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A Doll's House 

by Henrik Ibsen 

Previous Chapter Next Chapter 

ACT I 

(SCENE.—A room furnished comfortably and tastefully, but not extravagantly. At the back, a door to the 

right leads to the entrance-hall, another to the left leads to Helmer's study. Between the doors stands a piano. 

In the middle of the left-hand wall is a door, and beyond it a window. Near the window are a round table, 

armchairs and a small sofa. In the right-hand wall, at the farther end, another door; and on the same side, 

nearer the footlights, a stove, two easy chairs and a rocking-chair; between the stove and the door, a small 

table. Engravings on the wall; a cabinet with china and other small objects; a small book-case with well-

bound books. The floors are carpeted, and a fire burns in the stove. It is winter. 

 

A bell rings in the hall; shortly afterwards the door is heard to open. Enter NORA, humming a tune and in 

high spirits. She is in out-door dress and carries a number of parcels; these she lays on the table to the right. 

She leaves the outer door open after her, and through it is seen a PORTER who is carrying a Christmas Tree 

and a basket, which he gives to the MAID who has opened the door.) 

 

Nora. Hide the Christmas Tree carefully, Helen. Be sure the children do not see it till this evening, when it is 

dressed. (To the PORTER, taking out her purse.) How much? 

 

Porter. Sixpence. 

 

Nora. There is a shilling. No, keep the change. (The PORTER thanks her, and goes out. NORA shuts the 

door. She is laughing to herself, as she takes off her hat and coat. She takes a packet of macaroons from her 

pocket and eats one or two; then goes cautiously to her husband's door and listens.) Yes, he is in. (Still 

humming, she goes to the table on the right.) 

 

Helmer (calls out from his room). Is that my little lark twittering out there? 
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Nora (busy opening some of the parcels). Yes, it is! 

 

Helmer. Is it my little squirrel bustling about? 

 

Nora. Yes! 

 

Helmer. When did my squirrel come home? 

 

Nora. Just now. (Puts the bag of macaroons into her pocket and wipes her mouth.) Come in here, Torvald, and 

see what I have bought. 

 

Helmer. Don't disturb me. (A little later, he opens the door and looks into the room, pen in hand.) Bought, did 

you say? All these things? Has my little spendthrift been wasting money again? 

  

Nora. Yes, but, Torvald, this year we really can let ourselves go a little. This is the first Christmas that we 

have not needed to economize. 

 

Helmer. Still, you know, we can't spend money recklessly. 

 

Nora. Yes, Torvald, we may be a wee bit more reckless now, mayn't we? Just a tiny wee bit! You are going to 

have a big salary and earn lots and lots of money. 

 

Helmer. Yes, after the New Year; but then it will be a whole quarter before the salary is due. 
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Nora. Pooh! we can borrow till then. 

 

Helmer. Nora! (Goes up to her and takes her playfully by the ear.) The same little featherhead! Suppose, now, 

that I borrowed fifty pounds today, and you spent it all in the Christmas week, and then on New Year's Eve a 

slate fell on my head and killed me, and— 

 

Nora (putting her hands over his mouth). Oh! don't say such horrid things. 

 

Helmer. Still, suppose that happened,—what then? 

 

Nora. If that were to happen, I don't suppose I should care whether I owed money or not. 

 

Helmer. Yes, but what about the people who had lent it? 

 

Nora. They? Who would bother about them? I should not know who they were. 

  

Helmer. That is like a woman! But seriously, Nora, you know what I think about that. No debt, no borrowing. 

There can be no freedom or beauty about a home life that depends on borrowing and debt. We two have kept 

bravely on the straight road so far, and we will go on the same way for the short time longer that there need be 

any struggle. 

 

Nora (moving towards the stove). As you please, Torvald. 
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Helmer (following her). Come, come, my little skylark must not droop her wings. What is this! Is my little 

squirrel out of temper? (Taking out his purse.) Nora, what do you think I have got here? 

 

Nora (turning round quickly). Money! 

 

Helmer. There you are. (Gives her some money.) Do you think I don't know what a lot is wanted for 

housekeeping at Christmas-time? 

 

Nora (counting). Ten shillings—a pound—two pounds! Thank you, thank you, Torvald; that will keep me 

going for a long time. 

 

Helmer. Indeed it must. 

 

Nora. Yes, yes, it will. But come here and let me show you what I have bought. And ah so cheap! Look, here 

is a new suit for Ivar, and a sword; and a horse and a trumpet for Bob; and a doll and dolly's bedstead for 

Emmy.—they are very plain, but anyway she will soon break them in pieces. And here are dress-lengths and 

handkerchiefs for the maids; old Anne ought really to have something better. 

 

Helmer. And what is in this parcel? 

 

Nora (crying out). No, no! you mustn't see that till this evening. 

 

Helmer. Very well. But now tell me, you extravagant little person, what would you like for yourself? 

 

Nora. For myself? Oh, I am sure I don't want anything. 
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Helmer. Yes, but you must. Tell me something reasonable that you would particularly like to have. 

 

Nora. No, I really can't think of anything—unless, Torvald— 

 

Helmer. Well? 

 

Nora (playing with his coat buttons, and without raising her eyes to his). If you really want to give me 

something, you might—you might— 

 

Helmer. Well, out with it! 

 

Nora (speaking quickly). You might give me money, Torvald. Only just as much as you can afford; and then 

one of these days I will buy something with it. 

 

Helmer. But, Nora— 

 

Nora. Oh, do! dear Torvald; please, please do! Then I will wrap it up in beautiful gilt paper and hang it on the 

Christmas Tree. Wouldn't that be fun? 

 

Helmer. What are little people called that are always wasting money? 
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Nora. Spendthrifts—I know. Let us do as you suggest, Torvald, and then I shall have time to think what I am 

most in want of. That is a very sensible plan, isn't it? 

 

Helmer (smiling). Indeed it is—that is to say, if you were really to save out of the money I give you, and then 

really buy something for yourself. But if you spend it all on the housekeeping and any number of unnecessary 

things, then I merely have to pay up again. 

 

Nora. Oh but, Torvald— 

 

Helmer. You can't deny it, my dear, little Nora. (Puts his arm round her waist.) It's a sweet little spendthrift, 

but she uses up a deal of money. One would hardly believe how expensive such little persons are! 

 

Nora. It's a shame to say that. I do really save all I can. 

 

Helmer (laughing). That's very true,—all you can. But you can't save anything! 

 

Nora (smiling quietly and happily). You haven't any idea how many expenses we skylarks and squirrels have, 

Torvald. 

 

Helmer. You are an odd little soul. Very like your father. You always find some new way of wheedling 

money out of me, and, as soon as you have got it, it seems to melt in your hands. You never know where it 

has gone. Still, one must take you as you are. It is in the blood; for indeed it is true that you can inherit these 

things, Nora. 

 

Nora. Ah, I wish I had inherited many of papa's qualities. 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                                 No. 543 november 2020 

 

9 

 

Helmer. And I would not wish you to be anything but just what you are, my sweet little skylark. But, do you 

know, it strikes me that you are looking rather—what shall I say—rather uneasy today? 

 

Nora. Do I? 

 

Helmer. You do, really. Look straight at me. 

 

Nora (looks at him). Well? 

 

Helmer (wagging his finger at her). Hasn't Miss Sweet-Tooth been breaking rules in town today? 

 

Nora. No; what makes you think that? 

 

Helmer. Hasn't she paid a visit to the confectioner's? 

 

Nora. No, I assure you, Torvald— 

 

Helmer. Not been nibbling sweets? 

 

Nora. No, certainly not. 
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Helmer. Not even taken a bite at a macaroon or two? 

 

Nora. No, Torvald, I assure you really— 

 

Helmer. There, there, of course I was only joking. 

 

Nora (going to the table on the right). I should not think of going against your wishes. 

 

Helmer. No, I am sure of that; besides, you gave me your word—(Going up to her.) Keep your little 

Christmas secrets to yourself, my darling. They will all be revealed tonight when the Christmas Tree is lit, no 

doubt. 

 

Nora. Did you remember to invite Doctor Rank? 

 

Helmer. No. But there is no need; as a matter of course he will come to dinner with us. However, I will ask 

him when he comes in this morning. I have ordered some good wine. Nora, you can't think how I am looking 

forward to this evening. 

 

Nora. So am I! And how the children will enjoy themselves, Torvald! 

  

Helmer. It is splendid to feel that one has a perfectly safe appointment, and a big enough income. It's 

delightful to think of, isn't it? 

 

Nora. It's wonderful! 
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Helmer. Do you remember last Christmas? For a full three weeks beforehand you shut yourself up every 

evening till long after midnight, making ornaments for the Christmas Tree and all the other fine things that 

were to be a surprise to us. It was the dullest three weeks I ever spent! 

 

Nora. I didn't find it dull. 

 

Helmer (smiling). But there was precious little result, Nora. 

 

Nora. Oh, you shouldn't tease me about that again. How could I help the cat's going in and tearing everything 

to pieces? 

