to Freedom 

by Louis Hughes 

 

Previous Chapter Next Chapter 

Chapter I. 

 

LIFE ON A COTTON PLANTATION. 

BIRTH—SOLD IN A RICHMOND SLAVE PEN. 

I was born in Virginia, in 1832, near Charlottesville, in the beautiful valley of the Rivanna river. My father 

was a white man and my mother a negress, the slave of one John Martin. I was a mere child, probably not 

more than six years of age, as I remember, when my mother, two brothers and myself were sold to Dr. Louis, 

a practicing physician in the village of Scottsville. We remained with him about five years, when he died, and, 

in the settlement of his estate, I was sold to one Washington Fitzpatrick, a merchant of the village. He kept me 

a short time when he took me to Richmond, by way of canal-boat, expecting to sell me; but as the market was 

dull, he brought me back and kept me some three months longer, when he told me he had hired me out to 

work on a canal-boat running to Richmond, and to go to my mother and get my clothes ready to start on the 

trip. I went to her as directed, and, when she had made ready my bundle, she bade me good-by with tears in 

her eyes, saying: "My son, be a good boy; be polite to every one, and always behave yourself properly." It 

was sad to her to part with me, though she did not know that she was never to see me again, for my master 

had said nothing to her regarding his purpose and she only thought, as I did, that I was hired to work on the 

canal-boat, and that she should see me occasionally. But alas! We never met again. I can see her form still as 

when she bade me good-bye. That parting I can never forget. I ran off from her as quickly as I could after her 

parting words, for I did not want her to see me crying. I went to my master at the store, and he again told me 

that he had hired me to work on the canal-boat, and to go aboard immediately. Of the boat and the trip and the 

scenes along the route I remember little—I only thought of my mother and my leaving her. 

When we arrived at Richmond, George Pullan, a "nigger-trader," as he was called, came to the boat and began 

to question me, asking me first if I could remember having had the chickenpox, measles or whooping-cough. I 

answered, yes. Then he asked me if I did not want to take a little walk with him. I said, no. "Well," said he, 

"you have got to go. Your master sent you down here to be sold, and told me to come and get you and take 

you to the trader's yard, ready to be sold." I saw that to hesitate was useless; so I at once obeyed him and 

went. 

 

A SLAVE MARKET. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/louis-hughes/book/thirty-years-a-slave-from-bondage-to-freedom/summary
https://americanliterature.com/author/louis-hughes
https://americanliterature.com/author/louis-hughes/book/thirty-years-a-slave-from-bondage-to-freedom/preface
https://americanliterature.com/author/louis-hughes/book/thirty-years-a-slave-from-bondage-to-freedom/chapter-ii
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The trader's establishment consisted of an office, a large show-room and a yard in the rear enclosed with a 

wall of brick fifteen feet high. The principal men of the establishment were the proprietor and the foreman. 

When slaves were to be exhibited for sale, the foreman was called to the office by means of a bell, and an 

order given him to bring into the show-room all the slaves in the establishment. This was the work of but a 

few minutes, and the women were placed in a row on one side of the room and the men on the other. Persons 

desirous of purchasing them passed up and down between the lines looking the poor creatures over, and 

questioning them in about the following manner: "What can you do?" "Are you a good cook? seamstress? 

dairymaid?"—this to the women, while the men would be questioned as to their line of work: "Can you plow? 

Are you a blacksmith? Have you ever cared for horses? Can you pick cotton rapidly?" Sometimes the slave 

would be required to open his mouth that the purchaser might examine the teeth and form some opinion as to 

his age and physical soundness; and if it was suspected that a slave had been beaten a good deal he would be 

required to step into another room and undress. If the person desiring to buy found the slave badly scarred by 

the common usage of whipping, he would say at once to the foreman; "Why! this slave is not worth much, he 

is all scarred up. No, I don't want him; bring me in another to look at." Slaves without scars from whipping 

and looking well physically always sold readily. They were never left long in the yard. It was expected that all 

the slaves in the yard for sale would be neatly dressed and clean before being brought into the show-room. It 

was the foreman's business to see that each one was presentable. 

 

SLAVE WHIPPING AS A BUSINESS. 

Whipping was done at these markets, or trader's yards, all the time. People who lived in the city of Richmond 

would send their slaves here for punishment. When any one wanted a slave whipped he would send a note to 

that effect with the servant to the trader. Any petty offense on the part of a slave was sufficient to subject the 

offender to this brutal treatment. Owners who affected culture and refinement preferred to send a servant to 

the yard for punishment to inflicting it themselves. It saved them trouble, they said, and possibly a slight wear 

and tear of feeling. For this service the owner was charged a certain sum for each slave, and the earnings of 

the traders from this source formed a very large part of the profits of his business. The yard I was in had a 

regular whipping post to which they tied the slave, and gave him "nine-and-thirty," as it was called, meaning 

thirty-nine lashes as hard as they could lay it on. Men were stripped of their shirts in preparation for the 

whipping, and women had to take off their dresses from the shoulders to the waist. These whippings were not 

so severe as when the slaves were stripped entirely of their clothes, as was generally the case on the 

plantations where slaves were owned by the dozen. I saw many cases of whipping while I was in the yard. 

Sometimes I was so frightened that I trembled violently, for I had never seen anything like it before. 

 

SOLD IN THE MARKET. 

I was only in the yard a short time before I was bought by one George Reid who lived in Richmond. He had 

no wife, but an old lady kept house for him and his three sons. At this time he had a place in the postoffice, 

but soon after I came there he lost it. He then moved into the country upon a farm of about one thousand 

acres, enclosed by a cedar hedge. The house was a plain frame structure upon a stone basement and contained 

four rooms. It was surrounded with shrubbery, and was a pleasant country seat. But I did not like it here. I 

grieved continually about my mother. It came to me, more and more plainly, that I would never see her again. 

Young and lonely as I was, I could not help crying, oftentimes for hours together. It was hard to get used to 

being away from my mother. I remember well "Aunt Sylvia," who was the cook in the Reid household. She 

was very kind to me and always spoke consolingly to me, especially if I had been blue, and had had one of 
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my fits of crying. At these times she would always bake me an ash cake for supper, saying to me; "My child, 

don't cry; 'Aunt Sylvia' will look after you." This ash cake was made of corn meal and water, a little salt to 

make it palatable, and was baked by putting it between cabbage leaves and covering it with hot ashes. A 

sweeter or more delicious cake one could not desire, and it was common upon the tables of all the Virginia 

farmers. I always considered it a great treat to get one of these cakes from "Aunt Sylvia." 

The appellations of "aunt" and "uncle" for the older slaves were not only common among the blacks, but the 

whites also addressed them in the same way. 

 

ON THE AUCTION BLOCK 

I was sick a great deal—in fact, I had suffered with chills and fever ever since Mr. Reid bought me. He, 

therefore, concluded to sell me, and, in November, 1844, he took me back to Richmond, placing me in the 

Exchange building, or auction rooms, for the sale of slaves. The sales were carried on in a large hall where 

those interested in the business sat around a large block or stand, upon which the slave to be sold was placed, 

the auctioneer standing beside him. When I was placed upon the block, a Mr. McGee came up and felt of me 

and asked me what I could do. "You look like a right smart nigger," said he, "Virginia always produces good 

darkies." Virginia was the mother of slavery, and it was held by many that she had the best slaves. So when 

Mr. McGee found I was born and bred in that state he seemed satisfied. The bidding commenced, and I 

remember well when the auctioneer said; "Three hundred eighty dollars—once, twice and sold to Mr. Edward 

McGee." He was a rich cotton planter of Pontotoc, Miss. As near as I can recollect, I was not more than 

twelve years of age, so did not sell for very much. 

 

PRICE OF SLAVES. 

Servant women sold for $500 to $700, and sometimes as high as $800 when possessing extra qualifications. A 

house maid, bright in looks, strong and well formed, would sell for $1,000 to $1,200. Bright mulatto girls, 

well versed in sewing and knitting, would sometimes bring as high as $1,800, especially if a Virginian or a 

Kentuckian. Good blacksmiths sold for $1,600 to $1,800. When the slaves were put upon the block they were 

always sold to the highest bidder. Mr. McGee, or "Boss," as I soon learned to call him, bought sixty other 

slaves before he bought me, and they were started in a herd for Atlanta, Ga., on foot. 

 

STARTED FOR A COTTON PLANTATION. 

Boss, myself and ten others met them there. We then started for Pontotoc, Miss. On our way we stopped at 

Edenton, Ga., where Boss sold twenty-one of the sixty slaves. We then proceeded on our way, Boss by rail 

and we on foot, or in the wagon. We went about twenty miles a day. I remember, as we passed along, every 

white man we met was yelling, "Hurrah for Polk and Dallas!" They were feeling good, for election had given 

them the men that they wanted. The man who had us in charge joined with those we met in the hurrahing. We 

were afraid to ask them the reason for their yelling, as that would have been regarded as an impertinence, and 

probably would have caused us all to be whipped. 
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MY MISSISSIPPI HOME. 

