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Reviving cells after a heart attack 

Researchers unravel the healing mechanisms of extracellular vesicles and demonstrate their healing power on 

a heart-on-a-chip 

Harvard John A. Paulson School of Engineering and Applied Sciences 

Summary: 

Researchers have unraveled potential mechanisms behind the healing power of extracellular vesicles 

and demonstrated their capacity to not only revive cells after a heart attack but keep cells functioning 

while deprived of oxygen during a heart attack. The researchers demonstrated this functionality in 

human tissue using a heart-on-a-chip with embedded sensors that continuously tracked the 

contractions of the tissue. 
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Heart attack concept illustration (stock image). 

Credit: © peterschreiber.media / stock.adobe.com 

Extracellular vesicles (EVs) -- nanometer sized messengers that travel between cells to deliver cues and cargo 

-- are promising tools for the next generation of therapies for everything from autoimmune and 

neurodegenerative diseases to cancer and tissue injury. EVs derived from stem cells have already been shown 

to help heart cells recover after a heart attack, but exactly how they help and whether the beneficial effect is 

specific to EVs derived from stem cells has remained a mystery. 

Now, researchers from the Harvard John A. Paulson School of Engineering and Applied Sciences (SEAS) 

have unraveled potential mechanisms behind the healing power of EVs and demonstrated their capacity to not 

only revive cells after a heart attack but keep cells functioning while deprived of oxygen during a heart attack. 

The researchers demonstrated this functionality in human tissue using a heart-on-a-chip with embedded 

sensors that continuously tracked the contractions of the tissue. 

The team also demonstrated that these intercellular travelers could be derived from endothelial cells, which 

line the surface of blood vessels and are more abundant and easier to maintain than stem cells. 

The research is published in Science Translational Medicine. 

"Our organ-on-chip technology has progressed to the point where we can now fight drug targets instead of 

fighting the chip design," said Kit Parker, the Tarr Family Professor of Bioengineering and Applied Physics at 

SEAS and senior author of the study. "With this study, we have mimicked a human disease on a chip with 

human cells and developed a novel therapeutic approach to treat it." 

Heart attacks, or myocardial infarctions, occur when blood flow to the heart is blocked. Of course, the best 

way to treat a heart attack is to restore blood flow but that process actually may cause more damage to the 

cells in the heart. So-called ischemia-reperfusion injury (IRI) or reoxygenation injury, happens when blood 

supply returns to tissue after a period of lack of oxygen. 

"The cellular response to IRI involves multiple mechanisms, such as calcium and proton overload, oxidative 

stress, mitochondrial dysfunction and more," said Moran Yadid, a postdoctoral fellow at SEAS and The Wyss 

Institute for Biologically Inspired Engineering and first author of the paper. "This complex set of processes 

poses a challenge for the development of effective therapies that can address each of these problems." 

That's where the endothelial-derived EVs (EEVs) come in. Because these vesicles are derived from vascular 

tissue, which is uniquely tuned to sense hypoxic stress, the researchers hypothesized that the cargo they carry 

could provide direct protection to cardiac muscle. 

The researchers mapped the entire set of EEV proteins that are, or can be, expressed by the vesicles. 

"Surprisingly, even though these vesicles are only a hundred and fifty nanometers in diameter, they contain 

almost 2,000 different proteins," said Yadid. "A lot of these proteins relate to metabolic processes like 

respiration, mitochondrial function, signaling and homeostasis. In other words, a lot of processes that relate to 
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the cardiac response to stress. So, rather than one molecule that is therapeutic, we think that the exosomes 

contain a cocktail of molecules and proteins that can, all together, help the cell maintain homeostasis, deal 

with the stress, modify metabolic action and reduce the amount of injury." 

The team tested the effect of EEVs on human heart tissue using the heart-on-a-chip model developed by the 

Disease Biophysics Group at SEAS. Organ-on-chip platforms mimic the structure and function of native 

tissue and allow researchers to observe, in real time, the effects of injuries and treatments in human tissue. 

Here, the researchers simulated a myocardial infarction and reoxygenation on chips that were infused with 

EEVs and those that were not. 

The researchers found that in tissues treated with EEVs, the cardiomyocytes could better adapt to stress 

conditions and sustain a higher workload. The researchers induced injury by three hours of oxygen 

restrictions followed by 90 minutes of reoxygenation and then measured the fraction of dead cells and the 

contractile force of the tissue. The heart tissue treated with EEVs had half as many dead cells and had a 

contractile force four times higher than the untreated tissue after injury. 

The team also found that injured cardiomyocytes that had been treated with EEVs exhibited a set of proteins 

that was more similar to the uninjured ones compared with untreated cells. Surprisingly, the team also 

observed that cells treated with EEVs continued to contract even without oxygen. 

"Our findings indicate that EEVs could protect cardiac tissue from reoxygenation injury in part by 

supplementing the injured cells with proteins and signaling molecules that support different metabolic 

processes, paving the way for new therapeutic approaches," said André G. Kléber, a Visiting Professor of 

Pathology at Harvard Medical School and co-author of the study. 

"Exosomal cell therapies might be beneficial when the traditional model of one molecule, one target just 

won't cure the disease," said Parker. "With the vesicles we administered, we believe we are taking a shotgun 

approach to hitting a network of drug targets. With our organ on chip platform, we will be poised to use 

synthetic exosomes in therapeutic manner that may be more efficient and amenable to more reliable 

manufacturing." 

The research was co-authored by Johan U. Lind, former postdoctoral fellow at SEAS and current Assistant 

Professor at the University of Copenhagen, Denmark; Herdeline Ann M. Ardoña, former postdoctoral fellow 

at SEAS and current Assistant Professor at the University of California Irvine; Sean P. Sheehy, Lauren E. 

Dickinson, Feyisayo Eweje, Maartje M.C. Bastings, Benjamin Pope, Blakely B. O'Connor, Juerg R. 

Straubhaar and Bogdan Budnik. 

It was supported by Harvard Materials Research Science and Engineering Center and the National Science 

Foundation under grant DMR-1420570, and the National Center for Advancing Translational Sciences of the 

NIH under award numbers UH3TR000522 and 1-UG3-HL-141798-01. 

 

Story Source: 
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Materials provided by Harvard John A. Paulson School of Engineering and Applied Sciences. Original 

written by Leah Burrows. Note: Content may be edited for style and length. 

 

https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2020/10/201014171322.htm  

https://www.seas.harvard.edu/news/2020/10/reviving-cells-after-heart-attack
http://www.seas.harvard.edu/
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Thank You, M'am 

 

by Langston Hughes 

 

"Thank You, M'am" is a American short story written by Langston Hughes. 

The story was published in 1958 and is not in the public domain. That's particularly unfortunate because not 

only is it a great example of the short story form in general, it's also one of those important short stories that 

carries great social value and has the ability to teach and instruct its readers. While we cannot publish the full 

text, fair use policy allows me to provide a summary and overview of the story. 

 

The story features two characters; Roger and Mrs. Luella Bates Washington Jones. 

They meet when Roger attempts to steal her purse as she is walking home late at night. Roger loses his 

balance, and Mrs. Jones, who seems to be a substantial woman, first kicks him in the behind as he is sprawled 

on the sidewalk, and then hauls him up and shakes him. She has the boy pick up her purse, and begins to dress 

him down. Then the story takes a turn, 

"Um-hum! And your face is dirty. I got a great mind to wash your face for you. Ain't you got nobody home to 

tell you to wash your face?" 

"No'm," said the boy. 

"Then it will get washed this evening," said the large woman starting up the street, dragging the frightened 

boy behind her. 

And with those simple lines, Hughes affects a magical transformation turning a tough old black woman into 

everyone's mother and a young hoodlum into everyone's friend, brother or son. By explaining the crime -- it's 

out of a child's impoverished necessity -- and humanizing the characters, he makes us understand that Roger 

is not a bad kid as much as he is a kid trapped in difficult circumstances. 

After a bit more physical and verbal trouncing, Mrs. Jones' course of action is clear: 

"But you put yourself in contact with me," said the woman. "If you think that that contact is not going to last 

awhile, you got another thought coming. When I get through with you, sir, you are going to remember Mrs. 

Luella Bates Washington Jones." 

Sweat popped out on the boy's face and he began to struggle. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/langston-hughes
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Mrs. Jones puts the boy in a half-nelson and drags him up the street and into her house where the "tough love" 

lightens up on the toughness and starts to load up a bit on the love. She feeds him, lectures him gently, and 

gives him the money he was attempting to steal so that he may buy the blue suede shoes that he needs. 

Then the story concludes: 

 

She led him down the hall to the front door and opened it. "Goodnight! Behave yourself, boy!" she said, 

looking out into the street. 

The boy wanted to say something else other than, "Thank you, ma'am" to Mrs. Luella Bates Washington 

Jones, but although his lips moved, he couldn't even say that as he turned at the foot of the barren stoop and 

looked back at the large woman in the door. Then she shut the door. 

 

 

Although some sources cite 1933 as the date of publication, I believe the correct date is 1958. To put things in 

historical context, Martin Luther King Jr. was leading the burgeoning Civil Rights Movement following the 

Montgomery Bus Boycott of 1955, which followed on the 1954 Brown v. Board of Education ruling making 

segregation illegal (in law if not yet in practice). While it was not universal, the fact remains that there was a 

racial divide in the country and some white folks did harbor racial animosity towards blacks. Although often 

cast as a regional bias of the southern United States, it was a problem that found its home in larger cities 

throughout the country as well. 

This story has always been particularly powerful to me due to an experience I had at a weekend market in an 

eastern city. One of the vendors there sold old black and white photographs, including old crime scene photos. 

As I looked through them, I began to notice the callous and even careless attitude displayed by the white 

detectives captured in the background of the photos with black victims. They were often captured smiling, 

enjoying a cigar or cigarette, waiting for the photographer to finish his business and their attitudes contrasted 

sharply with the seriousness they portrayed when white victims were involved. Those images stuck in my 

head, and made think about what things were like during that time (the photos were probably from the 1920s 

and 1930s). 

I believe that one of the (several) wonderful thing that Langston Hughes did with "Thank You, Ma'am" was to 

strike a perfect balance with the racial and moral elements of the story. The characters are unmistakably 

African-American but it is not a story about African-Americans. Skin color is present and well represented in 

vernacular, but that is not the story's point. He draws our attention to poverty -- why is an older woman 

having to work a job that causes her to walk home late at night, why can't a young boy be properly clothed, 

fed, and cared for -- but the poverty is part of the story without ever becoming an excuse. And that sets the 

stage for the message of the story, that respect, decency and love transcend race and class, that they are 

wonderful things that can cure all sorts of difficulties and hardships. 
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Departing further from the literary analysis, I have some additional thoughts related to this story. 

The question of race relations in America is still decades away from being an easy one. Even today the 

complexity and contradictions are clear; we have a twice-elected black president but we also have "the knock-

out game" raging in the background (Fall/Winter of 2013/2014). But no matter how difficult and complex that 

question remains, it will always find some answers in this simple short story by Langston Hughes that helps 

us to see that we are all the same and that no matter how difficult any one personal situation may be, it's 

probably a situation that can changed and improved with acts of kindness. 

 

It's noteworthy to point out that the story may have some autobiographical elements for the author. This is not 

to suggest Langston Hughes was out mugging old ladies, but that he himself had been separated from his 

parents as a young boy and was forced to live with his grandmother who raised him. I'd like to imagine that 

some of his Mrs. Luella Bates Washington Jones' kindness was also present in his grandmother and that the 

hardships of his youth led to the tremendous empathy he put into this story. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/langston-hughes/short-story/thank-you-mam 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/langston-hughes/short-story/thank-you-mam
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Pinpointing the 'silent' mutations that gave the coronavirus an evolutionary edge 

RNA folding may help explain how the coronavirus became so hard to stop after it spilled over from wildlife 

to humans 

Duke University 

Summary: 

Researchers have identified a number of 'silent' mutations in the roughly 30,000 letters of the 

COVID-19 virus's genetic code that helped it thrive once it made the leap from bats and other 

wildlife to humans -- and possibly helped set the stage for the global pandemic. 

Share: 

     

FULL STORY 

 

 

DNA and coronavirus concept illustration (stock image). 
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Credit: © peterschreiber.media / stock.adobe.com 

We know that the coronavirus behind the COVID-19 crisis lived harmlessly in bats and other wildlife before 

it jumped the species barrier and spilled over to humans. 

Now, researchers at Duke University have identified a number of "silent" mutations in the roughly 30,000 

letters of the virus's genetic code that helped it thrive once it made the leap -- and possibly helped set the stage 

for the global pandemic. The subtle changes involved how the virus folded its RNA molecules within human 

cells. 

For the study, published Oct. 16 in the journal PeerJ, the researchers used statistical methods they developed 

to identify adaptive changes that arose in the SARS-CoV-2 genome in humans, but not in closely related 

coronaviruses found in bats and pangolins. 

"We're trying to figure out what made this virus so unique," said lead author Alejandro Berrio, a postdoctoral 

associate in biologist Greg Wray's lab at Duke. 

Previous research detected fingerprints of positive selection within a gene that encodes the "spike" proteins 

studding the coronavirus's surface, which play a key role in its ability to infect new cells. 

The new study likewise flagged mutations that altered the spike proteins, suggesting that viral strains carrying 

these mutations were more likely to thrive. But with their approach, study authors Berrio, Wray and Duke 

Ph.D. student Valerie Gartner also identified additional culprits that previous studies failed to detect. 

The researchers report that so-called silent mutations in two other regions of the SARS-CoV-2 genome, 

dubbed Nsp4 and Nsp16, appear to have given the virus a biological edge over previous strains without 

altering the proteins they encode. 

Instead of affecting proteins, Berrio said, the changes likely affected how the virus's genetic material -- which 

is made of RNA -- folds up into 3-D shapes and functions inside human cells. 

What these changes in RNA structure might have done to set the SARS-CoV-2 virus in humans apart from 

other coronaviruses is still unknown, Berrio said. But they may have contributed to the virus's ability to 

spread before people even know they have it -- a crucial difference that made the current situation so much 

more difficult to control than the SARS coronavirus outbreak of 2003. 

The research could lead to new molecular targets for treating or preventing COVID-19, Berrio said. 

"Nsp4 and Nsp16 are among the first RNA molecules that are produced when the virus infects a new person," 

Berrio said. "The spike protein doesn't get expressed until later. So they could make a better therapeutic target 

because they appear earlier in the viral life cycle." 

More generally, by pinpointing the genetic changes that enabled the new coronavirus to thrive in human 

hosts, scientists hope to better predict future zoonotic disease outbreaks before they happen. 
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"Viruses are constantly mutating and evolving," Berrio said. "So it's possible that a new strain of coronavirus 

capable of infecting other animals may come along that also has the potential to spread to people, like SARS-

CoV-2 did. We'll need to be able to recognize it and make efforts to contain it early." 

 

Story Source: 

Materials provided by Duke University. Original written by Robin A. Smith. Note: Content may be edited for 

style and length. 

 

Journal Reference: 

1. Alejandro Berrio, Valerie Gartner, Gregory A. Wray. Positive selection within the genomes of 

SARS-CoV-2 and other Coronaviruses independent of impact on protein function. PeerJ, 2020; 8: 

e10234 DOI: 10.7717/peerj.10234 

 

https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2020/10/201016122403.htm 

  

https://today.duke.edu/2020/10/pinpointing-silent-mutations-gave-coronavirus-evolutionary-edge
https://www.duke.edu/
http://dx.doi.org/10.7717/peerj.10234
https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2020/10/201016122403.htm
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This Hour 

by Sharon Olds 

Issue no. 100 (Summer-Fall 1986) 

You could never really say what it is like, 

this hour of drinking wine together 

on a hot summer night, in the living room 

with the windows open, in our underwear, a 

few distant tower rooms looking 

down into our window, my nylon bra 

gleaming faintly in the heat, my bikini 

panties with tiny pale-gold 

gibbon monkeys on them . . . We talk about 

leaving our son at camp, how finally he 

disappeared among the pine boughs, we 

could not tell what was amber bough and translucent beetle chrysalis and 

what was the body of our love. The wine is 

powerful, with a strong body that 

fits itself into my mouth but keeps its 

lake-pebble shape, wine so gold it 

almost has some amber in it, 

silky resin like the sweets I sipped from my 

father’s forehead the hour before his death, the 

sweat of his life. We talk about his 

last days, how we were waiting for him to die. 

You are lying on the couch, your underpants a 

luminous white, your hand resting 

relaxed along the side of your penis, we 

talk about your father’s illness, your 

nipple like a perfect dark 

circle risen to the surface of your chest. 

Even if we wanted to 

we could not describe it, 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=b23b2cdfbb&e=d538c8f2e0
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the end of the second glass when I begin to 

weep and you start to get sleepy—I love to 

drink and weep with you and end up 

sobbing to a sleeping man, your 

long body filling the couch and 

draped slightly over the ends, the 

untrained soft singing of your snore, it cannot be given. 

Yes we know we will make love but we’re 

not getting ready to make love 

nor are we getting over making love, 

love is simply our element, it is the 

humid summer night, we are in it. 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=b23b2cdfbb&e=d538c8f2e0  
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The Self-Styled Sci-Fi Supermen of the 1940s 

Way before there were stans, there were slans. Too bad about their fascist utopian daydreams! 

 

The cover of the first edition of Slan by A.E. van Vogt 

 Courtesy Arkham House 

By: Livia Gershon  

Science fiction is often a vehicle for social and political ideas, from celebrations of high-tech space 

colonialism to warnings about the misuse of technology. In the 1940s, English and technology scholar 

Andrew Pilsch writes, a utopian strain in science fiction fandom brought readers uncomfortably close to an 

alignment with fascism. 

Pilsch writes that science fiction experienced a “superman boom” starting around 1939. This was driven 

largely by John W. Campbell Jr., editor of Astounding Stories. Campbell editorialized about the real-world 

possibilities of human enhancement. He also published many stories about super-human beings. Most notable 

among these was Slan, a novel by A.E. van Vogt. Amazing Stories serialized Slan in 1940—two years after 

https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/livia-gershon/
https://www.jstor.org/stable/10.5621/sciefictstud.41.3.0524?mag=the-self-styled-sci-fi-supermen-of-the-1940s
https://www.jstor.org/stable/10.5621/sciefictstud.41.3.0524?mag=the-self-styled-sci-fi-supermen-of-the-1940s
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Superman himself had debuted in Action Comics. In van Vogt’s story, the regular people of Earth persecute 

“slans,” genetically advanced humans. 

The book gave the science fiction–reading community a new slogan: “fans are slans.” 

Describing the concept, the Ashleys wrote that “Intellectually, fans far exceed the ordinary person.” 

Pilsch writes that some fans took this concept very seriously, imagining themselves as a group distinct from 

the rest of humanity. Among them were Al and Abby Lu Ashley, who proposed creating a “Slan Center”—a 

settlement as big as a city block, with homes, a library, and a space for publishing fanzines. Describing the 

concept, the Ashleys wrote that “Intellectually, fans far exceed the ordinary person.” 

Dal Coger, a fan who was involved in the initial planning, explained later that “everyone had experienced the 

raised eyebrows of mundanes when you tried to discuss science fictional ideas with them. Slan Center would 

make it possible to be openly fannish any time we were away from work.” 

While the Slan Center never became reality, the Ashleys did found an eight-room fan house in 1943. Those 

who moved into the Ashleys’ “Slan Shack” included fan artist Jack Wiedenbeck, fanzine publisher Walt 

Liebscher, and science fiction writer E.E. “Doc” Smith. Other fan houses popped up, including Tendril House 

in Los Angeles, the Ivory Birdbath in Massachusetts, and the Futurian Fortress in New York. 

Meanwhile, van Vogt moved on from slans. In his novel The World of Null-A, serialized in Astounding 

Stories in 1945, the author described human advancement based not in genetics but in technology that could 

be made available to anyone. While this was a more egalitarian vision, Pilsch writes, stories about superior 

humans “cannot help but evoke images of a quasi-fascist master race.” 

Weekly Newsletter 

Get your fix of JSTOR Daily’s best stories in your inbox each Thursday. 

Subscribe
 

Privacy Policy   Contact Us 

You may unsubscribe at any time by clicking on the provided link on any marketing message. 

At a time when that vision connected with increasingly scary real-world events, a fan named Claude Degler 

entered the science fiction community. Around the time the Ashleys founded the Slan Shack, Degler was 

traveling from city to city, attempting to organize something called “The Cosmic Circle” and advocating 

communities where the children of fans could become the start of a genetically superior “Homo Cosmens.” 

https://daily.jstor.org/the-self-styled-sci-fi-supermen-of-the-1940s/?utm_term=The%20Self-Styled%20Sci-Fi%20Supermen%20of%20the%201940s&utm_campaign=jstordaily_10222020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://about.jstor.org/privacy/
http://www.jstor.org/contact-us/


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                                 No. 542 november 2020 

 

17 

While some of his ideas were not far from the fandom mainstream, Degler’s explicit eugenics—combined 

with some interpersonal conflicts—not only got him banned from much of the science fiction community but 

led many fans to back away from their dreams of a slan-led utopia. 

 

https://daily.jstor.org/the-self-styled-sci-fi-supermen-of-the-1940s/?utm_term=The%20Self-Styled%20Sci-

Fi%20Supermen%20of%20the%201940s&utm_campaign=jstordaily_10222020&utm_content=email&utm_s

ource=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email  
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Georgia O’Keeffe on the Art of Seeing 

“To see takes time, like to have a friend takes time.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

In her stunning autobiographical reflection on the moment she understood what it means to be an artist, 

Virginia Woolf beheld the cosmos of connections in a single flower. Decades later, the Nobel-winning 

physicist Richard Feynman offered a different, complementary lens on the art of seeing through his now-

famous monologue known as “Ode to a Flower.” 

Before Feynman, before Woolf, another titan of the creative spirit found a powerful metaphor for how we 

experience the world — how we see it, and how we don’t — in a flower. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/09/09/virginia-woolf-cotton-wool-moments-of-being/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/01/01/ode-to-a-flower-richard-feynman/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0943044243/braipick-20
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Georgia O’Keeffe, Red Canna, 1924 (Georgia O’Keeffe Museum) 
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“I found that I could say things with colour and shapes that I couldn’t say in any other way things that I had 

no words for,” Georgia O’Keeffe (November 15, 1887–March 6, 1986) wrote in the foreword to a catalog for 

an exhibition of her work two decades before she became the first female artist honored with a retrospective 

at the Museum of Modern Art — a triumph largely predicated on her arresting large-scale paintings of 

flowers, magnified and abstracted to radiate uncommon emotional intensity haloed by awe. Although art 

critics consistently insisted that O’Keeffe’s depictions of flowers were her commentary on women’s 

sexuality, the artist herself resolutely denied these interpretations. For her, they were her commentary on 

seeing — a magnifying lens for the attention. Painting these close-ups was a way of learning to look, a way of 

removing the blinders with which we gallop through the world, slowing down, shedding our notions and 

concepts of things, and taking things in as they really are. 

Georgia O’Keeffe by Rufus Holsinger, 1915 (Albert & Shirley Small Special Collections Library) 

In a passage originally published in the exhibition catalog An American Place — which also gave us 

O’Keeffe’s serenade to blue — and later cited in Georgia O’Keeffe: The Poetry of Things (public library), she 

writes: 

A flower is relatively small. Everyone has many associations with a flower — the idea of flowers. You put 

out your hand to touch the flower — lean forward to smell it — maybe touch it with your lips almost without 

thinking — or give it to someone to please them. Still — in a way — nobody sees a flower — really — it is 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/17/two-hundred-years-of-blue/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0943044243/braipick-20
http://www.worldcat.org/title/georgia-okeeffe-the-poetry-of-things/oclc/757564061&referer=brief_results
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so small — we haven’t time — and to see takes time, like to have a friend takes time. If I could paint the 

flower exactly as I see it no one would see what I see because I would paint it small like the flower is small. 

So I said to myself — I’ll paint what I see — what the flower is to me but I’ll paint it big and they will be 

surprised into taking time to look at it — I will make even busy New-Yorkers take time to see what I see of 

flowers. 

Well — I made you take time to look at what I saw and when you took time to really notice my flower, you 

hung all your own associations with flowers on my flower and you write about my flower as if I think and see 

what you think and see of the flower — and I don’t. 
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Georgia O’Keeffe, Grey Lines with Black, Blue and Yellow, 1923 (Georgia O’Keeffe Museum) 

Complement with O’Keeffe on setting priorities, success, public opinion, and what it means to be an artist, 

and her passionate love letters to Alfred Stieglitz, then revisit cognitive scientist Alexandra Horowitz on the 

art of looking, Annie Dillard on the secret to seeing, philosopher Martin Buber on what a tree can teach us 

about seeing others as they truly are, John Ruskin on how drawing trains you to see more clearly and live with 

greater presence, and Emily Dickinson’s astounding herbarium — a forgotten masterpiece of attention at the 

intersection of poetry and science. 

4https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/15/georgia-okeeffe-

flower/?mc_cid=0cfa0370f7&mc_eid=d1c16ac662  

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/09/17/georgia-o-keeffe-letters-anita-pollitzer/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/12/08/georgia-okeeffe-sherwood-anderson-letters/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2011/10/28/my-faraway-one-love-letters-georgia-okeeffe-alfred-stieglitz/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/08/12/on-looking-eleven-walks-with-expert-eyes/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/08/12/on-looking-eleven-walks-with-expert-eyes/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/03/04/annie-dillard-pilgrim-at-tinker-creek-seeing/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/09/11/martin-buber-tree/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/09/11/martin-buber-tree/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/07/10/john-ruskin-drawing/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/07/10/john-ruskin-drawing/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/05/23/emily-dickinson-herbarium/
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A Fight With A Cannon 

by Victor Hugo 

 

One of the carronades of the battery, a twenty-four pound cannon, had become loose. 

 

Illustration from 

Hugo's collection "Ninety-Three" 1889 

https://americanliterature.com/author/victor-hugo
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La vieuville was suddenly cut short by a cry of despair, and a the same time a noise was heard wholly unlike 

any other sound. The cry and sounds came from within the vessel. 

The captain and lieutenant rushed toward the gun-deck but could not get down. All the gunners were pouring 

up in dismay. 

Something terrible had just happened. 

One of the carronades of the battery, a twenty-four pounder, had broken loose. 

This is the most dangerous accident that can possibly take place on shipboard. Nothing more terrible can 

happen to a sloop of was in open sea and under full sail. 

A cannon that breaks its moorings suddenly becomes some strange, supernatural beast. It is a machine 

transformed into a monster. That short mass on wheels moves like a billiard-ball, rolls with the rolling of the 

ship, plunges with the pitching goes, comes, stops, seems to meditate, starts on its course again, shoots like an 

arrow from one end of the vessel to the other, whirls around, slips away, dodges, rears, bangs, crashes, kills, 

exterminates. It is a battering ram capriciously assaulting a wall. Add to this the fact that the ram is of metal, 

the wall of wood. 

It is matter set free; one might say, this eternal slave was avenging itself; it seems as if the total depravity 

concealed in what we call inanimate things has escaped, and burst forth all of a sudden; it appears to lose 

patience, and to take a strange mysterious revenge; nothing more relentless than this wrath of the inanimate. 

This enraged lump leaps like a panther, it has the clumsiness of an elephant, the nimbleness of a mouse, the 

obstinacy of an ox, the uncertainty of the billows, the zigzag of the lightning, the deafness of the grave. It 

weighs ten thousand pounds, and it rebounds like a child's ball. It spins and then abruptly darts off at right 

angles. 

And what is to be done? How put an end to it? A tempest ceases, a cyclone passes over, a wind dies down, a 

broken mast can be replaced, a leak can be stopped, a fire extinguished, but what will become of this 

enormous brute of bronze. How can it be captured? You can reason with a bulldog, astonish a bull, fascinate a 

boa, frighten a tiger, tame a lion; but you have no resource against this monster, a loose cannon. You can not 

kill it, it is dead; and at the same time it lives. It lives with a sinister life which comes to it from the infinite. 

The deck beneath it gives it full swing. It is moved by the ship, which is moved by the sea, which is moved by 

the wind. This destroyer is a toy. The ship, the waves, the winds, all play with it, hence its frightful animation. 

What is to be done with this apparatus? How fetter this stupendous engine of destruction? How anticipate its 

comings and goings, its returns, its stops, its shocks? Any one of its blows on the side of the ship may stave it 

in. How foretell its frightful meanderings? It is dealing with a projectile, which alters its mind, which seems to 

have ideas, and changes its direction every instant. How check the course of what must be avoided? The 

horrible cannon struggles, advances, backs, strikes right, strikes left, retreats, passes by, disconcerts 

expectation, grinds up obstacles, crushes men like flies. All the terror of the situation is in the fluctuations of 

the flooring. How fight an inclined plane subject to caprices? The ship has, so to speak, in its belly, an 

imprisoned thunderstorm, striving to escape; something like a thunderbolt rumbling above an earthquake. 