 

Helmer. Of course you couldn't, poor little girl. You had the best of intentions to please us all, and that's the 

main thing. But it is a good thing that our hard times are over. 

 

Nora. Yes, it is really wonderful. 

 

Helmer. This time I needn't sit here and be dull all alone, and you needn't ruin your dear eyes and your pretty 

little hands— 

 

Nora (clapping her hands). No, Torvald, I needn't any longer, need I! It's wonderfully lovely to hear you say 

so! (Taking his arm.) Now I will tell you how I have been thinking we ought to arrange things, Torvald. As 

soon as Christmas is over—(A bell rings in the hall.) There's the bell. (She tidies the room a little.) There's 

someone at the door. What a nuisance! 

 

Helmer. If it is a caller, remember I am not at home. 
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Maid (in the doorway). A lady to see you, ma'am,—a stranger. 

 

Nora. Ask her to come in. 

 

Maid (to HELMER). The doctor came at the same time, sir. 

 

Helmer. Did he go straight into my room? 

 

Maid. Yes, sir. 

 

(HELMER goes into his room. The MAID ushers in MRS. LINDE, who is in traveling dress, and shuts the 

door.) 

 

Mrs Linde (in a dejected and timid voice). How do you do, Nora? 

 

Nora (doubtfully). How do you do— 

 

Mrs. Linde. You don't recognize me, I suppose. 

 

Nora No, I don't know—yes, to be sure, I seem to—(Suddenly.) Yes! Christine! Is it really you? 

 

Mrs. Linde. Yes, it is I. 
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Nora. Christine! To think of my not recognising you! And yet how could I—(In a gentle voice.) How you 

have altered, Christine! 

 

Mrs. Linde. Yes, I have indeed. In nine, ten long years— 

 

Nora. Is it so long since we met? I suppose it is. The last eight years have been a happy time for me, I can tell 

you. And so now you have come into the town, and have taken this long journey in winter—that was plucky 

of you. 

 

Mrs. Linde. I arrived by steamer this morning. 

 

Nora. To have some fun at Christmas-time, of course. How delightful! We will have such fun together! But 

take off your things. You are not cold, I hope. (Helps her.) Now we will sit down by the stove, and be cosy. 

No, take this arm-chair; I will sit here in the rocking-chair. (Takes her hands.) Now you look like your old self 

again; it was only the first moment—You are a little paler, Christine, and perhaps a little thinner. 

 

Mrs. Linde. And much, much older, Nora. 

 

Nora. Perhaps a little older; very, very little; certainly not much. (Stops suddenly and speaks seriously.) What 

a thoughtless creature I am, chattering away like this. My poor, dear Christine, do forgive me. 

 

Mrs. Linde. What do you mean, Nora? 

 

Nora (gently). Poor Christine, you are a widow. 
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Mrs. Linde. Yes; it is three years ago now. 

 

Nora. Yes, I knew; I saw it in the papers. I assure you, Christine, I meant ever so often to write to you at the 

time, but I always put it off and something always prevented me. 

 

Mrs. Linde. I quite understand, dear. 

 

Nora. It was very bad of me, Christine. Poor thing, how you must have suffered. And he left you nothing? 

 

Mrs. Linde. No. 

 

Nora. And no children? 

 

Mrs. Linde. No. 

 

Nora. Nothing at all, then? 

 

Mrs. Linde. Not even any sorrow or grief to live upon. 

 

Nora (looking incredulously at her). But, Christine, is that possible? 
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Mrs. Linde (smiles sadly and strokes her hair). It sometimes happens, Nora. 

 

Nora. So you are quite alone. How dreadfully sad that must be. I have three lovely children. You can't see 

them just now, for they are out with their nurse. But now you must tell me all about it. 

 

Mrs. Linde. No, no; I want to hear about you. 

 

Nora. No, you must begin. I mustn't be selfish today; today I must only think of your affairs. But there is one 

thing I must tell you. Do you know we have just had a great piece of good luck? 

 

Mrs. Linde. No, what is it? 

 

Nora. Just fancy, my husband has been made manager of the Bank! 

 

Mrs. Linde. Your husband? What good luck! 

 

Nora. Yes tremendous! A barrister's profession is such an uncertain thing, especially if he won't undertake 

unsavoury cases; and naturally Torvald has never been willing to do that, and I quite agree with him. You 

may imagine how pleased we are! He is to take up his work in the Bank at the New Year, and then he will 

have a big salary and lots of commissions. For the future we can live quite differently—we can do just as we 

like. I feel so relieved and so happy, Christine! It will be splendid to have heaps of money and not need to 

have any anxiety, won't it? 

 

Mrs. Linde. Yes, anyhow I think it would be delightful to have what one needs. 
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Nora. No, not only what one needs, but heaps and heaps of money. 

 

Mrs. Linde (smiling). Nora, Nora, haven't you learnt sense yet? In our schooldays you were a great 

spendthrift. 

 

Nora (laughing). Yes, that is what Torvald says now. (Wags her finger at her.) But "Nora, Nora" is not so silly 

as you think. We have not been in a position for me to waste money. We have both had to work. 

 

Mrs. Linde. You too? 

 

Nora. Yes; odds and ends, needlework, crochet-work, embroidery, and that kind of thing. (Dropping her 

voice.) And other things as well. You know Torvald left his office when we were married? There was no 

prospect of promotion there, and he had to try and earn more than before. But during the first year he 

overworked himself dreadfully. You see, he had to make money every way he could, and he worked early and 

late; but he couldn't stand it, and fell dreadfully ill, and the doctors said it was necessary for him to go south. 

 

Mrs. Linde. You spent a whole year in Italy, didn't you? 

 

Nora. Yes. It was no easy matter to get away, I can tell you. It was just after Ivar was born; but naturally we 

had to go. It was a wonderfully beautiful journey, and it saved Torvald's life. But it cost a tremendous lot of 

money, Christine. 

 

Mrs. Linde. So I should think. 

 

Nora. It cost about two hundred and fifty pounds. That's a lot, isn't it? 
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Mrs. Linde. Yes, and in emergencies like that it is lucky to have the money. 

 

Nora. I ought to tell you that we had it from papa. 

 

Mrs. Linde. Oh, I see. It was just about that time that he died, wasn't it? 

 

Nora. Yes; and, just think of it, I couldn't go and nurse him. I was expecting little Ivar's birth every day and I 

had my poor sick Torvald to look after. My dear, kind father—I never saw him again, Christine. That was the 

saddest time I have known since our marriage. 

 

Mrs. Linde. I know how fond you were of him. And then you went off to Italy? 

 

Nora. Yes; you see we had money then, and the doctors insisted on our going, so we started a month later. 

 

Mrs. Linde. And your husband came back quite well? 

 

Nora. As sound as a bell! 

 

Mrs Linde. But—the doctor? 

 

Nora. What doctor? 

 

Mrs Linde. I thought your maid said the gentleman who arrived here just as I did, was the doctor? 
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Nora. Yes, that was Doctor Rank, but he doesn't come here professionally. He is our greatest friend, and 

comes in at least once every day. No, Torvald has not had an hour's illness since then, and our children are 

strong and healthy and so am I. (Jumps up and claps her hands.) Christine! Christine! it's good to be alive and 

happy!—But how horrid of me; I am talking of nothing but my own affairs. (Sits on a stool near her, and rests 

her arms on her knees.) You mustn't be angry with me. Tell me, is it really true that you did not love your 

husband? Why did you marry him? 

  

Mrs. Linde. My mother was alive then, and was bedridden and helpless, and I had to provide for my two 

younger brothers; so I did not think I was justified in refusing his offer. 

 

Nora. No, perhaps you were quite right. He was rich at that time, then? 

 

Mrs. Linde. I believe he was quite well off. But his business was a precarious one; and, when he died, it all 

went to pieces and there was nothing left. 

 

Nora. And then?— 

 

Mrs. Linde. Well, I had to turn my hand to anything I could find—first a small shop, then a small school, and 

so on. The last three years have seemed like one long working-day, with no rest. Now it is at an end, Nora. 

My poor mother needs me no more, for she is gone; and the boys do not need me either; they have got 

situations and can shift for themselves. 

 

Nora. What a relief you must feel it— 

 

Mrs. Linde. No, indeed; I only feel my life unspeakably empty. No one to live for any more. (Gets up 

restlessly.) That is why I could not stand the life in my little backwater any longer. I hope it may be easier 

here to find something which will busy me and occupy my thoughts. If only I could have the good luck to get 

some regular work—office work of some kind— 
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Nora. But, Christine, that is so frightfully tiring, and you look tired out now. You had far better go away to 

some watering-place. 

 

Mrs. Linde (walking to the window). I have no father to give me money for a journey, Nora. 

 

Nora (rising). Oh, don't be angry with me. 

 

Mrs. Linde (going up to her). It is you that must not be angry with me, dear. The worst of a position like mine 

is that it makes one so bitter. No one to work for, and yet obliged to be always on the look-out for chances. 

One must live, and so one becomes selfish. When you told me of the happy turn your fortunes have taken—

you will hardly believe it—I was delighted not so much on your account as on my own. 