At length, after a long and wearisome journey, we reached Pontotoc, McGee's home, on Christmas eve. Boss 

took me into the house and into the sitting room, where all the family were assembled, and presented me as a 

Christmas gift to the madam, his wife. My boss, as I remember him, was a tall, raw-boned man, but rather 

distinguished in looks, with a fine carriage, brilliant in intellect, and considered one of the wealthiest and most 

successful planters of his time. Mrs. McGee was a handsome, stately lady, about thirty years of age, brunette 

in complexion, faultless in figure and imperious in manner. I think that they were of Scotch descent. There 

were four children, Emma, Willie, Johnnie and Jimmie. All looked at me, and thought I was "a spry little 

fellow." I was very shy and did not say much, as everything was strange to me. I was put to sleep that night on 

a pallet on the floor in the dining room, using an old quilt as a covering. The next morning was Christmas, 

and it seemed to be a custom to have egg-nog before breakfast. The process of making this was new and 

interesting to me. I saw them whip the whites of eggs, on a platter, to a stiff froth; the yolks were thoroughly 

beaten in a large bowl, sugar and plenty of good brandy were added, and the whites of the eggs and cream 

were then stirred in, a little nutmeg grated on top of each glass when filled for serving. This was a delicious 

drink, and the best of all was, there was plenty of it. I served this to all the family, and, as there were also 

visiting relatives present, many glasses were required, and I found the tray so heavy I could hardly carry it. I 

helped myself, after the service was finished, and I was delighted, for I had never tasted anything so fine 

before. 

My boss told me I was to wait on the madam, do any errand necessary, attend to the dining room—in fact I 

was installed as general utility boy. It was different from the quiet manner of life I had seen before coming 

here—it kept my spirits up for some time. I thought of my mother often, but I was gradually growing to the 

idea that it was useless to cry, and I tried hard to overcome my feelings. 

 

PLANTATION LIFE. 

As already stated, it was Christmas morning, and, after breakfast, I saw the cook hurrying, and when I went 

out into the yard, everywhere I looked slaves met my view. I never saw so many slaves at one time before. In 

Virginia we did not have such large farms. There were no extensive cotton plantations, as in Mississippi. I 

shall never forget the dinner that day—it was a feast fit for a king, so varied and lavish was the bill of fare. 

The next attraction for me was the farm hands getting their Christmas rations. Each was given a pint of flour 

of which they made biscuit, which were called "Billy Seldom," because biscuit were very rare with them. 

Their daily food was corn bread, which they called "Johnny Constant," as they had it constantly. In addition to 

the flour each received a piece of bacon or fat meat, from which they got the shortening for their biscuit. The 

cracklings from the rendering of lard were also used by the slaves for shortening. The hands were allowed 

four days off at Christmas, and if they worked on these days, as some of them did, they got fifty cents a day 

for chopping. It was not common to have chopping done during the holidays; some planters, however, found 

it convenient thus to get it out of the way for the work which came after Christmas. 

 

THE GREAT HOUSE. 
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I soon became familiar with my work in the house and with the neighborhood, as I often had to carry notes for 

Boss to neighboring farmers, as well as to carry the mail to and from the postoffice. The "great house," as the 

dwelling of the master was called, was two stories high, built of huge logs, chinked and daubed and 

whitewashed. It was divided, from front to rear, by a hall twenty-five feet long and twelve feet wide, and on 

each side of the hall, in each story, was one large room with a large fire-place. There were but four rooms in 

all, yet these were so large that they were equal to at least six of our modern rooms. The kitchen was not 

attached to the main building, but was about thirty feet to the rear. This was the common mode of building in 

the south in those days. The two bedrooms upstairs were very plain in furnishings, but neat and comfortable, 

judged by the standard of the times. A wing was added to the main building for dining room. In rear of the 

kitchen was the milk or dairy house, and beyond this the smoke house for curing the meat. In line with these 

buildings, and still further to the rear, was the overseer's house. Near the milk house was a large tree, and 

attached to the trunk was a lever; and here was where the churning was done, in which I had always to assist. 

This establishment will serve as a sample of many of those on the large plantations in the south. The main 

road from Pontotoc to Holly Springs, one of the great thoroughfares of the state and a stage route, passed near 

the house, and through the center of the farm. On each side of this road was a fence, and in the corners of both 

fences, extending for a mile, were planted peach trees, which bore excellent fruit in great profusion. 

 

HOUSE SERVANT AND ERRAND BOY. 

My first work in the morning was to dust the parlor and hall and arrange the dining room. It came awkward to 

me at first, but, after the madam told me how, I soon learned to do it satisfactorily. Then I had to wait on the 

table, sweep the large yard every morning with a brush broom and go for the mail once a week. I used to get 

very tired, for I was young and consequently not strong. Aside from these things which came regularly, I had 

to help the madam in warping the cloth. I dreaded this work, for I always got my ears boxed if I did not or 

could not do the work to suit her. She always made the warp herself and put it in, and I had to hand her the 

thread as she put it through the harness. I would get very tired at this work and, like any child, wanted to be at 

play, but I could not remember that the madam ever gave me that privilege. Saddling the horse at first was 

troublesome to me, but Boss was constant in his efforts to teach me, and, after many trials, I learned the task 

satisfactorily to the master and to bring the horse to the door when he wished to go out for business or 

pleasure. Riding horseback was common for both ladies and gentlemen, and sometimes I would have to 

saddle three or more horses when Boss, the madam, a friend or friends desired a ride. Bird hunting parties 

were common and were greatly enjoyed, by the young people especially. Boss always invited some of the 

young people of the neighborhood to these parties and they never failed to put in an appearance. Williams, 

Bradford and Freeman were the sons of rich planters, and were always participants in this sport, and their 

young lady friends joined in it as on-lookers. The young men singing and whistling to the birds, I in the 

meantime setting the net. As soon as I had got the net in order they would approach the birds slowly, driving 

them into it. There was great laughter and excitement if they were successful in catching a fine flock. 

 

CRUEL TREATMENT. 

I was but a lad, yet I can remember well the cruel treatment I received. Some weeks it seemed I was whipped 

for nothing, just to please my mistress' fancy. Once, when I was sent to town for the mail and had started 

back, it was so dark and rainy my horse got away from me and I had to stay all night in town. The next 

morning when I got back home I had a severe whipping, because the master was expecting a letter containing 

money and was disappointed in not receiving it that night, as he was going to Panola to spend Christmas. 
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However, the day came and all the family went except me. During the time they were gone the overseer 

whipped a man so terribly with the "bull whip" that I had to go for the doctor, and when Dr. Heningford, the 

regular family physician, came, he said it was awful—such cruel treatment, and he complained about it. It was 

common for a slave to get an "over-threshing," that is, to be whipped too much. The poor man was cut up so 

badly all over that the doctor made a bran poultice and wrapped his entire body in it. This was done to draw 

out the inflammation. It seems the slave had been sick, and had killed a little pig when he became well 

enough to go to work, as his appetite craved hearty food, and he needed it to give him strength for his tasks. 

For this one act, comparatively trivial, he was almost killed. The idea never seemed to occur to the slave 

holders that these slaves were getting no wages for their work and, therefore, had nothing with which to 

procure what, at times, was necessary for their health and strength—palatable and nourishing food. When the 

slaves took anything the masters called it stealing, yet they were stealing the slaves' time year after year. 

When Boss came home he was called on by the town officials, for the case had been reported to them. Boss, 

however, got out of it by saying that he was not at home when the trouble occurred. The poor slave was sick 

from his ill treatment some four or five months, and when he recovered there was a running sore left on his 

body, from the deep cuts of the whip, which never healed. I can not forget how he looked, the sore was a 

sickening sight; yet, when he was able to walk he had to return to work in the field. 

I had not been at Pontotoc very long when I saw the hounds run a slave, by name Ben Lyon. "Old Ben," as he 

was called, ran away and had been gone a week when he was seen by a woman who "told on him," and then I 

was sent to get the man who had trained dogs, or hounds as they were called. The dogs ran the slave about ten 

miles when they lost track at a creek, but he was caught that night in a farmer's house getting something to 

eat. 

 

INSTRUCTIONS IN MEDICINE. 

After some time, Boss began to tell me the names of medicines and their properties. I liked this and seemed to 

grasp the idea very well. After giving me a number of names he would make me repeat them. Then he would 

tell me the properties of each medicine named, how it was used and for what purpose and how much 

constituted a dose. He would drill me in all this until I knew it and, in a short time, he would add other names 

to the list. He always showed me each medicine named and had me smell and carefully examine it that I 

might know it when seen again. I liked this, and used to wish that I was as wise as my master. He was very 

precise, steady and gentle in any case of sickness, and, although he had long retired from the medical world, 

all recognized his merit wherever he went. I used to go to the woods and gather slippery elm, alum root and 

the roots of wild cherry and poplar, for we used all these in compounding medicines for the servants. 

 

THE OVERSEER—WHIPPINGS AND OTHER CRUELTIES. 