In an instant the whole crew was on foot. It was the fault of the gun captain, who had neglected to fasten the 

screw-nut of the mooring-chain, and had insecurely clogged the four wheels of the gun carriage; this gave 
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play to the sole and the framework, separated the two platforms, and the breeching. The tackle had given way, 

so that the cannon was no longer firm on its carriage. The stationary breeching, which prevents recoil, was not 

in use at this time. A heavy sea struck the port, the carronade, insecurely fastened, had recoiled and broken its 

chain, and began its terrible course over the deck. 

To form an idea of this strange sliding, let one imagine a drop of water running over a glass. 

At the moment when the fastenings gave way, the gunners were in the battery, some in groups, others 

scattered about, busied with the customary work among sailors getting ready for a signal for action. The 

carronade, hurled forward by the pitching of the vessel, made a gap in this crowd of men and crushed four at 

the first blow; then sliding back and shot out again as the ship rolled, it cut in two a fifth unfortunate, and 

knocked a piece of the battery against the larboard side with such force as to unship it. This caused the cry of 

distress just heard. All the men rushed to the companion-way. The gun-deck was vacated in a twinkling. 

The enormous gun was left alone. It was given up to itself. It was its own master and master of the ship. It 

could do what it pleased. This whole crew, accustomed to laugh in time of battle, now trembled. To describe 

the terror is impossible. 

Captain Boisberthelot and Lieutenant la Vieuville, although both dauntless men, stopped at the head of the 

companion-way and, dumb, pale, and hesitating, looked down on the deck below. Some one elbowed past and 

went down. 

It was their passenger, the peasant, the man of whom they had just been speaking a moment before. 

Reaching the foot of the companion-way, he stopped. 

The cannon was rushing back and forth on the deck. One might have supposed it to be the living chariot of the 

Apocalypse. The marine lantern swinging overhead added a dizzy shifting of light and shade to the picture. 

The form of the cannon disappeared in the violence of its course, and it looked now black in the light, now 

mysteriously white in the darkness. 

It went on in its destructive work. It had already shattered four other guns and made two gaps in the side of 

the ship, fortunately above the water-line, but where the water would come in, in case of heavy weather. It 

rushed frantically against the framework; the strong timbers withstood the shock; the curved shape of the 

wood gave them great power of resistance; but they creaked beneath the blows of this huge club, beating on 

all sides at once, with a strange sort of ubiquity. The percussions of a grain of shot shaken in a bottle are not 

swifter or more senseless. The four wheels passed back and forth over the dead men, cutting them, carving 

them, slashing them, till the five corpses were a score of stumps rolling across the deck; the heads of the dead 

men seemed to cry out; streams of blood curled over the deck with the rolling of the vessel; the planks, 

damaged in several places, began to gape open. The whole ship was filled with the horrid noise and 

confusion. 

The captain promptly recovered his presence of mind and ordered everything that could check and impede the 

cannon's mad course to be thrown through the hatchway down on the gun-deck—mattresses, hammocks, 
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spare sails, rolls of cordage, bags belonging to the crew, and bales of counterfeit assignats, of which the 

corvette carried a large quantity—a characteristic piece of English villainy regarded as legitimate warfare. 

But what could these rags do? As nobody dared to go below to dispose of them properly, they were reduced to 

lint in a few minutes. 

There was just sea enough to make the accident as bad as possible. A tempest would have been desirable, for 

it might have upset the cannon, and with its four wheels once in the air there would be some hope of getting it 

under control. Meanwhile, the havoc increased. 

There were splits and fractures in the masts, which are set into the framework of the keel and rise above the 

decks of ships like great, round pillars. The convulsive blows of the cannon had cracked the mizzenmast, and 

had cut into the mainmast. 

The battery was being ruined. Ten pieces out of thirty were disabled; the breaches in the side of the vessel 

were increasing, and the corvette was beginning to leak. 

The old passenger having gone down to the gun-deck, stood like a man of stone at the foot of the steps. He 

cast a stern glance over this scene of devastation. He did not move. It seemed impossible to take a step 

forward. Every movement of the loose carronade threatened the ship's destruction. A few moments more and 

shipwreck would be inevitable. 

They must perish or put a speedy end to the disaster; some course must be decided on; but what? What an 

opponent was this carronade! Something must be done to stop this terrible madness—to capture this 

lightning—to overthrow this thunderbolt. 

Boisberthelot said to La Vieuville: 

"Do you believe in God, chevalier?" 

La Vieuville replied: 

"Yes—no. Sometimes." 

"During a tempest?" 

"Yes, and in moments like this." 

"God alone can save us from this," said Boisberthelot. 

Everybody was silent, letting the carronade continue its horrible din. 

Outside, the waves beating against the ship responded with their blows to the shocks of the cannon. It was like 

two hammers alternating. 
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Suddenly, in the midst of this inaccessible ring, where the escaped cannon was leaping, a man was seen to 

appear, with an iron bar in his hand. He was the author of the catastrophe, the captain of the gun, guilty of 

criminal carelessness, and the cause of the accident, the master of the carronade. Having done the mischief, he 

was anxious to repair it. He had seized the iron bar in one hand, a tiller-rope with a slip-noose in the other, 

and jumped, down the hatchway to the gun-deck. 

Then began an awful sight; a Titanic scene; the contest between gun and gunner; the battle of matter and 

intelligence; the duel between man and the inanimate. 

The man stationed himself in a corner, and, with bar and rope in his two hands, he leaned against one of the 

riders, braced himself on his legs, which seemed two steel posts; and livid, calm, tragic, as if rooted to the 

deck, he waited. 

He waited for the cannon to pass by him. 

The gunner knew his gun, and it seemed to him as if the gun ought to know him. He had lived long with it. 

How many times he had thrust his hand into its mouth! It was his own familiar monster. He began to speak to 

it as if it were his dog. 

"Come!" he said. Perhaps he loved it. 

He seemed to wish it to come to him. 

But to come to him was to come upon him. And then he would be lost. How could he avoid being crushed? 

That was the question. All looked on in terror. 

Not a breast breathed freely, unless perhaps that of the old man, who was alone in the battery with the two 

contestants, a stern witness. 

He might be crushed himself by the cannon. He did not stir. 

Beneath them the sea blindly directed the contest. 

At the moment when the gunner, accepting this frightful hand-to-hand conflict, challenged the cannon, some 

chance rocking of the sea caused the carronade to remain for an instant motionless and as if stupefied. "Come, 

now!" said the man. 

It seemed to listen. 

Suddenly it leaped toward him. The man dodged the blow. 

The battle began. Battle unprecedented. Frailty struggling against the invulnerable. The gladiator of flesh 

attacking the beast of brass. On one side, brute force; on the other, a human soul. 
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All this was taking place in semi-darkness. It was like the shadowy vision of a miracle. 

A soul—strange to say, one would have thought the cannon also had a soul; but a soul full of hatred and rage. 

This sightless thing seemed to have eyes. The monster appeared to lie in wait for the man. One would have at 

least believed that there was craft in this mass. It also chose its time. It was a strange, gigantic insect of metal, 

having or seeming to have the will of a demon. For a moment this colossal locust would beat against the low 

ceiling overhead, then it would come down on its four wheels like a tiger on its four paws, and begin to run at 

the man. He, supple, nimble, expert, writhed away like an adder from all these lightning movements. He 

avoided a collision, but the blows which he parried fell against the, vessel, and continued their work of 

destruction. 

An end of broken chain was left hanging to the carronade. This chain had in some strange way become 

twisted about the screw of the cascabel. One end of the chain was fastened to the gun-carriage. The other, left 

loose, whirled desperately about the cannon, making all its blows more dangerous. 

The screw held it in a firm grip, adding a thong to a battering-ram, making a terrible whirlwind around the 

cannon, an iron lash in a brazen hand. This chain complicated the contest. 

However, the man went on fighting. Occasionally, it was the man who attacked the cannon; he would creep 

along the side of the vessel, bar and rope in hand; and the cannon, as if it understood, and as though 

suspecting some snare, would flee away. The man, bent on victory, pursued it. 

Such things can not long continue. The cannon seemed to say to itself, all of a sudden, "Come, now! Make an 

end of it!" and it stopped. One felt that the crisis was at hand. The cannon, as if in suspense, seemed to have, 

or really had—for to all it was a living being—a ferocious malice prepense. It made a sudden, quick dash at 

the gunner. The gunner sprang out of the way, let it pass by, and cried out to it with a laugh, "Try it again!" 

The cannon, as if enraged, smashed a carronade on the port side; then, again seized by the invisible sling 

which controlled it, it was hurled to the starboard side at the man, who made his escape. Three carronades 

gave way under the blows of the cannon; then, as if blind and not knowing what more to do, it turned its back 

on the man, rolled from stern to bow, injured the stern and made a breach in the planking of the prow. The 

man took refuge at the foot of the steps, not far from the old man who was looking on. The gunner held his 

iron bar in rest. The cannon seemed to notice it, and without taking the trouble to turn around, slid back on the 

man, swift as the blow of an axe. The man, driven against the side of the ship, was lost. The whole crew cried 

out with horror. 

But the old passenger, till this moment motionless, darted forth more quickly than any of this wildly swift 

rapidity. He seized a package of counterfeit assignats, and, at the risk of being crushed, succeeded in throwing 

it between the wheels of the carronade. This decisive and perilous movement could not have been made with 

more exactness and precision by a man trained in all the exercises described in Durosel's "Manual of Gun 

Practice at Sea." 

The package had the effect of a clog. A pebble may stop a log, the branch of a tree turn aside an avalanche. 

The carronade stumbled. The gunner, taking advantage of this critical opportunity, plunged his iron bar 

between the spokes of one of the hind wheels. The cannon stopped. It leaned forward. The man, using the bar 

as a lever, held it in equilibrium. The heavy mass was overthrown, with the crash of a falling bell, and the 
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man, rushing with all his might, dripping with perspiration, passed the slipnoose around the bronze neck of 

the subdued monster. 

It was ended. The man had conquered. The ant had control over the mastodon; the pygmy had taken the 

thunderbolt prisoner. 

The mariners and sailors clapped their hands. 

The whole crew rushed forward with cables and chains, and in an instant the cannon was secured. 

The gunner saluted the passenger. 

"Sir," he said, "you have saved my life." 

The old man had resumed his impassive attitude, and made no reply. 

The man had conquered, but the cannon might be said to have conquered as well. Immediate shipwreck had 

been avoided, but the corvette was not saved. The damage to the vessel seemed beyond repair. There were 

five breaches in her sides, one, very large, in the bow; twenty of the thirty carronades lay useless in their 

frames. The one which had just been captured and chained again was disabled; the screw of the cascabel was 

sprung, and consequently leveling the gun made impossible. The battery was reduced to nine pieces. The ship 

was leaking. It was necessary to repair the damages at once, and to work the pumps. 

The gun-deck, now that one could look over it, was frightful to behold. The inside of an infuriated elephant's 

cage would not be more completely demolished. 

However great might be the necessity of escaping observation, the necessity of immediate safety was still 

more imperative to the corvette. They had been obliged to light up the deck with lanterns hung here and there 

on the sides. 

However, all the while this tragic play was going on, the crew were absorbed by a question of life and death, 

and they were wholly ignorant of what was taking place outside the vessel. The fog had grown thicker; the 

weather had changed; the wind had worked its pleasure with the ship; they were out of their course, with 

Jersey and Guernsey close at hand, further to the south than they ought to have been, and in the midst of a 

heavy sea. Great billows kissed the gaping wounds of the vessel—kisses full of danger. The rocking of the sea 

threatened destruction. The breeze had become a gale. A squall, a tempest, perhaps, was brewing. It was 

impossible to see four waves ahead. 

While the crew were hastily repairing the damages to the gun-deck, stopping the leaks, and putting in place 

the guns which had been uninjured in the disaster, the old passenger had gone on deck again. 

He stood with his back against the mainmast. 
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He had not noticed a proceeding which had taken place on the vessel. The Chevalier de la Vieuville had 

drawn up the marines in line on both sides of the mainmast, and at the sound of the boatswain's whistle the 

sailors formed in line, standing on the yards. 

The Count de Boisberthelot approached the passenger. 

Behind the captain walked a man, haggard, out of breath, his dress disordered, but still with a look of 

satisfaction on his face. 

It was the gunner who had just shown himself so skilful in subduing monsters, and who had gained the 

mastery over the cannon. 

The count gave the military salute to the old man in peasant's dress, and said to him: 

"General, there is the man." 

The gunner remained standing, with downcast eyes, in military attitude. 

The Count de Boisberthelot continued: 

"General, in consideration of what this man has done, do you not think there is something due him from his 

commander?" 

"I think so," said the old man. 

"Please give your orders," replied Boisberthelot. 

"It is for you to give them, you are the captain." 

"But you are the general," replied Boisberthelot. 

The old man looked at the gunner. 

"Come forward," he said. 

The gunner approached. 

The old man turned toward the Count de Boisberthelot, took off the cross of Saint-Louis from the captain's 

coat and fastened it on the gunner's jacket. 

"Hurrah!" cried the sailors. 

The mariners presented arms. 
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And the old passenger, pointing to the dazzled gunner, added: 

"Now, have this man shot." 

Dismay succeeded the cheering. 

Then in the midst of the death-like stillness, the old man raised his voice and said: 

"Carelessness has compromised this vessel. At this very hour it is perhaps lost. To be at sea is to be in front of 

the enemy. A ship making a voyage is an army waging war. The tempest is concealed, but it is at hand. The 

whole sea is an ambuscade. Death is the penalty of any misdemeanor committed in the face of the enemy. No 

fault is reparable. Courage should be rewarded, and negligence punished." 

These words fell one after another, slowly, solemnly, in a sort of inexorable metre, like the blows of an axe 

upon an oak. 

And the man, looking at the soldiers, added: 

"Let it be done." 

The man on whose jacket hung the shining cross of Saint-Louis bowed his head. 

At a signal from Count de Boisberthelot, two sailors went below and came back bringing the hammock-

shroud; the chaplain, who since they sailed had been at prayer in the officers' quarters, accompanied the two 

sailors; a sergeant detached twelve marines from the line and arranged them in two files, six by six; the 

gunner, without uttering a word, placed himself between the two files. The chaplain, crucifix in hand, 

advanced and stood beside him. "March," said the sergeant. The platoon marched with slow steps to the bow 

of the vessel. The two sailors, carrying the shroud, followed. A gloomy silence fell over the vessel. A 

hurricane howled in the distance. 

A few moments later, a light flashed, a report sounded through the darkness, then all was still, and the sound 

of a body falling into the sea was heard. 

The old passenger, still leaning against the mainmast, had crossed his arms, and was buried in thought. 

Boisberthelot pointed to him with the forefinger of his left hand, and said to La Vieuville in a low voice: 

"La Vendée has a head." 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/victor-hugo/short-story/a-fight-with-a-cannon 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/victor-hugo/short-story/a-fight-with-a-cannon
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ALMA shows volcanic impact on Io's atmosphere 

National Radio Astronomy Observatory 

Summary: 

New radio images from ALMA show for the first time the direct effect of volcanic activity on the 

atmosphere of Jupiter's moon Io. 

Share: 

     

FULL STORY 

 

 

Illustration of moon Io, with Jupiter in background (stock image). 
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Credit: © Luca Oleastri / stock.adobe.com 

New radio images from the Atacama Large Millimeter/submillimeter Array (ALMA) show for the first time 

the direct effect of volcanic activity on the atmosphere of Jupiter's moon Io. 

Io is the most volcanically active moon in our solar system. It hosts more than 400 active volcanoes, spewing 

out sulfur gases that give Io its yellow-white-orange-red colors when they freeze out on its surface. 

Although it is extremely thin -- about a billion times thinner than Earth's atmosphere -- Io has an atmosphere 

that can teach us about Io's volcanic activity and provide us a window into the exotic moon's interior and what 

is happening below its colorful crust. 

Previous research has shown that Io's atmosphere is dominated by sulfur dioxide gas, ultimately sourced from 

volcanic activity. "However, it is not known which process drives the dynamics in Io's atmosphere," said 

Imke de Pater of the University of California, Berkeley. "Is it volcanic activity, or gas that has sublimated 

(transitioned from solid to gaseous state) from the icy surface when Io is in sunlight?" 

To distinguish between the different processes that give rise to Io's atmosphere, a team of astronomers used 

ALMA to make snapshots of the moon when it passed in and out of Jupiter's shadow (they call this an 

"eclipse"). 

"When Io passes into Jupiter's shadow, and is out of direct sunlight, it is too cold for sulfur dioxide gas, and it 

condenses onto Io's surface. During that time we can only see volcanically-sourced sulfur dioxide. We can 

therefore see exactly how much of the atmosphere is impacted by volcanic activity," explained Statia Luszcz-

Cook from Columbia University, New York. 

Thanks to ALMA's exquisite resolution and sensitivity, the astronomers could, for the first time, clearly see 

the plumes of sulfur dioxide (SO2) and sulfur monoxide (SO) rise up from the volcanoes. Based on the 

snapshots, they calculated that active volcanoes directly produce 30-50 percent of Io's atmosphere. 

The ALMA images also showed a third gas coming out of volcanoes: potassium chloride (KCl). "We see KCl 

in volcanic regions where we do not see SO2 or SO," said Luszcz-Cook. "This is strong evidence that the 

magma reservoirs are different under different volcanoes." 

Io is volcanically active due to a process called tidal heating. Io orbits Jupiter in an orbit that is not quite 

circular and, like our Moon always faces the same side of Earth, so does the same side of Io always face 

Jupiter. The gravitational pull of Jupiter's other moons Europa and Ganymede causes tremendous amounts of 

internal friction and heat, giving rise to volcanoes such as Loki Patera, which spans more than 200 kilometers 

(124 miles) across. "By studying Io's atmosphere and volcanic activity we learn more about not only the 

volcanoes themselves, but also the tidal heating process and Io's interior," added Luszcz-Cook. 

A big unknown remains the temperature in Io's lower atmosphere. In future research, the astronomers hope to 

measure this with ALMA. "To measure the temperature of Io's atmosphere, we need to obtain a higher 

resolution in our observations, which requires that we observe the moon for a longer period of time. We can 

only do this when Io is in sunlight since it does not spend much time in eclipse," said de Pater. "During such 
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an observation, Io will rotate by tens of degrees. We will need to apply software that helps us make un-

smeared images. We have done this previously with radio images of Jupiter made with ALMA and the Very 

Large Array (VLA)." 

The National Radio Astronomy Observatory is a facility of the National Science Foundation, operated under 

cooperative agreement by Associated Universities, Inc. 

Imke de Pater and Statia Luszcz-Cook worked with Patricio Rojo of the Universidad de Chile, Erin Redwing 

of the University of California, Berkeley, Katherine de Kleer of the California Institute of Technology 

(Caltech), and Arielle Moullet of SOFIA/USRA in California. 

This research titled "ALMA Observations of Io Going into and Coming out of Eclipse" has been accepted for 

publication in The Planetary Science Journal. 

 

Story Source: 

Materials provided by National Radio Astronomy Observatory. Note: Content may be edited for style and 

length. 

 

Related Multimedia: 

 Vimeo video: ALMA Shows Volcanic Impact on Io's Atmosphere 

 

Journal Reference: 

1. Imke de Pater, Statia Luszcz-Cook, Patricio Rojo, Erin Redwing, Katherine de Kleer, Arielle 

Moullet. ALMA Observations of Io Going into and Coming out of Eclipse. Planetary Science 

Journal, 2020 (in press); [abstract] 

 

 

https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2020/10/201021163938.htm 

  

https://public.nrao.edu/news/alma-shows-volcanic-impact-on-ios-atmosphere
https://public.nrao.edu/
https://vimeo.com/468104117
https://arxiv.org/abs/2009.07729
https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2020/10/201021163938.htm
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What Are the Responsibilities of a Literary Institution? 

Dujie Tahat on the Much-Needed Structural Changes of 

Seattle's Literary Scene 

By Dujie Tahat 

 

October 23, 2020 

The quality of light by which we scrutinize our lives has direct bearing upon the product which we live, and 

upon the changes which we hope to bring about through those lives. 

–Audre Lorde, Poetry Is Not a Luxury 

* 

I walk around Seattle looking at houses I’ll never own. I imagine one full of twenty-somethings who work at 

nonprofits and couldn’t afford living in the city if they didn’t have four roommates. Next to them is a retired 

couple on fixed incomes who pays a greater share of their earnings in taxes than their neighbors across the 

street, whose parents helped with their down payment. In that house, they signal their politics with an 

omnibus liberal yard sign: love is love is love, Black lives matter, women’s rights are human rights. 

In Seattle politics, we rely on symbols as a proxy for action—perhaps it’s the only way to build a “progressive 

utopia.” We love being the future. Our contemporary cultural and political discourse has been propelled by 

https://lithub.com/author/dujietahat/
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the forward-facing engines of industry and colonialism. Expeditions. Timber. The Gold Rush. The Space 

Needle. Boeing. Amazon. Our city’s narrative is defined with moments of achieving new heights, staring 

down the unknown, embodying the “tip of the spear,” “innovation” and “disruption.” 

It is praiseworthy for Seattle to be recognized as a UNESCO City of Literature—an important and vital 

achievement that recognizes the hard work of countless artists that made this city what it is. We belong—in 

yet a new way—to a global community. This is good because the world is in a dire place, and we need more 

reasons to come together. It represents an opportunity for Seattle to partner and learn from our sister cities 

how best to employ literature and this designation to improve the material lives of those at the margins. As far 

as I understand literature to have a purpose, it is meant to reflect back to us our fullest selves, to speak truth to 

power, and to be a site for greater individual and communal reimagining. If we don’t take this task seriously, 

the honor serves simply as a laurel hung from the drawing room walls of those of us living in safe, material 

comfort. 

Seattle is experiencing unprecedented transformation with profound implications for the future. Yet in the 

strict confines of high art and cultural discourse, many institutions remain unwilling to reckon with the ways 

culture is displaced from the city. It cannot be because cultural institutions are apolitical—not only because 

there’s no such thing but because many of these organizations willingly come together to fund electoral 

campaigns when what is on the ballot are public subsidies. What becomes clear is that it is not the city’s 

culture being curated but rather institutional balance sheets. 

VIDEO FROM LIT HUB: 

Jewel on Battling Anxiety, Living with Dyslexia and Finding Solace in Philosophy 

Ad ends in 14s 

Next Video 

Arundhati Roy: "We Need a Reckoning" 

05:40 

× 

Next Video 

Arundhati Roy: "We Need a Reckoning" 

Cancel 

Autoplay is paused 

https://lithub.com/watch-jewel-on-battling-anxiety-living-with-dyslexia-and-finding-solace-in-philosophy/
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The hypocrisy is starkest when cultural institutions display Black and Brown art but not the artist. And if they 

do champion and claim Black and Brown artists as worthy of their space and acclaim, they hardly extend the 

same level of commitment and support to the communities those artists come from. No amount of 

rationalizing can explain the discrepancy between racially diverse public roles like fellowships and artists-in-

residence at those same institutions with staff and board positions held almost exclusively by white people. 

Literature is meant to reflect back to us our fullest selves, to speak truth to power, and to be a site for greater 

individual and communal reimagining. 

Start by hiring more Black, Indigenous, People of Color who come from historically BIPOC neighborhoods. 

Then increase funding and programming that serves young and vulnerable people in those communities. 

Taking on a more explicit role in the political machinations that determine the quality of life for so many 

Seattleites—now that is the radical work of culture. Inevitably, some will question how we pay for it and what 

resources can we devote, which leads to an existential, difficult conversation about the current model of arts 

institutions. 

Philanthropy, which is the predominant model of literary and cultural organizations in our city, is failing us. If 

one builds an organization centering wealthy white landowners, then that is the culture being curated. If we 

cannot find a way to pull from the margins, our city’s art and literature will suffer and become watered-down 

cultural products that prop up the settler-colonial, capitalist project, which pays some well and costs most 

others their lives. 

To break the cycle, we have to reenvision the role and mission of arts and literary institutions in our city. 

Instead of building business models around those with the money to meet annual development goals, what 

does an art institution look like that owes the communities that make the most vital artists making the most 

vital art? What does it mean for the institution to take an active role in reimaging its place in not just culture 

but our city’s economy? And are those same institutions and their leaders ready to cede power in the name of 

art and culture? 

A different kind of literary institution means reinterpreting what a core mission, vision and values mean when 

cast upon a wider field. Many arts institutions today are “committed to racial equity” but don’t have the 

courage to take a position on upzoning, land use policy or ending the sweeps of homeless encampments. In 

this era, the arts are an active practice. Housing, human services, the role of government—these are the 

defining fights of our time and will shape the future of our city. Washington state has the most inequitable tax 

code in America. Seattle is home to the two richest people on the planet along with a dozen other billionaires 

while over 11,000 people live unsheltered in the streets of our county. Tens of thousands more are on the 

brink of losing their housing, and yes, BIPOC are disproportionately represented here at alarming rates. These 

everyday facts of life are not ancillary to culture but the very stuff that comprise it. If institutions really mean 

what they say about their commitment to racial equity, none can sit idly by. 

Seattle has a long tradition of arts organizing deeply rooted in community. 

Seattle has a long tradition of arts organizing deeply rooted in community. Arts groups like Creative Justice, 

the Vera Project, Langston Hughes Performing Arts Institute, Youngstown Cultural Arts Center and Youth 

Speaks Seattle—of which I am an alum—have been leading the way. They represent an orientation to 

literature, art and culture that is more akin to culture workers around the globe. They envision artists as 
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leaders who not only engage and shape communal discourse, but practice the values their arts convey. They 

each, in their own way, provide education and childcare services. They advocate—in politics and 

government—for systemic changes that serve community. They work on prevention as well as remediation of 

individual and communal problems. And they are committed to improving the overall quality of life of 

everyone who comes through their doors. These organizations do not make good business sense or even 

philanthropy sense. However, they are saving lives—mine included. If we can bring together the scale of 

funding and influence that large-scale institutions have with the community-based orientation and practice 

these arts organizations provide, we may yet live to see everyone in this city flourish. 

 

This essay appears in Seismic — Seattle, City of Literature, an essay collection edited 

by Kristen Millares Young to reflect on Seattle’s designation as a UNESCO City of Literature. Used with 

permission of Seattle City of Literature. 

 

I love Seattle and often turn to its literary scene as reprieve from a politics that dehumanizes those suffering 

the most. If literature and art are an effective antidote, we must attend to how so many artists have been 

pushed out of Seattle as the city’s economy “soars.” My family still might be. When our art spaces refuse to 

acknowledge or address this ever-growing loss, they become complicit in the marginalization of the very 

culture these spaces claim to cultivate. What’s rendered invisible is not just the brilliant literature produced by 

a talented individual but the whole community that made that individual possible in the first place. And 

because of the way our economy is structured, our immigrant, BIPOC, queer and trans communities bear the 

brunt of our collective inaction. Of course, art cannot feed, clothe or house our neighbors, but it can and does 

improve the quality of our lives, which has a direct bearing to the kinds of change we wish to enact while 

living amongst each other. What if arts instructors devoted themselves to the same task? What if we lived the 

values of the art we make and champion? What a radically welcoming city we might become. 

https://www.seattlecityoflit.org/seismic-seattle-city-of-literature
https://kristenmyoung.com/
https://www.seattlecityoflit.org/
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We need more activist politics in our art institutions. We need leaders willing to risk their power, those with 

the courage to align themselves with people and principles. Now is the time for such ambition. If there’s hope 

to be found in our city, it is how we come together—hopefully led by our literary institutions—to be the 

bulwarks our people deserve. 

__________________________________ 

Dujie TahatKristen Millares Youngliterary sceneSeattle City of LiteratureSeattle literary sceneSeismic 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Dujie Tahat 

Dujie Tahat is a Filipino-Jordanian immigrant living in Washington state. They are the author of two 

chapbooks: Here I Am O My God, selected for a Poetry Society of America Chapbook Fellowship, and Salat, 

selected as winner of the Tupelo Press Sunken Garden Chapbook Award. Their poems have been published or 

are forthcoming in Poetry, Poetry NW, ZYZZVA, Best New Poets, Asian American Literary Review and 

elsewhere. Dujie has earned fellowships from Hugo House, Jack Straw Writing Program, and the Poetry 

Foundation, as well as a work-study scholarship from Bread Loaf Writers’ Conference. Along with Gabrielle 

Bates and Luther Hughes, they cohost The Poet Salon podcast. 
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Three Ghost Stories: 1944–48 

by Bhanu Kapil 

 

Issue no. 228 (Spring 2019) 

Everything is red. The trees look like they’re bending over. The lorry is approaching the village. Nurpur. 