 

Nora. How do you mean?—Oh, I understand. You mean that perhaps Torvald could get you something to do. 

 

Mrs. Linde. Yes, that was what I was thinking of. 

 

Nora. He must, Christine. Just leave it to me; I will broach the subject very cleverly—I will think of 

something that will please him very much. It will make me so happy to be of some use to you. 

 

Mrs. Linde. How kind you are, Nora, to be so anxious to help me! It is doubly kind in you, for you know so 

little of the burdens and troubles of life. 

 

Nora. I—? I know so little of them? 

 

Mrs Linde (smiling). My dear! Small household cares and that sort of thing!—You are a child, Nora. 
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Nora (tosses her head and crosses the stage). You ought not to be so superior. 

 

Mrs. Linde. No? 

 

Nora. You are just like all the others. They all think that I am incapable of anything really serious— 

 

Mrs. Linde. Come, come— 

 

Nora.—that I have gone through nothing in this world of cares. 

 

Mrs. Linde. But, my dear Nora, you have just told me all your troubles. 

 

Nora. Pooh!—those were trifles. (Lowering her voice.) I have not told you the important thing. 

 

Mrs. Linde. The important thing? What do you mean? 

 

Nora. You look down upon me altogether, Christine—but you ought not to. You are proud, aren't you, of 

having-worked so hard and so long for your mother? 

 

Mrs. Linde. Indeed, I don't look down on any one. But it is true that I am both proud and glad to think that I 

was privileged to make the end of my mother's life almost free from care. 
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Nora. And you are proud to think of what you have done for your brothers. 

 

Mrs. Linde. I think I have the right to be. 

 

Nora. I think so, too. But now, listen to this; I too have something to be proud and glad of. 

 

Mrs. Linde. I have no doubt you have. But what do you refer to? 

 

Nora. Speak low. Suppose Torvald were to hear! He mustn't on any account—no one in the world must know, 

Christine, except you. 

 

Mrs. Linde. But what is it? 

 

Nora. Come here. (Pulls her down on the sofa beside her.) Now I will show you that I too have something to 

be proud and glad of. It was I who saved Torvald's life. 

 

Mrs. Linde. "Saved"? How? 

 

Nora. I told you about our trip to Italy. Torvald would never have recovered if he had not gone there— 

 

Mrs. Linde. Yes, but your father gave you the necessary funds. 

 

Nora (smiling). Yes, that is what Torvald and all the others think, but— 
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Mrs. Linde. But.— 

 

Nora. Papa didn't give us a shilling. It was I who procured the money. 

 

Mrs. Linde. You? All that large sum? 

 

Nora. Two hundred and fifty pounds. What do you think of that? 

 

Mrs. Linde. But, Nora, how could you possibly do it? Did you win a prize in the Lottery? 

 

Nora (contemptuously). In the Lottery? There would have been no credit in that. 

 

Mrs. Linde. But where did you get it from, then? 

 

Nora (humming and smiling with an air of mystery). Hm, hu! Aha! 

 

Mrs. Linde. Because you couldn't have borrowed it. 

 

Nora. Couldn't I? Why not? 
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Mrs. Linde. No, a wife cannot borrow without her husband's consent. 

 

Nora (tossing her head). Oh, if it is a wife who has any head for business—a wife who has the wit to be a little 

bit clever— 

 

Mrs. Linde. I don't understand it at all, Nora. 

 

Nora. There is no need you should. I never said I had borrowed the money. I may have got it some other way. 

(Lies back on the sofa.) Perhaps I got it from some other admirer. When anyone is as attractive as I am— 

 

Mrs. Linde. You are a mad creature. 

 

Nora. Now, you know you're full of curiosity, Christine. 

 

Mrs. Linde. Listen to me, Nora dear. Haven't you been a little bit imprudent? 

 

Nora (sits up straight). Is it imprudent to save your husband's life? 

 

Mrs. Linde. It seems to me imprudent, without his knowledge, to— 

 

Nora. But it was absolutely necessary that he should not know! My goodness, can't you understand that? It 

was necessary he should have no idea what a dangerous condition he was in. It was to me that the doctors 

came and said that his life was in danger, and that the only thing to save him was to live in the south. Do you 

suppose I didn't try, first of all, to get what I wanted as if it were for myself? I told him how much I should 

love to travel abroad like other young wives; I tried tears and entreaties with him; I told him that he ought to 
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remember the condition I was in, and that he ought to be kind and indulgent to me; I even hinted that he might 

raise a loan. That nearly made him angry, Christine. He said I was thoughtless, and that it was his duty as my 

husband not to indulge me in my whims and caprices—as I believe he called them. Very well, I thought, you 

must be saved—and that was how I came to devise a way out of the difficulty— 

 

Mrs. Linde. And did your husband never get to know from your father that the money had not come from 

him? 

 

Nora. No, never. Papa died just at that time. I had meant to let him into the secret and beg him never to reveal 

it. But he was so ill then—alas, there never was any need to tell him. 

 

Mrs. Linde. And since then have you never told your secret to your husband? 

 

Nora. Good Heavens, no! How could you think so? A man who has such strong opinions about these things! 

And besides, how painful and humiliating it would be for Torvald, with his manly independence, to know that 

he owed me anything! It would upset our mutual relations altogether; our beautiful happy home would no 

longer be what it is now. 

 

Mrs. Linde. Do you mean never to tell him about it? 

 

Nora (meditatively, and with a half smile.) Yes—some day, perhaps, after many years, when I am no longer 

as nice-looking as I am now. Don't laugh at me! I mean, of course, when Torvald is no longer as devoted to 

me as he is now; when my dancing and dressing-up and reciting have palled on him; then it may be a good 

thing to have something in reserve—(Breaking off,) What nonsense! That time will never come. Now, what 

do you think of my great secret, Christine? Do you still think I am of no use? I can tell you, too, that this affair 

has caused me a lot of worry. It has been by no means easy for me to meet my engagements punctually. I may 

tell you that there is something that is called, in business, quarterly interest, and another thing called payment 

in instalments, and it is always so dreadfully difficult to manage them. I have had to save a little here and 

there, where I could, you understand. I have not been able to put aside much from my housekeeping money, 

for Torvald must have a good table. I couldn't let my children be shabbily dressed; I have felt obliged to use 

up all he gave me for them, the sweet little darlings! 
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Mrs. Linde. So it has all had to come out of your own necessaries of life, poor Nora? 

 

Nora. Of course. Besides, I was the one responsible for it. Whenever Torvald has given me money for new 

dresses and such things, I have never spent more than half of it; I have always bought the simplest and 

cheapest things. Thank Heaven, any clothes look well on me, and so Torvald has never noticed it. But it was 

often very hard on me, Christine—because it is delightful to be really well dressed, isn't it? 

 

Mrs. Linde. Quite so. 

 

Nora. Well, then I have found other ways of earning money. Last winter I was lucky enough to get a lot of 

copying to do; so I locked myself up and sat writing every evening until quite late at night. Many a time I was 

desperately tired; but all the same it was a tremendous pleasure to sit there working and earning money. It was 

like being a man. 

 

Mrs. Linde. How much have you been able to pay off in that way? 

 

Nora. I can't tell you exactly. You see, it is very difficult to keep an account of a business matter of that kind. 

I only know that I have paid every penny that I could scrape together. Many a time I was at my wits' end. 

(Smiles.) Then I used to sit here and imagine that a rich old gentleman had fallen in love with me— 

 

Mrs. Linde. What! Who was it? 

 

Nora. Be quiet!—that he had died; and that when his will was opened it contained, written in big letters, the 

instruction: "The lovely Mrs. Nora Helmer is to have all I possess paid over to her at once in cash." 
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Mrs. Linde. But, my dear Nora—who could the man be? 

 

Nora. Good gracious, can't you understand? There was no old gentleman at all; it was only something that I 

used to sit here and imagine, when I couldn't think of any way of procuring money. But it's all the same now; 

the tiresome old person can stay where he is, as far as I am concerned; I don't care about him or his will 

either, for I am free from care now. (Jumps up.) My goodness, it's delightful to think of, Christine! Free from 

care! To be able to be free from care, quite free from care; to be able to play and romp with the children; to be 

able to keep the house beautifully and have everything just as Torvald likes it! And, think of it, soon the 

spring will come and the big blue sky! Perhaps we shall be able to take a little trip—perhaps I shall see the sea 

again! Oh, it's a wonderful thing to be alive and be happy. (A bell is heard in the hall.) 

 

Mrs. Linde (rising). There is the bell; perhaps I had better go. 

 

Nora. No, don't go; no one will come in here; it is sure to be for Torvald. 

 

Servant (at the hall door). Excuse me, ma'am—there is a gentleman to see the master, and as the doctor is 

with him— 

 

Nora. Who is it? 

 

Krogstad (at the door). It is I, Mrs. Helmer. (Mrs. LINDE starts, trembles, and turns to the window.) 

 

Nora (takes a step towards him, and speaks in a strained low voice). You? What is it? What do you want to 

see my husband about? 