The overseer was a man hired to look after the farm and whip the slaves. Very often they were not only cruel, 

but barbarous. Every farmer or planter considered an overseer a necessity. As a rule, there was also on each 

plantation, a foreman—one of the brighter slaves, who was held responsible for the slaves under him, and 

whipped if they did not come up to the required task. There was, too, a forewoman, who, in like manner, had 

charge of the female slaves, and also the boys and girls from twelve to sixteen years of age, and all the old 

people that were feeble. This was called the trash gang. Ah! it would make one's heart ache to see those 

children and how they were worked. Cold, frosty mornings, the little ones would be crying from cold; but 
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they had to keep on. Aunt Polly, our forewoman, was afraid to allow them to run to get warm, for fear the 

overseer would see them. Then she would be whipped, and he would make her whip all of the gang. At 

length, I became used to severe treatment of the slaves; but, every little while something would happen to 

make me wish I were dead. Everything was in a bustle—always there was slashing and whipping. I remember 

when Boss made a change in our overseer. It was the beginning of the year. Riley, one of the slaves, who was 

a principal plower, was not on hand for work one Monday morning, having been delayed in fixing the bridle 

of his mule, which the animal, for lack of something better, perhaps, had been vigorously chewing and 

rendered nearly useless. He was, therefore, considerably behind time, when he reached the field. Without 

waiting to learn what was the reason for the delay, the overseer sprang upon him with his bull whip, which 

was about seven feet long, lashing him with all his strength, every stroke leaving its mark upon the poor man's 

body, and finally the knot at the end of the whip buried itself in the fleshy part of the arm, and there came 

around it a festering sore. He suffered greatly with it, until one night his brother took out the knot, when the 

poor fellow was asleep, for he could not bear any one to touch it when he was awake. It was awful to hear the 

cracking of that whip as it was laid about Riley—one would have thought that an ox team had gotten into the 

mire, and was being whipped out, so loud and sharp was the noise! 

I usually slept in the dining room on the floor. Early one morning an old slave, by name of "Uncle Jim," came 

and knocked at the window, and upon my jumping up and going to him, he told me to tell Boss that Uncle Jim 

was there. He had run away, some time before, and, for some reason, had returned. Boss, upon hearing the 

news, got up and sent me to tell the overseer to come at once. He came, and, taking the bull whip, a cowhide 

and a lot of peach-tree switches, he and Boss led Uncle Jim back into the cow lot, on the side of the hill, 

where they drove four stakes in the ground, and, laying him flat on his face, tied his hands and feet to these 

stakes. After whipping him, in this position, all they wanted to, a pail of strong salt and water was brought, 

and the poor fellow was "washed down." This washing was customary, after whippings, as the planters 

claimed it drew out all the soreness, and healed the lacerated flesh. 

Upon one occasion, the family being away, I was left extra work to do, being set to help three fellow slaves 

lay off the rows for planting corn. We did not get them quite straight. The deviation we made from the line 

was very little, and could scarcely be seen, even by an expert; but the least thing wrong about the work would 

cause any slave to be whipped, and so all four of us were flogged. 

 

THE SLAVE CABIN. 

There was a section of the plantation known as "the quarters," where were situated the cabins of the slaves. 

These cabins were built of rough logs, and daubed with the red clay or mud of the region. No attempt was 

made to give them a neat appearance—they were not even whitewashed. Each cabin was about fourteen feet 

square, containing but one room, and was covered with oak boards, three feet in length, split out of logs by 

hand. These boards were not nailed on, but held in their places by what were termed weight-poles laid across 

them at right angles. There were in each room two windows, a door and a large, rude fire-place. The door and 

window frames, or facings, were held in their places by wooden pins, nails being used only in putting the 

doors together. The interior of the cabins had nothing more attractive than the outside—there was no 

plastering and only a dirt floor. The furniture consisted of one bed, a plain board table and some benches 

made by the slaves themselves. Sometimes a cabin was occupied by two or more families, in which case the 

number of beds was increased proportionately. For light a grease lamp was used, which was made of iron, 

bowl shaped, by a blacksmith. The bowl was filled with grease and a rag or wick placed in it, one end resting 

on the edge for lighting. These lamps gave a good light, and were in general use among the slaves. Tallow 
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candles were a luxury, never seen except in the "great houses" of the planters. The only light for outdoors 

used by the slaves was a torch made by binding together a bundle of small sticks or splinters. 

 

COTTON RAISING. 

After the selection of the soil most suitable for cotton, the preparation of it was of vital importance. The land 

was deeply plowed, long enough before the time for planting to allow the spring rains to settle it. Then it was 

thrown into beds or ridges by turning furrows both ways toward a given center. The seed was planted at the 

rate of one hundred pounds per acre. The plant made its appearance in about ten days after planting, if the 

weather was favorable. Early planting, however, followed by cold, stormy weather frequently caused the seed 

to rot. As soon as the third leaf appeared the process of scraping commenced, which consisted of cleaning the 

ridge with hoes of all superfluous plants and all weeds and grass. After this a narrow plow known as a "bull 

tongue," was used to turn the loose earth around the plant and cover up any grass not totally destroyed by the 

hoes. If the surface was very rough the hoes followed, instead of preceding, the plow to unearth those plants 

that may have been partially covered. The slaves often acquired great skill in these operations, running plows 

within two inches of the stalks, and striking down weeds within half an inch with their hoes, rarely touching a 

leaf of the cotton. Subsequent plowing, alternating with hoeing, usually occurred once in twenty days. There 

was danger in deep plowing of injuring the roots, and this was avoided, except in the middle of rows in wet 

seasons when it was necessary to bury and more effectually kill the grass. The implements used in the culture 

of cotton were shovels, hoes, sweeps, cultivators, harrows and two kinds of plows. It required four months, 

under the most favorable circumstances, for cotton to attain its full growth. It was usually planted about the 

1st of April, or from March 20th to April 10th, bloomed about the 1st of June and the first balls opened about 

August 15th, when picking commenced. The blooms come out in the morning and are fully developed by 

noon, when they are a pure white. Soon after meridian they begin to exhibit reddish streaks, and next morning 

are a clear pink. They fall off by noon of the second day. 

 

THE COTTON WORM. 

A cut worm was troublesome sometimes; but the plants were watched very carefully, and as soon as any signs 

of worms were seen work for their destruction was commenced. The majority of the eggs were laid upon the 

calyx and involucre. The worm, after gnawing through its enclosed shell, makes its first meal upon the part of 

the plant upon which the egg was laid, be it leaf, stem or involucre. If it were laid upon the leaf, as was 

usually the case, it might be three days before the worm reached the boll; but were the eggs laid upon the 

involucre the worm pierced through within twenty-four hours after hatching. The newly hatched boll worm 

walks like a geometrical larva or looper, a measuring worm as it was called. This is easily explained by the 

fact that while in the full grown worm the abdominal legs, or pro legs, are nearly equal in length, in the newly 

hatched worm the second pair are slightly shorter than the third, and the first pair are shorter and slenderer 

than the second—a state of things approaching that in the full grown cotton worm, though the difference in 

size in the former case is not nearly so marked as in the latter. This method of walking is lost with the first or 

second molt. There is nothing remarkable about these young larvae. They seem to be thicker in proportion to 

their length than the young cotton worms, and they have not so delicate and transparent an appearance. Their 

heads are black and their bodies seem already to have begun to vary in color. The body above is furnished 

with sparse, stiff hairs, each arising from a tubercle. I have often watched the newly hatched boll while in the 

cotton fields. When hatched from an egg which had been deposited upon a leaf, they invariably made their 

first meal on the substance of the leaf, and then wandered about for a longer or shorter space of time, 
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evidently seeking a boll or flower bud. It was always interesting to watch this seemingly aimless search of the 

young worm, crawling first down the leaf stem and then back, then dropping a few inches by a silken thread 

and then painfully working its way back again, until, at last, it found the object of its search, or fell to the 

ground where it was destroyed by ants. As the boll worms increase in size a most wonderful diversity of color 

and marking becomes apparent. In color different worms will vary from a brilliant green to a deep pink or 

dark brown, exhibiting almost every conceivable intermediate stage from an immaculate, unstriped specimen 

to one with regular spots and many stripes. The green worms were more common than those of any other 

color—a common variety was a very light green. When these worms put in an appearance it raised a great 

excitement among the planters. We did not use any poison to destroy them, as I learn is the method now 

employed. 

 

THE COTTON HARVEST. 

The cotton harvest, or picking season, began about the latter part of August or first of September, and lasted 

till Christmas or after, but in the latter part of July picking commenced for "the first bale" to go into the 

market at Memphis. This picking was done by children from nine to twelve years of age and by women who 

were known as "sucklers," that is, women with infants. The pickers would pass through the rows getting very 

little, as the cotton was not yet in full bloom. From the lower part of the stalk where it opened first is where 

they got the first pickings. The season of first picking was always a great time, for the planter who brought the 

first bale of cotton into market at Memphis was presented with a basket of champagne by the commission 

merchants. This was a custom established throughout Mississippi. After the first pickings were secured the 

cotton developed very fast, continuing to bud and bloom all over the stalk until the frost falls. The season of 

picking was exciting to all planters, every one was zealous in pushing his slaves in order that he might reap 

the greatest possible harvest. The planters talked about their prospects, discussed the cotton markets, just as 

the farmers of the north discuss the markets for their products. I often saw Boss so excited and nervous during 

the season he scarcely ate. The daily task of each able-bodied slave during the cotton picking season war 250 

pounds or more, and all those who did not come up to the required amount would get a whipping. When the 

planter wanted more cotton picked than usual, the overseer would arrange a race. The slaves would be divided 

into two parties, with, a leader for each party. The first leader would choose a slave for his side, then the 

second leader one for his, and so on alternately until all were chosen. Each leader tried to get the best on his 

side. They would all work like good fellows for the prize, which was a tin cup of sugar for each slave on the 

winning side. The contest was kept up for three days whenever the planter desired an extra amount picked. 