Don’t tell anyone it was Nurpur. Just say it was any old village. A motorbike was coming from the opposite 

direction. The driver of the motorbike had no head. It’s because the wounds were so fresh. That’s why he was 

still driving the motorbike. He must only recently have been beheaded. 

Was this during the war? 

No, normal days. The lorry driver got so scared, he swerved and crashed into a ditch. 

How old were you? 

Five. 

Tell me another story. 

Imagine a beehive. It hangs from a branch like a sling. It’s pouring rain. Chacha-ji is getting married. After 

three days, he has to take his bride back to her mother’s house. 

Why? 

It’s tradition. They are waiting for the bus to come. Chachi-ji is wearing a beautiful sari, silver and pink silk 

with a golden border embroidered with chocolate-brown flowers. The bus comes after five minutes. They 

have hardly gone one mile when the top of the bus strikes a low-hanging branch. The beehive falls onto the 

bus. The bees fly straight through the open windows and sting the passengers’ faces, bodies, eyes. An empty 

bus is coming from the opposite direction. The bus driver pulls over and waves at the empty bus to stop. All 

the passengers are taken home. They knock on the door. We don’t recognize them. Their faces are swollen. 

Are they demons? Are they dead? They have no eyes. We scream! Only my mother, who recognizes Chachi-

ji’s sari, knows who they are and lets them in. Then the treatment begins. 

How were the stings treated? 

There is a fruit that grows wild. It was rubbed on them. Their eyes were like slits. I can’t remember the name 

of the fruit. Body, everything, was swollen. They could have died. I am telling you these stories because I 

myself don’t know how long I am going to live. 

 

Don’t be stupid. 

You don’t be stupid. 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=875c33fe35&e=d538c8f2e0
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Tell me another story. 

What kind of story? 

A ghost story! 

Okay, there was an old woman, my mother’s friend, and she knocked on the door, out of breath. The hem of 

her sari was caked in wet mud. It was midday and though it had rained, the heat was at its highest. She said, I 

will not tell you why but you must do as I say if you want to see something strange. Go to Sector Four, to the 

house on the corner opposite the market, the one with the bronze gate, and take some fruit with you. If you 

want to see what I am talking about, you need to go straightaway. Mum got ready. I got up, too. 

How old were you? 

Seven. Mum said, No, you stay back. I said no. Mum said, It is very dangerous. But I was adamant. So, we 

left. I walked behind Mum with my eyes down on the ground. We reached the house. The door was already 

open. Saw a lady sitting on a string bed, looking very depressed. She gestured to the room behind her with her 

chin. We went in. There was her daughter lying on the bed with a sheet over her face. Mum put two oranges 

on the bed. The oranges in India look like tangerines but are enormous in size. Do you remember them? All of 

a sudden, the girl started screaming. Her mother rushed in. What’s the matter? The girl screamed, They are 

beating me up and now they have thrown me down the mountain. The girl’s mother lifted the girl’s top and 

what we saw was awful: blood all over her body flowing down her stomach. Mum asked, Why is this 

happening? The girl’s mother said, This is nothing new. This has been going on for a year and a half. The 

blood on her body but also the things in her suitcase are covered with handprints of blood. When she eats, 

clots of blood fall out of her food. The moment we say, Here is your food, here is a dress for you to wear, 

blood pours out of it. At that moment, the girl’s mother saw the two oranges on the bed. These are for my 

daughter? Yes, said Mum. The girl’s mother started to peel the fruit. Then she screamed, holding out the 

orange to Mum. It was filled with blood. Mum nudged me and whispered, Go home. But I couldn’t move. 

The orange was stuffed with blood clots. My daughter has not eaten for a year and a half, said the girl’s 

mother. We left as quickly as we could. On the way home, we stopped at the old woman’s house. Tonight is 

the deciding factor, said the old woman. The girl is possessed by a ghost. A very famous person is coming to 

give a treatment. It’s a weird ghost. Many people from different religions have tried to get the ghost out but 

all have failed. Once, a Sikh gentleman came. He traveled from Lucknow and after some prayers he hung 

pictures of Guru Gobind Singh and Guru Nanak above the girl’s bed. Then he took out a big sword and hung 

that up, too. However, the pictures swung from side to side, so did the sword, and fell on the floor. Tonight at 

2 a.m. a new man will start his treatment. Come with me. We will go and look. 

Did your mother go? 

She told the old woman that she couldn’t go because at 4 a.m. she had to get up and start cooking for the 

coming day. But in the end, she set the alarm for 2 a.m., and when she left, I followed her. 

What did you see? 
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A man was sitting on the floor, chanting. About a hundred people were watching him or waiting in the yard 

outside or peeking through the windows. After a while the man took a bowl that was meant for the feet of a 

lady. He stopped chanting and asked the girl to sit in the bowl. And she did. He started to chant again. This 

was a shallow bowl made of nickel. The girl began to spin. The man chanted mantras with great speed. When 

it looked as if the girl was going to fall, the sorcerer, for that was what he was, caught her and got her down 

on the ground. He told the public that if the ghost had left the girl’s body, the peepul tree in the yard would 

start shaking. If the branches move, the ghost is gone. Look. Exactly that happened. The tree began to shake 

of its own accord. No other tree was moving. There was no wind that night. Everyone clapped! 

Was she cured? 

No. The sorcerer picked up the girl and lay her down on her bed. At that moment, the girl’s long hair began to 

move of its own accord and stuff itself into her mouth. Her body pasted with blood by unseen hands. I could 

hear the sound of the hands slapping against her body as they patted her with blood. Soon, she was covered 

head to toe with blood. I pressed through the crowd to the foot of the bed. I saw the handprints appear on her 

body. Everybody was amazed and struck with horror. The sorcerer was embarrassed and ashamed that his 

attempt had failed. He took his payment and left. Everybody knew the girl was possessed now. 

What happened to her? 

The parents learned about a pond where people took their loved ones when they were possessed by evil 

spirits. A sorcerer lived in a hut next to the pond and gave treatments to all who came to that remote place. So, 

the parents went to the pond and paid the sorcerer a huge amount of money. They were told that as soon as 

they got home, their daughter would be perfectly okay. They reached home but the symptoms resumed. The 

girl lived in that state and died after six months. The end! 

 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-
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A billion tiny pendulums could detect the universe's missing mass 

Researchers have proposed a novel method for finding dark matter 

National Institute of Standards and Technology (NIST) 

Summary: 

Researchers have proposed a novel method for finding dark matter, the cosmos' mystery material that 

has eluded detection for decades. 

     

FULL STORY 

 

 

Foucault's pendulum (stock image). 

Credit: © Patricia / stock.adobe.com 
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Researchers at the National Institute of Standards and Technology (NIST) and their colleagues have proposed 

a novel method for finding dark matter, the cosmos' mystery material that has eluded detection for decades. 

Dark matter makes up about 27% of the universe; ordinary matter, such as the stuff that builds stars and 

planets, accounts for just 5% of the cosmos. (A mysterious entity called dark energy accounts for the other 

68%.) 

According to cosmologists, all the visible material in the universe is merely floating in a vast sea of dark 

matter -- particles that are invisible but nonetheless have mass and exert a gravitational force. Dark matter's 

gravity would provide the missing glue that keeps galaxies from falling apart and account for how matter 

clumped together to form the universe's rich galactic tapestry. 

The proposed experiment, in which a billion millimeter-sized pendulums would act as dark matter sensors, 

would be the first to hunt for dark matter solely through its gravitational interaction with visible matter. The 

experiment would be one of the few to search for dark matter particles with a mass as great as that of a grain 

of salt, a scale rarely explored and never studied by sensors capable of recording tiny gravitational forces. 

Previous experiments have sought dark matter by looking for nongravitational signs of interactions between 

the invisible particles and certain kinds of ordinary matter. That's been the case for searches for a hypothetical 

type of dark matter called the WIMP (weakly interacting massive particles), which was a leading candidate 

for the unseen material for more than two decades. Physicists looked for evidence that when WIMPs 

occasionally collide with chemical substances in a detector, they emit light or kick out electric charge. 

Researchers hunting for WIMPs in this way have either come up empty-handed or garnered inconclusive 

results; the particles are too light (theorized to range in mass between that of an electron and a proton) to 

detect through their gravitational tug. 

With the search for WIMPs seemingly on its last legs, researchers at NIST and their colleagues are now 

considering a more direct method to look for dark matter particles that have a heftier mass and therefore wield 

a gravitational force large enough to be detected. 

"Our proposal relies purely on the gravitational coupling, the only coupling we know for sure that exists 

between dark matter and ordinary luminous matter," said study co-author Daniel Carney, a theoretical 

physicist jointly affiliated with NIST, the Joint Quantum Institute (JQI) and the Joint Center for Quantum 

Information and Computer Science (QuICS) at the University of Maryland in College Park, and the Fermi 

National Accelerator Laboratory. 

The researchers, who also include Jacob Taylor of NIST, JQI and QuICS; Sohitri Ghosh of JQI and QuICS; 

and Gordan Krnjaic of the Fermi National Accelerator Laboratory, calculate that their method can search for 

dark matter particles with a minimum mass about half that of a grain of salt, or about a billion billion times 

the mass of a proton. The scientists report their findings today in Physical Review D. 

Because the only unknown in the experiment is the mass of the dark matter particle, not how it couples to 

ordinary matter, "if someone builds the experiment we suggest, they either find dark matter or rule out all 

dark matter candidates over a wide range of possible masses," said Carney. The experiment would be 

sensitive to particles ranging from about 1/5,000 of a milligram to a few milligrams. 
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That mass scale is particularly interesting because it covers the so-called Planck mass, a quantity of mass 

determined solely by three fundamental constants of nature and equivalent to about 1/5,000 of a gram. 

Carney, Taylor and their colleagues propose two schemes for their gravitational dark matter experiment. Both 

involve tiny, millimeter-size mechanical devices acting as exquisitely sensitive gravitational detectors. The 

sensors would be cooled to temperatures just above absolute zero to minimize heat-related electrical noise and 

shielded from cosmic rays and other sources of radioactivity. In one scenario, a myriad of highly sensitive 

pendulums would each deflect slightly in response to the tug of a passing dark matter particle. 

Similar devices (with much larger dimensions) have already been employed in the recent Nobel-prize-

winning detection of gravitational waves, ripples in the fabric of space-time predicted by Einstein's theory of 

gravity. Carefully suspended mirrors, which act like pendulums, move less than the length of an atom in 

response to a passing gravitational wave. 

In another strategy, the researchers propose using spheres levitated by a magnetic field or beads levitated by 

laser light. In this scheme, the levitation is switched off as the experiment begins, so that the spheres or beads 

are in free fall. The gravity of a passing dark matter particle would ever so slightly disturb the path of the free-

falling objects. 

"We are using the motion of objects as our signal," said Taylor. "This is different from essentially every 

particle physics detector out there." 

The researchers calculate that an array of about a billion tiny mechanical sensors distributed over a cubic 

meter is required to differentiate a true dark matter particle from an ordinary particle or spurious random 

electrical signals or "noise" triggering a false alarm in the sensors. Ordinary subatomic particles such as 

neutrons (interacting through a nongravitational force) would stop dead in a single detector. In contrast, 

scientists expect a dark matter particle, whizzing past the array like a miniature asteroid, would gravitationally 

jiggle every detector in its path, one after the other. 

Noise would cause individual detectors to move randomly and independently rather than sequentially, as a 

dark matter particle would. As a bonus, the coordinated motion of the billion detectors would reveal the 

direction the dark matter particle was headed as it zoomed through the array. 

To fabricate so many tiny sensors, the team suggests that researchers may want to borrow techniques that the 

smartphone and automotive industries already use to produce large numbers of mechanical detectors. 

Thanks to the sensitivity of the individual detectors, researchers employing the technology needn't confine 

themselves to the dark side. A smaller-scale version of the same experiment could detect the weak forces 

from distant seismic waves as well as that from the passage of ordinary subatomic particles, such as neutrinos 

and single, low-energy photons (particles of light). 

The smaller-scale experiment could even hunt for dark matter particles -- if they impart a large enough kick to 

the detectors through a nongravitational force, as some models predict, Carney said. 
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"We are setting the ambitious target of building a gravitational dark matter detector, but the R&D needed to 

achieve that would open the door for many other detection and metrology measurements," said Carney. 

Researchers at other institutions have already begun conducting preliminary experiments using the NIST 

team's blueprint. 

M A K E  A  D I F F E R E N C E :  S P O N S O R E D  O P P O R T U N I T Y  

 

Story Source: 

Materials provided by National Institute of Standards and Technology (NIST). Note: Content may be edited 

for style and length. 

 

Related Multimedia: 

 Video illustrating measuring the mass of dark matter 
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Killing Floor 

by Ai 

 

Issue no. 74 (Fall-Winter 1978) 

1 Russia, 1927 

On the day the sienna-skinned man 

held my shoulders between his spade-shaped hands, 

easing me down into the azure water of Jordan, 

I woke ninety-three million miles from myself. 

Lev Davidovich Bronstein, 

shoulder-deep in the Volga, 

while the cheap dye of my black silk shirt darkened the water. 

My head wet, water caught in my lashes. 

Am I blind? 

I rub my eyes, then wade back to shore, 

undress and lie down, 

until Stalin comes from his place beneath the birch tree. 

He folds my clothes 

and I button myself in my marmot coat, 

and together we start the long walk back to Moscow. 

He doesn’t ask, what did you see in the river?, 

but I hear the hosts of a man drowning in water and holiness, 

the castrati voices I can’t recognize, 

skating on knives, from trees, from air 

on the thin ice of my last night in Russia. 

Leon Trotsky. Bread. 

I want to scream, but silence holds my tongue 

with small spade-shaped hands 

and only this comes, so quietly 

Stalin has to press his ear to my mouth: 

I have only myself. Put me on the train. 

I won’t look back. 

2 Mexico, 1940 

At noon today, I woke from a nightmare: 

my friend Jacques ran toward me with an axe, 

as I stepped from the train in Alma Ata. 

He was dressed in yellow satin pants and shirt. 

A marigold in winter. 

When I held out my arms to embrace him, 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=99a6265799&e=d538c8f2e0
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he raised the axe and struck me at the neck, 

my head fell to one side, hanging only by skin. 

A river of sighs poured from the cut. 

3 Mexico, August 20, 1940 

The machine gun bullets hit 

my wife in the legs, 

then zigzagged up her body. 

I took the shears, cut open her gown 

and lay on top of her for hours. 

Blood soaked through my clothes 

and when I tried to rise, I couldn’t. ; 

I wake then. Another nightmare. 

I rise from my desk, walk to the bedroom 

and sit down at my wife’s mirrored vanity. 

I rouge my cheeks and lips, 

stare at my bone-white, speckled egg of a face: 

lined and empty. 

I lean forward and see Jacques’ reflection. 

I half turn, smile, then turn back to the mirror. 

He moves from the doorway, 

lifts the pickaxe 

and strikes the top of my head. 

My brain splits. The pickaxe keeps going 

and when it hits the tile floor, 

it flies from his hands, 

a black dove on whose back I ride, 

two men, one cursing, 

the other blessing all things: 

Lev Davidovich Bronstein, 

I step from Jordan without you. 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=99a6265799&e=d538c8f2e0  
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The Last Spin 

by Evan Hunter 

The Last Spin was published in the magazine, Manhunt in September, 1956, earning an Edgar Award for best 

short story. 

An illustration for the story The Last Spin by the author Evan Hunter 

Oblivion Lost, Smith & Wesson revolver, model 327-PD, 2010 

The boy sitting opposite him was his enemy. 

 

The boy sitting opposite him was called Tigo, and he wore a green silk jacket with an orange stripe on each 

sleeve. The jacket told Danny that Tigo was his enemy. The jacket shrieked, "Enemy, enemy!" 

 

"This is a good piece," Tigo said, indicating the gun on the table." This runs you close to forty-five bucks, you 

try to buy it in a store. That's a lot of money." 

 

The gun on the table was a Smith & Wesson .38 Police Special. 

 

It rested exactly in the center of the table, its sawed-off, two-inch barrel abruptly terminating the otherwise 

lethal grace of the weapon. There was a checked walnut stock on the gun, and the gun was finished in a flat 

blue. Alongside the gun were three .38 Special cartridges. 

 

Danny looked at the gun disinterestedly. He was nervous and apprehensive, but he kept tight control of his 

face. He could not show Tigo what he was feeling. Tigo was the enemy, and so he presented a mask to the 

enemy, cocking one eyebrow and saying, "I seen pieces before. There's nothing special about this one." 

"Except what we got to do with it," Tigo said. Tigo was studying him with large brown eyes. The eyes were 

moist-looking. He was not a bad-looking kid, Tigo, with thick black hair and maybe nose that was too long, 

but his mouth and chin were good. You could usually tell a cat by his mouth and his chin. Tigo would not 

turkey out of this particular rumble. Of that, Danny was sure. "Why don't we start?" Danny asked. He wet his 

lips and looked across at Tigo. 
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"You understand," Tigo said, "I got no bad blood for you." "I understand." 

 

"This is what the club said. This is how the club said we should settle it. Without a big street diddlebop, you 

dig? But I want you to know I don't know you from a hole in the wall-except you wear a blue and gold 

jacket." 

 

"And you wear a green and orange one," Danny said," and that's enough for me." 

 

"Sure, but what I was trying to say..." 

 

"We going to sit and talk all night, or we going to get this thing rolling?" Danny asked. 

 

"What I'm tryin to say," Tigo went on, "is that I just happened to be picked for this, you know? Like to settle 

this thing that's between the two clubs I mean, you got to admit your boys shouldn't have come in our territory 

last night." 

 

"I got to admit nothing," Danny said flatly. 

 

"Well, anyway, they shot at the candy store. That wasn't right. There's supposed to be a truce on." 

 

"Okay, okay," Danny said. 
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"So like... like this is the way we agreed to settle it. I mean, one of us and... and one of you. Fair and square. 

Without any street boppin', and without any law trouble." 

 

"Let's get on with it," Danny said. 

 

"I'm trying to say, I never even seen you on the street before this. So this ain't nothin' personal with me. 

Whichever way it turns out, like..." 

 

"I never seen you neither," Danny said. 

 

Tigo stared at him for a long time. "That's cause you're new around here. Where you from originally?" 

 

"My people come down from the Bronx." 

 

"You got a big family?" 

 

"A sister and two brothers, that's all." 

 

"Yeah, I only got a sister." Tigo shrugged. "Well." He sighed. "So." He sighed again. "Let's make it, huh?" 

 

"I'm waitin'," Danny said. 
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Tigo picked up the gun, and then he took one of the cartridges from the table top. He broke open the gun, slid 

the cartridge into the cylinder, and then snapped the gun shut and twirled the cylinder. "Round and round she 

goes," he said, "and where she stops, nobody knows. There's six chambers in the cylinder and only one 

cartridge. That makes the odds five-to-one that the cartridge'll be in firing position when the cylinder stops 

whirling. You dig?" 

 

"I dig." 

 

"I'll go first," Tigo said. 

 

Danny looked at him suspiciously. "Why?" 

 

"You want to go first?" 

 

"I don't know." 

 

"I'm giving you a break." Tigo grinned. "I may blow my head off first time out." 

 

"Why you giving me a break?" Danny asked. 

 

Tigo shrugged. "What the hell's the difference?" He gave the cylinder a fast twirl. 

 

"The Russians invented this, huh?" Danny asked. 
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"Yeah." 

 

"I always said they was crazy bastards." 

 

"Yeah, I always..." Tigo stopped talking. The cylinder was stopped now. He took a deep breath, put the barrel 

of the .38 to his temple, and then squeezed the trigger. 

 

The firing pin clicked on an empty chamber. 

 

"Well, that was easy, wasn't it?" he asked. He shoved the gun across the table. "Your turn, Danny." 

 

Danny reached for the gun. It was cold in the basement room, but he was sweating now. He pulled the gun 

toward him, then left it on the table while he dried his palms on his trousers. He picked up the gun then and 

stared at it. 

 

 

  

"It's a nifty piece," Tigo said. "I like a good piece." 

 

"Yeah, I do too," Danny said. "You can tell a good piece just by the way it feels in your hand." 

 

Tigo looked surprised. "I mentioned that to one of the guys yesterday, and he thought I was nuts. 
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"Lots of guys don't know about pieces," Danny said, shrugging. "I was thinking," Tigo, said, "when I get old 

enough, I'll join the Army, you know? I'd like to work around pieces." 

 

"I thought of that, too. I'd join now only my old lady won't give me permission. She's got to sign if I join 

now." 

 

"Yeah, they're all the same," Tigo said smiling. "Your old lady born here or the old country?" 

 

"The old country," Danny said. 

 

"Yeah, well you know they got these old-fashioned ideas." 

 

"I better spin," Danny said. 

 

"Yeah," Tigo agreed. 

 

Danny slapped the cylinder with his left hand. The cylinder whirled, whirled, and then stopped. Slowly, 

Danny put the gun to his head. He wanted to close his eyes, but he didn't dare. Tigo, the enemy, was watching 

him. He returned Tigo's stare, and then he squeezed the trigger. 

 

His heart skipped a beat, and then over the roar of his blood he heard the empty click. Hastily, he put the gun 

down on the table. 

 

"Makes you sweat, don't it?" Tigo said. 
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Danny nodded, saying nothing. He watched Tigo. Tigo was looking at the gun. 

 

"Me now, huh?" Tigo said. He took a deep breath, then picked up the .38. He twirled the cylinder, waited for 

it to stop, and then put the gun to his head. 

 

"Bang!" Tigo said, and then he squeezed the trigger. Again the firing pin clicked on an empty chamber. Tigo 

let out his breath and put the gun down. 

 

"I thought I was dead that time," he said. 

 

"I could hear the harps," Danny said. 

 

"This is a good way to lose weight, you know that?" Tigo laughed nervously, and then his laugh became 

honest when he saw Danny was laughing with him. "Ain't it the truth?" You could lose ten pounds this way." 

 

"My old lady's like a house," Danny said laughing. "She ought to try this kind of a diet." He laughed at his 

own humor, pleased when Tigo joined him. 

 

 

  

"That's the trouble," Tigo said. "You see a nice deb in the street, you think it's crazy, you know? Then they get 

to be our people's age, and they turn to fat." He shook his head. 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                                 No. 542 november 2020 

 

56 

"You got a chick?" Danny asked. 

 

"Yeah, I got one." 

 

"What's her name?" 

 

"Aw, you don't know her." 

 

"Maybe I do," Danny said. 

 

"Her name is Juana." Tigo watched him. "She's about five-two, got these brown eyes..." 

 

"I think I know her," Danny said. He nodded. "Yeah, I think I know her." 

 

"She's nice, ain't she?" Tigo asked. He leaned forward, as if Danny's answer was of great importance to him. 

 

"Yeah she's nice," Danny said. 

 

"Yeah. Hey maybe sometime we could..." Tigo cut himself short. He looked down at the gun, and his sudden 

enthusiasm seemed to ebb completely. "It's you turn," he said. 

 

"Here goes nothing," Danny said. He twirled the cylinder, sucked in his breath, and then fired. 
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The emptily click was loud in the stillness of the room. 

 

"Man!" Danny said. 

 

"We're pretty lucky, you know?" Tigo said. 

 

"So far." 

 

"We better lower the odds. The boys won't like it if we..." He stopped himself again, and then reached for one 

of the cartridges on the table. He broke open the gun again, slipped in the second cartridge into the cylinder. 

"Now we got two cartridges in here," he said. "Two cartridges, six chambers. That's four-to-two. Divide it, 

and you get two-to-two." He paused. "You game?" 

 

"That's... that's what we're here for, ain't it?" 

 

"Sure." 

 

"Okay then." 

 

"Gone," Tigo said, nodding his head. "You got courage, Danny." 

 

"You're the one needs the courage," Danny said gently. "It's your spin." 
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"Tigo lifted the gun. Idly, he began spinning the cylinder. 

 

"You live on the next block, don't you?" Danny asked. 

 

"Yeah." Tigo kept slapping the cylinder. It spun with a gently whirring sound. 

 

"That's how come we never crossed paths, I guess. Also, I'm new on the scene." 

 

"Yeah, well you know, you get hooked up with one club, that's the way it is." 

 

"You like the guys on you club?" Danny asked, wondering why he was asking such a stupid question, 

listening to the whirring of the cylinder at the same time. 

 

"They're okay." Tigo shrugged. "None of them really send me, but that's the club on my block, so what're you 

gonna do, huh?" His hand left the cylinder. It stopped spinning. He put the gun to his head. 

 

"Wait!" Danny said. 

 

Tigo looked puzzled. "What's the matter?" 
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"Nothing. I just wanted to say... I mean..." Danny frowned. "I don't dig too many of the guys on my club, 

either." 

 

Tigo nodded. For a moment, their eyes locked. Then Tigo shrugged, and fired. 

 

The empty click filled the basement room. 

 

"Phew," Tigo said. 

 

"Man, you can say that again." 

 

Tigo slid the gun across the table. 

 

Danny hesitated an instant. He did not want to pick up the gun. He felt sure that this time the firing pin would 

strike the percussion cap of one of the cartridges. He was sure that this time he would shoot himself. 

 

"Sometimes I think I'm turkey," he said to Tigo, surprised that his thoughts had found voice. 

 

"I feel that way sometimes, too," Tigo said. 

 

"I never told that to nobody," Danny said. "The guys on my club would laugh at me, I ever told them that." 

 

"Some things you got to keep to yourself. There ain't nobody you can trust in this world." 
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"There should be somebody you can trust," Danny said. "Hell, you can't tell nothing to your people. They 

don't understand." Tigo laughed. "That's an old story. But that's the way things are. What're you gonna do?" 

 

"Yeah. Still, sometimes I think I'm turkey." 

 

"Sure, sure," Tigo said. "It ain't only that, though. Like sometimes... well, don't you wonder what you're doing 

stomping some guy in the street? Like ... you know what I mean? Like ... who's the guy to you? What you got 

to beat him up for? 'Cause he messed with somebody else's girl?" Tigo shook his head. "It gets complicated 

sometimes." 

 

"Yeah, but ..." Danny frowned again. "You got to stick with the club. Don't you?" 

 

"Sure, sure ... hell yes." Again, their eyes locked. 

 

"Well, here goes." Danny said. He lifted the gun. "It's just ..." He shook his head, and then twirled the 

cylinder. The cylinder spun, and then stopped. He studied the gun, wondering if one of the cartridges would 

roar from the barrel when he squeezed the trigger. 

 

Then he fired. 

 

Click. 

 

"I didn't think you was going through with it," Tigo said. 
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"I didn't neither." 

 

"You got heart, Danny," Tigo said. He looked at the gun. He picked it up and broke it open. 

 

"What you doing?" Danny asked. 

 

"Another cartridge," Tigo said. "Six chambers, three cartridges. That makes it even money. You game?" 

 

"You?" "The boys said... " Tigo stopped talking. "Yeah, I'm game," he added, his voice curiously low. 

 

"It's your turn, you know." 

 

"I know," Danny watched as Tigo picked up the gun. 

 

"You ever been rowboating on the lake?" 

 

Tigo looked across the table at Danny, his eyes wide. "Once," he said. "I went with Juana." 

 

"Is it ... is it any kicks?" 

 

"Yeah. Yeah, its grand kicks. You mean you never been?" 
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"No," Danny said. 

 

"Hey, you got to tryin, man," Tigo said excitedly. "You'll like it. Hey, you try it." 

 

"Yeah, I was thinking maybe this Sunday I'd ... " He did not complete the sentence. 

 

"My spin," Tigo said wearily. He twirled the cylinder. "Here goes a good man," he said, and he put the 

revolver to his head and squeezed the trigger. 

 

Click. 

 

Danny smiled nervously. "No rest for the weary," he said. "But Jesus you've got the heart. I don't know if I 

can go through with it." 

 

Sure, you can," Tigo assured him. "Listen, what's there to be afraid of?" He slid the gun across the table. 

 

"We keep this up all night?" Danny asked. 

 

"They said ... you know ... " 

 

"Well, it ain't so bad. I mean, hell, we didn't have this operation, we wouldn'ta got a chance to talk, huh?" He 

grinned feebly. 
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"Yeah," Tigo said, his face splitting in a wide grin. "It ain't been so bad, huh?" 

 

"No, it's been ... well, you know, these guys on the club, who can talk to them?" 

 

He picked up the gun. "We could ..." Tigo started. 

 

"What?" 

 

"We could say ... well ... like we kept shootin' an' nothing happened, so ..." Tigo shrugged. "What the hell! 

We can't do this all night, can we?" 

 

"I don't know." 

 

"Let's make this the last spin. Listen, they don't like it, they can take a flying leap, you know?" 