 

Krogstad. Bank business—in a way. I have a small post in the Bank, and I hear your husband is to be our 

chief now— 
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Nora. Then it is— 

 

Krogstad. Nothing but dry business matters, Mrs. Helmers; absolutely nothing else. 

 

Nora. Be so good as to go into the study then. (She bows indifferently to him and shuts the door into the hall; 

then comes back and makes up the fire in the stove.) 

 

Mrs. Linde. Nora—who was that man? 

 

Nora. A lawyer, of the name of Krogstad. 

 

Mrs. Linde. Then it really was he. 

 

Nora. Do you know the man? 

 

Mrs. Linde. I used to—many years ago. At one time he was a solicitor's clerk in our town. 

 

Nora. Yes, he was. 

 

Mrs. Linde. He is greatly altered. 
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Nora. He made a very unhappy marriage. 

 

Mrs. Linde. He is a widower now, isn't he? 

 

Nora. With several children. There now, it is burning up. (Shuts the door of the stove and moves the rocking-

chair aside.) 

 

Mrs. Linde. They say he carries on various kinds of business. 

 

Nora. Really! Perhaps he does; I don't know anything about it. But don't let us think of business; it is so 

tiresome. 

 

Doctor Rank (comes out of HELMER'S study. Before he shuts the door he calls to him). No, my dear fellow, 

I won't disturb you; I would rather go in to your wife for a little while. (Shuts the door and sees Mrs. LINDE.) 

I beg your pardon; I am afraid I am disturbing you too. 

 

Nora. No, not at all. (Introducing him.) Doctor Rank, Mrs. Linde. 

 

Rank. I have often heard Mrs. Linde's name mentioned here. I think I passed you on the stairs when I arrived, 

Mrs. Linde? 

 

Mrs. Linde. Yes, I go up very slowly; I can't manage stairs well. 

 

Rank. Ah! some slight internal weakness? 
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Mrs. Linde. No, the fact is I have been overworking myself. 

 

Rank. Nothing more than that? Then I suppose you have come to town to amuse yourself with our 

entertainments? 

 

Mrs. Linde. I have come to look for work. 

 

Rank. Is that a good cure for overwork? 

 

Mrs. Linde. One must live, Doctor Rank. 

 

Rank. Yes, the general opinion seems to be that it is necessary. 

 

Nora. Look here, Doctor Rank—you know you want to live. 

 

Rank. Certainly. However wretched I may feel, I want to prolong the agony as long as possible. All my 

patients are like that. And so are those who are morally diseased; one of them, and a bad case, too, is at this 

very moment with Helmer— 

 

Mrs. Linde (sadly). Ah! 

 

Nora. Whom do you mean? 
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Rank. A lawyer of the name of Krogstad, a fellow you don't know at all. He suffers from a diseased moral 

character, Mrs. Helmer; but even he began talking of its being highly important that he should live. 

 

Nora. Did he? What did he want to speak to Torvald about? 

 

Rank. I have no idea; I only heard that it was something about the Bank. 

 

Nora. I didn't know this—what's his name—Krogstad had anything to do with the Bank. 

 

Rank. Yes, he has some sort of appointment there. (To Mrs. LINDE.) I don't know whether you find also in 

your part of the world that there are certain people who go zealously snuffing about to smell out moral 

corruption, and, as soon as they have found some, put the person concerned into some lucrative position 

where they can keep their eye on him. Healthy natures are left out in the cold. 

 

Mrs. Linde. Still I think the sick are those who most need taking care of. 

 

Rank (shrugging his shoulders). Yes, there you are. That is the sentiment that is turning Society into a sick-

house. 

 

(NORA, who has been absorbed in her thoughts, breaks out into smothered laughter and claps her hands.) 

 

Rank. Why do you laugh at that? Have you any notion what Society really is? 
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Nora. What do I care about tiresome Society? I am laughing at something quite different, something 

extremely amusing. Tell me, Doctor Rank, are all the people who are employed in the Bank dependent on 

Torvald now? 

 

Rank. Is that what you find so extremely amusing? 

 

Nora (smiling and humming). That's my affair! (Walking about the room.) It's perfectly glorious to think that 

we have—that Torvald has so much power over so many people. (Takes the packet from her pocket.) Doctor 

Rank, what do you say to a macaroon? 

 

Rank. What, macaroons? I thought they were forbidden here. 

 

Nora. Yes, but these are some Christine gave me. 

 

Mrs. Linde. What! I?— 

 

Nora. Oh, well, don't be alarmed! You couldn't know that Torvald had forbidden them. I must tell you that he 

is afraid they will spoil my teeth. But, bah!—once in a way—That's so, isn't it, Doctor Rank? By your leave! 

(Puts a macaroon into his mouth.) You must have one too, Christine. And I shall have one, just a little one—

or at most two. (Walking about.) I am tremendously happy. There is just one thing in the world now that I 

should dearly love to do. 

 

Rank. Well, what is that? 

 

Nora. It's something I should dearly love to say, if Torvald could hear me. 
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Rank. Well, why can't you say it? 

 

Nora, No, I daren't; it's so shocking. 

 

Mrs. Linde. Shocking? 

 

Rank. Well, I should not advise you to say it. Still, with us you might. What is it you would so much like to 

say if Torvald could hear you? 

 

Nora. I should just love to say—Well, I'm damned! 

 

Rank. Are you mad? 

 

Mrs. Linde. Nora, dear—! 

 

Rank. Say it, here he is! 

 

Nora (hiding the packet). Hush! Hush! Hush! (HELMER comes out of his room, with his coat over his arm 

and his hat in his hand.) 

 

Nora. Well, Torvald dear, have you got rid of him? 

 

Helmer. Yes, he has just gone. 
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Nora. Let me introduce you—this is Christine, who has come to town. 

 

Helmer. Christine—? Excuse me, but I don't know— 

 

Nora. Mrs. Linde, dear; Christine Linde. 

 

Helmer. Of course. A school friend of my wife's, I presume? 

 

Mrs. Linde. Yes, we have known each other since then. 

 

Nora. And just think, she has taken a long journey in order to see you. 

 

Helmer. What do you mean? 

 

Mrs. Linde. No, really, I— 

 

Nora. Christine is tremendously clever at book-keeping, and she is frightfully anxious to work under some 

clever man, so as to perfect herself— 

 

Helmer. Very sensible, Mrs. Linde. 
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Nora. And when she heard you had been appointed manager of the Bank—the news was telegraphed, you 

know—she traveled here as quick as she could, Torvald, I am sure you will be able to do something for 

Christine, for my sake, won't you? 

 

Helmer. Well, it is not altogether impossible. I presume you are a widow, Mrs. Linde? 

 

Mrs. Linde. Yes. 

 

Helmer. And have had some experience of bookkeeping? 

 

Mrs. Linde. Yes, a fair amount. 

 

Helmer. Ah! well it's very likely I may be able to find something for you— 

 

Nora (clapping her hands). What did I tell you? What did I tell you? 

 

Helmer. You have just come at a fortunate moment, Mrs. Linde. 

 

Mrs. Linde. How am I to thank you? 

 

Helmer. There is no need. (Puts on his coat.) But today you must excuse me— 

 

Rank. Wait a minute; I will come with you. (Brings his fur coat from the hall and warms it at the fire.) 
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Nora. Don't be long away, Torvald dear. 

 

Helmer. About an hour, not more. 

 

Nora. Are you going too, Christine? 

 

Mrs. Linde (putting on her cloak). Yes, I must go and look for a room. 

 

Helmer. Oh, well then, we can walk down the street together. 

 

Nora (helping her). What a pity it is we are so short of space here; I am afraid it is impossible for us— 

 

Mrs. Linde. Please don't think of it! Good-bye, Nora dear, and many thanks. 

 

Nora. Good-bye for the present. Of course you will come back this evening. And you too, Dr. Rank. What do 

you say? If you are well enough? Oh, you must be! Wrap yourself up well. (They go to the door all talking 

together. Children's voices are heard on the staircase.) 

 

Nora. There they are. There they are! (She runs to open the door. The NURSE comes in with the children.) 

Come in! Come in! (Stoops and kisses them.) Oh, you sweet blessings! Look at them, Christine! Aren't they 

darlings? 

 

Rank. Don't let us stand here in the draught. 
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Helmer. Come along, Mrs. Linde; the place will only be bearable for a mother now! 

 

(RANK, HELMER, and MRS. LINDE go downstairs. The NURSE comes forward with the children; NORA 

shuts the hall door.) 

 

Nora. How fresh and well you look! Such red cheeks!—like apples and roses. (The children all talk at once 

while she speaks to them.) Have you had great fun? That's splendid! What, you pulled both Emmy and Bob 

along on the sledge?—both at once?—that was good. You are a clever boy, Ivar. Let me take her for a little, 

Anne. My sweet little baby doll! (Takes the baby from the MAID and dances it up and down.) Yes, yes, 

mother will dance with Bob too. What! Have you been snow-balling? I wish I had been there too! No, no, I 

will take their things off, Anne; please let me do it, it is such fun. Go in now, you look half frozen. There is 

some hot coffee for you on the stove. 