The slaves were just as interested in the races as if they were going to get a five dollar bill. 

 

PREPARING COTTON FOR MARKET. 

The gin-house was situated about four hundred yards from "the great house" on the main road. It was a large 

shed built upon square timbers, and was similar to a barn, only it stood some six feet from the ground, and 

underneath was located the machinery for running the gin. The cotton was put into the loft after it was dried, 

ready for ginning. In this process the cotton was dropped from the loft to the man who fed the machine. As it 

was ginned the lint would go into the lint room, and the seed would drop at the feeder's feet. The baskets used 

for holding lint were twice as large as those used in the picking process, and they were never taken from the 

gin house. These lint baskets were used in removing the lint from the lint room to the place where the cotton 

was baled. A bale contained 250 pounds, and the man who did the treading of the cotton into the bales would 
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not vary ten pounds in the bale, so accustomed was he to the packing. Generally from fourteen to fifteen bales 

of cotton were in the lint room at a time. 

 

OTHER FARM PRODUCTS. 

Cotton was the chief product of the Mississippi farms and nothing else was raised to sell. Wheat, oats and rye 

were raised in limited quantities, but only for the slaves and the stock. All the fine flour for the master's 

family was bought in St. Louis. Corn was raised in abundance, as it was a staple article of food for the slaves. 

It was planted about the 1st of March, or about a month earlier than the cotton. It was, therefore, up and 

partially worked before the cotton was planted and fully tilled before the cotton was ready for cultivation. 

Peas were planted between the rows of corn, and hundreds of bushels were raised. These peas after being 

harvested, dried and beaten out of the shell, were of a reddish brown tint, not like those raised for the master's 

family, but they were considered a wholesome and nutritious food for the slaves. Cabbage and yams, a large 

sweet potato, coarser than the kind generally used by the whites and not so delicate in flavor, were also raised 

for the servants in liberal quantities. No hay was raised, but the leaves of the corn, stripped from the stalks 

while yet green, cured and bound in bundles, were used as a substitute for it in feeding horses. 

 

FARM IMPLEMENTS. 

Almost all the implements used on the plantation were made by the slaves. Very few things were bought. 

Boss had a skilled blacksmith, uncle Ben, for whom he paid $1,800, and there were slaves who were 

carpenters and workers in wood who could turn their hands to almost anything. Wagons, plows, harrows, 

grubbing hoes, hames, collars, baskets, bridle bits and hoe handles were all made on the farm and from the 

material which it produced, except the iron. The timber used in these implements was generally white or red 

oak, and was cut and thoroughly seasoned long before it was needed. The articles thus manufactured were not 

fine in form or finish, but they were durable, and answered the purposes of a rude method of agriculture. 

Horse collars were made from corn husks and from poplar bark which was stripped from the tree, in the 

spring, when the sap was up and it was soft and pliable, and separated into narrow strips which were plaited 

together. These collars were easy for the horse, and served the purpose of the more costly leather collar. Every 

season at least 200 cotton baskets were made. One man usually worked at this all the year round, but in the 

spring he had three assistants. The baskets were made from oak timber, grown in the home forests and 

prepared by the slaves. It was no small part of the work of the blacksmith and his assistant to keep the farm 

implements in good repair, and much of this work was done at night. All the plank used was sawed by hand 

from timber grown on the master's land, as there were no saw mills in that region. Almost the only things not 

made on the farm which were in general use there were axes, trace chains and the hoes used in cultivating the 

cotton. 

 

THE CLEARING OF NEW LAND. 

When additional land was required for cultivation the first step was to go into the forest in summer and 

"deaden" or girdle the trees on a given tract. This was cutting through the bark all around the trunk about 

thirty inches from the ground. The trees so treated soon died and in a year or two were in condition to be 

removed. The season selected for clearing the land was winter, beginning with January. The trees, except the 
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larger ones, were cut down, cut into lengths convenient for handling and piled into great heaps, called "log 

heaps," and burned. The undergrowth was grubbed out and also piled and burned. The burning was done at 

night and the sight was often weird and grand. The chopping was done by the men slaves and the grubbing by 

women. All the trees that blew down during the summer were left as they fell till winter when they were 

removed. This went on, year after year, until all the trees were cleared out. The first year after the new land 

was cleared corn was put in, the next season cotton. As a rule corn and cotton were planted alternately, 

especially if the land was poor, if not, cotton would be continued year after year on the same land. Old corn 

stalks were always plowed under for the next year's crop and they served as an excellent fertilizer. Cotton was 

seldom planted on newly cleared land, as the roots and stumps rendered it difficult to cultivate the land 

without injury to the growing plant. 

I never saw women put to the hard work of grubbing until I went to McGee's and I greatly wondered at it. 

Such work was not done by women slaves in Virginia. Children were required to do some work, it mattered 

not how many grown people were working. There were always tasks set for the boys and girls ranging in age 

from nine to thirteen years, beyond these ages they worked with the older slaves. After I had been in Pontotoc 

two years I had to help plant and hoe, and work in the cotton during the seasons, and soon learned to do 

everything pertaining to the farm. 

 

COOKING FOR THE SLAVES. 

In summer time the cooking for the slaves was done out of doors. A large fire was built under a tree, two 

wooden forks were driven into the ground on opposite sides of the fire, a pole laid on the forks and on this 

kettles were hung over the fire for the preparation of the food. Cabbage and meat, boiled, alternated with meat 

and peas, were the staple for summer. Bread was furnished with the meals and corn meal dumplings, that is, 

little balls made of meal and grease from the boiled bacon and dropped into boiling water, were also provided 

and considered quite palatable, especially if cooked in the water in which the bacon was boiled. In winter the 

cooking was done in a cabin, and sweet potatoes, dried peas and meat were the principal diet. This bill of fare 

was for dinner or the mid-day meal. For supper each slave received two pieces of meat and two slices of 

bread, but these slices were very large, as the loaves were about six inches thick and baked in an old 

fashioned oven. This bread was made from corn meal for, as I have said, only on holidays and special 

occasions did the slaves have white bread of any kind. Part of the meat and bread received at supper time was 

saved for the "morning bite." The slaves never had any breakfast, but went to the field at daylight and after 

working till the sun was well up, all would stop for their morning bite. Very often some young fellow ate his 

morning bite the evening before at supper and would have nothing for the morning, going without eating until 

noon. The stop for morning bite was very short; then all would plunge into work until mid-day, when all 

hands were summoned to their principal meal. 

 

CARDING AND SPINNING. 

Through the winter and on rainy days in summer, the women of the field had to card the wool and spin it into 

yarn. They generally worked in pairs, a spinning wheel and cards being assigned to each pair, and while one 

carded the wool into rolls, the other spun it into yarn suitable for weaving into cloth, or a coarse, heavy thread 

used in making bridles and lines for the mules that were used in the fields. This work was done in the cabins, 

and the women working together alternated in the carding and spinning. Four cuts were considered a task or 
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day's work, and if any one failed to complete her task she received a whipping from the madam. At night 

when the spinners brought their work to the big house I would have it to reel. The reel was a contrivance 

consisting of a sort of wheel, turned on an axis, used to transfer the yarn from the spools or spindles of the 

spinning wheels into cuts or hunks. It was turned by hand and when enough yarn had been reeled to make a 

cut the reel signaled it with a snap. This process was continued until four cuts were reeled which made a 

hunk, and this was taken off and was ready for use. So the work went on until all was reeled. I often got very 

weary of this work and would almost fall asleep at it, as it was generally done at night after I had had a long 

day's toil at something else. 

 

WEAVING—CLOTHES OF THE SLAVES. 

One woman did the weaving and it was her task to weave from nine to ten yards a day. Aunt Liza was our 

weaver and she was taught the work by the madam. At first she did not get on so well with it and many times 

I have seen the madam jump at her, pinch and choke her because she was dull in understanding how to do it. 

The madam made the unreasonable demand that she should do the full task at first, and because she failed she 

was punished, as was the custom in all cases of failure, no matter how unreasonable the demand. Liza finally 

became equal to her task and accomplished it each day. But the trouble and worry to me was when I had to 

assist the madam in warping—getting the work ready for the weaver. She would warp the thread herself and 

place it in the loom, then I would have to hand her the threads, as she put them through the hames. For any 

failure in quickly comprehending or doing my work, I did not fail to receive the customary blow, or blows, 

from her hand. 

Each piece of cloth contained forty yards, and this cloth was used in making clothes for the servants. About 

half of the whole amount required was thus made at home; the remainder was bought, and as it was heavier it 

was used for winter clothing. Each man was allowed for summer two pairs of pants and two shirts, but no 

coat. The women had two dresses and two chemises each for summer. For winter the men had each two pairs 

of pants, one coat, one hat and one pair of coarse shoes. These shoes before being worn had to be greased 

with tallow, with a little tar in it. It was always a happy time when the men got these winter goods—it brought 

many a smile to their faces, though the supply was meager and the articles of the cheapest. The women's 

dresses for winter were made of the heavier wool-cloth used for the men. They also had one pair of shoes 

each and a turban. The women who could utilize old clothes, made for themselves what were called pantalets. 