 

"I don't think they'll like it. We're supposed to settle this for the clubs." 

 

"Screw the clubs!" Tigo said. "Can't we pick our own ..." The word was hard coming. When it came, his eyes 

did not leave Danny's face. "... friends?" 

 

"Sure we can," Danny said vehemently. "Sure we can! Why not?" 
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"The last spin," Tigo said. "Come on, the last spin." 

 

"Gone," Danny said. "Hey you know, I'm glad they got this idea. You know that? I'm actually glad!" He 

twirled the cylinder. "Look, you want to go on the lake this Sunday? I mean with your girl and mine? We 

could get two boats. Or even one if you want." "Yeah, one boat," Tigo Said. "Hey, your girl'll like Juana, I 

mean it. She's a swell chick." 

 

The cylinder stopped. Danny put the gun to his head quickly. 

 

"Here's to Sunday," he said. He grinned at Tigo, and Tigo grinned back, and then Danny fired. 

 

The explosion rocked the small basement room, ripping away half of Danny's head, shattering his face. A 

small cry escaped Tigo's throat, and a look of incredulous shock knifed his eyes. Then he put his head on the 

table and began weeping. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/evan-hunter/short-story/the-last-spin 
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After the Death of a Friend 

by Jayanta Mahapatra 

 

Issue no. 232 (Spring 2020) 

Over, the kite’s flight; and of a sudden 

is the realization of the morning overcome  

by the echo of dark nights, silent witness 

to the colorlessness crouching down before us.  

Stealing time is what’s been happening all the time.  

Is it because you’ve heard only your own cries, 

fifty years earlier, too, as they went by, adulterated with death? 

Or some shy, crumpled laughter carrying with it  

the air of an unspoken but certain defeat? 

Somewhere in my mind, I lose the ability 

to disappear, as the morning air moves listlessly about,  

indifferent to looks, or history, or roots. And here 

if I died, like this, dying for the person I was, 

or for the one I see coming in and out of your death,  

would that be a way out to save me 

from the solitude I’ve believed in and pursued 

in the same way I pursue the rush of blood in my veins? 

There is so much we’ve begun to pile upon you, more 

than all the lives we’ve had and have lost. Nothing whatever  

burns to ash. Years pass. Days, wisdom, the simple sadness. 

A slow-moving ray of sunlight walks me backward  

to a past turned magical by the virtue of its emptiness,  

this part of myself that never fails to embrace us. 
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Chirality can be used to control the sign of a maximal Chern number 

Posted: 09 Jul 2020 11:00 AM PDT 

The magnitude of many of the exotic phenomena predicted for topological semimetals is directly proportional 

to something called the Chern number. Given the importance of the Chern number magnitude for these 

phenomena, it is just natural to wonder whether there is an upper limit for it and whether there are real 

materials in which this limit can be reached. Now, we have some answers. 

Some materials have special universal properties protected against perturbations. Such properties are 

theoretically described by topology, a branch of mathematics concerned with the properties of geometrical 

objects that are unchanged by continuous deformations. So-called topological insulators are electronic 

materials that have a bulk band gap like an ordinary insulator but have conducting states on their boundaries, 

i.e., edges or surfaces. The conducting surface is not what makes topological insulators unique, but the fact 

that this surface state is particularly robust, potentially due to some symmetry like time-reversal. 

A topological invariant is a geometrical quantity that remains unchanged by continuous deformations. 

Topological invariants are mathematical have found widespread applications in physics, chemistry, and 

materials science. One of the best known topological invariants in condensed matter physics is the Chern 

number. 

The definition of the Chern number is not exactly simple. It is one of those concepts in physics that you can 

express far more easily using mathematics than words. We need to start with a Berry phase. A Berry phase is 

a phase that can appear in the wave function for a quantum-mechanical system that depends on various 

parameters when parallel transport is performed in the so-called parameter space, the set of all possible 

combinations of values for all the different parameters. Now, the Berry curvature is the gauge field associated 

with the Berry phase. Then, the Chern number is the flux of Berry curvature through a closed two-

dimensional surface. 

All that said, we can keep in mind that the Chern number, an integer, characterizes the topology of filled 

bands in two-dimensional lattice systems. A band with a non-zero Chern number is topologically non-trivial. 

When the highest occupied band is non-trivial and completely filled, the state is called a topological insulator. 

Or take Weyl semimetals. Weyl fermions can also be described as point-like two-band crossings of the 

quasiparticle dispersion. These crossings are topologically protected because they carry a topological 

“charge”. This charge has an integer value (±1), the Chern number, and it is the one that gives the electronic 

wave function a handedness. In other words, in Weyl semimetals, not just the crystal structure itself, but also 

the electronic wave functions can exhibit a chirality. Chern numbers, thus, characterize wave functions. 

It has recently been predicted that in chiral crystals, which possess neither mirror nor inversion symmetries, 

more complex band crossings can be pinned at high-symmetry lines or points that feature larger Chern 

numbers, up to a maximal magnitude of 4. For linear band crossings in magnetic materials, the maximal 

Chern number is also 4. This number has not been “observed” experimentally, though. 

http://feedproxy.google.com/~r/MappingIgnorance/~3/Is1oRD0yVkk/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Parallel_transport
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Structural and electronic chirality in the two enantiomers of PdGa. 

Now, a team of researchers has overcome 1 the obstacles that prevented that experimental confirmation by 

investigating a different chiral topological semimetal candidate from those already tested: the intermetallic 

compound of palladium and gallium, PdGa. It belongs to space group 198, a family of chiral semimetals —

including RhSi, CoSi, AlPt, and PdBiSb— which is expected to display a Chern number of magnitude 4. 

PdGa has substantial spin-orbit coupling and can be prepared with flat, clean, and well-ordered surfaces by 

polishing and subsequent sputtering and annealing in ultrahigh vacuum. Using angle-resolved photoelectron 

spectroscopy (ARPES) and ab initio calculations, the researchers can clearly resolve the presence of multifold 

crossings in the bulk electronic structure of PdGa, as well as four topological Fermi arcs on its surface. This is 

equivalent to observing experimentally a Chern number of magnitude 4. 

This result has a very interesting chemical consequence. PdGa is known as an important catalyst—for 

instance, for the semihydrogenation of acetylene—and shows potential for enantioselective catalytic reactions 

of chiral molecules. Because the Fermi arcs are mostly derived from d orbitals of Pd that are well known to be 

important for catalysis, they enlarge the reservoir of catalytically active charge carriers at the sample surface 

where chemical reactions take place. Additionally, the topological protection of nonzero Chern numbers could 

suppress passivation of the Fermi arcs, e.g., by hydrogenation. 

PdGa crystals show a chiral motif in the shape of a helical arrangement of Pd and Ga atoms along the (111) 

direction. Therefore, two enantiomers of PdGa can be distinguished. The researchers  grew both enantiopure 

specimens of PdGa and found a reversal of their Fermi-arc velocities, which demonstrates that the handedness 

of chiral crystals can be used to control the sign of their Chern numbers. 

https://mail.google.com/mail/u/0/#m_5138554705337026898_note-7042-1
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Author: César Tomé López is a science writer and the editor of Mapping Ignorance 

Disclaimer: Parts of this article may be copied verbatim or almost verbatim from the referenced research 

paper. 
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The Bear 

by Sarah Manguso 

Issue no. 219 (Winter 2016) 

It’s too neat in here. Everything dangerous has been picked up, just some grit left underfoot. 

The shelves are ugly and next to them is a garbage chute leading God knows where. Entire pallet loads get 

dumped in there: 2 years, 3 years, 4 years, as boxes wind up on the charity van, back in the world. Some of it 

is shredded; some is crisp—laundered once, folded, never worn. 

I need to tidy up before the next of it surges in and needs to be sorted. 

The room is round, white, shadowless. I don’t try to make it beautiful anymore; the things that occupy it are 

already too beautiful. 

Tiny sand dollars, red leaves, fat green seedpods picked up from the path home from school—I put them on 

the highest shelf, where they will turn to dust. 

And then I see the shadow of a bear. 

Is the bear real or fake, I say, picking it up and holding it over the wormhole, taking a moment to stare at its 

eyes before deciding if it’s real or fake or simply imagined . . . and in it goes! 

The bear is too beautiful to be considered. 

Better just to remember an animal disappearing into the wildwood. 

Try not to think about what the child will remember. 

Boxes of books go down the chute. A few others go on a shelf. I wipe my hand across the grime, leave 

streaks. 

Already I’m trying to think of a serviceable ending, a way to leave everyone comfortable, neither bored nor 

weeping with the ordinary and unbelievable death of it. 

Thirty percent a question and seventy percent an answer, I remind myself, for I have become an expert in the 

art of gentleness. 

No answer, never an answer! quavers the old version of me. Do it like opening a trapdoor the size of the 

world! 

No, I should end this thing as if I’ve just been folding laundry, I think, folding laundry, trying not to look at 

anything too hard.                                                                                                              

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=cb0d4f2855&e=d538c8f2e0 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=cb0d4f2855&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=cb0d4f2855&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=cb0d4f2855&e=d538c8f2e0
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PLANTS & ANIMALS 

Migrating Birds Face an Unexpected Danger: Glass Buildings 

Research shows that building collisions take a staggering annual toll on North America’s bird population. 

 

 Getty 

By: Matthew Wills  

  

For millions of years, birds have migrated north in the spring and south in the fall. For a tiny proportion of 

that time, urban conglomerations like Toronto, Chicago, and New York City have straddled these ancient 

migratory routes, harvesting the lives of birds out of the sky by the millions. The toll in fall is higher than in 

the spring. 

Researchers Yigal Gelb and Nicole Delacretaz reviewed the bird collision data collected from 1997 to 

2008 by Project Safe Flight, a citizen science project of NYC Audubon. The data showed over 5,400 

https://daily.jstor.org/category/science/plantsanimals/
https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/matthew-wills/
https://www.jstor.org/stable/27744581?mag=migrating-birds-face-an-unexpected-danger-glass-buildings
https://www.jstor.org/stable/27744581?mag=migrating-birds-face-an-unexpected-danger-glass-buildings
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collisions, two-thirds of them fatal. Dependent on volunteers numbering in the “tens,” this is only a sampling 

of the true number of collisions, which may be in the hundreds of millions every year in North America. 

Glass reflects the neighboring vegetation, presumably making birds think they’re simply flying to another tree 

or bush. 

“The increasing usage of exterior glass together with the popularity of landscaping likely presents a threat to 

migrating birds,” write Gelb and Delacretaz. “Of particular concern are buildings that incorporate the 

characteristics of high-collision sites—large glass exteriors opposite abundant vegetation.” 

The researchers found that most collisions happened in daylight. Glass reflects the neighboring vegetation, 

presumably making birds think they’re simply flying to another tree or bush. Glass buildings next to parks are 

therefore particularly dangerous for birds. 

The block-long Morgan General Mail Facility in New York was particularly important, since more than half 

of the park across the street was lined with mature trees. The section of the post office across the street from 

this part of the park had a higher collision count than did the part of the building opposite the the lesser-

vegetated section of the park. Ironically, the building’s “windows” were just glass panels covering a concrete 

wall. 

Researchers Kaitlyn L. Parkins, Susan B. Elbin, and Elle Barnes found that light emitted from buildings 

around New York City’s Bryant Park had a significant relationship to collisions with buildings. This was 

strongly correlated with the amount of glass in the building façades. 

These researchers also tagged dead birds to see how many they could find again after twelve hours (a measure 

of “carcass persistence”). Only 37 percent of the tagged carcasses were found, again suggesting that 

surveys of dead birds are probably always undercounts: “our estimate of bird mortality due to collisions has 

been too conservative.” 

Dead birds are swept or hosed away from sidewalks. Feral cats can take dead and stunned birds. A rush of 

commuters emerging from the subway probably aren’t going to notice a half-ounce bird on the sidewalk. The 

evidence disappears. 
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According to Parkins, Elbin, and Barnes, “Bryant Park is brightly lit at night with stadium lights, which may 

attract or disorient birds during the spring and fall migration. The morning after flying into the park at night, 

these birds are surrounded by vegetation reflected in the glass buildings surrounding the park.” This is “a trap 

for migrating birds.” 

Parkins et al. conclude, “mitigation of both light and glass are needed to reduce bird collisions in urban 

areas.” Some of those mitigation efforts include the Lights Out program, bird-friendly design, and legislation. 

As always, environmental and conservation efforts need supporters. Birds don’t lobby. 

 

Support JSTOR Daily! Join our new membership program on Patreon today. 

 Share Tweet Email Print 

Have a correction or comment about this article? 

Please contact us. 
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A Young Poet’s Love Letter to Earth and to the Double Courage of Facing a Broken Reality While Refusing 

to Cease Cherishing This Astonishing World in Its Brokenness 

In praise of anemone and dust and “the smallest possible once before once.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

To make anything — a photograph, a theorem, a poem — is to toss a handful of wildflower seeds into the 

wind, knowing neither the type of soil they will land in, nor the location of the landscape, nor the type of 

flowers that will bloom. Sometimes, oftentimes, the seeds come abloom generations or civilizations later, in 

minds many disciplines or cultures or experiences apart. (For, lest we forget, all that survives of us 

are shoreless seeds and stardust.) 

In the spring of 2018, shortly after Stephen Hawking returned his borrowed stardust to the cosmos, poet Marie 

Howe composed a poem inspired by his life’s work, a stunning poem about our cosmic inter-belonging, 

for the second Universe in Verse — the annual celebration of science through poetry I host at Pioneer 

Works in Brooklyn. She titled it “Singularity (after Stephen Hawking)” and premiered it before a rapt 

audience of a thousand people suspended in wonder. The bit-blown wind then carried it to thousands more 

online. It has since came alive anew in a consummate animated short film savored by tens of thousands more. 

In the spring of 2020, Howe’s poem planted its seed in the fertile mind of the young Kentucky-born, 

Brooklyn-based poet Marissa Davis and came abloom in a stunning poem of her own, which she titled 

“Singularity (after Marie Howe)” and premiered in poem-a-day — the lifeline of a newsletter by the Academy 

of American Poets. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/03/18/figuring-shoreless-seeds-and-stardust/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/04/02/universe-in-verse-2018/
http://pioneerworks.org/
http://pioneerworks.org/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/23/singularity-marie-howe-animated/
https://brooklynpoets.org/poet/marissa-davis/
https://poets.org/poem-a-day
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/10/19/lia-halloran-walt-whitman-universe-in-verse/
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I was so taken with the sweep and splendor of Davis’s quiet cataclysm of a poem that I invited her to read it 

for Brain Pickings, which she kindly did — a lovely voice that surprised and invigorated me with its audible 

youth, only amplifying the poem’s atmosphere of possibility and its wondrous, defiant commitment neither to 

look away from a broken reality nor to cease cherishing this astonishing world in its brokenness. 

SINGULARITY 

by Marissa Davis 

              (after Marie Howe) 

in the wordless beginning 

iguana & myrrh 

magma & reef              ghost moth 

& the cordyceps tickling its nerves 

& cedar & archipelago & anemone 

dodo bird & cardinal waiting for its red 

ocean salt & crude oil              now black 

muck now most naïve fumbling plankton 

every egg clutched in the copycat soft 

of me unwomaned unraced 

unsexed              as the ecstatic prokaryote 

that would rage my uncle’s blood 

or the bacterium that will widow 

your eldest daughter’s eldest son 

my uncle, her son              our mammoth sun 

& her uncountable siblings              & dust mite & peat 

apatosaurus & nile river 

& maple green & nude & chill-blushed & 

yeasty keratined bug-gutted i & you 

spleen & femur seven-year refreshed 

seven-year shedding & taking & being this dust 

& my children & your children 

& their children & the children 

of the black bears & gladiolus & pink florida grapefruit 

here not allied but the same              perpetual breath 

held fast to each other as each other’s own skin 

cold-dormant & rotting & birthing & being born 

in the olympus              of the smallest 

possible once before once 

Relish more of Davis’s poetry in her chapbook My Name & Other Languages I Am Learning How to 

Speak and join me in supporting the life-giving work of the Academy of American Poets, offering stage and 

succor to young poets like Davis, then revisit the splendid seed that inspired this miraculous blossom. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/07/05/singularity-marissa-

davis/?mc_cid=50a8e9bed5&mc_eid=d1c16ac662  

https://www.omiami.org/shop/my-name-amp-other-languages-i-am-learning-how-to-speak
https://www.omiami.org/shop/my-name-amp-other-languages-i-am-learning-how-to-speak
https://poets.org/donate/monthly
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/23/singularity-marie-howe-animated/
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Magnetic fields on the moon are the remnant of an ancient core dynamo 

Simulations show that alternative explanatory models such as asteroid impacts do not generate sufficiently 

large magnetic fields 

GFZ GeoForschungsZentrum Potsdam, Helmholtz Centre 

Summary: 

A long discussed theory about the local magnetic spots of the moon suggests that they are the result 

of magnetization processes caused by impacts of massive bodies on the moon surface. A new study 

now shows that the Moon must have had an internal core dynamo in the past. 

   

FULL STORY 
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The Moon (stock image). 

Credit: © taffpixture / stock.adobe.com 

Presently, the moon does not have an internal magnetic field as it can be observed on Earth. However, there 

are localized regions on its surface up to several hundred kilometers in size where a very strong magnetic 

field prevails. This has been shown by measurements on rocks from the Apollo missions. Since then, research 

has puzzled about the origin of these magnetic spots. One theory is that they are in some way remnants of an 

ancient core magnetic field. Possibly similar to what can still be observed on Earth today. Here, the core 

consists of molten and solid iron and its rotation generates the earth's magnetic field. Why the inner field of 

the Moon has extinguished at some point remains a subject of research. 

Another long discussed theory about the local magnetic spots of the moon suggests that they are the result of 

magnetization processes caused by impacts of massive bodies on the moon surface. A study recently 

published in the journal Science Advances now shows, that the Moon must have had an internal core dynamo 

in the past. The researchers came to their conclusion by disproving this second theory with the help of 

complex computer simulations. It is the result of a large international cooperation between MIT, GFZ-

Potsdam, UCLA, the University of Potsdam, the University of Michigan and the Australian Curtin University. 

The second thesis was supported among other things by the fact that large and strong magnetic spots were 

found on the other side of the moon, exactly opposite large lunar craters. Their origin was assumed to be as 

follows: Because the Moon -- unlike the Earth -- has no atmosphere to protect it from meteorites and 

asteroids, such massive bodies can hit it with full force and pulverize and ionize material on its surface. A 

cloud of charged particles, also called plasma, created in this way flows around the Moon, compresses the 

magnetic solar wind present in space and thus strengthens its magnetic field. At the same time, the solar wind 

induces a magnetic field in the moon itself. At the surface opposite the impact, all these fields are amplified 

and create the observed magnetism in the crustal rock. 

Using the examples of some well-known Moon craters as the one we regard as its "right eye," the researchers 

have now simulated the impact including the plasma formation, the propagation of the plasma around the 

moon and the course of the field induced in the moon's interior. Using software that was originally developed 

for space physics and space weather applications, they simulated very different impact scenarios. In this way, 

the scientists were able to show that the amplification of the magnetic fields due to collisions and ejected 

material alone was not sufficient to generate the large field strengths as originally estimated and measured on 

the moon: The resulting magnetic field is a thousand times weaker than necessary to explain the observations. 

This does not mean, however, that these effects do not exist; they are only comparatively weak. In particular, 

the simulations showed that the field amplification by the plasma cloud on the rear side of the impact is more 

likely to occur above the crust, and that the magnetic field inside the moon loses much of its energy via 

dissipation due to turbulence in the mantle and crust. 

"How exactly the magnetic spots were formed still requires more research. But now it is clear that at some 

point in time an internal magnetic field of the Moon had to be present for this to happen," says Yuri Shprits, 

Professor at the University of Potsdam and head of the Magnetospheric Physics Section at GFZ-Potsdam. "In 

addition, this study can help us to better understand the nature of the dynamo-generated magnetic field and 

the dynamo process on Earth, the outer planets and exoplanets." 
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Story Source: 

Materials provided by GFZ GeoForschungsZentrum Potsdam, Helmholtz Centre. Note: Content may be 

edited for style and length. 
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Poker! 

by Nora Zeale Hurston 

Poker! is Hurston's short play, published in 1931 and in the public domain. Entered here as a short story due 

to its brevity. 

An illustration for the story Poker! by the author Nora Zeale Hurston 

Susan Rothenberg, Orange Poker, 20th century 

Time--Present 

 

Place--New York 

 

Cast of characters-- 

   Nunkie 

   Too-Sweet 

   Peckerwood 

   Black Baby 

   Sack Daddy 

   Tush Hawg 

   Aunt Dilsey 

 

SCENE-- 

 

     A shabby front room in a shotgun house. 
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     A door covered by dingy portieres upstage C. Small panel 

     window in side Wall L. Plain centre table with chairs drawn up 

     about it. Gaudy calendars on wall. Battered piano against wall 

     R. Kerosene lamp with reflector against wall on either side of 

     room. 

 

     At rise of curtain NUNKIE is at piano playing.... Others at 

     table with small stacks of chips before each man. TUSH HAWG  

     is seated at table so that he faces audience. He is expertly 

     riffing the cards ... looks over his shoulder and speaks to 

     NUNKIE. 

 

 

TUSH HAWG 

Come on here, Nunkie--and take a hand! You're holding up the  

game. You been woofin' round here about the poker you can play-- 

now do it! 

 

NUNKIE 

Yeah, I plays poker. I plays the piano and Gawd knows I plays the  
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devil. I'm Uncle Bob with a wooden leg! 

*[Handwritten: Last sentence crossed out in pencil in manuscript.] 

 

BLACK BABY 

Aw, you can be had! Come on and get in the game! My 

britches is cryin' for your money! Come on, don't give 

the healer no trouble!*[Handwritten: last sentence crossed out in  

pencil] 

 

NUNKIE 

Soon as I play the deck I'm comin' and take you alls money!  

Don' rush me. 

 

 Ace means the first time that I met you 

 Duece means there was nobody there but us two 

 Trey means the third party--Charlie was his name 

 Four spot means the fourth time you tried that same old game-- 

Five spot means five years you played me for a clown 

Six spot means six feet of earth when the deal goes down 

Now I'm holding the seven spot for each day of the week 

Eight means eight hours that she Sheba-ed with your Sheik-- 
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Nine spot means nine hours that I work hard every day-- 

Ten spot means tenth of every month I brought you home  

my pay-- 

The Jack is three-card Charlie who played me for a goat 

The Queen, that's my pretty Mama, also trying to cut my  

throat-- 

The King stands for Sweet Papa Nunkie and he's goin' to  

wear the crown, 

So be careful you all ain't broke when the deal goes down! 

                              (He laughs--X'es to table, bringing 

                              piano stool for seat) 

 

TUSH HAWG 

Aw now, brother, two dollars for your seat before you try to  

sit in this game. 

 

NUNKIE 

                              (Laughs sheepishly--puts money 

                              down--TUSH HAWG pushes stack of chips 

                              toward him. Bus.) 

I didn't put it down because I knew you all goin' to be puttin' it  
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right back in my pocket. 

 

BECKERWOOD 

Aw, Y'all go ahead and play. 

                              (to TUSH HAWG) 

Deal! 

                              (TUSH HAWG begins to deal for draw 

                              poker. The game gets tense. SACK 

                              DADDY is first man at TUSH's left--he 

                              throws back three cards and is dealt 

                              three more) 

 

SACK DADDY 

My luck sure is rotten! My gal must be cheatin' on me. I ain't  

had a pair since John Henry had a hammer! 

 

BLACK BABY 

                              (Drawing three new cards) 

You might be fooling the rest with the cryin' you're doin' but  

I'm squattin' for you! You're cryin' worse than cryin' Emma! 
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TOO-SWEET 

                              (Studying his three new cards) 

                              (Sings) 

When yo' cards gets lucky, oh Partner, you oughter be in a  

rollin' game. 

[Handwritten: get you foot offa my chair etc] 

 

AUNT DILSEY 

                              (Enters through portieres--stands and 

                              looks disapprovingly) 

You all oughter be ashamed of yourself, gamblin' and carryin' on  

like this! 

 

BLACK BABY 

Aw, this ain't no harm, Aunt Dilsey! You go on back to bed  

and git your night's rest. 

 

AUNT DILSEY 

No harm! I know all about these no-harm sins! If you don't  

stop this card playin', all of you all goin' to die and go to Hell. 

                              (Shakes warning finger--exits through 
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                              portieres--while she is talking the 

                              men have been hiding cards out of 

                              their hands and pulling aces out of 

                              sleeves and vest pockets and 

                              shoes--it is done quickly, one does 

                              not see the other do it) 

 

NUNKIE 

                              (Shoving a chip forward) 

A dollar! 

 

SACK DADDY 

Raise you two! 

 

BLACK BABY 

I don't like to strain with nobody but it's goin' to cost you  

five. Come on, you shag-nags! This hand I got is enough to  

pull a country man into town.  

*[Handwritten: Last sentence crossed through in pencil.] 

 

TOO-SWEET 
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You all act like you're spuddin'! Bet some money! Put your  

money where your mouth is  

*[Handwritten: els my fist where yo mouf is.] 

 

TUSH HAWG 

Twenty-five dollars to keep my company! Dog-gone, I'm  

spreadin' my knots! 

 

SACK DADDY 

And I bet you a fat man I'll take your money--I call you. 

                              (Turns up his cards--he has four aces 

                              and king) 

 

TUSH HAWG 

                              (showing his cards) 

Youse a liar! I ain't dealt you no aces. Don't try to carry the  

Pam-Pam to me 'cause I'll gently chain-gang for you! 

 

SACK DADDY 

Oh yeah! I ain't goin' to fit no jail for you and nobody else.  

I'm to get me a green club and season it over your head.  
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Then I'll give my case to Miss Bush and let Mother Green stand  

my bond! I got deal them aces! 

 

NUNKIE 

That's a lie! Both of you is lyin'! Lyin' like the cross-ties from New 

York to Key West! How can you all hold aces when I got four?  

Somebody is goin' to West hell before midnight! 

 

BECKERWOOD 

Don't you woof at Tush Hawg. If you do I'm goin' to bust hell  

wide open with a man! 

 

BLACK BABY 

                              (Pulls out razor--Bus.) 

My chop-axe tells me I got the only clean aces they is on this  

table! Before I'll leave you all rob me outa my money, I'm goin'  

to die it off! 

 

TOO-SWEET 

I promised the devil one man and I'm goin' to give him five! 

                              (Draws gun) 
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TUSH HAWG 

Don't draw your bosom on me! God sent me a pistol and I'm  

goin' to send him a man! 

                              (FIRES. Bus. for all) 

 

AUNT DILSEY 

                              (Enters after shooting bus. Stands. 

                              Bus. drops to chair) 

They wouldn't lissen-- 

                              (Looks men over--Bus.) 

It sure is goin' to be a whole lot tougher in hell now! 

 

 

CURTAIN 

 

 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/nora-zeale-hurston/short-story/poker 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/nora-zeale-hurston/short-story/poker
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All Human Beings: Eleanor Roosevelt’s Reading of the Universal Declaration of Human Rights, 

Reimagined as a Soulful Serenade to Diversity and Dignity by Composer Max Richter 

A celebration “of the inherent dignity and of the equal and inalienable rights of all members of the human 

family” as “the foundation of freedom, justice and peace in the world.” 

 

Eleanor Roosevelt (Library of Congress) 
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BY MARIA POPOVA 

“Love is the only way to rescue humanity from all ills,” Leo Tolstoy wrote to Mahatma Gandhi in the stirring 

correspondence that would unspool over four decades until Gandhi’s assassination in 1948. By then, Gandhi 

had been nominated for the Nobel Peace Prize five times, including days before his death. That year, the 

Nobel Committee awarded all other disciplines except the Peace Prize, for which they found “no suitable 

living candidate.” 

Eleanor Roosevelt arriving at the opening of the Washington labor canteen. (Library of Congress) 

 

On December 10, 1948 — the day of the Nobel ceremony in Stockholm — the United Nations General 

Assembly gathered in Paris to adopt the most visionary, idealistic, and poetic document ever composed: The 

Universal Declaration of Human Rights. A pioneering effort to standardize the raising of conscience, 

kindness, and reason above self-interest and the hunger for power, it was the culmination of two years of 

systematic refinement by a global drafting committee of eight men from five continents, chaired by Eleanor 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/08/21/leo-tolstoy-gandhi-letter-to-a-hindu/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/08/21/leo-tolstoy-gandhi-letter-to-a-hindu/
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Roosevelt (October 11, 1884–November 7, 1962), with her floral dresses and her “spine as stiff as the steel 

girder of a skyscraper.” 