 

(The NURSE goes into the room on the left. Nora takes off the children's things and throws them about, while 

they all talk to her at once.) 

 

Nora. Really! Did a big dog run after you? But it didn't bite you? No, dogs don't bite nice little dolly children. 

You mustn't look at the parcels, Ivar. What are they? Ah, I daresay you would like to know. No, no—it's 

something nasty! Come, let us have a game. What shall we play at? Hide and Seek? Yes, we'll play Hide and 

Seek. Bob shall hide first. Must I hide? Very well, I'll hide first. (She and the children laugh and shout, and 

romp in and out of the room; at last Nora hides under the table the children rush in and look for her, but do not 

see her; they hear her smothered laughter run to the table, lift up the cloth and find her. Shouts of laughter. 

She crawls forward and pretends to frighten them. Fresh laughter. Meanwhile there has been a knock at the 

hall door, but none of them has noticed it. The door is half opened, and KROGSTAD appears. He waits a 

little; the game goes on.) 

 

Krogstad. Excuse me, Mrs. Helmer. 

 

Nora (with a stifled cry, turns round and gets up on to her knees). Ah! what do you want? 
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Krogstad. Excuse me, the outer door was ajar; I suppose someone forgot to shut it. 

 

Nora (rising). My husband is out, Mr. Krogstad. 

 

Krogstad. I know that. 

 

Nora. What do you want here, then? 

 

Krogstad. A word with you. 

 

Nora. With me?—(To the children, gently.) Go in to nurse. What? No, the strange man won't do mother any 

harm. When he has gone we will have another game. (She takes the children into the room on the left, and 

shuts the door after them.) You want to speak to me? 

 

Krogstad. Yes, I do. 

 

Nora. Today? It is not the first of the month yet. 

 

Krogstad. No, it is Christmas Eve, and it will depend on yourself what sort of a Christmas you will spend. 

 

Nora. What do you want? Today it is absolutely impossible for me— 
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Krogstad. We won't talk about that till later on. This is something different. I presume you can give me a 

moment? 

 

Nora. Yes—yes, I can—although— 

 

Krogstad. Good. I was in Olsen's Restaurant and saw your husband going down the street— 

 

Nora. Yes? 

 

Krogstad. With a lady. 

 

Nora. What then? 

 

Krogstad. May I make so bold as to ask if it was a Mrs. Linde? 

 

Nora. It was. 

 

Krogstad. Just arrived in town? 

 

Nora. Yes, today. 

 

Krogstad. She is a great friend of yours, isn't she? 
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Nora: She is. But I don't see— 

 

Krogstad. I knew her too, once upon a time. 

 

Nora. I am aware of that. 

 

Krogstad. Are you? So you know all about it; I thought as much. Then I can ask you, without beating about 

the bush—is Mrs. Linde to have an appointment in the Bank? 

 

Nora. What right have you to question me, Mr. Krogstad?—You, one of my husband's subordinates! But 

since you ask, you shall know. Yes, Mrs. Linde is to have an appointment. And it was I who pleaded her 

cause, Mr. Krogstad, let me tell you that. 

 

Krogstad. I was right in what I thought, then. 

 

Nora (walking up and down the stage). Sometimes one has a tiny little bit of influence, I should hope. 

Because one is a woman, it does not necessarily follow that—. When anyone is in a subordinate position, Mr. 

Krogstad, they should really be careful to avoid offending anyone who—who— 

 

Krogstad. Who has influence? 

 

Nora. Exactly. 
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Krogstad (changing his tone). Mrs. Helmer, you will be so good as to use your influence on my behalf. 

 

Nora. What? What do you mean? 

 

Krogstad. You will be so kind as to see that I am allowed to keep my subordinate position in the Bank. 

 

Nora. What do you mean by that? Who proposes to take your post away from you? 

 

Krogstad. Oh, there is no necessity to keep up the pretence of ignorance. I can quite understand that your 

friend is not very anxious to expose herself to the chance of rubbing shoulders with me; and I quite 

understand, too, whom I have to thank for being turned off. 

 

Nora. But I assure you— 

 

Krogstad. Very likely; but, to come to the point, the time has come when I should advise you to use your 

influence to prevent that. 

 

Nora. But, Mr. Krogstad, I have no influence. 

 

Krogstad. Haven't you? I thought you said yourself just now— 

 

Nora. Naturally I did not mean you to put that construction on it. I! What should make you think I have any 

influence of that kind with my husband? 
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Krogstad. Oh, I have known your husband from our student days. I don't suppose he is any more unassailable 

than other husbands. 

 

Nora. If you speak slightly of my husband, I shall turn you out of the house. 

 

Krogstad. You are bold, Mrs. Helmer. 

 

Nora. I am not afraid of you any longer, As soon as the New Year comes, I shall in a very short time be free 

of the whole thing. 

 

Krogstad (controlling himself). Listen to me, Mrs. Helmer. If necessary, I am prepared to fight for my small 

post in the Bank as if I were fighting for my life. 

 

Nora. So it seems. 

 

Krogstad. It is not only for the sake of the money; indeed, that weighs least with me in the matter. There is 

another reason—well, I may as well tell you. My position is this. I daresay you know, like everybody else, 

that once, many years ago, I was guilty of an indiscretion. 

 

Nora. I think I have heard something of the kind. 

 

Krogstad. The matter never came into court; but every way seemed to be closed to me after that. So I took to 

the business that you know of. I had to do something; and, honestly, don't think I've been one of the worst. 

But now I must cut myself free from all that. My sons are growing up; for their sake I must try and win back 

as much respect as I can in the town. This post in the Bank was like the first step up for me—and now your 

husband is going to kick me downstairs again into the mud. 
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Nora. But you must believe me, Mr. Krogstad; it is not in my power to help you at all. 

 

Krogstad. Then it is because you haven't the will; but I have means to compel you. 

 

Nora. You don't mean that you will tell my husband that I owe you money? 

 

Krogstad. Hm!—suppose I were to tell him? 

 

Nora. It would be perfectly infamous of you. (Sobbing.) To think of his learning my secret, which has been 

my joy and pride, in such an ugly, clumsy way—that he should learn it from you! And it would put me in a 

horribly disagreeable position— 

 

Krogstad. Only disagreeable? 

 

Nora (impetuously). Well, do it, then!—and it will be the worse for you. My husband will see for himself 

what a blackguard you are, and you certainly won't keep your post then. 

 

Krogstad. I asked you if it was only a disagreeable scene at home that you were afraid of? 

 

Nora. If my husband does get to know of it, of course he will at once pay you what is still owing, and we shall 

have nothing more to do with you. 
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Krogstad (coming a step nearer). Listen to me, Mrs. Helmer. Either you have a very bad memory or you know 

very little of business. I shall be obliged to remind you of a few details. 

 

Nora. What do you mean? 

 

Krogstad. When your husband was ill, you came to me to borrow two hundred and fifty pounds. 

 

Nora. I didn't know any one else to go to. 

 

Krogstad. I promised to get you that amount— 

 

Nora. Yes, and you did so. 

 

Krogstad. I promised to get you that amount, on certain conditions. Your mind was so taken up with your 

husband's illness, and you were so anxious to get the money for your journey, that you seem to have paid no 

attention to the conditions of our bargain. Therefore it will not be amiss if I remind you of them. Now, I 

promised to get the money on the security of a bond which I drew up. 

 

Nora. Yes, and which I signed. 

 

Krogstad. Good. But below your signature there were a few lines constituting your father a surety for the 

money; those lines your father should have signed. 

 

Nora. Should? He did sign them. 
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Krogstad. I had left the date blank; that is to say your father should himself have inserted the date on which he 

signed the paper. Do you remember that? 

 

Nora. Yes, I think I remember— 

 

Krogstad. Then I gave you the bond to send by post to your father. Is that not so? 

 

Nora. Yes. 

 

Krogstad. And you naturally did so at once, because five or six days afterwards you brought me the bond with 

your father's signature. And then I gave you the money. 

 

Nora. Well, haven't I been paying it off regularly? 

 

Krogstad. Fairly so, yes. But—to come back to the matter in hand—that must have been a very trying time for 

you, Mrs. Helmer? 

 

Nora. It was, indeed. 

 

Krogstad. Your father was very ill, wasn't he? 

 

Nora. He was very near his end. 
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Krogstad. And died soon afterwards? 

 

Nora. Yes. 

 

Krogstad. Tell me, Mrs. Helmer, can you by any chance remember what day your father died?—on what day 

of the month, I mean. 

 

Nora. Papa died on the 29th of September. 

 

Krogstad. That is correct; I have ascertained it for myself. And, as that is so, there is a discrepancy (taking a 

paper from his pocket) which I cannot account for. 

 

Nora. What discrepancy? I don't know— 

 

Krogstad. The discrepancy consists, Mrs. Helmer, in the fact that your father signed this bond three days after 

his death. 