They had no stockings or undergarments to protect their limbs—these were never given them. The pantalets 

were made like a pant-leg, came just above the knee, and were caught and tied. Sometimes they looked well 

and comfortable. The men's old pant-legs were sometimes used. 

I remember once when Boss went to Memphis and brought back a bolt of gingham for turbans for the female 

slaves. It was a red and yellow check, and the turbans made from it were only to be worn on Sunday. The old 

women were so glad that they sang and prayed. A little gift from the master was greatly appreciated by them. 

I always came in for my share each year, but my clothes were somewhat different. I wore pants made of 

Boss's old ones, and all his old coats were utilized for me. They rounded them off at the tail just a little and 

called them jackets. My shoes were not brogans, but made of lighter leather, and made suitable for in the 

house. I only worked on the farm in busy seasons, and did not have the regular wear of the farm hands. On 

Monday morning it was a great sight to see all the hands marching to the field. The cotton clothes worn by 

both men and women, and the turbans of the latter, were snowy white, as were the wool hats of the men—all 

contrasted with the dark faces of the wearers in a strange and striking manner. 
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SLAVE MOTHERS—CARE OF THE CHILDREN. 

The women who had young babies were assigned to what was considered "light work," such as hoeing 

potatoes, cutting weeds from the fence corners, and any other work of like character. About nine o'clock in 

the forenoon, at noon, and three o'clock in the afternoon, these women, known on the farms as "the sucklers," 

could be seen going from work to nurse their babies. Many were the heart-sighs of these sorrowing mothers as 

they went to minister to their infants. Sometimes the little things would seem starved, for the mothers could 

only stop their toil three times a day to care for them. When old enough to receive it, the babies had milk, the 

liquor from boiled cabbage, and bread and milk together. A woman who was too old to do much of anything 

was assigned to the charge of these babies in the absence of their mothers. It was rare that she had any one to 

help her. The cries of these little ones, who were cut off almost entirely from motherly care and protection, 

were heart-rending. 

The cabin used for the infants during the day was a double one, that is, double the usual size, and was located 

near the great house. The cradles used were made of boards, and were not more than two by three feet in size. 

The women carried their babies in the cradles to the baby cabin in the morning, taking them to their own 

cabins at night. The children ranging in age from one to seven years were numerous, and the old woman had 

them to look after as well as the babies. This was indeed a task, and might well have taxed the strength of a 

younger woman. They were always from eight to a dozen infants in the cabin. The summer season was trying 

on the babies and young children. Often they would drink too much liquor from cabbage, or too much 

buttermilk, and would be taken with a severe colic. I was always called on these occasions to go with Boss to 

administer medicine. I remember on one occasion a little boy had eaten too much cabbage, and was taken 

with cramp colic. In a few minutes his stomach was swollen as tight and hard as a balloon, and his teeth 

clenched. He was given an emetic, put in a mustard bath and was soon relieved. The food was too heavy for 

these children, and they were nearly always in need of some medical attendance. Excessive heat, with 

improper food, often brought on cholera infantum, from which the infants sometimes died rapidly and in 

considerable numbers. 

 

METHODS OF PUNISHMENT. 

The methods of punishment were barbarous in the extreme, and so numerous that I will not attempt to 

describe them all. One method was to tie the slave to a tree, strip off his clothes, and then whip him with a 

rawhide, or long, limber switches, or the terrible bull whip. Another was to put the slave in stocks, or to buck 

him, that is, fasten his feet together, draw up his knees to his chin, tie his hands together, draw them down 

over the knees, and put a stick under the latter and over the arms. In either of these ways the slave was 

entirely at the mercy of his tormentors, and the whipping could proceed at their pleasure. After these 

whippings the slave was often left helpless and bleeding upon the ground, until the master, or overseer, saw fit 

to let him up. The most common method of punishment was to have the servants form a ring, called the "bull 

ring," into which the one to be punished was led naked. The slaves were then each given a switch, rawhide, 

strap or whip, and each one was compelled to cut at the poor victim as he ran around the ring. The ring was 

composed of men, women and children; and, as they numbered from forty to fifty, each circuit of the ring 

would result in that number of lashes, and by the time the victim had made two or three rounds his condition 

can be readily imagined. The overseer was always one of the ring, vigorously using the whip, and seeing that 

all the slaves did the same. Some of the victims fainted before they had passed once around the ring. Women 

slaves were punished in the same manner as the men. The salt water bath was given after each punishment. 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                                   No. 541 november 2020 

 

143 

Runaway slaves were usually caught by means of hounds, trained for the purpose by men who made it a 

business and a source of revenue, notwithstanding its brutal features and degrading influence. 

 

FOURTH OF JULY BARBECUE. 

Barbecue originally meant to dress and roast a hog whole, but has come to mean the cooking of a food animal 

in this manner for the feeding of a great company. A feast of this kind was always given to us, by Boss, on the 

4th of July. The anticipation of it acted as a stimulant through the entire year. Each one looked forward to this 

great day of recreation with pleasure. Even the older slaves would join in the discussion of the coming event. 

It mattered not what trouble or hardship the year had brought, this feast and its attendant pleasure would 

dissipate all gloom. Some, probably, would be punished on the morning of the 4th, but this did not matter; the 

men thought of the good things in store for them, and that made them forget that they had been punished. All 

the week previous to the great day, the slaves were in high spirits, the young girls and boys, each evening, 

congregating, in front of the cabins, to talk of the feast, while others would sing and dance. The older slaves 

were not less happy, but would only say; "Ah! God has blessed us in permitting us to see another feast day." 

The day before the 4th was a busy one. The slaves worked with all their might. The children who were large 

enough were engaged in bringing wood and bark to the spot where the barbecue was to take place. They 

worked eagerly, all day long; and, by the time the sun was setting, a huge pile of fuel was beside the trench, 

ready for use in the morning. At an early hour of the great day, the servants were up, and the men whom Boss 

had appointed to look after the killing of the hogs and sheep were quickly at their work, and, by the time they 

had the meat dressed and ready, most of the slaves had arrived at the center of attraction. They gathered in 

groups, talking, laughing, telling tales that they had from their grandfather, or relating practical jokes that they 

had played or seen played by others. These tales were received with peals of laughter. But however much they 

seemed to enjoy these stories and social interchanges, they never lost sight of the trench or the spot where the 

sweetmeats were to be cooked. 

The method of cooking the meat was to dig a trench in the ground about six feet long and eighteen inches 

deep. This trench was filled with wood and bark which was set on fire, and, when it was burned to a great bed 

of coals, the hog was split through the back bone, and laid on poles which had been placed across the trench. 

The sheep were treated in the same way, and both were turned from side to side as they cooked. During the 

process of roasting the cooks basted the carcasses with a preparation furnished from the great house, 

consisting of butter, pepper, salt and vinegar, and this was continued until the meat was ready to serve. Not far 

from this trench were the iron ovens, where the sweetmeats were cooked. Three or four women were assigned 

to this work. Peach cobbler and apple dumpling were the two dishes that made old slaves smile for joy and the 

young fairly dance. The crust or pastry of the cobbler was prepared in large earthen bowls, then rolled out like 

any pie crust, only it was almost twice as thick. A layer of this crust was laid in the oven, then a half peck of 

peaches poured, in, followed by a layer of sugar; then a covering of pastry was laid over all and smoothed 

around with a knife. The oven was then put over a bed of coals, the cover put on and coals thrown on it, and 

the process of baking began. Four of these ovens were usually in use at these feasts, so that enough of the 

pastry might be baked to supply all. The ovens were filled and refilled until there was no doubt about the 

quantity. The apple dumplings were made in the usual way, only larger, and served with sauce made from 

brown sugar. It lacked flavoring, such as cinnamon or lemon, yet it was a dish highly relished by all the 

slaves. I know that these feasts made me so excited, I could scarcely do my house duties, and I would never 

fail to stop and look out of the window from the dining room down into the quarters. I was eager to get 

through with my work and be with the feasters. About noon everything was ready to serve. The table was set 

in a grove near the quarters, a place set aside for these occasions. The tableware was not fine, being of tin, but 
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it served the purpose, and did not detract from the slaves' relish for the feast. The drinks were strictly 

temperance drinks—buttermilk and water. Some of the nicest portions of the meat were sliced off and put on 

a platter to send to the great house for Boss and his family. It was a pleasure for the slaves to do this, for Boss 

always enjoyed it. It was said that the slaves could barbecue meats best, and when the whites had barbecues 

slaves always did the cooking. When dinner was all on the table, the invitation was given for all to come; and 

when all were in a good way eating, Boss and the madam would go out to witness the progress of the feast, 

and seemed pleased to see the servants so happy. Everything was in abundance, so all could have plenty—

Boss always insisted on this. The slaves had the whole day off, and could do as they liked. After dinner some 

of the women would wash, sew or iron. It was a day of harmless riot for all the slaves, and I can not express 

the happiness it brought them. Old and young, for months, would rejoice in the memory of the day and its 

festivities, and "bless" Boss for this ray of sunlight in their darkened lives. 