Eleanor Roosevelt with the English text of the Universal Declaration of Human Rights, 1949. (FDR 

Presidential Library & Museum) 

 

Roosevelt’s nomination as a U.N. delegate had had to pass through the United States Senate for approval, 

where she suspected certain conservative Senators would disapprove — “because of my attitude toward social 

problems,” she later reflected, “and especially youth problems.” But her nomination was heartily approved — 

only one Senator voted against her, citing her troublesome devotion to racial equality. 

Shortly before her U.N. nomination and shortly after the end of WWII, Roosevelt — another indefensible 

blind spot in the Nobel Commission’s dispensation of the Peace Prize — had lost her husband. In the thick of 

her bereavement, she wrote in her daybook: 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/04/12/jill-lepore-eleanor-roosevelt-these-truths/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/04/12/jill-lepore-eleanor-roosevelt-these-truths/
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When you have lived for a long time in close contact with the loss and grief which today pervades the world, 

any personal sorrow seems to be lost in the general sadness of humanity. 

She coped by pouring her indefatigable energy into drafting this buoyant document aimed at protecting 

human beings from the sorrows they inflict upon one another. Later, she would look back on her life with the 

unwavering conviction that “in the long run there is no more liberating, no more exhilarating experience than 

to determine one’s position, state it bravely, and then act boldly.” Now, she was tasked with creating the 

blueprint for bold action toward justice, contoured with bravely stated words. 

She insisted that the document be adopted as a declaration rather than as a treaty, hoping this would confer 

upon it the inspiriting power to do for the world what the Declaration of Independence had done for her 

homeland. And so it did: Despite the abiding challenge of our species — the unhandsome fact that there is no 

universal utopia and that all utopias are built on someone’s subjugation-bent back — the document that 

emerged became a beacon of justice for generations to come, founded upon the conviction that a “recognition 

of the inherent dignity and of the equal and inalienable rights of all members of the human family is the 

foundation of freedom, justice and peace in the world,” radiating Maya Angelou’s stunning lyric insistence 

that “we are the possible, we are the miraculous, the true wonder of this world.” 

Translated into more than 500 languages, making it the world’s most translated document, the UDHR went on 

to shape myriad national and international laws, inspire the constitutions of various newborn countries, and 

furnish the legal definitions of “fundamental freedoms” and “human rights.” Buried into the language of the 

document is also a landmark unsexing of man as the universal pronoun (though it would take many more 

decades to seep into culture) — the trailblazing Indian activist, writer, and feminist Hansa Jivraj Mehta 

suggested replacing “all men are equal” with “all are equal.” 

Today, as we come to see ourselves as Angelou saw us — creatures “whose hands can strike with such 

abandon that in a twinkling, life is sapped from the living yet those same hands can touch with such healing, 

irresistible tenderness” — some of the articles in the declaration read both as chilling indictments of where we 

have fallen short and as a defiantly aspirational blueprint for where we can and must go as we rise to our 

highest human potential. 

Article 3: Everyone has the right to life, liberty and security of person. 

Article 5: No one shall be subjected to torture or to cruel, inhuman or degrading treatment or punishment. 

Two generations after the adoption of the Universal Declaration of Human Rights, composer Max 

Richter honors its legacy and reimagines its spirit for a world more diverse and equitable than even the 

document’s idealistic creators imagined. (I have noted elsewhere that even the farthest seers can’t bend their 

gaze beyond their era’s horizon of possibility; but the horizon shifts with each incremental revolution as the 

human mind peers outward to take in nature, then turns inward to question its own givens.) 

In a stunning piece titled “All Human Beings,” part of his record Voices — a soulful sonic landscape of 

thought and feeling, powerfully transportive yet grounding, a decade in the making — Richter builds a sonic 

bower of piano, violin, soprano, and choir around a 1949 recording of Eleanor Roosevelt reading the UDHR. 

It begins with Roosevelt’s voice, then passes the generational and cultural baton to Kiki Layne, who continues 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/05/02/eleanor-roosevelt-tomorrow-is-now/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/05/02/eleanor-roosevelt-tomorrow-is-now/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/09/a-brave-and-startling-truth-maya-angelou/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/10/17/ursula-k-le-guin-gender/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/10/17/ursula-k-le-guin-gender/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/09/a-brave-and-startling-truth-maya-angelou/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/09/a-brave-and-startling-truth-maya-angelou/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/09/a-brave-and-startling-truth-maya-angelou/
https://www.maxrichtermusic.com/
https://www.maxrichtermusic.com/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/01/figuring/
https://maxrichter.lnk.to/VoicesID
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reading in English before morphing into a crowdsourced choral reading in multiple languages by human 

beings all over the world. 

 

Max Richter (Photograph: Mike Terry) 

Richter reflects on the project: 

I like the idea of a piece of music as a place to think, and it is clear we all have some thinking to do at the 

moment. We live in a hugely challenging time and, looking around at the world we have made, it’s easy to 

feel hopeless or angry. But, just as the problems we face are of our own making, so their solutions are within 

our reach, and the Universal Declaration of Human Rights is something that offers us a way forward. 

Although it isn’t a perfect document, the declaration does represent an inspiring vision for the possibility of 

better and kinder world. 

Breathing another layer of life into Richter’s masterpiece is this cinematic adaptation by artist Yulia Mahr: 

Complement with a timeless, increasingly timely vision for how to heal an ailing and divided world from the 

Russell-Einstein Manifesto — another visionary document composed seven years after the UDHR — then 

revisit Richter’s previous masterpiece, Three Worlds, bringing Virginia Woolf’s most beloved works to sonic 

life. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/07/10/all-human-beings-max-richter-eleanor-roosevelt-

udhr/?mc_cid=50a8e9bed5&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

http://www.yuliamahr.com/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/11/13/einstein-russell-manifesto/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/05/29/max-richter-three-worlds-music-from-woolf-works/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/07/10/all-human-beings-max-richter-eleanor-roosevelt-udhr/?mc_cid=50a8e9bed5&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/07/10/all-human-beings-max-richter-eleanor-roosevelt-udhr/?mc_cid=50a8e9bed5&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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Sylvia Plath… Nature Writer? 

Marlena Williams on the Poet's Fraught Relationship with the Wild 

By Marlena Williams 

 

October 23, 2020 

The day my boyfriend and I arrived in Lassen Volcanic National Park, multiple campers reported bear 

encounters deep in the backcountry trails around Crater Butte and Twin Lakes. The bears had approached 

their tents and dug through their backpacks, continuing on even as the terrified campers clapped and yelled. 

This, the National Park Service announced, is a learned behavior. Over the years, bears have realized that 

humans pose no real threat, especially not the kind of humans who forget to store their food in bear-proof 

canisters while camping. No one was killed, thankfully, but the park closed the area for 60 days in order to 

“reduce negative human interaction and provide the bears with a period to return to normal foraging 

behavior.” 

With summer travel plans grounded by the pandemic, Andre and I drove down to Northern California from 

Portland to see Lassen’s steaming fumaroles, bubbling sulfur lakes, and miles-long lava beds. On our first full 

day in the park, we opted for a short backcountry hike to Chaos Crags, a cluster of six dacite domes with a 

small lake at their base. Though a ranger assured us that a bear encounter was unlikely in this part of the park, 

she did warn us of a recent river otter incident at nearby Manzanita Lake in which a female otter attacked a 

male swimmer when he got too close to her kittens. The Park Superintendent speculated that the otters had 

https://lithub.com/author/marlenawilliams/
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grown used to human-free waters during the recent park closure and now saw the sudden influx of visitors as 

an invasion. 

On the way to the trailhead, Andre and I got into a fight, or perhaps I should say a short, tense exchange over 

directions, of all things. I was driving, Andre directing. I asked him where I should turn and while he unfolded 

the map to check, we missed the trailhead. This annoyed me and my annoyance annoyed him. The whole 

exchange lasted maybe thirty-five seconds before sizzling into white-hot silence. By the return trip, our anger 

had mostly faded, but for the first two miles of the hike, every petty resentment and slight of our four years 

together roiled silently to the surface and I found myself thinking once again of Sylvia Plath’s short story 

“The Fifty-Ninth Bear.” 

* 

VIDEO FROM LIT HUB: 

Lydia Millet is Done With Denial 

 

Lydia Millet is Done With Denial 

Arundhati Roy: "We Need a Reckoning" 

I read “The Fifty-Ninth Bear” when I was fifteen, shortly after finishing The Bell Jar and finding myself 

wracked with fear that I would soon be sitting in the crotch of a fig tree, starving and surrounded by 

blackened fruit. It was the same summer I had all sorts of profound revelations about how my parents would 

one day die and all my dreams might not come true. I found “The Fifty-Ninth Bear” in Johnny Panic and the 

Bible of Dreams, a collection of unpublished prose featuring an introduction by Ted Hughes. In the story, a 

https://lithub.com/sheltering-lydia-millet-is-done-with-denial/
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young couple travels to Yellowstone and places a bet between themselves on how many bears they will see 

before their trip ends. Norton, the husband, guesses seventy-one. Sadie, the wife, fifty-nine. 

The boiling hydrothermal landscape of Yellowstone sets Norton ill-at-ease, and he spends most of the trip 

sluggish and depressed. To Norton, the cracked ground is “frail as a bird’s skull under his feet, a mere shell of 

sanity and decorum between him and the dark entrails of the earth where the sluggish muds and scalding 

waters had their source.” Instead of marveling at the rainbow pools and steam-powered geysers alongside his 

wife, Norton often stays behind and watches with mild disdain as her peaked straw hat disappears into the 

throngs of tourists. Sadie returns from these excursions frustrated and resentful: an elk dashes away before she 

can get a photograph, a hot gust of steam “nearly [scalds] her to death,” a group of boys talk to her on the 

boardwalk, disrupting her solitude. As Sadie and Norton drive to lunch on their final day in the park, hoping a 

sandwich will improve their bleak moods, Sadie sobs, “I didn’t ask anything else…All I asked was the pools 

and the springs.” It is unclear whether it is Norton or Yellowstone who have truly disappointed her. 

That night, as Norton and Sadie sleep in the musty warmth of their tent, they hear a loud crash outside: a bear, 

riffling through the trunk of their car. At Sadie’s urging, Norton climbs out into the moonlight and attempts to 

shoo the bear away. “Get out of here, you,” he says, eying the “grotesque crumble of straw” at the bear’s feet 

from where it has just torn about Sadie’s beloved hat. The bear then gores Norton to death while Sadie 

watches. Plath writes, “The darkness fisted and struck…A hot nausea flared through his heart and bowels. He 

struggled, tasting the thick, sweet honey that filled his throat and oozed from his nostrils. As from a far and 

rapidly receding planet, he heard a shrill cry—of terror, or triumph, he could not tell.” Sadie has won the bet; 

the bear is the fifty-ninth. 

It wasn’t the violence of the ending that so terrified me when I read the story at fifteen. In fact, the violence 

was my favorite part. It was brutal and shocking and sublimely satisfying, reminiscent of the bloody finales in 

the Flannery O’Connor short stories we had recently read in English class. I saw something similar at work in 

“The Fifty-Ninth Bear:” a gruesome twist meant to teach the reader a lesson about devotion. Unlike The Bell 

Jar, which not only spoke to my present angst but to the deep existential misery I assumed to be an 

unassailable fact of existence, “The Fifty-Ninth Bear” foretold a future agony I felt dedicated to avoiding at 

all costs. I read “The Fifty-Ninth Bear” as a warning: about the petty frustrations and bitter disappointments 

of marriage, about the dull, sexless plateau stretching through the end of any long-term relationship, about all 

the many inventive ways you might one day wish your beloved dead. Without knowing much about Plath’s 

own troubled relationship, “The Fifty-Ninth Bear” taught me about the darker, sulfuric thing bubbling under 

the surface of love, and I became a person suspicious of heterosexual romance, uninterested in marriage, and 

utterly depressed by the great, tyrannical institution known as the Couple. I stayed this way for most of my 

young adult life, lonely but happily committed to myself. That is, until Andre came around. 

* 

As Andre and I trekked through the dust and pine to Chaos Crags, I stopped every few minutes to clap and 

make some ridiculous noise I convinced myself would scare off whatever bears happened to be in our midst. 

It was an absurd punctuation to my inner rage, one I might have found amusing if I wasn’t busy listing off 

every small way Andre had ever wronged me. I was not, to be clear, imagining Andre getting mauled to death 

by a bear, though I did briefly wonder what either of us would do if a bear crossed our path and which one of 

us it would go for first. Rather, I was beset with fear that I had at last become the person “The Fifty-Ninth 

Bear” made me swear I would never become. I had succumbed to the noxious pull of a committed 
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relationship and now, I told myself bitterly, I was trapped. I was not only someone who said “we” when I 

once only said “I” but a person who got angry over inconsequential things and then let that anger fester in 

silence. If a bear did decide to tear into one of our necks while the other watched in fear, the last thing either 

of us would have felt for each other before horror would have been annoyance, and that struck me in the 

moment as the particularly sad and obvious end result of romantic love. 

* 

For what it’s worth, Plath hated “The Fifty-Ninth Bear.” In a journal entry from September 1959, she wrote, 

“Disgust with the seventeen-page story I just finished: a stiff, artificial piece about a man killed by a bear, 

ostensibly because his wife willed it to happen, but none of the deep emotional undercurrents gone into or 

developed. As if little hygienic trap-doors shut out the seethe and deep-grounded swell of my experience.” 

She then laments, “I just can’t get outside myself.” 

Most people with even a passing interest in Plath’s life know about her fraught relationship to fiction. Though 

she composed poetry with relative ease, she dreamt of writing the type of Frank O’Connor-inspired short 

stories that would get her published in The New Yorker and bring her money and fame. In her journal, Plath 

wrote, “For me, poetry is an evasion from the real job of writing prose.” Or, as Ted Hughes put in in his 

introduction to Johnny Panic and the Bible of Dreams, “Her ambition to write stories was the most visible 

burden of her life.” Her failure to write publishable short fiction was accompanied by an ongoing struggle to 

“get outside” of herself and capture some notion of objective reality. She wrote, “I shall perish if I can write 

about no one but myself.” 

Though “The Fifty-Ninth Bear” is clearly her attempt to do exactly that, it is still very much rooted in Plath’s 

own experience. In the summer of 1959, shortly after their moving to the States, Sylvia and Ted set out on a 

cross country road-trip and spent several days camping in Yellowstone. You can find pictures from the trip in 

the Smith online archives: Ted standing on the shores of Yellowstone Lake wearing an unbuttoned polo, 

Sylvia rowing a canoe in a one-piece swimsuit, her hair pulled back into a voluminous ponytail. On the trip, a 

bear broke into their car but sauntered away with some food without hurting anyone. Plath spent most of the 

journey anxious about her apparent infertility, her inability to conceive linked to her inability to write proper 

fiction. She projected her inner turmoil onto the landscape of Yellowstone, turning it into something devilish 

and threatening. In his own poem titled The Fifty-Ninth Bear, Ted quotes Sylvia, who said of Yellowstone, 

“This is real evil.” 

“The Fifty-Ninth Bear” contains many components of the classic American short story: told from a male’s 

perspective, set in a great American place, focusing on a marriage between two young, hearty, and assumedly 

attractive white people. However, it is true that “The Fifty-Ninth Bear” fails to rise to the level of a great short 

story. Though the language is astounding, it lacks narrative vigor and the characters remain mostly 

undeveloped sketches. In true poetic fashion, the terrain of Yellowstone feels more menacingly alive than the 

people. If Plath is mimicking anything in “The Fifty-Ninth Bear,” it seems to be the way certain mid-century 

American male writers wrote about their wives. Sadie is hysterical, incomprehensible, and ultimately 

vindictive. She is also a beautiful, bird-like thing for Norton to love and protect. At one point, Norton muses 

that he can never picture Sadie reaching old age and often pictures himself as a widower: “Her sensuousness, 

her pagan enthusiasms, her inability to argue in terms of anything but her immediate emotions—this was too 

flimsy, too gossamer a stuff to survive out from under the wings of his guardianship.” 
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Many readers might take a certain pleasure in seeing Norton torn apart by a bear, especially if Norton 

represents some version of Ted, or perhaps some version of the traditional sexist male narrator. Taken this 

way, Norton’s death at the end of “The Fifty-Ninth Bear” becomes a feminist triumph. Of course, this reading 

is complicated somewhat if we believe that it was Plath who sensed evil lurking within the landscape of 

Yellowstone, making Norton her most obvious proxy in the story. It is nonetheless tempting to picture Sylvia 

enacting some fantasy through this ending, a fantasy she felt the need to cloak by telling it from the 

presumably “objective” male point of view. Surely many fervent Sylvia fans have wished similarly violent 

ends upon Hughes. There is something truly satisfying about seeing a fictional version of a much-despised 

man gored to death under the moonlight. At last, in “The Fifty-Ninth Bear,” it is the wife who gets the final 

word. 

* 

The lake was dry when Andre and I got there. The bowl that had once held sparkling aquamarine water was 

nothing but a dusty brown jumble of volcanic rock. Behind us, an older couple complained volubly and sat 

down under a tree to eat their sandwiches, outraged that there wasn’t a better view. Nature had failed to live 

up to their expectations. Andre and I stared at the rocky lakebed for a few minutes and then laughed. It 

seemed like a fitting end to our hike. As we turned back towards the trailhead, our spirits inexplicably lifted 

by the disappointment, I made a joke about not taking the dry lake as a metaphor for our relationship. 

I realized something then that perhaps should have been obvious. Though “The Fifty-Ninth Bear” is on its 

surface a biting portrait of a failed American marriage, it is also critiquing a far more vexed and condemnable 

relationship: the human relationship to the natural world. “The Fifty-Ninth Bear” is a fascinating snapshot of 

American tourism, a bitter condemnation of the hordes of mostly white travelers who descend upon a 

beautiful place and claim it as their own. Norton and Sadie represent two different types of American tourists. 

Sadie is the eager visitor who sees the natural world as a kind of theme park existing for her own amusement. 

When it fails to live up to her demands for serenity and splendor, she feels slighted. Norton is the respectful 

admirer who feels a deep kinship to nature yet “a revulsion” for the “mobs” who want to experience it too. 

When tourists flood around an elk to take a photo, Norton waits “on the top of the slope with a quiet, insular 

dignity… In his mind he was forming an apology to the elk. He meant well.” Because Norton knows the 

many ways human beings can ruin a place, he believes he is no longer part of the problem. His awareness is 

as an excuse from accountability. He’s a tourist, but not like the other tourists. 

But of course, Norton is like the other tourists. He’s there, isn’t he? Norton is no different from all of the 

people who flock to a national park with the secret hope that their hearts will connect with the heart of an 

animal stranger. He believes he can call forth “a private miracle: he contrived to be favored, by the sight of a 

doe, say, or the find of a lump of water-polished quartz.” He envisions his soul reaching out across the great 

species expanse and finding special kindship with the plants and creatures of the natural world, a kinship 

reserved solely for him. It is this arrogance that prompts Norton to get out of the tent, shoo away the bear, and 

ultimately meet his death. 

Sadie, of course, shares this arrogance, though in a different form. “My bear,” she gasps when she hears the 

animal outside their tent, “as if she had called it up out of the dark.” Though the story ends with Sadie 

screaming while Norton breaths his final breaths, there is nothing to suggest that she gets out of the situation 

alive. 
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* 

On the journey back to our car, Andre and I joked about my inability to pronounce the word “foliage.” We 

discussed whether or not a certain spot of moss could be considered chartreuse. We looked at each other and 

giggled while peeing in the sagebrush. I was happy to be there with him and glad neither of us had been gored 

to death by a bear. We weren’t like Norton and Sadie, at least not in the way I had originally thought, but we 

were culpable nonetheless. We had traveled to Lassen hoping that the park would offer a spot of brightness 

after the dark and dull days of the pandemic only to find that the park had been healing itself in our absence 

and received nothing from our return. Here we were, disturbing the peace, projecting our silly human hopes 

and fears onto a landscape that cared nothing for them. The park did not need us in the way that we needed it. 

In fact, it did not need us at all. 

Some of the most beautiful and inspiring images from the early days of the pandemic were those of nature 

returning and regenerating, of animals filling the cities that once were theirs. I consumed the images like 

everyone else: dolphins swimming through the Venice canals, goats wandering about the empty streets of 

Wales, flamingos flocking to the wetlands of Mumbai, sealions taking to the sidewalks in Argentina. Like 

everyone else, I also said things like, “Maybe after this, humans will change. We can’t go back to the way 

things were.” But of course, we did. I think of the bears at Lassen taking over camp sites and the otters biting 

men for swimming too close to their young in waters that not so long ago were briefly and blissfully human 

free. I think of Sylvia Plath’s grizzly tearing into the jugular of the man who thought he was special. In “The 

Fifty-Ninth Bear,” Plath seems to be saying that nature will eventually revolt against humanity’s relentless 

incursion, and when it does, there will indeed be a cry of triumph, but it won’t be coming from human 

mouths. 

 

Marlena Williams 

Marlena Williams is a writer from Portland, Oregon. She holds an MFA from the Vermont College of Fine 

Arts. You can find her other work at The Rumpus, Across the Margin, Propeller, and the Oregon 

Encyclopedia. 

https://lithub.com/sylvia-plath-nature-writer/ 
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Ground-breaking discovery finally proves rain really can move mountains 

University of Bristol 

Summary: 

A pioneering technique which captures precisely how mountains bend to the will of raindrops has 

helped solve a long-standing scientific enigma. 

     

FULL STORY 

 

 

Paro Taktsang temple complex in Bhutan (stock image). 

Credit: © ultramansk / stock.adobe.com 

A pioneering technique which captures precisely how mountains bend to the will of raindrops has helped to 

solve a long-standing scientific enigma. 

The dramatic effect rainfall has on the evolution of mountainous landscapes is widely debated among 

geologists, but new research led by the University of Bristol and published today in Science Advances, clearly 
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calculates its impact, furthering our understanding of how peaks and valleys have developed over millions of 

years. 

Its findings, which focused on the mightiest of mountain ranges -- the Himalaya -- also pave the way for 

forecasting the possible impact of climate change on landscapes and, in turn, human life. 

Lead author Dr Byron Adams, Royal Society Dorothy Hodgkin Fellow at the university's Cabot Institute for 

the Environment, said: "It may seem intuitive that more rain can shape mountains by making rivers cut down 

into rocks faster. But scientists have also believed rain can erode a landscape quickly enough to essentially 

'suck' the rocks out of the Earth, effectively pulling mountains up very quickly. 

"Both these theories have been debated for decades because the measurements required to prove them are so 

painstakingly complicated. That's what makes this discovery such an exciting breakthrough, as it strongly 

supports the notion that atmospheric and solid earth processes are intimately connected." 

While there is no shortage of scientific models aiming to explain how the Earth works, the greater challenge 

can be making enough good observations to test which are most accurate. 

The study was based in the central and eastern Himalaya of Bhutan and Nepal, because this region of the 

world has become one of the most sampled landscapes for erosion rate studies. Dr Adams, together with 

collaborators from Arizona State University (ASU) and Louisiana State University, used cosmic clocks within 

sand grains to measure the speed at which rivers erode the rocks beneath them. 

"When a cosmic particle from outer space reaches Earth, it is likely to hit sand grains on hillslopes as they are 

transported toward rivers. When this happens, some atoms within each grain of sand can transform into a rare 

element. By counting how many atoms of this element are present in a bag of sand, we can calculate how long 

the sand has been there, and therefore how quickly the landscape has been eroding," Dr Adams said. 

"Once we have erosion rates from all over the mountain range, we can compare them with variations in river 

steepness and rainfall. However, such a comparison is hugely problematic because each data point is very 

difficult to produce and the statistical interpretation of all the data together is complicated." 

Dr Adams overcame this challenge by combining regression techniques with numerical models of how rivers 

erode. 

"We tested a wide variety of numerical models to reproduce the observed erosion rate pattern across Bhutan 

and Nepal. Ultimately only one model was able to accurately predict the measured erosion rates," Dr Adams 

said. 

"This model allows us for the first time to quantify how rainfall affects erosion rates in rugged terrain." 

Research collaborator Professor Kelin Whipple, Professor of Geology at ASU, said: "Our findings show how 

critical it is to account for rainfall when assessing patterns of tectonic activity using topography, and also 

provide an essential step forward in addressing how much the slip rate on tectonic faults may be controlled by 

climate-driven erosion at the surface." 
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The study findings also carry important implications for land use management, infrastructure maintenance, 

and hazards in the Himalaya. 

In the Himalaya, there is the ever-present risk that high erosion rates can drastically increase sedimentation 

behind dams, jeopardising critical hydropower projects. The findings also suggest greater rainfall can 

undermine hillslopes, increasing the risk of debris flows or landslides, some of which may be large enough to 

dam the river creating a new hazard -- lake outburst floods. 

Dr Adams added: "Our data and analysis provides an effective tool for estimating patterns of erosion in 

mountainous landscapes such as the Himalaya, and thus, can provide invaluable insight into the hazards that 

influence the hundreds of millions of people who live within and at the foot of these mountains." 

The research was funded by the Royal Society, the UK Natural Environmental Research Council (NERC), 

and the National Science Foundation (NSF) of the US. 

Building on this important research, Dr Adams is currently exploring how landscapes respond after large 

volcanic eruptions. 

"This new frontier of landscape evolution modelling is also shedding new light on volcanic processes. With 

our cutting-edge techniques to measure erosion rates and rock properties, we will be able to better understand 

how rivers and volcanoes have influenced each other in the past," Dr Adams said. 

"This will help us to more accurately anticipate what is likely to happen after future volcanic eruptions and 

how to manage the consequences for communities living nearby." 

 

Story Source: 

Materials provided by University of Bristol. Note: Content may be edited for style and length. 

 

Journal Reference: 

1. B. A. Adams, K. X. Whipple, A. M. Forte, A. M. Heimsath and K. V. Hodges. Climate controls on 

erosion in tectonically active landscapes. Science Advances, 2020 DOI: 10.1126/sciadv.aaz3166 

 

 

https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2020/10/201016143049.htm  

https://www.bristol.ac.uk/news/2020/october/rain-moves-mountains.html
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Cynthia 

by Aldous Huxley 

Cynthia is a story published in Huxley's collection titled Limbo, published in 1920."So she was—absolutely, 

frozenly virginal; but she was made of a sort of burning ice, if you understand me. She was virginally 

passionate—just the combination you’d expect to find in a goddess." 

WHEN, some fifty years hence, my grandchildren ask me what I did when I was at Oxford in the remote days 

towards the beginning of our monstrous century, I shall look back across the widening gulf of time and tell 

them with perfect good faith that I never worked less than eight hours a day, that I took a keen interest in 

Social Service, and that coffee was the strongest stimulant in which I indulged. And they will very justly 

say—but I hope I shall be out of hearing. That is why I propose to write my memoirs as soon as possible, 

before I have had time to forget, so that having the truth before me I shall never in time to come be able, 

consciously or unconsciously, to tell lies about myself. 

 

Aldous HuxleyAt present I have no time to write a complete account of that decisive period in my history. I 

must content myself therefore with describing a single incident of my undergraduate days. I have selected this 

one because it is curious and at the same time wholly characteristic of Oxford life before the war. 

 

My friend Lykeham was an Exhibitioner at Swellfoot College. He combined blood (he was immensely proud 

of his Anglo-Saxon descent and the derivation of his name from Old English lycam, a corpse) with brains. His 

tastes were eccentric, his habits deplorable, the range of his information immense. As he is now dead, I will 

say no more about his character. 

 

To proceed with my anecdote: I had gone one evening, as was my custom, to visit him in his rooms at 

Swellfoot. It was just after nine when I mounted the stairs, and great Tom was still tolling. 

 

“In Thomae laude 

Resono bim bam sine fraude,” 

 

as the charmingly imbecile motto used to run, and to-night he was living up to it by bim-bamming away in a 

persistent basso profondo that made an astonishing background of discord to the sound of frantic guitar 
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playing which emanated from Lykeham’s room. From the fury of his twanging I could tell that something 

more than usually cataclysmic had happened, for mercifully it was only in moments of the greatest stress that 

Lykeham touched his guitar. 

 

I entered the room with my hands over my ears. “For God’s sake——” I implored. Through the open window 

Tom was shouting a deep E flat, with a spread chord of under- and over-tones, while the guitar gibbered 

shrilly and hysterically in D natural. Lykeham laughed, banged down his guitar on to the sofa with such 

violence that it gave forth a trembling groan from all its strings, and ran forward to meet me. He slapped me 

on the shoulder with painful heartiness; his whole face radiated joy and excitement. 

 

I can sympathize with people’s pains, but not with their pleasures. There is something curiously boring about 

somebody else’s happiness. 

 

“You are perspiring,” I said coldly. 

 

Lykeham mopped himself, but went grinning. 