 

Nora. What do you mean? I don't understand— 

 

Krogstad. Your father died on the 29th of September. But, look here; your father dated his signature the 2nd 

of October. It is a discrepancy, isn't it? (NORA is silent.) Can you explain it to me? (NORA is still silent.) It is 

a remarkable thing, too, that the words "2nd of October," as well as the year, are not written in your father's 

handwriting but in one that I think I know. Well, of course it can be explained; your father may have forgotten 

to date his signature, and someone else may have dated it haphazard before they knew of his death. There is 
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no harm in that. It all depends on the signature of the name; and that is genuine, I suppose, Mrs. Helmer? It 

was your father himself who signed his name here? 

 

Nora (after a short pause, throws her head up and looks defiantly at him). No, it was not. It was I that wrote 

papa's name. 

 

Krogstad. Are you aware that is a dangerous confession? 

 

Nora. In what way? You shall have your money soon. 

 

Krogstad. Let me ask you a question; why did you not send the paper to your father? 

 

Nora. It was impossible; papa was so ill. If I had asked him for his signature, I should have had to tell him 

what the money was to be used for; and when he was so ill himself I couldn't tell him that my husband's life 

was in danger—it was impossible. 

 

Krogstad. It would have been better for you if you had given up your trip abroad. 

 

Nora. No, that was impossible. That trip was to save my husband's life; I couldn't give that up. 

 

Krogstad. But did it never occur to you that you were committing a fraud on me? 

 

Nora. I couldn't take that into account; I didn't trouble myself about you at all. I couldn't bear you, because 

you put so many heartless difficulties in my way, although you knew what a dangerous condition my husband 

was in. 
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Krogstad. Mrs. Helmer, you evidently do not realise clearly what it is that you have been guilty of. But I can 

assure you that my one false step, which lost me all my reputation, was nothing more or nothing worse than 

what you have done. 

 

Nora. You? Do you ask me to believe that you were brave enough to run a risk to save your wife's life. 

 

Krogstad. The law cares nothing about motives. 

 

Nora. Then it must be a very foolish law. 

 

Krogstad. Foolish or not, it is the law by which you will be judged, if I produce this paper in court. 

 

Nora. I don't believe it. Is a daughter not to be allowed to spare her dying father anxiety and care? Is a wife 

not to be allowed to save her husband's life? I don't know much about law; but I am certain that there must be 

laws permitting such things as that. Have you no knowledge of such laws—you who are a lawyer? You must 

be a very poor lawyer, Mr. Krogstad. 

 

Krogstad. Maybe. But matters of business—such business as you and I have had together—do you think I 

don't understand that? Very well. Do as you please. But let me tell you this—if I lose my position a second 

time, you shall lose yours with me. (He bows, and goes out through the hall.) 

 

Nora (appears buried in thought for a short time, then tosses her head). Nonsense! Trying to frighten me like 

that!—I am not so silly as he thinks. (Begins to busy herself putting the children's things in order.) And yet—

? No, it's impossible! I did it for love's sake. 
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The Children (in the doorway on the left.) Mother, the stranger man has gone out through the gate. 

 

Nora. Yes, dears, I know. But, don't tell anyone about the stranger man. Do you hear? Not even papa. 

 

Children. No, mother; but will you come and play again? 

 

Nora. No no,—not now. 

 

Children. But, mother, you promised us. 

 

Nora. Yes, but I can't now. Run away in; I have such a lot to do. Run away in, sweet little darlings. (She gets 

them into the room by degrees and shuts the door on them; then sits down on the sofa, takes up a piece of 

needlework and sews a few stitches, but soon stops.) No! (Throws down the work, gets up, goes to the hall 

door and calls out.) Helen, bring the Tree in. (Goes to the table on the left, opens a drawer, and stops again.) 

No, no! it is quite impossible! 

 

Maid (coming in with the Tree). Where shall I put it, ma'am? 

 

Nora. Here, in the middle of the floor. 

 

Maid. Shall I get you anything else? 

 

Nora. No, thank you. I have all I want. 
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[Exit MAID 

 

Nora (begins dressing the tree). A candle here—and flowers here—. The horrible man! It's all nonsense—

there's nothing wrong. The Tree shall be splendid! I will do everything I can think of to please you, 

Torvald!—I will sing for you, dance for you—(HELMER comes in with some papers under his arm.) Oh! are 

you back already? 

 

Helmer. Yes. Has anyone been here? 

 

Nora. Here? No. 

 

Helmer. That is strange. I saw Krogstad going out of the gate. 

 

Nora. Did you? Oh yes, I forgot Krogstad was here for a moment. 

 

Helmer. Nora, I can see from your manner that he has been here begging you to say a good word for him. 

 

Nora. Yes. 

 

Helmer. And you were to appear to do it of your own accord; you were to conceal from me the fact of his 

having been here; didn't he beg that of you too? 

 

Nora. Yes, Torvald, but— 
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Helmer. Nora, Nora, and you would be a party to that sort of thing? To have any talk with a man like that, and 

give him any sort of promise? And to tell me a lie into the bargain? 

 

Nora. A lie—? 

 

Helmer. Didn't you tell me no one had been here? (Shakes his finger at her.) My little song-bird must never do 

that again. A song-bird must have a clean beak to chirp with—no false notes! (Puts his arm round her waist.) 

That is so, isn't it? Yes, I am sure it is. (Lets her go.) We will say no more about it. (Sits down by the stove.) 

How warm and snug it is here! (Turns over his papers.) 

 

Nora (after a short pause, during which she busies herself with the Christmas Tree). Torvald! 

 

Helmer. Yes. 

 

Nora: I am looking forward tremendously to the fancy dress ball at the Stensborgs' the day after tomorrow. 

 

Helmer. And I am tremendously curious to see what you are going to surprise me with. 

 

Nora. It was very silly of me to want to do that. 

 

Helmer. What do you mean? 

 

Nora. I can't hit upon anything that will do; everything I think of seems so silly and insignificant. 
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Helmer. Does my little Nora acknowledge that at last? 

 

Nora (standing behind his chair with her arms on the back of it). Are you very busy, Torvald? 

 

Helmer. Well— 

 

Nora. What are all those papers? 

 

Helmer. Bank business. 

 

Nora. Already? 

 

Helmer. I have got authority from the retiring manager to undertake the necessary changes in the staff and in 

the rearrangement of the work; and I must make use of the Christmas week for that, so as to have everything 

in order for the new year. 

 

Nora. Then that was why this poor Krogstad— 

 

Helmer. Hm! 

 

Nora (leans against the back of his chair and strokes his hair). If you hadn't been so busy I should have asked 

you a tremendously big favour, Torvald. 
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Helmer. What is that? Tell me. 

 

Nora. There is no one has such good taste as you. And I do so want to look nice at the fancy-dress ball. 

Torvald, couldn't you take me in hand and decide what I shall go as, and what sort of a dress I shall wear? 

 

Helmer. Aha! so my obstinate little woman is obliged to get someone to come to her rescue? 

 

Nora. Yes, Torvald, I can't get along a bit without your help. 

 

Helmer Very well, I will think it over, we shall manage to hit upon something. 

 

Nora. That is nice of you. (Goes to the Christmas Tree. A short pause.) How pretty the red flowers look—. 

But, tell me, was it really something very bad that this Krogstad was guilty of? 

 

Helmer. He forged someone's name. Have you any idea what that means? 

 

Nora. Isn't it possible that he was driven to do it by necessity? 

 

Helmer. Yes; or, as in so many cases, by imprudence. I am not so heartless as to condemn a man altogether 

because of a single false step of that kind. 

 

Nora. No you wouldn't, would you, Torvald? 
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Helmer. Many a man has been able to retrieve his character, if he has openly confessed his fault and taken his 

punishment. 

 

Nora. Punishment—? 

 

Helmer. But Krogstad did nothing of that sort; he got himself out of it by a cunning trick, and that is why he 

has gone under altogether. 

 

Nora. But do you think it would—? 

 

Helmer. Just think how a guilty man like that has to lie and play the hypocrite with everyone, how he has to 

wear a mask in the presence of those near and dear to him, even before his own wife and children. And about 

the children—that is the most terrible part of it all, Nora. 

Nora. How? 

Helmer. Because such an atmosphere of lies infects and poisons the whole life of a home. Each breath the 

children take in such a house is full of the germs of evil. 

Nora (coming nearer him). Are you sure of that? 

 

Helmer. My dear, I have often seen it in the course of my life as a lawyer. Almost everyone who has gone to 

the bad early in life has had a deceitful mother. 

 

Nora. Why do you only say—mother? 

 

Helmer. It seems most commonly to be the mother's influence, though naturally a bad father's would have the 

same result. Every lawyer is familiar with the fact. This Krogstad, now, has been persistently poisoning his 

own children with lies and dissimulation; that is why I say he has lost all moral character. (Holds out his 
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hands to her.) That is why my sweet little Nora must promise me not to plead his cause. Give me your hand 

on it. Come, come, what is this? Give me your hand. There now, that's settled. I assure you it would be quite 

impossible for me to work with him; I literally feel physically ill when I am in the company of such people. 