 

ATTENDANCE AT CHURCH. 

There was an observance of religious forms at least by the occupants of both the great house and the cabins. 

The McGee family were church-going people, and, except in very inclement weather, never failed to attend 

service on Sunday. They were Methodists, and their church was four miles from their residence. The Baptist 

church was but two miles distant, and the family usually alternated in their attendance between the two places 

of worship. I always attended them to church, generally riding behind while the Boss drove. Upon reaching 

church, my first duty was to run to a spring for a pitcher of fresh water, which I passed not only to the 

members of our party, but to any others desiring drink. Whatever may be thought of the religious professions 

of the slave-holders, there can be no question that many of the slaves were sincere believers in the Christian 

religion, and endeavored to obey the precepts according to their light. 

 

RELIGIOUS MEETINGS OF THE SLAVES. 

Saturday evening on the farm was always hailed with delight. The air was filled with happy shouts from men 

and boys, so glad were they that Sunday, their only day of rest, was near. In the cabins the women were 

washing and fixing garments for Sunday, that they might honor the Lord in cleanliness and decency. It was 

astonishing how they utilized what they had, and with what skill and industry they performed these self-

imposed tasks. Where the family was large it was often after midnight before this work was done. While this 

preparation for the Sabbath was in progress in most of the cabins, the old men would gather in one for a 

prayer-meeting. As they began to sing some familiar hymn, the air would ring with their voices, and it was 

not long before the cabin was filled with both old and young, who came in their simple yet sincere way to 

give praise to God. It was common to have one or two exhorters on the plantation who claimed to be called to 

do service for God, by teaching their fellow men the principles of religion. God certainly must have revealed 

himself to these poor souls, for they were very ignorant—they did not know a letter of the Bible. But when 

they opened their mouths they were filled, and the plan of Salvation was explained in a way that all could 

receive it. It was always a mystery to the white brethren how the slaves could line out hymns, preach Christ 

and redemption, yet have no knowledge even of how the name of Christ was spelled. They were illiterate to 

the last degree, so there is but one theory, they were inspired. God revealed unto them just what they should 

teach their flock, the same as he did to Moses. I remember very well that there was always a solemnity about 

the services—a certain harmony, which had a peculiar effect—a certain pathetic tone which quickened the 

emotions as they sang those old plantation hymns. It mattered not what their troubles had been during the 

week—how much they had been lashed, the prayer-meeting on Saturday evening never failed to be held. 
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Their faith was tried and true. On Sunday afternoons, they would all congregate again to praise God, and the 

congregation was enthusiastic. It was pathetic to hear them pray, from the depths of their hearts, for them who 

"despitefully used them and persecuted them." This injunction of our Saviour was strictly adhered to. The 

words that came from the minister were always of a consolatory kind. He knew the crosses of his fellow 

slaves and their hardships, for he had shared them himself. I was always touched in hearing him give out the 

hymns. I can hear old Uncle Ben now, as he solemnly worded out the following lines: 

Must I be carried to the skies, On flowery beds of ease, While others fought to win the prize, And sailed 

through bloody seas? After singing he would always speak to them of the necessity for patience in bearing the 

crosses, urging them to endure "as good soldiers." Many tears were shed, and many glad shouts of praise 

would burst forth during the sermon. A hymn usually followed the sermon, then all retired. Their faces 

seemed to shine with a happy light—their very countenance showed that their souls had been refreshed and 

that it had been "good for them to be there." These meetings were the joy and comfort of the slaves, and even 

those who did not profess Christianity were calm and thoughtful while in attendance. 

 

A NEIGHBORHOOD QUARREL 

Opposite our farm was one owned by a Mr. Juval, and adjoining that was another belonging to one White. 

The McGees and the Whites were very fast friends, visiting each other regularly—indeed they had grown up 

together, and Mr. White at one time was the lover of the madam, and engaged to be married to her. This 

friendship had existed for years, when McGee bought the Juval farm, for which White had also been 

negotiating, but which he failed to get on account of McGee having out-bid him. From this circumstance ill 

feeling was engendered between the two men, and they soon became bitter enemies. McGee had decided to 

build a fence between the farm he had purchased and that of White, and, during the winter, his teamsters were 

set to hauling the rails; and, in unloading them, they accidentally threw some of them over the line on to 

White's land. The latter said nothing about the matter until spring, when he wrote McGee a letter, asking him 

to remove the rails from his land. McGee paid no attention to the request, and he soon received a second note, 

when he said to his wife: "That fellow is about to turn himself a fool—I'll give him a cow-hiding." A third and 

more emphatic note followed, in which White told the Boss that the rails must be removed within twenty-four 

hours. He grew indignant, and, in true Southern style, he went immediately to town and bought arms, and 

prepared himself for the fray. When he returned he had every hand on the plantation stop regular work, and 

put them all to building the fence. I was of the number. Boss and the overseer came out to overlook the work 

and hurry it on. About four o'clock in the afternoon White put in an appearance, and came face to face with 

McGee, sitting on his horse and having a double barreled shot gun lying across the pummel of his saddle. 

White passed on without saying a word, but Boss yelled at him; "Hello! I see you are about to turn yourself a 

d—d fool." White checked up and began to swear, saying: "You are a coward to attack an unarmed man." He 

grew furious, took off his hat, ran his fingers through his hair, saying: "Here I am, blow me to h—l, and I'll 

have some one blow you there before night." During White's rage he said: "I'll fight you anywhere—bowie-

knife fight, shot gun fight or any other." He called, in his excitement, for his nephew, who was working on his 

farm, to come, and immediately sent him to Billy Duncan's to get him a double barreled shot gun. Meantime, 

Mrs. McGee appeared on the scene, and began to cry, begging White to stop and allow her to speak to him. 

But he replied: "Go off, go off, I don't want to speak to you." Boss grew weak and sick, and through his 

excitement, was taken violently ill, vomiting as if he had taken an emetic. He said to White; "I'll return as 

soon as I take my wife home," but he never came back. As Boss and the madam rode off, White came 

galloping back, and said to Brooks, our overseer: "If I am shot down on foul play would you speak of it?" 

Brooks replied: "No, I don't care to interfere—I don't wish to have anything to do with it." White was 
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bloodthirsty, and came back at intervals during the entire night, where we were working, to see if he could 

find Boss. It is quite probable that White may have long cherished a secret grudge against Boss, because he 

had robbed him of his first love; and, brooding over these offenses, he became so excited as to be almost 

insane. Had McGee returned that night, White would certainly have shot him. Boss became so uneasy over 

the situation that he sent one of his slaves, a foreman, to Panola county, some seventy-five miles distant, to 

Mrs. McGee's father, to get her brother, a lawyer, to come and endeavor to effect a settlement. He came, but 

all his efforts were unavailing. The men met at a magistrate's office, but they came to no understanding. Our 

folks became dissatisfied, and did not care to remain longer in the place, so they began to look out for other 

quarters. Boss finally decided to buy a farm in Bolivar, Miss., and to remove his family to Memphis, where he 

secured a fine place, just outside of the city. 

[Illustration: Farmer's Merchants Bank—Three Dollar Banknote] 
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Variation on a Theme by Ernest Hemingway 

by Dick Allen 
Issue no. 70 (Summer 1977) 

In a city where I once lived, for many years 

an old man sat on his doorstep, in his hand 

a brown facecloth, which he turned 

over and over, smoothed out 

against his knee, crumpled up, smoothed again, 

then held at arm’s length. Sometimes he buried 

his whole face in it, and since he was dressed in tweeds 

I could never decide 

if he was Idiot or on his way to being wise, 

or on his way back, the cloth 

his rhodora. I never 

asked; he never looked up 

from his studies or madness, whichever 

let him sit there every sunny day 

thinking or not thinking. I never heard 

anyone call him in; I never passed 

his doorstep as he came out into the morning 

or saw him sip from a glass, or even stand. 

Like the streets and the marvelous pennies on sidewalks, 

the iris that came out of nowhere, 

he was a part of my days for awhile and I trusted 

him as only a question can be trusted, 

never an answer 

and I moved away from that city, never regretting 

my silence or his 

but missing the houses with the mansard roofs 

and the tall brick chimneys, so red 

against the snow falling, winters I lived there. 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-
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Wonder or Horror? On the Dark Side of Our Reverence for Nature 

Tyler Malone Explores the Cinematic Worlds of Eco-Horror 

By Tyler Malone 

 

October 30, 2020 

I. A Mightier Cathedral 

Nature, like religion, spirals toward a center that remains forever out of reach. The orbit of our understanding 

may approach but can never make landfall on such terra infirma. To many, that unattainable void around 

which both whorl—their elusive quarry—is God. How many poets have claimed to observe Him in a 

vermillion sunset or a blooming rose, in a bird’s song or a ripple on the surface of a stream? He’s there, they 

tell us, and we believe them, because we too have sensed the shape of something in those rural idylls: Beauty, 

it is often called, the sublime, the numinous, mysterium tremendum et fascinans. 

In 1869, John Muir, one of the premier American naturalists, took a trek with some shepherds into the Sierra 

Nevadas. On June 18th of that summer, he wrote in his journal, “Another inspiring morning, nothing better in 

any world can be conceived. No description of Heaven that I have ever heard or read of seems half so fine.” 