 

“Well, what is it this time?” I asked. “Are you engaged to be married again?” 

 

Lykeham burst forth with the triumphant pleasure of one who has at last found an opportunity of disburdening 

himself of an oppressive secret. “Far better than that,” he cried. 

 

I groaned. “Some more than usually unpleasant amour, I suppose.” I knew that he had been in London the day 

before, a pressing engagement with the dentist having furnished an excuse to stay the night. 

 

“Don’t be gross,” said Lykeham, with a nervous laugh which showed that my suspicions had been only too 

well founded. 
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“Well, let’s hear about the delectable Flossie or Effie or whatever her name was,” I said, with resignation. 

 

“I tell you she was a goddess.” 

 

“The goddess of reason, I suppose.” 

 

“A goddess,” Lykeham continued; “the most wonderful creature I’ve ever seen. And the extraordinary thing 

is,” he added confidentially, and with ill-suppressed pride, “that it seems I myself am a god of sorts.” 

 

“Of gardens; but do come down to facts.” 

 

“I’ll tell you the whole story. It was like this: Last night I was in town, you know, and went to see that capital 

play that’s running at the Prince Consort’s. It’s one of those ingenious combinations of melodrama and 

problem play, which thrill you to the marrow and at the same time give you a virtuous feeling that you’ve 

been to see something serious. Well, I rolled in rather late, having secured an admirable place in the front row 

of the dress circle. I trampled in over the populace, and casually observed that there was a girl sitting next me, 

whom I apologized to for treading on her toes. I thought no more about her during the first act. In the interval, 

when the lights were on again, I turned round to look at things in general and discovered that there was a 

goddess sitting next me. One only had to look at her to see she was a goddess. She was quite incredibly 

beautiful—rather pale and virginal and slim, and at the same time very stately. I can’t describe her; she was 

simply perfect—there’s nothing more to be said.” 

 

“Perfect,” I repeated, “but so were all the rest.” 

 

“Fool!” Lykeham answered impatiently. “All the rest were just damned women. This was a goddess, I tell 

you. Don’t interrupt me any more. As I was looking with astonishment at her profile, she turned her head and 

looked squarely at me. I’ve never seen anything so lovely; I almost swooned away. Our eyes met——” 
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“What an awful novelist’s expression!” I expostulated. 

 

“I can’t help it; there’s no other word. Our eyes did meet, and we both fell simultaneously in love.” 

 

“Speak for yourself.” 

 

“I could see it in her eyes. Well, to go on. We looked at one another several times during that first interval, 

and then the second act began. In the course of the act, entirely accidentally, I knocked my programme on to 

the floor, and reaching down to get it I touched her hand. Well, there was obviously nothing else to do but to 

take hold of it.” 

 

“And what did she do?” 

 

“Nothing. We sat like that the whole of the rest of the act, rapturously happy and——” 

 

“And quietly perspiring palm to palm. I know exactly, so we can pass over that. Proceed.” 

 

“Of course you don’t know in the least; you’ve never held a goddess’s hand. When the lights went up again I 

reluctantly dropped her hand, not liking the thought of the profane crowd seeing us, and for want of anything 

better to say, I asked her if she actually was a goddess. She said it was a curious question, as she’d been 

wondering what god I was. So we said, how incredible: and I said I was sure she was a goddess, and she said 

she was certain I was a god, and I bought some chocolates, and the third act began. Now, it being a 

melodrama, there was of course in the third act a murder and burglary scene, in which all the lights were 

turned out. In this thrilling moment of total blackness I suddenly felt her kiss me on the cheek.” 
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“I thought you said she was virginal.” 

 

“So she was—absolutely, frozenly virginal; but she was made of a sort of burning ice, if you understand me. 

She was virginally passionate—just the combination you’d expect to find in a goddess. I admit I was startled 

when she kissed me, but with infinite presence of mind I kissed her back, on the mouth. Then the murder was 

finished and the lights went on again. Nothing much more happened till the end of the show, when I helped 

her on with her coat and we went out together, as if it were the most obvious thing in the world, and got into a 

taxi. I told the man to drive somewhere where we could get supper, and he drove there.” 

 

“Not without embracements by the way?” 

 

“No, not without certain embracements.” 

 

“Always passionately virginal?” 

 

“Always virginally passionate.” 

 

“Proceed.” 

 

“Well, we had supper—a positively Olympian affair, nectar and ambrosia and stolen hand-pressures. She 

became more and more wonderful every moment. My God, you should have seen her eyes! The whole soul 

seemed to burn in their depths, like fire under the sea——” 

 

“For narrative,” I interrupted him, “the epic or heroic style is altogether more suitable than the lyrical.” 
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“Well, as I say, we had supper, and after that my memory becomes a sort of burning mist.” 

 

“Let us make haste to draw the inevitable veil. What was her name?” 

 

Lykeham confessed that he didn’t know; as she was a goddess, it didn’t really seem to matter what her earthly 

name was. How did he expect to find her again? He hadn’t thought of that, but knew she’d turn up somehow. 

I told him he was a fool, and asked which particular goddess he thought she was and which particular god he 

himself. 

 

“We discussed that,” he said. “We first thought Ares and Aphrodite; but she wasn’t my idea of Aphrodite, and 

I don’t know that I’m very much like Ares.” 

 

He looked pensively in the old Venetian mirror which hung over the fireplace. It was a complacent look, for 

Lykeham was rather vain about his personal appearance, which was, indeed, repulsive at first sight, but had, 

when you looked again, a certain strange and fascinating ugly beauty. Bearded, he would have made a 

passable Socrates. But Ares—no, certainly he wasn’t Ares. 

 

“Perhaps you’re Hephæstus,” I suggested; but the idea was received coldly. 

 

Was he sure that she was a goddess? Mightn’t she just have been a nymph of sorts? Europa, for instance. 

Lykeham repudiated the implied suggestion that he was a bull, nor would he hear of himself as a swan or a 

shower of gold. It was possible, however, he thought, that he was Apollo and she Daphne, reincarnated from 

her vegetable state. And though I laughed heartily at the idea of his being Phœbus Apollo, Lykeham stuck to 

the theory with increasing obstinacy. The more he thought of it the more it seemed to him probable that his 

nymph, with her burning cold virginal passion, was Daphne, while to doubt that he himself was Apollo 

seemed hardly to occur to him. 

 

It was about a fortnight later, in June, towards the end of term, that we discovered Lykeham’s Olympian 

identity. We had gone, Lykeham and I, for an after-dinner walk. We set out through the pale tranquillity of 

twilight, and following the towpath up the river as far as Godstow, halted at the inn for a glass of port and a 
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talk with the glorious old female Falstaff in black silk who kept it. We were royally entertained with gossip 

and old wine, and after Lykeham had sung a comic song which had reduced the old lady to a quivering jelly 

of hysterical laughter, we set out once more, intending to go yet a little farther up the river before we turned 

back. Darkness had fallen by this time; the stars were lighted in the sky; it was the sort of summer night to 

which Marlowe compared Helen of Troy. Over the meadows invisible peewits wheeled and uttered their 

melancholy cry; the far-off thunder of the weir bore a continuous, even burden to all the other small noises of 

the night. Lykeham and I walked on in silence. We had covered perhaps a quarter of a mile when all at once 

my companion stopped and began looking fixedly westward towards Witham Hill. I paused too, and saw that 

he was staring at the thin crescent of the moon, which was preparing to set in the dark woods that crowned the 

eminence. 

“What are you looking at?” I asked. 

But Lykeham paid no attention, only muttered something to himself. Then suddenly he cried out, “It’s she!” 

and started off at full gallop across the fields in the direction of the hill. Conceiving that he had gone suddenly 

mad, I followed. We crashed through the first hedge twenty yards apart. Then came the backwater; Lykeham 

leapt, flopped in three-quarters of the way across, and scrambled oozily ashore. I made a better jump and 

landed among the mud and rushes of the farther bank. Two more hedges and a ploughed field, a hedge, a 

road, a gate, another field, and then we were in Witham Wood itself. It was pitch black under the trees, and 

Lykeham had perforce to slacken his pace a little. I followed him by the noise he made crashing through the 

undergrowth and cursing when he hurt himself. That wood was a nightmare, but we got through it somehow 

and into the open glade at the top of the hill. Through the trees on the farther side of the clearing shone the 

moon, seeming incredibly close at hand. Then, suddenly, along the very path of the moonlight, the figure of a 

woman came walking through the trees into the open. Lykeham rushed towards her and flung himself at her 

feet and embraced her knees; she stooped down and smoothed his ruffled hair. I turned and walked away; it is 

not for a mere mortal to look on at the embracements of the gods. 

As I walked back, I wondered who on earth—or rather who in heaven—Lykeham could be. For here was 

chaste Cynthia giving herself to him in the most unequivocal fashion. Could he be Endymion? No, the idea 

was too preposterous to be entertained for a moment. But I could think of no other loved by the virgin moon. 

Yet surely I seemed dimly to recollect that there had been some favoured god; for the life of me I could not 

remember who. All the way back along the river path I searched my mind for his name, and always it eluded 

me. 

But on my return I looked up the matter in Lemprière, and almost died of laughing when I discovered the 

truth. I thought of Lykeham’s Venetian mirror and his complacent side glances at his own image, and his 

belief that he was Apollo, and I laughed and laughed. And when, considerably after midnight, Lykeham got 

back to college, I met him in the porch and took him quietly by the sleeve, and in his ear I whispered, 

“GOAT-FOOT,” and then I roared with laughter once again. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/aldous-huxley/short-story/cynthia 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/aldous-huxley/short-story/cynthia
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Biggest carbon dioxide drop: Real-time data show COVID-19's massive impact on global emissions 

Potsdam Institute for Climate Impact Research (PIK) 

Summary: 

While the ongoing coronavirus pandemic continues to threaten millions of lives around the world, 

the first half of 2020 saw an unprecedented decline in carbon dioxide emissions -- larger than during 

the financial crisis of 2008, the oil crisis of the 1979, or even World War II. 

FULL STORY 

 

 

Masked Earth photo concept (stock image; elements furnished by NASA). 

Credit: © diy13 / stock.adobe.com 

While the ongoing coronavirus pandemic continues to threaten millions of lives around the world, the first 

half of 2020 saw an unprecedented decline in CO2 emissions -- larger than during the financial crisis of 2008, 

the oil crisis of the 1979, or even World War II. An international team of researchers has found that in the first 
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six months of this year, 8.8 percent less carbon dioxide was emitted than in the same period in 2019 -- a total 

decrease of 1551 million tonnes. The groundbreaking study not only offers a much more precise look at 

COVID-19's impact on global energy consumption than previous analyses. It also suggests what fundamental 

steps could be taken to stabilize the global climate in the aftermath of the pandemic. 

"What makes our study unique is the analysis of meticulously collected near-real-time data," explains lead 

author Zhu Liu from the Department of Earth System Science at Tsinghua University in Beijing. "By looking 

at the daily figures compiled by the Carbon Monitor research initiative we were able to get a much faster and 

more accurate overview, including timelines that show how emissions decreases have corresponded to 

lockdown measures in each country. In April, at the height of the first wave of Corona infections, when most 

major countries shut down their public life and parts of their economy, emissions even declined by 16.9 %. 

Overall, the various outbreaks resulted in emission drops that we normally see only on a short-term basis on 

holidays such as Christmas or the Chinese Spring Festival." 

The study, published in the latest issue of Nature Communications, shows which parts of the global economy 

were most impacted. "The greatest reduction of emissions was observed in the ground transportation sector," 

explains Daniel Kammen, professor and Chair of the Energy and Resources Group and also professor in the 

Goldman School of Public Policy, University of California, Berkeley. "Largely because of working from 

home restrictions, transport CO2 emissions decreased by 40 % worldwide. In contrast, the power and industry 

sectors contributed less to the decline, with -22 % and -17 %, respectively, as did the aviation and shipping 

sectors. Surprisingly, even the residential sector saw a small emissions drop of 3 %: largely because of an 

abnormally warm winter in the northern hemisphere, heating energy consumption decreased with most people 

staying at home all day during lockdown periods." 

To paint this comprehensive and multidimensional picture, the researchers based their estimates on a wide 

array of data: precise, hourly datasets of electricity power production in 31 countries, daily vehicle traffic in 

more than 400 cities worldwide, daily global passenger flights, monthly production data for industry in 62 

countries as well as fuel consumption data for building emissions in more than 200 countries. 

The researchers also found strong rebound effects. With the exception of a continuing decrease of emissions 

stemming from the transportation sector, by July 2020, as soon as lockdown measures were lifted, most 

economies resumed their usual levels of emitting CO2. But even if they remained at their historically low 

levels, this would have a rather minuscule effect on the long-term CO2 concentration in the atmosphere. 

Thus, the authors stress that the only valid strategy to stabilize the climate is a complete overhaul of the 

industry and commerce sector. "While the CO2 drop is unprecedented, decreases of human activities cannot 

be the answer," says Co-Author Hans Joachim Schellnhuber, founding director of the Potsdam Institute for 

Climate Impact Research. "Instead we need structural and transformational changes in our energy production 

and consumption systems. Individual behavior is certainly important, but what we really need to focus on is 

reducing the carbon intensity of our global economy." 

 

Story Source: 
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Materials provided by Potsdam Institute for Climate Impact Research (PIK). Note: Content may be edited for 

style and length. 

 

Journal Reference: 

1. Zhu Liu, Philippe Ciais, Zhu Deng, Ruixue Lei, Steven J. Davis, Sha Feng, Bo Zheng, Duo Cui, 

Xinyu Dou, Biqing Zhu, Rui Guo, Piyu Ke, Taochun Sun, Chenxi Lu, Pan He, Yuan Wang, Xu Yue, 

Yilong Wang, Yadong Lei, Hao Zhou, Zhaonan Cai, Yuhui Wu, Runtao Guo, Tingxuan Han, Jinjun 

Xue, Olivier Boucher, Eulalie Boucher, Frédéric Chevallier, Katsumasa Tanaka, Yimin Wei, 

Haiwang Zhong, Chongqing Kang, Ning Zhang, Bin Chen, Fengming Xi, Miaomiao Liu, François-

Marie Bréon, Yonglong Lu, Qiang Zhang, Dabo Guan, Peng Gong, Daniel M. Kammen, Kebin He, 

Hans Joachim Schellnhuber. Near-real-time monitoring of global CO2 emissions reveals the effects 

of the COVID-19 pandemic. Nature Communications, 2020; 11 (1) DOI: 10.1038/s41467-020-

18922-7 

 

https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2020/10/201014082806.htm 

  

https://www.pik-potsdam.de/en/news/latest-news/biggest-co2-drop-in-history-real-time-data-show-covid-192019s-massive-impact-on-global-emissions
https://www.pik-potsdam.de/en
http://dx.doi.org/10.1038/s41467-020-18922-7
http://dx.doi.org/10.1038/s41467-020-18922-7
https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2020/10/201014082806.htm
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To You 

by Alejandra Pizarnik 

 

Issue no. 224 (Spring 2018) 

to you 

the view 

to me 

the months 

memory 

armoire of glory 

sullen salon of salt 

you up high 

announcement annulled    

the arc the archaic 

everything’s weight  

strangles  

strange circle  

love me 

it’s your play 

I say 

no one says 

nothing says  

the back of the curtain    

makes love to the wind  

I wait 

until they finish up 

living 

without you 

at dawn without you 

I see myself naked  

among the dross 

that we toss 

each to her place 

to cry 

to speak 

an absence  

to each her own absence 

I’ve chosen 

I’ve gone pure 

I drank to see him again 

at the bottom of your wine 

your cry in vain 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=9fe0e081b4&e=d538c8f2e0 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=9fe0e081b4&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=9fe0e081b4&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=9fe0e081b4&e=d538c8f2e0
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VIA HARPERCOLLINS 

Marlon James: On the Power of Myth in Neil Gaiman’s Fiction 

"He is a myth-maker, but also a dream restorer." 

By Marlon James 

 

October 20, 2020 

Thanks to Neil Gaiman, spiders now stop me dead in my tracks. This is a truly weird turn of events, worthy of 

one of his novels, that now, instead of trying to shoo them away or smash them, I stand frozen, and wonder if 

this eight-legged brother is about to tell me something that it’s been trying to share since before the slave 

ships. Something that I’m only now ready to hear. I would explain more, but that would turn this into a 

foreword for just one novel, Anansi Boys, when this collection is so much more. 

Besides, what brought me here was not spiders, but Tori Amos. This already sounds like the line of a ’90s 

song, and the line I’m writing about is from 1992, and is actually hers: If you need me, me and Neil’ll be 

hanging out with the Dream King. The lyric clearly means something to Amos and to Gaiman, but it meant 

something else to a young obsessive of them both. By that time, I had been reading Neil’s work for years. But 

that one line made me think Amos had done something else. She went into his work and found herself. I 

remember hearing that song and thinking, “So I’m not the only one who believes in Neil’s world more than 

my own.” 

https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780063031852
https://lithub.com/author/marlon-james/
https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780062564337
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I still think I live in Gaiman’s world more than my own. For us maladjusted misfits, an escape to his worlds 

was all that enabled us to endure ours. I would say that Gaiman creates the kind of work that begets 

obsessions, but that seems too easy. All great art has its devotees, but Gaiman, particularly for other writers 

and oddballs, regardless of genre or art form, gives us permission to never let go of the world of wonder that 

we’re all told at some time to leave behind. Of course, the best writers know this is a scam—there is no 

fantasy world standing opposite the real world, because it’s all real. Not allegory, or fable, but real. 

Which might explain why I devoured American Gods when it came out in 2001, a year that badly needed an 

escape into fantasy. Except that escape was not what it gave me. The novel proposed something way more 

radical: the idea that the forgotten gods were still around, adjusting quite badly to their twilight, and just 

because we no longer believed in them didn’t mean that they had stopped messing with us. And it wasn’t just 

the continued machinations of gods, but the continued importance of myths. After all, a myth was a religion 

once, and a reality before that, and myths still tell us more about ourselves than religion ever could. Neil 

Gaiman is a myth-maker, but also a dream restorer. It never even occurred to me that I needed a character to 

be rescued from simply being relegated to folklore, until he took the stuff of childhood rhymes, half-forgotten, 

and gave them living, breathing, combative souls. Then he threw them into a present that they weren’t always 

ready for, and certainly wasn’t ready for them. 

VIDEO FROM LIT HUB: 

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

Ad ends in 7s 

Next Video 

Arundhati Roy: "We Need a Reckoning" 

05:40 

× 

Next Video 

Arundhati Roy: "We Need a Reckoning" 

Cancel 

Autoplay is paused 

This collection abounds in fantastic beasts, normal people with weird powers, weird people with normal 

struggles, worlds above this one, worlds below, and the real world, which is not a real as you might think. 

Some stories travel through strange realms in three pages. Some don’t end so much as stop, and some don’t 

begin so much as pause and wait for you to catch up. Some stories take up an entire city, others a bedroom. 

https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780062472106
https://lithub.com/black-stories-matter-terrion-williamson-and-jabari-asim-on-narrative-during-the-george-floyd-protests/
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Some have the stuff of childhood, with very adult consequences, while others show what happens when 

grownup people lose what it means to be a child. And then there are some stories that let you off with a warn 

ing, while others leave you so arrested that peeling yourself away from them will take days. 

This collection abounds in fantastic beasts, normal people with weird powers, weird people with normal 

struggles, worlds above this one, worlds below, and the real world. 

There’s more. Toni Morrison once wrote that Tolstoy could never have known that he was writing for a black 

girl in Lorraine, Ohio. Neil could never have known that he was writing for a confused Jamaican kid who, 

without even knowing it, was still staggering from centuries of erasure of his own gods and monsters. Sure, 

myths were religions once, but they are at the core of a people’s and a nation’s identity. So, when I saw 

Anansi, on the other side of erasure, responding to being rubbed out and forgotten, I found myself wondering 

who the hell was this man from the UK who had just restored our story. I understood what being taken away 

from our myths meant for me, but I had never considered what it meant for the myth. 

If Gaiman’s comics and graphic novels turned me into one kind of fan, his fiction turned me into another. I 

envy the person who, by picking up this collection, will be reading Neil for the first time. But on the other 

hand, people who know all of the Beatles’ songs still pick up compilations, and they do so for a reason. This 

is an introduction by way of throwing you in the deep end, touching on nearly everything that has sealed 

Gaiman’s reputation as one of our masters of fantasy. And yet even for the person who’s read quite a bit of 

his work, there is still much to discover, even in the old stuff. Like I said, there are people who own every 

album but still buy the greatest hits, and it’s not because of nostalgia.  

It’s that by putting these stories beside each other, a curious new narrative emerges: that of the writer. The 

excerpt from Neverwhere is brilliant enough on its own but sandwiched between “Don’t Ask Jack” and “The 

Daughter of Owls,” all three pieces take on a new dimension. Put together, it’s the theme that becomes the 

story. The secret lives of children, the world of terror and wonder that we leave them to when we turn off the 

light and close the door. What happens when the door stays closed. What happens when one world moves on 

and the other does not. It doesn’t escape the reader that “Neverwhere” sounds similar to “Neverland,” another 

place where a cost is paid when children never grow up. But it does something to you, entering one world still 

feeling the effects (and bringing the subtext) of the one you have just left behind, taking the fears and wonders 

of one story to another. Or even better, seeing, as you move through the collection, what keeps Gaiman awake 

at night. 

Other odd things happen in this volume. The way we read certain characters in “I, Cthulhu” shades how we 

react to their names cropping up several stories later. Those characters never really appear in the second story, 

but it doesn’t even matter. They have left such a stamp on our imagination that we barely realize that the 

dread that comes to the latter story is one we bring to it. The subtext of foreboding, the sense that any thing 

could happen is coming from us. This is what great collections do: recontextualize stories, even the ones 

you’ve read before, and give you brand new ways to read them. Together, they also reveal aspects of story 

you might not have been aware of when they were apart. Sidesplitting humor, for instance. Humor and horror 

have always been inseparable bedfellows: horror making humor funnier; humor making horror more 

horrifying. The opening punch of the story “We Can Get Them For You Wholesale” is hilarious not just 

because of how dark and ridiculous it gets, but because it is punctuated by that most British of qualities, 

cheapness. Just how far are you willing to go, if there’s a bargain to be had? Spoiler: The end of the world. 
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This is what great collections do: recontextualize stories, even the ones you’ve read before, and give you 

brand new ways to read them. 

 

From The Neil Gaiman Reader by Neil Gaiman Copyright © 2020 by Neil Gaiman. Reprinted by permission 

of William Morrow, an imprint of HarperCollins Publishers. 

 

Maybe a better comparison for this collection is the Beatles’ White Album: massive in size and scope, with 

individually brilliant pieces presented together because the only context they need is how good they are. In 

this volume is funny stuff. Scary stuff. Fantasy stuff. Mystery stuff. Stories that reinforce all that you know 

about Neil Gaiman’s work and stories that will confound what you know. It’s tempting to say that the great 

thing about this or any storyteller is that he never grew up, but that’s not quite it. In fact, when I was a 

younger, one of the thrills of Gaiman’s work was how it left me feeling so adult for reading them. 

Meaning of course that if you’ve read Neil’s work for as long as I have, then you recognize the rather wicked 

irony that it took worlds of make believe to make you feel grown up. These characters may have powers, see 

visions, come from imaginary homelands or do weird, wonderful, sometimes horrible things. But they also 

come loaded with internal troubles, are riddled with personal conflicts, and sometimes live and die (and come 

back to life) based on the complicated choices they make. And here I used to think that it was the fairies that 

were simplistic and the people who were complex. 

There’s something so very Christian, or rather Protestant, about the idea of dismissing the imagination as a 

sign of growing up, and as a diligent student of dead social realist writers, I believed it. But realism is 

speculation too. And if you were a black nerd like me, a white family from an impossibly clean suburb 

https://www.harpercollins.com/products/the-neil-gaiman-reader-neil-gaiman?variant=32117687025698
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experiencing nothing more than the drama of crushing ennui as they tear their lives apart just by talking about 

it was as fantastical as Superman. 

Being no fan of H. P. Lovecraft I’ve of course saved him for the end. You can’t talk about a modern fantasist 

without bring Mr. Mountains of Madness into the room, which is funny given how much he would have hated 

being in any space with so many others not like him. But when I read Neil Gaiman, I don’t see Lovecraft at 

all, not even in “I, Cthulhu.” The ghost I see hovering is Borges. Like Jorge Luis, Neil is not writing 

speculative fiction. He is so given over to these worlds that he has gone beyond speculating about them to 

living in them. Like Borges, he writes about things as if they have already happened, describes worlds as if 

we are already living in them, and shares stories as if they are solid truths that he’s just passing along. I don’t 

think I really believe that in reading great fiction I find myself, so much as I find where I want to be. Because 

Neil’s stories leave you feeling that his is the world we’ve always lived in, and it’s the “real” world that is the 

stuff of make-believe. 

__________________________________ 

fantasyHarper CollinsMarlon JamesmythNeil GaimanThe Neil Gaiman Reader: Selected FictionToni 

Morrison 

 

 

 

Marlon James 

Marlon James was born in Jamaica in 1970. He is the author of the New York Times bestseller A Brief 

History of Seven Killings, The Book of Night Women, and John Crow's Devil. A Brief History of Seven 

Killings won the Man Booker Prize, the American Book Award and the Anisfield-Wolf Award for Fiction, 

and was a finalist for the National Book Critics Circle Award. The Book of Night Women won the Minnesota 

Book Award and was a finalist for the National Book Critics Circle Award, as well as the NAACP Image 

Award. James is a professor at Macalester College in St Paul and divides his time between Minnesota and 

New York. 

 

 

https://lithub.com/marlon-james-on-the-power-of-myth-in-neil-gaimans-fiction/ 

https://lithub.com/tag/fantasy/
https://lithub.com/tag/harper-collins/
https://lithub.com/tag/marlon-james/
https://lithub.com/tag/myth/
https://lithub.com/tag/neil-gaiman/
https://lithub.com/tag/the-neil-gaiman-reader-selected-fiction/
https://lithub.com/tag/toni-morrison/
https://lithub.com/tag/toni-morrison/
https://lithub.com/author/marlon-james/
https://lithub.com/author/marlon-james/
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The Storm, the Rainbow, and the Soul: Coleridge on the Interplay of Terror and Transcendence in 

Nature and Human Nature 

“In the hollow… I sate for a long while sheltered, as if I had been in my own study in which I am now 

writing: there I sate with a total feeling worshipping the power and ‘eternal link’ of energy.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

“Place and a mind may interpenetrate till the nature of both is altered,” the great Scottish mountaineer and 

poet Nan Shepherd wrote in her tiny, tremendous masterpiece The Living Mountain. A couple of mountain 

ranges south, a century and a half earlier, the great Romantic poet Samuel Taylor Coleridge (October 21, 

1772–July 25, 1834) captured the power of that interpenetration in a stunning letter, later included in The 

Complete Essays, Lectures & Letters of S. T. Coleridge (public library). 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/03/19/the-living-mountain-nan-shepherd/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/B077J66YBS/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/B077J66YBS/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/complete-works-of-samuel-taylor-coleridge-poetry-plays-literary-essays-lectures-autobiography-and-letters-classic-illustrated-edition-the-entire-opus-of-the-english-poet-literary-critic-and-philosopher-including-the-rime-of-the-ancient-mariner-kubla-khan-christabel-lyrical-ballad/oclc/1002304616&referer=brief_results
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/B077J66YBS/braipick-20
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The letter, composed three days before his twenty-eighth birthday, begins with a terrifying, transcendent 

encounter with the grandeur of nature and ends with a humbling encounter with human nature — with the 

grandeur of the human spirit, its the capacity for dignity and generosity no matter one’s material 

circumstances. 

Samuel Taylor Coleridge 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                                 No. 542 november 2020 

 

121 

Nearly a century before the young Van Gogh contemplated the enchantment of storms in nature and human 

nature while living in poverty in the Hague, the young Coleridge writes to his closest friend from the English 

Lake District on October 18, 1800: 

Our mountains northward end in the mountain Carrock — one huge, steep, enormous bulk of stones, 

desolately variegated with the heath plant; at its foot runs the river Calder, and a narrow vale between it and 

the mountain Bowscale, so narrow, that in its greatest width it is not more than a furlong. But that narrow vale 

is so green, so beautiful, there are moods in which a man might weep to look at it. On this mountain Carrock, 

at the summit of which are the remains of a vast Druid circle of stones, I was wandering, when a thick cloud 

came on, and wrapped me in such darkness that I could not see ten yards before me, and with the cloud a 

storm of wind and hail, the like of which I had never before seen and felt. At the very summit is a cone of 

stones, built by the shepherds, and called the Carrock Man. Such cones are on the tops of almost all our 

mountains, and they are all called men. At the bottom of the Carrock Man I seated myself for shelter, but the 

wind became so fearful and tyrannous, that I was apprehensive some of the stones might topple down upon 

me, so I groped my way farther down and came to three rocks, placed on this wise 1 / 3 \ 2 each one supported 

by the other like a child’s house of cards, and in the hollow and screen which they made I sate for a long 

while sheltered, as if I had been in my own study in which I am now writing: there I sate with a total feeling 

worshipping the power and “eternal link” of energy. 