 

Nora (takes her hand out of his and goes to the opposite side of the Christmas Tree). How hot it is in here; and 

I have such a lot to do. 

 

Helmer (getting up and putting his papers in order). Yes, and I must try and read through some of these before 

dinner; and I must think about your costume, too. And it is just possible I may have something ready in gold 

paper to hang up on the Tree. (Puts his hand on her head.) My precious little singing-bird! (He goes into his 

room and shuts the door after him.) 

 

Nora (after a pause, whispers). No, no—it isn't true. It's impossible; it must be impossible. 

 

(The NURSE opens the door on the left.) 

 

Nurse. The little ones are begging so hard to be allowed to come in to mamma. 

 

Nora. No, no, no! Don't let them come in to me! You stay with them, Anne. 

 

Nurse. Very well, ma'am. (Shuts the door.) 

Nora (pale with terror). Deprave my little children? Poison my home? (A short pause. Then she tosses her 

head.) It's not true. It can't possibly be true. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/henrik-ibsen/play/a-dolls-house/act-i 

https://americanliterature.com/author/henrik-ibsen/play/a-dolls-house/act-i
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When Did Time Really Begin? The Little Loophole in the Big Bang 

A pleasurable warping of the figuring faculty to contemplate what was there before the before. 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

“Time says ‘Let there be,'” Ursula K. Le Guin wrote shortly before her death in her splendid “Hymn to 

Time,” saluting the invisible dimension that pervades and encompasses the whole of life: “the radiance of 

each bright galaxy. And eyes beholding radiance. And the gnats’ flickering dance. And the seas’ expanse. 

And death, and chance.” 

But what does time say of the time before there was anything to let be, the time before being? 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/04/23/ursula-k-le-guin-hymn-to-time-janna-levin/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/04/23/ursula-k-le-guin-hymn-to-time-janna-levin/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0553176986/braipick-20
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“The concept of time has no meaning before the beginning of the universe,” Stephen Hawking wrote in his 

groundbreaking 1988 book A Brief History of Time (public library) — a work of such far-reaching and 

lasting impact that it awakened the popular imagination to the fundamental physics of reality and, thirty years 

later, inspired one of the most beautiful and poignant poems of all time. 

In the foreword to the final edition of the book published in his lifetime, Hawking quoted Richard Feynman’s 

exultation at how fortunate we are to live in an age when we are still discovering the fundamental laws of 

nature. Inevitably, this means we are still understanding the nature of time. As we come closer and closer to 

accepting that the universe might be not infinite but finite, and that Einstein’s relativity, as revolutionary as it 

was, has important limitations, the notion that time began at the Big Bang singularity has begun to dissolve 

into something more complex — and more thrilling: We might say that in the beginning of time, there was no 

time; but we might equally say that in the beginning of time, there was only time. (Borges touched the poetic 

truth behind and before the scientific fact in his exquisite refutation of time.) 

In this invigorating PBS segment, New York-based Australian astrophysicist Matt O’Dowd delves into the 

science and splendor of when time actually began and what that illuminates about the nature of a universe 

which contains everything we know, including the mind that does the knowing, yet one which we are still 

getting to know: 

In this next segment, O’Dowd considers the possibilities, as presently understood, of what might have 

happened before the Big Bang: 

Complement with science historian James Gleick on how our cultural obsession with the scientific 

impossibility of time travel illuminates the central mystery of consciousness, then treat yourself to Nina 

Simone’s meditation on time and poet Marie Howe’s stunning ode to Hawking’s singularity. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/05/25/beginning-of-time/?mc_cid=ce021ef0af&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0553176986/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/brief-history-of-time-stephen-hawking-with-leonard-mlodinow/oclc/861864891&referer=brief_results
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/23/singularity-marie-howe-animated/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/01/27/janna-levin-how-the-universe-got-its-spots-infinity/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/05/29/eddington-einstein-janna-levin/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/05/29/eddington-einstein-janna-levin/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/09/19/a-new-refutation-of-time-borges/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/09/27/james-gleick-time-travel/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/09/27/james-gleick-time-travel/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/02/21/nina-simone-time/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/23/singularity-marie-howe-animated/
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The Fireworks 

by Tom Disch 

 

Issue no. 135 (Summer 1995) 

One moment the sky is its usual dark, 

Dimensionless self, and the next, with a double burst— 

Two spreading spheres of radiance, phosphor 

Chrysanthemums—it is shown to be as large 

In every direction as any mathematician 

Might wish, an infinite emptiness 

In which all trajectories are possible. 

We groundlings gasp in sympathy 

With each new illumination, becoming, 

Momentarily, a mob of Archimedes 

And Pythagorases, to whom the heavens 

Have opened to reveal axiom after axiom 

Of higher geometry. 

                                In the chord 

Of that communal Eureka a deeper secret 

Trembles to be released, a sphere 

That is only hinted at by the explosions 

We are sharing: the sphere of our selves, 

Gathered here beside the lake, unknown 

To each other in the darkness, united 

Not by any common task but by the great Ah! 

Of this awareness of something so large, 

So high, so lucid, and-this must enter 

Into it-so potentially lethal, too. 

For this might be Sarajevo, 

And not the Founh of July, and we might be 

Receiving these messages instead of sending them. 

Our dark streets might be filled with anatomy 

Lessons like Dr. Tulp's, our separate 

Intelligences sliced open like white gourds, 

Our dazzling blood sprayed across the movie screen 

Of eternity, each mayfly life allotted 

Only this single expression of glory, 

Before the night sky resumes its usual 

Everlastingly cool demeanor, 

All instruction spent. 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=a22949e310&e=d538c8f2e0
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                                Ah, but the god 

Of holidays has been kind. He has unveiled 

Only as much of his terror as will strike us 

As seeming lovely in a largely abstract way, 

Celestial bouquets with no stench of decay— 

Though as the display continues 

And the smoke accumulates above, to mirror, 

In its tangled wreathes, each new flare, 

We do become aware of a gunpowdery smell, 

And we know there's a cost for this pleasure. 

We gather up the cans and blankets, 

While we still can breathe, and go home 

To our TVs and the comfort of a shared delusion. 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=a22949e310&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=a22949e310&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=a22949e310&e=d538c8f2e0
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Navigating Crisis: On Asian American Solidarity in a Post-Covid America 

Daniel Tam-Claiborne on Alexander Chee, Jenny Zhang, and Writing Difference Through Dialogue 

By Daniel Tam-Claiborne 

 

October 20, 2020 

The stories we tell about ourselves say a lot about how we’d like to be seen. Here’s mine: 

Before it was the Pacific heir to the American century, China was an apparition lodged in the back of my 

throat. My mother, whose family fled China following the Japanese invasion in the mid-20th century, grew up 

in Cuba and came to America when she was six years old. She married—and, not long after, divorced—my 

father, an Anglo-American Jew, and I grew up the eldest of two children in a shared one-bedroom apartment 

in Brooklyn, New York. 

My identity as Chinese American has long been central to my “origin story,” but the truth is, there is an 

inherent tension between who I espouse to be and the person I am. For anyone who identifies as mixed race, 

this tension is all too familiar: being too much of one thing, too little of something else. Being mixed race 

means only ever having partial authority, and the very nature of my heritage has had the unintended effect of 

leading me to double down on race as a marker of identity. In other words, race is the primary lens through 

which I would want me, the protagonist of my own life, to be read. 

POC and marginalized writers often wrestle with an obligation to present race in their prose and have 

historically been seen as “writing on behalf” of their identity. I wanted to understand how other contemporary 

Asian American writers grapple with marking identity, and especially race, in their characters through choices 

in dialect or speech, and what, if anything, they can teach us about how Asian Americans can use their voice 

today. 

https://lithub.com/author/danieltamclaiborne/
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VIDEO FROM LIT HUB: 

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

Ad ends in 10s 

Next Video 

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

02:05 

× 

Next Video 

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

Cancel 

Autoplay is paused 

* 

Back in March, as coronavirus was seeping its way into every corner of American life, Chinese Americans in 

this country were facing a dual threat. Not only were they grappling, along with the rest of the world, with 

how to avoid the virus itself, they were also contending with growing racism. Hate crimes and incidents of 

harassment and discrimination surged. It wasn’t long before other Asian Americans began facing threats, too, 

lumped together with Chinese Americans by a bigotry that refuses to know the difference. Cataloging these 

incidents, the poet and essayist Cathy Park Hong wrote, “We don’t have coronavirus. We are coronavirus.” 

Of course, history tells us that this kind of bigotry is not new; it is a virulent, corrosive force that has merely 

been amplified by the crisis. I was concerned for the Asian Americans in my life, and none more so than my 

mother. 

My experience within the Asian American community has largely been one of solidarity, of promoting a 

shared identity despite our differences. 