Days later, he marveled that “so rough a wilderness” would be “so full of good things.” Muir surmised that 

“God himself seems to be always doing his best” in that wilderness, “working like a man in a glow of 

enthusiasm.” 

https://lithub.com/author/tyler-malone/
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Muir, too, seemed to do his best work in the wilderness; there the glow of enthusiasm must have been 

infectious. According to Denis Williams, Muir “styled himself as a John the Baptist whose duty was to 

immerse in ‘mountain baptism’ everyone he could.” In 1903, amid the kindling of a new century, President 

Theodore Roosevelt visited Muir in Yosemite, the mountain baptist’s most baroque baptismal font. Roosevelt 

later wrote of the experience in his autobiography: “John Muir met me with a couple of packers and two 

mules to carry our tent, bedding, and food for a three days’ trip. The first night was clear, and we lay down in 

the darkening aisles of the great Sequoia grove. The majestic trunks, beautiful in color and in symmetry, rose 

round us like the pillars of a mightier cathedral than ever was conceived even by the fervor of the Middle 

Ages.” 

VIDEO FROM LIT HUB: 

Lydia Millet is Done With Denial 

Ad ends in 6s 
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Arundhati Roy: "We Need a Reckoning" 
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× 

Next Video 

Arundhati Roy: "We Need a Reckoning" 

Cancel 

Autoplay is paused 

For Muir, Roosevelt, and other proto-environmentalists like Henry David Thoreau, nature was a mightier 

cathedral, and communing with wilderness was a way of communing with God. This is an idea perhaps best 

expounded upon in Ralph Waldo Emerson’s iconic transcendentalist essay, “Nature.” He wrote, “The aspect 

of nature is devout. Like the figure of Jesus, she stands with bended head, and hands folded upon the breast. 

The happiest man is he who learns from nature the lesson of worship.” 

Each year, millions of visitors enter the many parks overseen by the U.S. National Park Service—a park 

system that exists solely because of the preservation efforts of Muir and his fellow early environmentalists—

and many go to these American wildernesses with the same devotional fervor of their forebears: to escape the 

savagery of modern man, to seek sanctuary in the cathedral of nature, to atone for the sins of civilization, to 

commune with the divine, to return to Eden—or something like it. 
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But the idealized romance within our “return to nature” narrative belies a darker truth we know but are afraid 

to voice, one the horror genre is ever keen to exploit: that as much as nature is “so full of good things,” it is 

also full of danger and malice, chaos and murder, uncertainty and terror. 

* 

II. Revenge for the Desecration of the Temple 

Before we see anything in Darren Aronofsky’s horror film, mother!, we hear the crackling of a fire. Then, the 

first image: a close-up of a woman engulfed in flames. She doesn’t scream, though we do hear the shrieks of 

others amidst the fire’s crepitation. She stares at us through eyes that are, according to the script, “defiant… 

sad… defeated… but free…” A single tear descends her charred cheek before the white of the flame engulfs 

the screen. 

Nature, like religion, spirals toward a center that remains forever out of reach. The orbit of our understanding 

may approach but can never make landfall on such terra infirma. 

Next: a man named Him places a crystal on a burnt shelf. With this simple act, the scorched earth seems to 

magically repair itself: now a beautiful cottage in an Edenic landscape. The woman, too, returns—a phoenix 

from the ashes. The film’s credits call her Mother. “I want to make a paradise,” she says. Soon a Man and 

Woman come to visit, unannounced, and predictably this paradise begins to fall apart when, ensorcelled by 

the crystal, the Man and Woman fracture the very object they had been forbidden to touch. The rough outlines 

of the allegory are easily traced—Mother as Mother Nature, Him as God, Man as Adam, Woman as Eve, the 

crystal as the forbidden fruit—but the particulars build in enough mystery, mood, and menace that the 1:1 

correlations leak deeper, alternative resonances. 

By the end of the film, after we’ve witnessed the countless abuses inflicted upon Mother by the crowds that 

disrupt, disturb, and inevitably destroy both the bucolic setting and the life it sustains, we understand Mother 

Nature’s rage and recognize its necessity, as she scorches everyone, including herself, in a cleansing fire. The 

characters of mother! act out the pantomime of one of the main strains of the eco-horror subgenre, where 

nature attacks as an act of retribution for man’s desecration of her temple. The tagline to the 1979 film Long 

Weekend sums the sentiment up nicely: “Their crime was against nature. Nature found them guilty.” 

On the silver screen, nature repays us with every horror imaginable for our hubristic attempts to control her, 

to consume her, to use her, even to merely discover her. Yes, in these films, even discovery—endeavoring to 

denude nature of her garment of secrets—is itself a profane act worthy of retribution. As Jurassic Park’s Dr. 

Ian Malcolm says in Jeff Goldblum’s trademark self-satisfied staccato inflections: “What is so great about 

discovery? It is a violent, penetrative act that scars what it explores. What you call discovery, I call the rape of 

the natural world.” 

In the eco-horror canon, man’s assault on nature comes in many forms—man-made climate change (The Day 

After Tomorrow, The Thaw), ozone depletion (Day of the Animals), nuclear radiation (Them!, Godzilla), 

drilling (The Last Winter), animal testing (28 Days Later, Rise of the Planet of the Apes), genetic engineering 

(Piranha, Jurassic Park, Mimic, The Breed), toxic waste (Empire of the Ants, Prophecy, Eight Legged 

Freaks), pesticides (Frogs, Kingdom of the Spiders), hormones (Night of the Lepus, Alligator, Stung), steroids 
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(Deadly Eyes), and even simple electricity (The Devil Bat, Squirm)—but nature takes back the night in 

equally multifarious shapes. 

Like the pollution that Pickett Smith photographs on a swamp during the opening credits of Frogs, the moral 

of these stories usually floats a little too luridly on the surface: we ought to be better stewards of the earth. 

The fire and brimstone prevalent in this particular vein of the eco-horror subgenre sees us as sinners in the 

hands of an angry mother, but the films’ pharisaic sermonizing—no matter how much we may personally 

agree with their core lesson of stewardship—betrays a deeper, more disconcerting question: What if the thing 

we’re communing with in the wild isn’t God at all? What if Roosevelt’s “mightier cathedral” isn’t a house of 

the Lord but, instead, Satan’s church? 

* 

III. Satan’s Church 

She, the female lead of Lars Von Trier’s Antichrist, warns us of exactly this terrifying fact: “Nature is Satan’s 

church.” We have not turned her against us with our actions. How silly we are to presume to understand her, 

to give her such simplistic human motives: anger, revenge, righteousness, etc. Instead, maybe she has always 

stood in occult and occulted opposition to us. As much as the narrative of nature as “a mightier cathedral” has 

been woven into the tapestry of American culture, so too has this compelling counternarrative. Cotton Mather, 

in his 1693 text Wonders of the Invisible World, imagined the shadowy wilds of America as under the 

dominion of the Devil. 

This Puritan fear of Satan’s territories is on display in a horror film called The Witch, which director Robert 

Eggers calls “a nightmare from the past.” The film, set in New England in the 1630s, follows an English 

settler named William and his family as they are banished from the seeming safety of their Protestant colony 

and, alone on the outskirts of a vast untouched wilderness, encounter evil forces at play in the natural world. 

As in Arthur Miller’s The Crucible, “The edge of the wilderness was close by. The American continent 

stretched endlessly west, and it was full of mystery for them. It stood, dark and threatening, over their 

shoulders night and day.” The children in The Witch jape—of seeing witches in the wood, of even being the 

witch of the wood themselves—but they have been told not to enter this fiefdom of the archfiend. “Within the 

wood? You and mother have always forbade us to set foot there,” says the young Caleb to his father. 

As much as nature is “so full of good things,” it is also full of danger and malice, chaos and murder, 

uncertainty and terror. 

This idea of a “dark and threatening” nature—violent, frenzied, mysterious, occulted—is the foundation upon 

which countless eco-horror films are built, but no one has erected their entire oeuvre on this foundation as 

thoroughly and as deliberately as Werner Herzog, who in both narrative and documentary features and shorts 

reminds us constantly of nature’s brutish indifference. Like the self-disemboweling fox in Antichrist, Herzog 

knows that in the pews of Satan’s church, “chaos reigns.” 

In the documentary, Burden of Dreams, which follows the making of his 1982 masterpiece, Fitzcarraldo, 

Herzog delineates his views on nature over the harrowing and cacophonous orchestra of the jungle: “Taking a 

close look at what’s around us, there is some sort of a harmony: it is the harmony of overwhelming and 

collective murder. And we, in comparison to the articulate vileness and baseness and obscenity of all this 

jungle, we, in comparison to that enormous articulation, we only sound and look like badly pronounced and 

https://bookshop.org/a/132/9781515167532
https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780142437339
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half-finished sentences out of a stupid suburban novel, a cheap novel. We have to become humble in front of 

this overwhelming misery and overwhelming fornication, overwhelming growth and overwhelming lack of 

order. Even the stars up here in the sky look like a mess. There is no harmony in the universe. We have to get 

acquainted to this idea that there is no real harmony as we have conceived it. But when I say this, I say this all 

full of admiration for the jungle. It is not that I hate it. I love it. I love it very much, but I love it against my 

better judgment.” 