Double rainbow from Les phénomènes de la physique, 1868. Available as a print and face mask. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/08/22/van-gogh-sorrow/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/08/22/van-gogh-sorrow/
https://society6.com/product/double-rainbow-from-les-phenomenes-de-la-physique-1868_print?sku=s6-11475763p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/double-rainbow-from-les-phenomenes-de-la-physique-1868_mask#274=889?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/double-rainbow-from-les-phenomenes-de-la-physique-1868_print?sku=s6-11475763p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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In a passage evocative of Oliver Sacks’s near-death experience in a Norwegian fjord, Coleridge recounts 

nature’s sudden turn of temper — a turn from terror to transcendence, which then leads him to an unexpected 

encounter with the most transcendent qualities of human nature: 

The darkness vanished as by enchantment; far off, far, far off to the south, the mountains of Glaramara and 

Great Gable and their family appeared distinct, in deepest, sablest blue. I rose, and behind me was a rainbow 

bright as the brightest. I descended by the side of a torrent, and passed, or rather crawled (for I was forced to 

descend on all fours), by many a naked waterfall, till, fatigued and hungry (and with a finger almost broken, 

and which remains swelled to the size of two fingers), I reached the narrow vale, and the single house nestled 

in ash and sycamores. I entered to claim the universal hospitality of this country; but instead of the life and 

comfort usual in these lonely houses, I saw dirt, and every appearance of misery — a pale woman sitting by a 

peat fire. I asked her for bread and milk, and she sent a small child to fetch it, but did not rise herself. I eat 

very heartily of the black, sour bread, and drank a bowl of milk, and asked her to permit me to pay her. 

“Nay,” says she, “we are not so scant as that — you are right welcome.” 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/07/08/coleridge-storm-

letter/?mc_cid=50a8e9bed5&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/07/09/oliver-sacks-a-leg-to-stand-on/
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Corpus callosum and autism 

Posted: 06 Jul 2020 07:00 AM PDT 

The complexity of the brain stems from its connectivity. This is evidenced by the disproportionate increase in 

the volume of white substance throughout primate evolution even though the “grey matter” is the one that 

takes the fame; that is, there are more and more “wires” connecting the different cortical regions over long 

distances according to the different primate species showing more complex behaviors. 

The corpus callosum is the main white matter fascicle of the human brain. Through this pathway located in 

the center of the encephalon, 190 million axons from projection neurons transfer cognitive, sensory and motor 

information from one brain hemisphere to the other. 

Figure 1. Corpus callosum (CC) partition and cortical projection áreas. 

One of the most consistent findings in neuroimaging and autopsy studies of autism spectrum disorder (ASD) 

is that people with autism show a smaller corpus callosum. These people present, functionally, weak 

coherence, deficits in complex information processing, less theory of mind or mentalization, something that 

coexists with restricted and very focused interests and the tendency to concentrate on systems that operate 

deterministically and repetitively, such as computers, games or machines. These functional differences are 

considered to reflect changes in connectivity, specifically an over-connectivity in local connections and a 

hypoconnectivity in long-distance connections, including the corpus callosum. 

The alteration in the corpus callosum can be a total absence produced in the embryonic development 

(agenesis), a partial absence, with a smaller size than the normotypical population (hypogenesis) or diverse 

alterations, such as fragmentations or morphological changes. Analysis of the corpus callosum has shown that 

in cases of hypogenesis instead of 190 million there are far fewer axons crossing and connecting both 

hemispheres.   

There have been several studies that have analyzed whether the various regions of the corpus callosum, which 

are usually divided into faces, and which would correspond to connections between different brain lobes, are 

similarly affected. Chung et al. 1 showed a lower density of the white substance in the three fundamental parts 

of the corpus callosum, called genu, rostrum and splenium. They concluded that the reduction corresponded 

http://feedproxy.google.com/~r/MappingIgnorance/~3/FK2D3-mmdY8/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email
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to a drop in connectivity in the frontal, temporal and occipital cortexes of people with autism. Given the 

variability of the population, in those where a larger mid-sagittal area had been preserved, faster signal 

processing, higher intelligence and less severe autistic behaviors were seen. In other words, those who had a 

corpus callosum more like a control had a milder autism as well. 

 

Figure 2. Corpus callosum (CC) partial agenesis combined with hypoplasia. (A–C) In the brains of 5-, 8-, and 

11-year-old children diagnosed with autism. 

In another study of the different regions of the corpus callosum, Hardan et al. 2 studied 22 people with autism 

and no intellectual disability and 22 matched controls using MRI. Areas of the anterior regions of the corpus 

callosum were smaller in the group with ASD. After correcting for intracranial volume, total brain volume 

and white matter volume, the differences were still significant. No differences were observed between other 

sub-regions of the corpus callosum. These results are consistent with a functional alteration in the frontal lobe 

https://mail.google.com/mail/u/0/#m_-2318047221030079430_note-7019-2
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observed in people with autism, including a maturation delay observed in preschool children and changes in 

saccadic eye movements that are often related to alterations in the circuitry of the frontal systems. This is 

interesting because a deficit in these frontal systems can explain the deficits in executive functions, the 

failures in spatial working memory and the reduced capacity to suppress inappropriate responses to 

context.  Furthermore, the frontal cortex is supposed to play a significant role in the ritual behavior of 

obsessive-compulsive disorder and may be involved similarly in autism. 

Wegiel and his group 3 studied the corpus callosum of 11 people with autism, ages 4 to 60, of whom eight 

were men and three were women, and 11 other controls, ages 4 to 52, of whom seven were men and four were 

women. In the brains of three autistic people, hypogenesis of the corpus callosum resulted in partial or total 

loss of the interhemispheric axonal connections in segments III-V of the corpus callosum. In these cases, the 

combination of a focal genesis and a uniform axonal deficit generated a reduction in the areas of the corpus 

callosum by 37%, the number of axons by 62% and the numerical density of axons by 39%. Temur and his 

group 4 have confirmed in autopsy material that the area and volume of the corpus callosum in children with 

ASD is less than in controls. They have also seen that there is microstructural damage that seems to 

correspond to a reduction in the myelinization of the nerve tracts, altered integrity, reduction in axonal density 

and changes in the organization of the white substance. 

Figure 3. Difference between numerical density of axons in rostrocaudal extension of the CC in autism and 

control groups. 

https://mail.google.com/mail/u/0/#m_-2318047221030079430_note-7019-3
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Callus abnormalities are not uncommon. The agenesis of the corpus callosum, being born without this 

connection between the two hemispheres, or hypogenesis, which is minor at birth, appears in more than fifty 

congenital syndromes that are associated with brain malformations. In the United States, various 

abnormalities of corpus callosum development affect between 0.7% and 5.3% of the general population. The 

prevalence of the most striking, the agenesis of the corpus callosum, the total disappearance of this important 

commissure, is according to various studies from 1 per thousand to 1 in four thousand 5. Complete or partial 

agenesis is often associated with intellectual deficits and a wide range of cognitive, behavioral and 

neurological consequences. Many individuals with corpus callosum agenesis have been diagnosed, often 

without knowledge of this anatomical abnormality, with cognitive impairment, attention deficit and/or autism 

spectrum disorder. 

Agenesis of the corpus callosum and autism may coincide, but not always. Unusual social interactions have 

been observed in almost half (40%) of children with corpus callosum agenesis, but the most common 

differences are emotional immaturity, lack of introspection, altered social competence, deficits in social 

judgment and planning, and poor communication of emotions. On the other hand, there are differences 

between people with autism and those with corpus callosum agenesis, including an onset of social deficit at 

age 2-3 in people with autism and at age six in children with corpus callosum agenesis. Repetitive behaviors 

and restricted interests are less common in children with corpus callosum agenesis than in children with 

autism. People with corpus callosum agenesis show deficits in communication and social interaction, which 

overlap with the diagnostic criteria for autism. 8.5% of children with corpus callosum agenesis have a 

diagnosis of autism, while the proportion is 1% in their siblings. 

The conclusion of these studies is that the corpus callosum appears to be one of the key brain tracts in 

explaining some behaviors commonly associated with autism. 
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Bread and the Newspaper 

by Oliver Wendell Holmes 

Holmes writes about the Civil War in 1861: "No! war is a new thing to all of us who are not in the last quarter 

of their century. We are learning many strange matters from our fresh experience. And besides, there are new 

conditions of existence which make war as it is with us very different from war as it has been." Oliver 

Wendell Holmes hoped for deprovincialism and unification, but recognizes the contrasting emotions this 

"new" kind of war brings to the older and younger generations. Excerpted from a collection published in 

1914, The Oxford Collection of American Essays, chosen by Brander Matthews. 

THIS is the new version of the Panem et Circenses of the Roman populace. It is our ultimatum, as that was 

theirs. They must have something to eat, and the circus-shows to look at. We must have something to eat, and 

the papers to read. 

 

Everything else we can give up. If we are rich, we can lay down our carriages, stay away from Newport or 

Saratoga, and adjourn the trip to Europe sine die. If we live in a small way, there are at least new dresses and 

bonnets and every-day luxuries which we can dispense with. If the young Zouave of the family looks smart in 

his new uniform, its respectable head is content, though he himself grow seedy as a caraway-umbel late in the 

season. He will cheerfully calm the perturbed nap of his old beaver by patient brushing in place of buying a 

new one, if only the Lieutenant’s jaunty cap is what it should be. We all take a pride in sharing the epidemic 

economy of the time. Only bread and the newspaper we must have, whatever else we do without. 

 

How this war is simplifying our mode of being! We live on our emotions, as the sick man is said in the 

common speech to be nourished by his fever. Our ordinary mental food has become distasteful, and what 

would have been intellectual luxuries at other times, are now absolutely repulsive. 

 

All this change in our manner of existence implies that we have experienced some very profound impression, 

which will sooner or later betray itself in permanent effects on the minds and bodies of many among us. We 

cannot forget Corvisart’s observation of the frequency with which diseases of the heart were noticed as the 

consequence of the terrible emotions produced by the scenes of the great French Revolution. Laennec tells the 

story of a convent, of which he was the medical director, where all the nuns were subjected to the severest 

penances and schooled in the most painful doctrines. They all became consumptive soon after their entrance, 

so that, in the course of his ten years’ attendance, all the inmates died out two or three times, and were 

replaced by new ones. He does not hesitate to attribute the disease from which they suffered to those 

depressing moral influences to which they were subjected. 
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So far we have noticed little more than disturbances of the nervous system as a consequence of the war 

excitement in non-combatants. Take the first trifling example which comes to our recollection. A sad disaster 

to the Federal army was told the other day in the presence of two gentlemen and a lady. Both the gentlemen 

complained of a sudden feeling at the epigastrium, or, less learnedly, the pit of the stomach, changed color, 

and confessed to a slight tremor about the knees. The lady had a "grande révolution," as French patients 

say,—went home, and kept her bed for the rest of the day. Perhaps the reader may smile at the mention of 

such trivial indispositions, but in more sensitive natures death itself follows in some cases from no more 

serious cause. An old gentleman fell senseless in fatal apoplexy, on hearing of Napoleon’s return from Elba. 

One of our early friends, who recently died of the same complaint, was thought to have had his attack mainly 

in consequence of the excitements of the time. 

 

We all know what the war fever is in our young men,—what a devouring passion it becomes in those whom it 

assails. Patriotism is the fire of it, no doubt, but this is fed with fuel of all sorts. The love of adventure, the 

contagion of example, the fear of losing the chance of participating in the great events of the time, the desire 

of personal distinction, all help to produce those singular transformations which we often witness, turning the 

most peaceful of our youth into the most ardent of our soldiers. But something of the same fever in a different 

form reaches a good many non-combatants, who have no thought of losing a drop of precious blood 

belonging to themselves or their families. Some of the symptoms we shall mention are almost universal; they 

are as plain in the people we meet everywhere as the marks of an influenza, when that is prevailing. 

 

The first is a nervous restlessness of a very peculiar character. Men cannot think, or write, or attend to their 

ordinary business. They stroll up and down the streets, or saunter out upon the public places. We confessed to 

an illustrious author that we laid down the volume of his work which we were reading when the war broke 

out. It was as interesting as a romance, but the romance of the past grew pale before the red light of the 

terrible present. Meeting the same author not long afterwards, he confessed that he had laid down his pen at 

the same time that we had closed his book. He could not write about the sixteenth century any more than we 

could read about it, while the nineteenth was in the very agony and bloody sweat of its great sacrifice. 

 

 

  

Another most eminent scholar told us in all simplicity that he had fallen into such a state that he would read 

the same telegraphic dispatches over and over again in different papers, as if they were new, until he felt as if 

he were an idiot. Who did not do just the same thing, and does not often do it still, now that the first flush of 
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the fever is over? Another person always goes through the side streets on his way for the noon extra,—he is so 

afraid somebody will meet him and tell the news he wishes to read, first on the bulletin-board, and then in the 

great capitals and leaded type of the newspaper. 

 

When any startling piece of war-news comes, it keeps repeating itself in our minds in spite of all we can do. 

The same trains of thought go tramping round in circle through the brain, like the supernumeraries that make 

up the grand army of a stage-show. Now, if a thought goes round through the brain a thousand times in a day, 

it will have worn as deep a track as one which has passed through it once a week for twenty years. This 

accounts for the ages we seem to have lived since the twelfth of April last, and, to state it more generally, for 

that ex post facto operation of a great calamity, or any very powerful impression, which we once illustrated by 

the image of a stain spreading backwards from the leaf of life open before us through all those which we have 

already turned. 

 

Blessed are those who can sleep quietly in times like these! Yet, not wholly blessed, either: for what is more 

painful than the awaking from peaceful unconsciousness to a sense that there is something wrong,—we 

cannot at first think what,—and then groping our way about through the twilight of our thoughts until we 

come full upon the misery, which, like some evil bird, seemed to have flown away, but which sits waiting for 

us on its perch by our pillow in the gray of the morning? 

 

The converse of this is perhaps still more painful. Many have the feeling in their waking hours that the trouble 

they are aching with is, after all, only a dream,—if they will rub their eyes briskly enough and shake 

themselves, they will awake out of it, and find all their supposed grief is unreal. This attempt to cajole 

ourselves out of an ugly fact always reminds us of those unhappy flies who have been indulging in the 

dangerous sweets of the paper prepared for their especial use. 

 

Watch one of them. He does not feel quite well,—at least, he suspects himself of indisposition. Nothing 

serious,—let us just rub our fore-feet together, as the enormous creature who provides for us rubs his hands, 

and all will be right. He rubs them with that peculiar twisting movement of his, and pauses for the effect. No! 

all is not quite right yet. Ah! it is our head that is not set on just as it ought to be. Let us settle that where it 

should be, and then we shall certainly be in good trim again. So he pulls his head about as an old lady adjusts 

her cap, and passes his fore-paw over it like a kitten washing herself.—Poor fellow! It is not a fancy, but a 

fact, that he has to deal with. If he could read the letters at the head of the sheet, he would see they were Fly-

Paper.—So with us, when, in our waking misery, we try to think we dream! Perhaps very young persons may 

not understand this; as we grow older, our waking and dreaming life run more and more into each other. 
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Another symptom of our excited condition is seen in the breaking up of old habits. The newspaper is as 

imperious as a Russian Ukase; it will be had, and it will be read. To this all else must give place. If we must 

go out at unusual hours to get it, we shall go, in spite of after-dinner nap or evening somnolence. If it finds us 

in company, it will not stand on ceremony, but cuts short the compliment and the story by the divine right of 

its telegraphic dispatches. 

 

War is a very old story, but it is a new one to this generation of Americans. Our own nearest relation in the 

ascending line remembers the Revolution well. How should she forget it? Did she not lose her doll, which 

was left behind, when she was carried out of Boston, about that time growing uncomfortable by reason of 

cannon-balls dropping in from the neighboring heights at all hours,—in token of which see the tower of 

Brattle Street Church at this very day? War in her memory means ’76. As for the brush of 1812, "we did not 

think much about that"; and everybody knows that the Mexican business did not concern us much, except in 

its political relations. No! war is a new thing to all of us who are not in the last quarter of their century. We 

are learning many strange matters from our fresh experience. And besides, there are new conditions of 

existence which make war as it is with us very different from war as it has been. 

 

 

  

The first and obvious difference consists in the fact that the whole nation is now penetrated by the 

ramifications of a network of iron nerves which flash sensation and volition backward and forward to and 

from towns and provinces as if they were organs and limbs of a single living body. The second is the vast 

system of iron muscles which, as it were, move the limbs of the mighty organism one upon another. What was 

the railroad-force which put the Sixth Regiment in Baltimore on the 19th of April but a contraction and 

extension of the arm of Massachusetts with a clenched fist full of bayonets at the end of it? 

 

This perpetual intercommunication, joined to the power of instantaneous action, keeps us always alive with 

excitement. It is not a breathless courier who comes back with the report from an army we have lost sight of 

for a month, nor a single bulletin which tells us all we are to know for a week of some great engagement, but 

almost hourly paragraphs, laden with truth or falsehood as the case may be, making us restless always for the 

last fact or rumor they are telling. And so of the movements of our armies. Tonight the stout lumbermen of 

Maine are encamped under their own fragrant pines. In a score or two of hours they are among the tobacco-

fields and the slave-pens of Virginia. The war passion burned like scattered coals of fire in the households of 

Revolutionary times; now it rushes all through the land like a flame over the prairie. And this instant diffusion 

of every fact and feeling produces another singular effect in the equalizing and steadying of public opinion. 

We may not be able to see a month ahead of us; but as to what has passed a week afterwards it is as 

thoroughly talked out and judged as it would have been in a whole season before our national nervous system 

was organized. 
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As the wild tempest wakes the slumbering sea, 

Thou only teachest all that man can be! 

We indulged in the above apostrophe to War in a Phi Beta Kappa poem of long ago, which we liked better 

before we read Mr. Cutler’s beautiful prolonged lyric delivered at the recent anniversary of that Society. 

 

Oftentimes, in paroxysms of peace and good-will towards all mankind, we have felt twinges of conscience 

about the passage,—especially when one of our orators showed us that a ship of war costs as much to build 

and keep as a college, and that every port-hole we could stop would give us a new professor. Now we begin to 

think that there was some meaning in our poor couplet. War has taught us, as nothing else could, what we can 

be and are. It has exalted our manhood and our womanhood, and driven us all back upon our substantial 

human qualities, for a long time more or less kept out of sight by the spirit of commerce, the love of art, 

science, or literature, or other qualities not belonging to all of us as men and women. 

 

It is at this very moment doing more to melt away the petty social distinctions which keep generous souls 

apart from each other, than the preaching of the Beloved Disciple himself would do. We are finding out that 

not only "patriotism is eloquence," but that heroism is gentility. All ranks are wonderfully equalized under the 

fire of a masked battery. The plain artisan or the rough fireman, who faces the lead and iron like a man, is the 

truest representative we can show of the heroes of Crécy and Agincourt. And if one of our fine gentlemen 

puts off his straw-colored kids and stands by the other, shoulder to shoulder, or leads him on to the attack, he 

is as honorable in our eyes and in theirs as if he were ill-dressed and his hands were soiled with labor. 

 

Even our poor "Brahmins,"—whom a critic in ground-glass spectacles (the same who grasps his statistics by 

the blade and strikes at his supposed antagonist with the handle) oddly confounds with the "bloated 

aristocracy," whereas they are very commonly pallid, undervitalized, shy, sensitive creatures, whose only 

birthright is an aptitude for learning,—even these poor New England Brahmins of ours, subvirates of an 

organizable base as they often are, count as full men, if their courage is big enough for the uniform which 

hangs so loosely about their slender figures. 

 

 

  



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                                 No. 542 november 2020 

 

133 

A young man was drowned not very long ago in the river running under our windows. A few days afterwards 

a field-piece was dragged to the water’s edge, and fired many times over the river. We asked a bystander, who 

looked like a fisherman, what that was for. It was to "break the gall," he said, and so bring the drowned person 

to the surface. A strange physiological fancy and a very odd non sequitur; but that is not our present point. A 

good many extraordinary objects do really come to the surface when the great guns of war shake the waters, 

as when they roared over Charleston harbor. 

 

Treason came up, hideous, fit only to be huddled into its dishonorable grave. But the wrecks of precious 

virtues, which had been covered with the waves of prosperity, came up also. And all sorts of unexpected and 

unheard-of things, which had lain unseen during our national life of fourscore years, came up and are coming 

up daily, shaken from their bed by the concussions of the artillery bellowing around us. It is a shame to own 

it, but there were persons otherwise respectable not unwilling to say that they believed the old valor of 

Revolutionary times had died out from among us. They talked about our own Northern people as the English 

in the last centuries used to talk about the French,—Goldsmith’s old soldier, it may be remembered, called 

one Englishman good for five of them. As Napoleon spoke of the English, again, as a nation of shopkeepers, 

so these persons affected to consider the multitude of their countrymen as unwarlike artisans,—forgetting that 

Paul Revere taught himself the value of liberty in working upon gold, and Nathanael Greene fitted himself to 

shape armies in the labor of forging iron. 

 

These persons have learned better now. The bravery of our free working-people was overlaid, but not 

smothered; sunken, but not drowned. The hands which had been busy conquering the elements had only to 

change their weapons and their adversaries, and they were as ready to conquer the masses of living force 

opposed to them as they had been to build towns, to dam rivers, to hunt whales, to harvest ice, to hammer 

brute matter into every shape civilization can ask for. 

 

Another great fact came to the surface, and is coming up every day in new shapes,—that we are one people. It 

is easy to say that a man is a man in Maine or Minnesota, but not so easy to feel it, all through our bones and 

marrow. The camp is deprovincializing us very fast. Brave Winthrop, marching with the city élégants, seems 

to have been a little startled to find how wonderfully human were the hard-handed men of the Eighth 

Massachusetts. It takes all the nonsense out of everybody, or ought to do it, to see how fairly the real 

manhood of a country is distributed over its surface. And then, just as we are beginning to think our own soil 

has a monopoly of heroes as well as of cotton, up turns a regiment of gallant Irishmen, like the Sixty-ninth, to 

show us that continental provincialism is as bad as that of Coos County, New Hampshire, or of Broadway, 

New York. 

 

Here, too, side by side in the same great camp, are half a dozen chaplains, representing half a dozen modes of 

religious belief. When the masked battery opens, does the "Baptist" Lieutenant believe in his heart that God 

takes better care of him than of his "Congregationalist" Colonel? Does any man really suppose, that, of a 
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score of noble young fellows who have just laid down their lives for their country, the Homoousians are 

received to the mansions of bliss, and the Homoiousians translated from the battle-field to the abodes of 

everlasting woe? War not only teaches what man can be, but it teaches also what he must not be. He must not 

be a bigot and a fool in the presence of that day of judgment proclaimed by the trumpet which calls to battle, 

and where a man should have but two thoughts: to do his duty, and trust his Maker. Let our brave dead come 

back from the fields where they have fallen for law and liberty, and if you will follow them to their graves, 

you will find out what the Broad Church means; the narrow church is sparing of its exclusive formulæ over 

the coffins wrapped in the flag which the fallen heroes had defended! Very little comparatively do we hear at 

such times of the dogmas on which men differ; very much of the faith and trust in which all sincere Christians 

can agree. It is a noble lesson, and nothing less noisy than the voice of cannon can teach it so that it shall be 

heard over all the angry cries of theological disputants. 

 

Now, too, we have a chance to test the sagacity of our friends, and to get at their principles of judgment. 

Perhaps most of us will agree that our faith in domestic prophets has been diminished by the experience of the 

last six months. We had the notable predictions attributed to the Secretary of State, which so unpleasantly 

refused to fulfill themselves. We were infested at one time with a set of ominous-looking seers, who shook 

their heads and muttered obscurely about some mighty preparations that were making to substitute the rule of 

the minority for that of the majority. Organizations were darkly hinted at; some thought our armories would 

be seized; and there are not wanting ancient women in the neighboring University town who consider that the 

country was saved by the intrepid band of students who stood guard, night after night, over the G. R. cannon 

and the pile of balls in the Cambridge Arsenal. 

 

As a general rule, it is safe to say that the best prophecies are those which the sages remember after the event 

prophesied of has come to pass, and remind us that they have made long ago. Those who are rash enough to 

predict publicly beforehand commonly give us what they hope, or what they fear, or some conclusion from an 

abstraction of their own, or some guess founded on private information not half so good as what everybody 

gets who reads the papers,—never by any possibility a word that we can depend on, simply because there are 

cobwebs of contingency between every to-day and to-morrow that no field-glass can penetrate when fifty of 

them lie woven one over another. Prophesy as much as you like, but always hedge. Say that you think the 

rebels are weaker than is commonly supposed, but, on the other hand, that they may prove to be even stronger 

than is anticipated. Say what you like,—only don’t be too peremptory and dogmatic; we know that wiser men 

than you have been notoriously deceived in their predictions in this very matter. 

 

"Ibis et redibis nunquam in bello peribis." 

 

Let that be your model; and remember, on peril of your reputation as a prophet, not to put a stop before or 

after the nunquam. 
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There are two or three facts connected with time, besides that already referred to, which strike us very 

forcibly in their relation to the great events passing around us. We spoke of the long period seeming to have 

elapsed since this war began. The buds were then swelling which held the leaves that are still green. It seems 

as old as Time himself. We cannot fail to observe how the mind brings together the scenes of to-day and those 

of the old Revolution. We shut up eighty years into each other like the joints of a pocket-telescope. When the 

young men from Middlesex dropped in Baltimore the other day, it seemed to bring Lexington and the other 

Nineteenth of April close to us. War has always been the mint in which the world’s history has been coined, 

and now every day or week or month has a new medal for us. It was Warren that the first impression bore in 

the last great coinage; if it is Ellsworth now, the new face hardly seems fresher than the old. All battle-fields 

are alike in their main features. The young fellows who fell in our earlier struggle seemed like old men to us 

until within these few months; now we remember they were like these fiery youth we are cheering as they go 

to the fight; it seems as if the grass of our bloody hillside was crimsoned but yesterday, and the cannon-ball 

imbedded in the church-tower would feel warm, if we laid our hand upon it. 

 

Nay, in this our quickened life we feel that all the battles from earliest time to our own day, where Right and 

Wrong have grappled, are but one great battle, varied with brief pauses or hasty bivouacs upon the field of 

conflict. The issues seem to vary, but it is always a right against a claim, and, however the struggle of the hour 

may go, a movement onward of the campaign, which uses defeat as well as victory to serve its mighty ends. 

The very implements of our warfare change less than we think. Our bullets and cannon-balls have lengthened 

into bolts like those which whistled out of old arbalests. Our soldiers fight with weapons, such as are pictured 

on the walls of Theban tombs, wearing a newly invented head-gear as old as the days of the Pyramids. 

 

Whatever miseries this war brings upon us, it is making us wiser, and, we trust, better. Wiser, for we are 

learning our weakness, our narrowness, our selfishness, our ignorance, in lessons of sorrow and shame. 

Better, because all that is noble in men and women is demanded by the time, and our people are rising to the 

standard the time calls for. For this is the question the hour is putting to each of us: Are you ready, if need be, 

to sacrifice all that you have and hope for in this world, that the generations to follow you may inherit a whole 

country whose natural conditions shall be peace, and not a broken province which must live under the 

perpetual threat, if not in the constant presence, of war and all that war brings with it? If we are all ready for 

this sacrifice, battles may be lost, but the campaign and its grand object must be won. 

 

Heaven is very kind in its way of putting questions to mortals. We are not abruptly asked to give up all that 

we most care for, in view of the momentous issues before us. Perhaps we shall never be asked to give up all, 

but we have already been called upon to part with much that is dear to us, and should be ready to yield the rest 

as it is called for. The time may come when even the cheap public print shall be a burden our means cannot 

support, and we can only listen in the square that was once the market-place to the voices of those who 

proclaim defeat or victory. Then there will be only our daily food left. When we have nothing to read and 
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nothing to eat, it will be a favorable moment to offer a compromise. At present we have all that nature 

absolutely demands,—we can live on bread and the newspaper. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/oliver-wendell-holmes/essay/bread-and-the-newspaper 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/oliver-wendell-holmes/essay/bread-and-the-newspaper
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The World After the War 

by Henrik Willem van Loon 

 

The World After the War was published in The Century Magazine, February, 1916. Mid-World War I, with 

no end in sight yet, van Loom speculates on its aftereffects on the people and the countries involved. 