Where Muir saw God’s best work in the wilderness, Herzog finds “a land that God, if he exists, has created in 

anger.” This line mirrors one found in a different eco-horror documentary, The Hellstrom Chronicle, directed 

by Ed Spiegel and Walon Green, in which a fictitious scientist explains that “the earth was created not with 

the gentle caress of love, but with the brutal violence of rape.” In other words, the violence we find in nature 

has been there since its inception, when we—as individuals and, in fact, as an entire species—were still 

unimagined and unimaginable. Elsewhere in that documentary, the scientist tells us: “Masked beneath the 

beauty of nature’s world is one simple and ugly truth: life must take life in the interest of life itself.” 

There is no moral arc of the universe, which is why Camille Paglia can write that “Nature’s fascism is greater 

than that of any society.” Nature cares not for maintaining Iustitia’s level balance, nor does she step on any 

scales. All apologies to the little blue boys and girls in Avatar, but Eywa hasn’t “heard you,” at least not if 

she’s anything like our mother. 

Two of the most iconic—not to mention most terrifying—films of the eco-horror subgenre know this well: 

that morality, justice, and equality are all outside of nature’s purview. In Alfred Hitchcock’s The Birds and 

Steven Spielberg’s Jaws, animals attack for reasons beyond our comprehension. Sure, characters scratch and 

claw at the doors of understanding, but ultimately, it is only at the air, only at each other, and for all of it, they 

get no closer to an explanation. We can try to make sense of nature, but it remains shrouded in mystery. 

In Jaws, the murderous great white is described in one scene as “a cloud in the shape of a killer shark”—and 

that’s precisely correct. Nature—represented in films as a rogue shark, a flock of birds, or any other 

seemingly material horror—is always still merely the fog of projections on a screen, a mist, a cloud of 

unknowing. 

This idea of a “dark and threatening” nature—violent, frenzied, mysterious, occulted—is the foundation upon 

which countless eco-horror films are built. 

It is only in the acceptance of that unknowing and un-understanding, only in dwelling in that darkness, that 

we can approach “the occulted world,” which is, by its very nature, unapproachable. In the diner scene in The 

Birds, just after the attack on the school and just before the attack on the gas station, Melanie Daniels uses a 

phone to call her father: “Daddy, there were hundreds of them. No, I’m not hysterical. I’m trying to tell you 

this as calmly as I know how.” During the phone call, an old women sidles up to the bar. Mrs. Bundy is her 

name, and she happens to be, of all things, an ornithologist. She asks Melanie Daniels about the birds that 

attacked the school: “What do you think they were after?” “I think they were after the children,” Miss Daniels 

responds. “For what purpose?” Mrs. Bundy wonders. “To kill them,” says Daniels. “Why?” “I don’t know 

why.” 

The ornithologist may be logical in her determination that “the very concept” of different species of birds 

flocking together “is unimaginable,” but her logic fails in the world of the film. The unimaginable is the 

purview of nature, the very fiber of its being. Mrs. Bundy’s certainty, her inability to forget her supposed 
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knowledge, and her refusal to imagine a way out of its subsequent determinations put her at a disadvantage. 

For all of Mrs. Bundy’s supposed ornithological expertise, we know that it is actually Miss Daniels who is 

right. Like her, we don’t know why nature is doing what it does, why it is what it is, but in such clouds of 

unknowing we are pointed toward something, whether the divine or the Devil, whether beauty or terror, all of 

which, as words, merely outline a shape that eternally recedes in the mist. 

The message of The Cloud of Unknowing, an anonymous work of Christian mysticism from the 14th century, 

is that the only way to know God is by separating ourselves from everything we know, everything we think, 

and everything we desire through a “cloud of forgetting” and, thereby, surrendering to the “cloud of 

unknowing”: “If ever you come to this cloud, and live and work in it as I bid you, just as this cloud of 

unknowing is above you, between you and your God, in the same way you must put beneath you a cloud of 

forgetting, between you and all the creatures that have ever been made.” 

Philosopher Eugene Thacker explains that The Cloud of Unknowing “combines two types of darkness into 

one: the darkness of human knowledge (‘darkness’ as privative, as a limit between the known and the 

unknown) and the darkness of God (‘darkness’ as superlative, as beyond what can possibly be known by 

human beings).” 

The horror film tries to approximate these darknesses, these clouds, but word and image can never quite limn 

the always-already-terror that precedes, exceeds, and supersedes all things. As Emerson says of the soul, we 

might say of the occulted world: “Language cannot paint it with his colors. It is too subtile. It is undefinable, 

unmeasurable; but we know that it pervades and contains us.” 

* 

IV. The Occulted-Soul 

If mother! is a retelling of ancient Abrahamic mythology given an emphatic utterance (stylized with an 

exclamation point which Aronofsky claims “reflects the spirit of the film”), then in Antichrist we find a 

similar retelling that is, in the words of Magdalena Zolkos, “ancient Abrahamic mythology framed as a 

question.” That question, according to Zolkos, is: “What is to become of humanity once it discovers it has 

been expelled from Eden and that Satan is in us?” 

The horror film tries to approximate these darknesses, these clouds, but word and image can never quite limn 

the always-already-terror that precedes, exceeds, and supersedes all things. 

The Witch, too, confronts us with this Puritanical conundrum, when the children are taught of “a corrupt 

nature dwelling within [them]” that is “empty of grace, bent unto sin, only unto sin, and that continually.” 

Whereas the Puritanical Christianity of the 1630s depicted in The Witch found corruption dwelling within us 

and our world, Emerson found light and benevolence in our souls. For him, “the soul in man is not an organ, 

but animates and exercises all the organs; is not a function, like the power of memory, of calculation, of 

comparison, but uses these as hands and feet; is not a faculty, but a light; is not the intellect or the will, but the 

master of the intellect and the will; is the background of our being, in which they lie,—an immensity not 

possessed and that cannot be possessed.” 
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In his essay “The Over-Soul,” Emerson posited the idea that each of us is eternally connected to one another 

and to everything in the universe. The Over-Soul connects and contains all souls—is the animating force 

behind them, is God. 

Emerson believed that “evil is merely privative, not absolute: it is like cold, which is the privation of heat” 

and that “the first lesson of history is the good of evil.” In his copy of Emerson’s writings, Herman Melville 

underlined that odd phrase—“the good of evil”—writing in the margins: “He still bethinks himself of his 

optimism—he must make that good somehow against the eternal hell itself.” In response to Emerson arguing 

that “we use defects and deformities to a sacred purpose, so expressing our sense that the evils of the world 

are such only to the evil eye,” Melville wondered: “What does the man mean? If Mr. Emerson traveling in 

Egypt should find the plague-spot come out on him—would he consider that an evil sight or not? And if evil, 

would the eye be evil because it seemed evil to his eye, or rather to his sense using the eye for instrument?” 

For Melville, “Evil is the chronic malady of the universe, and checked in one place, breaks forth in another.” 

To put it a little too crudely, Emerson was interested more in light, and Melville in darkness. Of course, 

darkness needn’t be blackness. It would be hard to call the whiteness of that leviathan, Moby-Dick, anything 

other than dark. Is it possible that it is actually good rather than evil that is privative, not absolute? Or could 

both good and evil be privative of some other something? 

Nature, which is neither good nor evil, seeks no revenge nor stands in opposition to us. It cannot stand in 

opposition to one of its constituent parts, just as a wall cannot stand in opposition to one of its bricks. “As we 

degenerate,” Emerson wrote, “the contrast between us and our house is more evident. We are as much 

strangers in nature, as we are aliens from God.” But just because we seem strangers, does not mean that we 

are. 

It is only in the acceptance of that unknowing and un-understanding, only in dwelling in that darkness, that 

we can approach “the occulted world,” which is, by its very nature, unapproachable. 

Our buildings are merely elaborate beaver dams, our cities merely complex ant colonies, our technologies 

merely complicated ape tools. And who among us would argue that beaver dams, ant colonies, and ape tools 

are not nature? Only a fool. And, likewise, it would be foolish to think of humans and our human civilization 

as outside of nature. If we are strangers in nature, it is only because, as Emerson knew, we are strangers in 

ourselves. 

The thing that connects us is nature, and is thus beyond good and evil, is not so much an Over-Soul, but an 

Occulted-Soul. What we share with all others is not quite our body, not quite our mind, not quite our soul, but 

the occulted nature of body, mind, and soul—the inaccessibleness of even our own bodies, minds, and souls, 

the way they recede from our grasp, the moment we try to possess them fully. What we fear in nature—and, 

therefore, what eco-horror films exploit—is our recognition of this fog of unrecognizability that permeates 

our own selves everywhere. 

But is it just the eco-horror subgenre that does this? To be honest, eco-horror may not even be a subgenre at 

all. Its borders trace the same shape that forms the horror genre writ large. All horror is in some sense eco-

horror—whether the hauntings take the form of dinosaurs or witches, werewolves or disease, man or the 

wind—because all horror engages with the always-already-terror, with the occulted world, with the cloud of 

unknowing—all of which are merely metonyms for nature, or for which nature is itself a metonym. 
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