 

The Century Magazine, 

1916 

OVER on the other side of the ocean, on the Continent of Europe, where a man's life counts for less than that 

of an insect, it seemed for just one short moment as though the veil of the future was torn away, and a vision 

of the future showed suddenly itself to me, like the view of a distant valley from a mountain top when there is 

a rift in the surrounding clouds. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/henrik-willem-van-loon
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At this particular time of our social development the reader will do well to spend a few moments in the 

perusal of M. Taine's book, "The Origins of Modern France." Speaking of the French Revolution, the great 

historian said in effect that over there was a very wondrous mansion, the top floors of which were inhabited 

by a gay and witty society. They spent their days in the pursuit of pleasure, but a few took their leisure for the 

improvement of their speculative ability. These few pondered upon the problems that confronted the 

management of their palace; for while the upper floors were a delightful place in which to dwell, there was a 

vast basement, much larger than the entire superstructure, in which lived the workers, the men and women 

who made the abode of mirth on the other floors a possibility. As the men of thoughts began to meditate upon 

the future of themselves and of those who dwelt below in the miserable caves of countless unsanitary cellars, 

they constructed fine theories and played with the Chinese rockets of their brilliant wit until one day a few 

sparks of their theoretical fireworks dropped into the cellar. The rubbish accumulated by centuries of neglect 

began to smolder. Some on the top floor noticed the smoke, and gave warning. "Never mind," the gay 

assembly said. "We have always heard these stories of fire. Let the thing burn after we are dead," and they 

went on with the dance until the flames burst forth through the windows, burned away the floor, and threw the 

entire august company into the flaming hell of the cellar. It left the blackened ruins of a house that had 

perished through its own recklessness. 

So much for the little story of M. Taine. What happened after that not only in France, but all over Europe? 

The old house was never rebuilt in its original shape. The fine ladies and gentlemen of the upper floors 

disappeared. Those who had not been killed by the conflagration never survived the shock. A new edifice had 

to be constructed. Who was to do this? The humble workers of the old cellar? They did not know how; but 

there was still another set of inhabitants. They were fewer in number, but more important. These were the 

butlers and the higher-class servants of the old régime. They had fled at the first sign of danger, but now they 

returned. Out of the ruins of the old palace they made a huge building of only a single story. The cellar, 

however, was kept as before. Heavy beams were laid across it, and huge walls were put together from the old 

masonry and an ugly, but useful, roof of structural iron was placed over all. The one great room was 

upholstered as well as could be with the remains of the furniture of the old order of society. The tapestries 

were not original, the chairs were rank imitations, and the sofa had been used by the last king. 

"Why not?" the new inhabitants of the huge hall asked of one another. "After all, we are just as good as our 

former masters. Therefore, why should we not sit upon this bit of royal wood and horsehair and be as 

comfortable as they were?" 

"Yes," said one of the cave-dwellers, sticking his head through the cellar door, "but what about us?" 

"You, my friends," was the answer, "will be well looked after from now on. Do not worry. For the moment 

just go back to your work, for which you will receive a fair wage. And, by the way, since you are no longer a 

slave, if at any time you do not like our treatment, you may leave this house." 

"That sounds very well," said the man, as yet unconvinced, "but where can we go to, since there is only this 

one house?" 

"Oh, well, my friend, you can go out and live in the open, in the lovely fields of nature." 

"And starve to death?" 
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"Of course. Therefore you had better stay where you are for the present and be contented. Later everything 

will be made right." 

"Shut that door!" came the angry voice of a professor of political economy. "If the fellow has an economic 

right to be here in this pleasant room, he will get here in the end. So says the law of the only true science. Shut 

that door!" The door was shut. A heavy, old-fashioned cupboard was put across it, and everything went on as 

before. The new society was a little more mixed than the former. The manners were a boorish mimicry of 

what once had been considered good form. The taste in general had not improved, but in all its general 

essentials everything was a close repetition of what had gone before. 

From time to time there were dangerous rumblings in the cellar. "Oh," the ladies said upon such occasions, "if 

these horrible people ever break loose, what a nasty business that will be!" 

"Never mind," they were reassured by their gallant companions. "One of our men has just invented a new 

process of reinforced concrete, and we shall reconstruct our floor in such a way that nothing from below can 

possibly hurt us. Besides, we are not unreasonable. We are really very good to the people in the cellar. To-

morrow we shall send them a barrel of beer and perhaps a box of cigars. Then they can be happy." And the 

people of the big hall, acting upon their generous impulse, engaged a circus to amuse themselves, and ate, 

drank, and lived happily. 

Until one day they had a falling out among themselves. Nobody knew how the quarrel started, nobody cared 

much; but all of a sudden they were ready to fly at one another's throats. Then by a common impulse they 

rushed to the door of the cellar, and called: "We have been good masters. Come quickly and fight for us." 

But when the men would not come, their masters had recourse to many arguments not heard since the days 

when the old people of the old ruined mansion had last been seen. 

They insisted that the others must come because it was the will of God. But God, the men answered, had been 

dead these many years, and they refused to fight. 

Then the inhabitants of the large hall called upon every patriotic sentiment that had been used in the olden 

days when such sentiments had an actual meaning. They started loud bands playing old well-known tunes. 

They hypnotized the blinded creatures of the cellar with a display of brilliant colors which they waved madly 

in the air. They promised to place golden spangles upon their ragged clothes if only the men would come and 

fight, and they promised them lovely colored ribbons in case they should suffer damage to life or limb. They 

rattled off every convincing argument that ever had served the purpose of forcing men into battle. 

And the poor fellows, drunk with the artificial excitement, painfully climbed out of their miserable holes, took 

the arms that were pressed into their hands, set out to murder one another, and fought like demons. Until it 

was all over, and they were once more driven into their cellar? 

No; because this time they will refuse to go back. 

Historical prophecies of any actual value are impossible. History is an art and not a science. It is an art which, 

like every other art, is based upon a science; but a combination of unexpected circumstances, the strange 
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interacting of character upon character, the sudden appearance of a leader of overpowering influence, may 

change the course of history at any moment. Yet we have a great deal of material about the past upon which 

we can base some of our contentions about the future. 

Above all, keep in mind the fact that the great European War is not a struggle which is popular with the 

masses. Their ancient loyalty keeps the soldiers in the trenches, but their minds and their hearts are at all times 

with those whom they left at home. When they are mortally wounded, they feel that they lose their lives in a 

cause which might have been avoided if the powers that still rule the world had been inspired with greater 

foresight and with greater ability to lead the affairs of men. The stress of war, the anxiety about the safety of 

their own land, will keep their mouths shut as long as the struggle lasts; but the day will come when the last 

gun will be fired. Then the millions of armed men will return to their homes, and they will demand that their 

children be spared a repetition of this inexcusable waste of human life and happiness. 

When peace comes back to earth, what will happen? Twenty million men will return to their homes. They will 

be asked to go back to their old tasks and take up the work which they left when they went to the war. There 

will be a terrific burden of taxation, and all men will be obliged to work harder than before. At the same time 

they will receive less money than they did formerly. Year in and year out they must pay the ever-increasing 

interest upon a capital the principal of which was destroyed in the form of dynamite, powder, nitroglycerin, 

war-ships, Zeppelins, cannon, machine-guns, and other unproductive investments. Economists shake their 

heads, and tell me that what I now state is an utter impossibility; but the time will come, probably within two 

generations, when the citizen, disgusted with the hard work forced upon him by the stupidity of a forgotten 

ancestor, will simply wipe this debt off the national slate. And who is there who can prevent this? 

The economic notions of the average European laborer or farmer, not to speak of the peasant, who has always 

formed the bulk of every army, are extremely hazy. The poor fellow struggles through life trying to make 

both ends meet. Frequently he is not able to do this. Then he is turned out upon the street a pauper. Or if he 

succeeds in keeping the hungry mouths of his family filled, his life resolves itself into an endless worry lest 

to-morrow may not provide the food with which the family may manage to live until the day after. 

Now behold what the war has done for him. It has fed him better than he has ever been fed before. It has put 

him into decent clothes. A heavy winter coat goes with the equipment of every soldier, and often he never saw 

such a garment before. Without sufficient food and shelter he is of no use as a fighting man; hence he is well 

fed three times a day. He likes it. He would be very happy if he were always as well looked after. But when 

he comes home from the war he will not be given this food unless he goes to dig coal out of a little black 

gallery half a mile beneath the surface of the earth or performs the dreariest of tasks in that dreariest of 

modern inventions, a factory. Formerly tradition and habit made him obey; but will he obey this time? That is 

the question. Will the man in khaki return to his shop and his workroom as quietly as the man in black of 

Cromwell's army? 

All the evidence in the case says no. He will not. In this war he has been taught something which his many 

strikes and his labor warfare did not make clear to him. Before the year 1914, if in an encounter with his 

masters he used violence, he was regarded as an enemy of the law and was treated accordingly. This time he 

has with his own eyes and with his own hands noticed that organized violence is the best way to accomplish 

the desired results of his country. He has been trained to take from his enemy by violence what could not be 

obtained by arguments of reason. Is it likely in those circumstances that the mass of men will return 
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peacefully to their unpleasant tasks when they know that they are possessed of the power with which they can 

obtain for themselves all they wish? 

Call this statement socialistic, anarchistic, call it the most outrageous thing you have ever heard; but I am 

reporting what the men who make up the countless armies actually feel, not what they ought to think. 

To make a long story short, after the war we may expect a most severe social revolution. We shall see the 

outbreak of labor troubles everywhere. These troubles will be of such magnitude that they will make 

themselves felt at once in the United States. 

Of course the difficulties of France and Germany and Russia and England will all be very different. Germany, 

after more than a century of discipline in all matters of daily concern whether private or public, will act more 

slowly than the others. The Germans will proceed with order and in decency. They will appoint leaders, and 

they will obey these leaders as bluntly as they have formerly obeyed their political and military masters. The 

opposition will be organized by the greatly strengthened Socialistic party. 

The question is often asked why this party did not make a definite stand against the war? Why not indeed? 

Because they did not have the slightest chance of success in any contemplated opposition in August of the 

year 1914. In our highly systematized world we often forget the great influence which the small subconscious 

sentiments have upon our deeds and our words. Socialism is a comparatively new doctrine. It has no 

traditions. It is not provided with an imaginary background in the minds of the true believers. On the other 

hand, the idea of state and of empire is based upon ancient tradition, mellowed by age. 

Suppose the German Socialists had decided to oppose the war. Just imagine the situation. Somewhere in a 

dreary hall a number of Socialists meet, and after much rhetoric of a purely theoretical kind and the smoking 

of many cheap cigars they vow to obey their reason rather than their feelings and refuse to fight. Is it all clear 

to you, the smell of beer and bad tobacco, the forlorn bleakness of it all? And then think of what will happen 

the moment the imperial brass band and a battalion of soldiers come marching by. That excellent gathering of 

enlightened humanity will follow that band to hell provided it keeps on playing popular airs. Against the age-

old traditions—traditions of valor and courage and honor and love for the colors of the fatherland and 

devotion to the ideals of empire—all the doctrines of the sublime Marx are effaced. These men assembled to 

uphold reason are at once swept away by some mysterious force which is much stronger than reason. They 

fall victims to the traditions of countless generations. 

Of course, after a while, reason will return; then, however, it is too late. The citizen has become a soldier, and 

loyalty, that commonest of virtues in the world of simple-minded people, forces him to stick to the cause to 

which he once gave his support. He must stick it out until victory or defeat brings about peace. 

But after the war! Then we shall have to deal with different men and in very different circumstances. The 

German workman understands that this war, even if it is victorious, can never repay him and his people for 

what they have lost and suffered. The glory, if there is any, will go to those who have been in command. I 

wish that you could have heard the bitterness with which that statement was often made—the bitterness of 

people with no vision but one of hopeless disappointment. No, to the vast majority of the people of Germany 

this war, with all its outward glory, is a gruesome labor that has to be finished one way or another. 
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It is no wonder that the reigning family has lost a great deal of the popularity with which it led its men into 

France and Russia at the beginning of hostilities. If everything had gone well during those first months, yes, if 

there had been a speedy and easy victory, it would have been a different question; but after years of struggle 

and suffering there will be a general detestation of the horror of our modern chemical warfare. A strongly 

organized Socialistic party, a phalanx of determined and brave men, will work quietly, but steadily, upon the 

problem of their own class, ninety per cent. of the entire population. If the Government has the sense to place 

itself at the head of this movement (and very likely it will do this), it may lead the men toward a completely 

socialized empire. But whatever happens, the good old days of a negligible parliament and a small clique of 

interested leaders who mysteriously guide the affairs of the nation for some equally mysterious benefit and 

according to rules of international conduct that were valid in the days of the Romans will disappear. And 

before ten years have gone by the German imperial cabinet will be dominated by Socialistic ministers. 

What of France, the sublime, which, unprepared, arose out of the filth of the Caillaux trial to withstand an 

invading horde advancing to the very gates of her capital? 

In France, in less than twelve months' time, the spirit of the people has undone the harm of forty years of bad 

government by and of and for the lawyers who fought for the possession of her political spoils. The story of 

France since the great debacle of 1870 is not an inspiring one. One dreary figure after the other carries the 

black silk hat and the red silk ribbon, the insignia of the highest dignity which the republic can give to her 

citizens. Not a single figure among them rises out of the class which we call mediocre. Her ministers are a 

national joke, and they change with a rapidity which is often a national disgrace. 

The war came, and the useless superstructure was at once swept away. Men of deeds took the place of men of 

mere words. Whatever the outcome of the war, France knows that among the masses of her people, among the 

millions of industrious workers of her rich country, she has the very best that this world possesses. After the 

war there is only one course that France can follow: the old aristocracy which made the France of glorious 

outward fame and horrible domestic misery can never return to power. The middle class has had a fair trial, 

and it has failed. For better or for worse, the old home of the emancipation of the human mind will have to 

turn to a new order of things. Parliamentarism as France has known it for almost half a century, the haggling 

of small politicasters for the benefit of their own little interests, will be a thing of the past. In the tremendous 

struggle for national existence a new leadership is being born—the leadership of the capable men from among 

the masses. 

Is n't this remark too Utopian? Can a neglected class suddenly produce men capable of leadership? For 

answer I refer you to the leaders who guided France through the days of the Revolution. The miracle which 

they performed has been seen before and it will be seen again. Do not expect a repetition of the old times of 

the sea-green Robespierre and the wholesale drownings of his enemies in the River Loire. Indeed, as I see the 

future, the men who will come to the front will resemble the old Huguenot chieftains. They will be men of a 

serious purpose, they will be men of deep religious feeling; only now their religion will be a socialism of the 

future. 

Of the events in Russia we can speak with certainty. Every foreign war in which the empire has ever been 

engaged has meant a prelude for a bitter revolution. The explanation is a simple one. During times of peace 

the inefficient bureaucracy of Russia can find ways and means by which to perform the strictly necessary 

tasks for the management of the empire, meanwhile trusting to a kind Providence to take care of any possible 

emergencies. But never yet has this machine of inefficiency been tried by any period of stress without 
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disastrous results to all those concerned. In the great conflict which now rages in eastern Europe Russia has 

seen her best armies wasted, her fleet doomed to inactivity, the richest part of her territory surrendered to an 

invader, and all of this because of a lack of foresight and the indifference of the ruling class. It is merely a 

question of months and perhaps of weeks before there will be a repetition of those events which occurred 

immediately after the Japanese War. The Slavic people, ruled by a system which was originated by Tatars and 

Byzantines and which was hammered into shape by German drill-masters, will once more make an attempt to 

rid itself of this unbearable yoke. 

Their task will not be an easy one. Revolutionary propaganda is difficult in a country which can neither read 

nor write, but the chances for victory are better than they were in the year 1900. Ten years of a semblance of 

popular government, however primitive, have done their work better than most people know. There will be 

more cohesion and more system in the attempts of the man who will stir up the masses. 

Of course, in Russia, which is not preponderantly a manufacturing nation, but an agricultural one, the ever-

present question is that of the division of the land. Compared with the magnitude of this problem, all other 

difficulties are of minor importance. The ignorant peasant, without books or learning, knows through the 

ancestral legends of the olden times when the land belonged to him and not to his masters. He feels the 

injustice of the slavery to which he was condemned during the first years of the seventeenth century. He 

wants neither rights nor privileges; first and last and all the time he wants his land. The revolutionary outbreak 

in Russia will be of a rural nature. In the large cities, where the undesirable elements from the country 

districts have been gathered into a hopeless proletariate, there will be violence such as we know from our own 

strikes and labor struggles. But the main issue in Russia will be fought out far away from cities, on the land. 

Never was a time so favorable for an uprising of all the discontented elements. It is not going to be a 

charming affair, and there will be much in the nature of the horrible peasant uprisings of the late Middle Ages. 

The system which the masters of Russia had forced upon their subjects at the time when two hundred years of 

Tatar domination had entirely broken the spirit of the people will disappear amid much bloodshed and 

violence. The old order of things, which was merely a system of "organized anarchy" for the benefit of those 

who were in power, will be replaced by a new anarchy, which will not even have the saving grace of a 

systematized purpose. For the first time in their history the Slavic people will work out their own salvation, 

and will live as they want to and not as somebody thinks that they ought to want to. For eleven centuries 

Russia has obeyed foreign masters and has allowed her own destinies to be shaped by outside influences of 

one sort or another. The war, which is breaking the iron bonds which have kept the old system together, 

means the emancipation of the Slavic people. Hereafter we shall hear less of an ever-growing Russian 

Empire. We shall hear more of the development of the Slavic genius in all fields of human endeavor. 

From Russia to England is a far cry. The two countries are antipodes in everything except geographical 

situation. England is an earthly paradise to all those who can appreciate the greatest refinement of material 

things; Russia is avoided by the foreign traveler unless he is of an adventurous and courageous nature. Yet 

this delightful country of smiling fields surrounded on all sides by a profitable ocean, this merry old country 

of happy ballads and recollections of a charming past, will be affected by the war to a greater extent than any 

of the other participants of the great struggle. 

England has always been a country divided into two distinct parts. One of these, the ruling caste of the land, 

was delightful. The other one, the class of the servants, created to contribute to the happiness of their masters, 

was perfectly hopeless. But during the last years of our era the forgotten masses working at the bottom of 
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coal-mines and sweating in the bowels of gigantic factories have come to a realization of their own 

importance in the cosmos of human beings. Under the guidance of strange leaders they set deliberately to 

work to accomplish their own emancipation. They were in a fair way to succeed when the war broke out and 

forced a momentary interruption of their activities. In this war the masses of England have had much of which 

they may righteously complain. They have suffered needlessly and uselessly through extremely bad 

management on the part of the Government. 

Life had been too easy to those in command. They had not grown up to realize the demands of their own 

times. Their ideals were those of a bygone age. Science, which is to decide the future of man, was a neglected 

quantity. In many instances it was a despised attribute of little value except as a means of livelihood in some 

smelly factory. Thousands upon thousands of good British lives have been lost because the leaders were 

ignorant of the work before them. When the end of the struggle comes there will be a very persistent and 

serious demand for an accounting. The pent-up discontent of years of silent suffering will break forth with a 

violence which has not been seen in the British Isles for many a century. 

It is not a question of a more or less ineffectual king or a cabinet which was incapable of doing its full duty. 

There is more than that. People will have to decide this time about the future of their own race. Will it develop 

as it has done hitherto as a combination of two separated classes, or will it give to all men the chance of 

developing their own powers to the best of their ability in the most favorable circumstances for all? The men 

who will come out of the trenches will have their answer ready. No one who has seen anything of this war can 

doubt for a moment what this answer will be. After the war the laboring world of England will come forward 

with an ultimatum of no indefinite purport. Their demands will be backed up by the violence which has been 

taught to those men for the purpose of beating their German enemies. No doubt the England of the pretty 

Christmas cards will be a little less picturesque and not so comfortable as it was before. But there will be a 

great house-cleaning. That cellar, that horrible and unspeakable cellar of which I have already spoken, will be 

filled up with the debris of the war, and in this way an evil thing may yet work for the good of us all. 

Thus far I have mentioned the influence of the war upon the men of the race. It will affect the position of 

women to an even greater degree. The war is the strongest and most effective ally of those who strive for an 

improvement in the fate of women. When I speak of women, please do not think of those happy creatures who 

can spend thirty-five cents to read this magazine. Think of the millions who are obliged to feed and wash and 

clothe a family on this same amount. Think of the women in the greater part of Europe who pull their 

husband's plow together with his ox, who carry his bundles and bear his children and wash and cook and 

clothe and wait upon his entire family without receiving the wages or treatment of a servant. Try to imagine 

what the war means to these unfortunate creatures. For the first time in their dreary lives they have known 

what it was to be their own masters. They have tasted of liberty. Their lord and master has gone and has left 

them to manage for themselves. In many instances they discover that they can handle affairs much better than 

their men, who used to treat them as domestic animals, little less valuable than a good cow. Visit the central 

part of Europe, countries like Hungary and East Prussia, and you will find that a new spirit has descended 

upon these strong and healthy beings who thus far were accounted of no value except as propagators of the 

race and busy workers in their master's vineyard. Ask the wives of the men who spend their lives in the 

drudgery of some industrial center whether they have not had visions of a new world now that they have some 

time in which to breathe and to be masters of their own minds and bodies. Through this horrible cataclysm 

they will have gained what centuries of peaceful pleading could not have given to them. 

The old order of things is going. As a matter of fact, it has gone. It went out of existence when the ancient 

régime of predatory politics made its last great attempt at world supremacy. 
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The guns that battered the forts at Liège did not only demolish a certain quantity of cement and steel. They 

destroyed the roof of the fine structure of which I told you at the beginning of my little story. The shell went 

clear through the building. It blew a hole into the cellar that let in the daylight and fresh air and gave my cave-

dwellers a chance to escape. You may dislike the author of these pages for prophesying a state of affairs 

which will mean the destruction of that charming world with which we and our ancestors have grown up; but 

this is the way in which we see the future of events on this morning of the fourth of November of the year of 

disaster 1915. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/henrik-willem-van-loon/essay/the-world-after-the-war 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/henrik-willem-van-loon/essay/the-world-after-the-war
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Magnetic Topological Quantum Chemistry, ab initio calculations included 

ByDIPC  

 Photo: Gustavo Candido da 

Silva / Unsplash 

https://mappingignorance.org/2020/10/29/magnetic-topological-quantum-chemistry-ab-initio-calculations-included/#author
https://unsplash.com/@gustavo_gcs?utm_source=unsplash&utm_medium=referral&utm_content=creditCopyText
https://unsplash.com/@gustavo_gcs?utm_source=unsplash&utm_medium=referral&utm_content=creditCopyText
https://unsplash.com/s/photos/magnet?utm_source=unsplash&utm_medium=referral&utm_content=creditCopyText
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Topological materials have special universal properties, which are protected against perturbations. Such 

properties are theoretically described by topology, a branch of mathematics concerned with the properties of 

geometrical objects that are unchanged by continuous deformations. Topological materials behave like an 

ordinary insulator in the bulk but have conducting states on their boundaries, i.e., edges or surfaces. The 

conducting surface is not what makes topological materials unique, but the fact that this surface state is 

particularly robust. 

Non-magnetic topological materials have dominated the landscape of topological physics for the past two 

decades. Research in this field has led to a rapid succession of theoretical and experimental discoveries and, 

though topological materials were once believed to be rare and esoteric, recent advances in non-magnetic 

topological materials have found that topological insulators and enforced semimetals are much more prevalent 

than initially thought. 

On this respect, a milestone was reached in 2017, when Topological Quantum Chemistry (TQC) and the 

equivalent method of symmetry-based indicators provided a description of the universal global properties of 

all possible atomic limit band structures in all non-magnetic symmetry groups, in real and momentum space. 

This allowed for a classification of the non-magnetic, non-trivial (topological) band structures through high-

throughput methods that have changed our understanding of the number of topological materials existent in 

nature. An astonishing 40% (at least) of all non-magnetic materials can be classified as topological, leading to 

a “periodic table” of topological materials. 

What about magnetic materials? One may ask. The short answer being that the breakthroughs in non-

magnetic materials have not yet been matched by similar advances in magnetic compounds, due to some big 

challenges. To start with, there is no theory similar to TQC or equivalent methods. If that was not enough, 

the ab initio calculation of magnetic compounds is notoriously inaccurate for complicated magnetic structures 

beyond ferromagnets. Actually, the number of accurately predicted magnetic topological materials has not 

reached ten. 

The above was true till now, when a team of researchers has presented a full theory 1 of magnetic indices, co-

representations, compatibility relations, code to compute the magnetic co-representations directly from ab 

initio calculations. 

They have also performed complete electronic structure calculations 2, including complete topological phase 

diagrams, on each of 549 magnetic materials whose magnetic structures have been accurately tabulated 

(through the careful analysis of neutron-scattering data). Based on these, the researchers are able to predict 

several novel magnetic topological phases: 130 enforced semimetals and topological insulators in total. 

These results represent the culmination of 4 years of work on the subject, and of over 70 years of research on 

the group theory, symmetry, and topology of magnetic materials. All of which has been made freely available 

to the public on World Wide Web repositories. 

Author: César Tomé López is a science writer and the editor of Mapping Ignorance. 

Disclaimer: Parts of this article might have been copied verbatim or almost verbatim from the referenced 

research paper. 

https://mappingignorance.org/2017/07/20/topological-quantum-chemistry-band-theory-solids-now-complete/
https://mappingignorance.org/2019/02/28/27-of-all-materials-in-nature-are-topological-and-now-there-is-a-catalogue/
https://mappingignorance.org/2019/02/28/27-of-all-materials-in-nature-are-topological-and-now-there-is-a-catalogue/
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/10/29/magnetic-topological-quantum-chemistry-ab-initio-calculations-included/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-7380-1
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/10/29/magnetic-topological-quantum-chemistry-ab-initio-calculations-included/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-7380-2
https://www.cryst.ehu.es/
http://about.me/cesar_tome
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Last Rites 
by Linda Pastan 

Issue no. 207 (Winter 2013) 

She’s given up sex. 

She’s given up travel. 

She’s given up the rush 

of alcohol to the brain 

at the first sip of wine— 

that sweet burn 

as it slips down the throat. 

And her quarrels, 

her celebrations, 

she’s given them up too 

as she’s given up books— 

their pages too heavy to turn. 

What’s left is a blur 

of sky where the weather 

rehearses its own finales. 

What’s left is blue emptiness 

behind the white sail 

of the nurse’s starched cap, 

steering her out to sea. 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=5ea5f78766&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=5ea5f78766&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=5ea5f78766&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=5ea5f78766&e=d538c8f2e0
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Autobiography 
by Susan Mitchell 

Issue no. 148 (Fall 1998) 

Who am I who speaks to you? 

Though that's not it exactly. Try this. What behind 

the eyes had looked out so central, so 

solid was no longer 

in its sours and saccharines, its careful 

modulations, not even 

a shadow of its      For a long time I watched 

the unbraiding into thinner and thinnest the way clouds 

tall stalks of something in a field through which wind 

the tassles untassling 

I was behind where I stood and up ahead looking back. 

Though that's not it exactly. 

And how did I feel about all this? I said 

that is not the question most likely 

to succeed, but even so I'll take it the way 

male and female are conveniences, rough categories, the make-do. 

Is precision a better way? As soon as they asked me 

which was more enjoyable I lost the taste 

of myself. Though to call who I am 

Tiresias would limit 

the story. It was as if the one 

talking were now a handful of crystals 

absorbing the rays of the sun, a spectrum 

out there in space, all the colors of the rainbow 

primal and urgent, tensed, arched over 

and also looking down into a stream 

where flowed and wavered the reds, the yellows, green 

I don't want to get lost in explaining. The colors 

were doing what I was, a correlative 

for anger, joy, fear, wonder, eagerness and more, all the emotions 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=f586c85c9e&e=d538c8f2e0
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so I could look at them, taking my time, naming each one. 

And that was it, folks. 

Anonymous as hundreds of girls at an air show. 

Think flicker and fluid and flow, and all of it 

seething and reaching out for 

attention the way serpents coupling and uncoupling and 

no panicular reason why one at any given moment 

reigns supreme, all of it up 

for grabs, so to speak. Oh, did I forget to say 

there was no enclosure, no frame? 

I was placed in understanding, and from looking 

so long inside, as if at the sun, I was 

blinded and had to grope at 

my body to know for sure, man or woman 

and the shock: was this splitting or growing, adding 

or subtracting? I yearned open and where 

branch had been, declivity, cleft      as if 

pulled inside out by desire. 

Is it wholeness I want? 

Or fission? Frisson of, its 

frequency, its pitch? 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=f586c85c9e&e=d538c8f2e0 