I’ve long embraced my mom’s immigrant story: the courage that comes with any attempt at reinventing one’s 

life far from home, the struggle of having to sacrifice to ensure a better life for me and my sister. And so, 

when I heard about the increasing frequency of anti-Asian discrimination, I was certain that my mom would 

have a similar sense of outrage. But her reaction couldn’t have been more different. She told me that while 

she did not condone acts of racism against Chinese Americans, she was furious at Chinese people. 

https://lithub.com/black-stories-matter-terrion-williamson-and-jabari-asim-on-narrative-during-the-george-floyd-protests/
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“They brought the virus over here,” she said. “They should be the ones to blame.” 

My experience within the Asian American community has largely been one of solidarity, of promoting a 

shared identity despite our differences. But the way my mom was talking reminded me of the splintered and 

sometimes fraught history of what it means to be Asian American in this country. I was confused and 

frustrated by the apparent double standard at play. The basis of anti-Asian racism is that Asians belong in 

Asia, no matter how many generations it’s been since we left. What made animosity against these Chinese—

whom right-wing media was quick to vilify—any different from rationalizing the hostility that my mom and 

her parents experienced when they first immigrated to America? But when I asked my mom about it, she just 

shook her head. “We’re not those kinds of Chinese.” 

I was reminded of the way that language can sometimes be used as a wedge between groups, even groups 

that, on the surface, would appear to have more in common than they do apart. This sometimes charged 

dynamic between hyphenated and foreign-born Asian Americans is accentuated in Ruth Ozeki’s A Tale for 

the Time Being. The novel alternates sections between two narrators: Nao, a 16-year-old in Tokyo who keeps 

a diary, and Ruth, a Japanese American writer living on an island off British Columbia who finds the diary 

washed up on shore. 

For the first-person narrator, Nao, the question of racial identity is clear. Using the convention of the diary as 

a means of self-introduction, Nao tells us that she lives in Japan and that her parents are Japanese. And yet, 

because she grew up in America and because she is not completely fluent in Japanese, Nao also feels 

estranged from her nationality and her surroundings. Rather than see herself as Japanese, Nao identifies as 

American. Ozeki writes: “…I don’t have any memory of Japan from when I was a baby. As far as I’m 

concerned, my whole life started and ended in Sunnyvale, which makes me American.” 

This insistent marking of identity contrasts sharply with the way we learn about Ruth. When Ozeki describes 

Ruth’s character traits, instead of marking her race, she first indicates her profession and the fact that she is a 

pet owner. Ozeki writes, “Ruth was a novelist, and novelists, Oliver [her husband] asserted, should have cats 

and books.” The first explicit indication of Ruth’s identity is when Ozeki explains where Ruth found the 

diary, at the south end of the beach below “Jap Ranch.” Ozeki writes, “The old homestead, one of the most 

beautiful places on the island, had once belonged to a Japanese family, who were forced to sell when they 

were interned during the war….Once Ruth heard the nickname, she stubbornly persisted in using it. As a 

person of Japanese ancestry, she said, she had the right, and it was important not to let New Age correctness 

erase the history of the island.” 

Interestingly, it is only in the context of a political argument—who can and cannot use certain words—that 

we learn of Ruth’s heritage. Perhaps this is because in her normal day-to-day life, Ruth can afford to take her 

“Japanese-ness” for granted. From the description Ozeki provides, being Japanese is not the most salient part 

of Ruth’s identity, especially compared with some of the other characters she lives with on the island. 

Perhaps Ozeki is arguing for something intrinsic and true about American identity as well: that foreignness, in 

any form, needs to be exposed. 

Later in the novel, Ruth introduces us to Akira and his wife Kimi, who co-own the Japanese restaurant 

Arigato Sushi in an area called “The Liver.” Here, Ozeki tells us that the two emigrated to Canada from 

Japan, so we know their ethnicity, but it is further substantiated in Kimi’s speech. Ozeki writes, “Okuma City 

https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780143124870
https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780143124870
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wasn’t very special…but it was our hometown. Now nobody can live there. Our friends, family, everybody 

had to evacuate. Walk out of their homes. Leave everything behind. Not even time to wash the dishes. We 

invited our relatives to come here. We told them Canada is safe. No guns. But they don’t want to come. For 

them, this is not home.” 

Though it’s not hyper-obvious, Kimi’s speech is written with an accented diction, in short staccato phrases, 

punctuated with fragments meant to mimic a non-native speaker. Ozeki sets up a dichotomy between Ruth 

and Kimi, both women of Japanese ancestry, but described in very different ways: one with her ethnicity and 

racial background veiled, the other exposed outright. This seems to suggest that there is an implicit hierarchy 

present with respect to language fluency; those who choose not to identify as Japanese can decide when to be 

conscious about race, a privilege not afforded to the more-recently immigrated Japanese characters who are 

defined by their racial make-up. 

It might also go on to explain why Nao, halfway through the novel, begins to pick up on the one phrase that 

her great-grandmother Jiko uses in English: superpower. Ozeki writes, “She was talking in Japanese, but she 

used the English word, superpower, only when she said it, it sounded like supah-pawah. Really 

fast. Supapawa. Or more like SUPAPAWA—!”While this accented speech is employed partly for comic 

effect, it also hints at a subtle power play; Nao is trying to set herself apart from her grandmother on account 

of her self-imposed American identity. Like Ruth, Nao begins to pick up on irregularities in speech and draws 

attention to what bucks up against the norm. 

Ozeki seems to suggest that Nao’s “Americanness”—like Ruth’s—is manifested by the ability and need to 

locate difference. Strange speech is pointed out or endearingly mocked. Identity is verbalized and made 

explicit. Perhaps Ozeki is not only making a point about marking “othered” identities but is arguing for 

something intrinsic and true about American identity as well: that foreignness, in any form, needs to be 

exposed. 

* 

After the brutal murder of George Floyd on May 25, the conversation in the Asian American community 

shifted again, this time not around being the victims of racial discrimination, but rather, being complicit in it. 

Tou Thao, the Hmong American police offer, who stood idly by as his partner Derek Chauvin knelt on 

George Floyd’s neck, became a symbol of Asian American silence on the issue of racial discrimination in the 

Black community. 

The model minority myth has been used to minimize the role that racism plays in the persistent struggles of 

other racial and ethnic groups, especially Black Americans. Asian Americans are caught between the 

perception that we are inevitably foreign and the temptation that we can be allied with white people in a 

country built on white supremacy. As a result, anti-Black racism runs deep in Asian American communities. 

The model minority myth has been used to minimize the role that racism plays in the persistent struggles of 

other racial and ethnic groups, especially Black Americans. 

Asian Americans are loath to speak out against these implicit hierarchies because doing so would jeopardize 

an already precarious position in the United States, one in which survival has always been conditional. 
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Sometimes, this lack of language comes out of an inability to hold power in the way that native speakers do, 

and other times it is for the sake of shielding loved ones from those conversations as a form of filial piety. 

In “You Fell into the River and I Saved You!” the final story in Jenny Zhang’s short story collection Sour 

Heart, Cristina, a Chinese American woman, is on the eve of flying from New York to Paris for an English 

teaching job. She and her parents are having a conversation about crime rates in Brooklyn compared with 

France when her dad says: “It’s even worse over there…. It’s all reversed because their suburbs are our 

Brooklyn. Dou shi hei ren he a la bo ren. You won’t see many French kids in your classes, I’m guessing.” It 

translates to “they are all black people and Arabs,” referring to Cristina’s would-be students. Cristina 

responds by thinking to herself, “I had been offended by his insinuation. They’re all French over there. 

It’s France.” 

Though Cristina is clearly put off by her father’s comment, she is unwilling to tell us directly. She 

intentionally obscures the more astringent reality of the English phrase. By writing this line, and no other, in 

Mandarin, Zhang tries to shelter Cristina’s father from the prejudice of an “outside” reader. In doing so, she 

also signals in Chinese people who may, perhaps, be more understanding and sympathetic of racism and 

discrimination within the Asian community. 

But Cristina, like so many real Asian Americans, never says the thing out loud. She never makes manifest to 

her parents the feelings she has about the casual racism that is so pervasive. If Cristina did, she might have 

been able to undo some of the racial hierarchy that she and her family had been complicit in maintaining. 

Asian Americans, whether meaning to or not, have long perpetuated anti-Black statements and stereotypes. 

And my family is no exception. I grew up hearing relatives, family friends, and even my mom make subtle, 

even explicitly charged comments about the Black community. Many of the same Chinese Americans who 

spoke out so vocally on anti-Asian racism from coronavirus have been suspiciously quiet when it comes to 

Floyd’s murder. But if we don’t help other oppressed communities in their time of need, how can we expect 

anyone to help us in ours? 

* 

Alexander Chee’s collection of nonfiction essays, How to Write an Autobiographical Novel, wrestles with the 

theme of repetition and reclarifying identity. We learn very soon into the collection that Chee is mixed race 

Korean American, that he is gay, and that he was raised in a middle-class household in a small town in Maine. 

However, the degree to which all of these things manifest throughout the essay collection is uneven, and 

where Chee chooses to emphasize particular aspects of his identity is just as intentional as his omission or 

when he signals to the reader that he is two or more of these things simultaneously. 

I want to believe in a world where everyone has the opportunity to tell the stories about themselves that most 

accurately embody the way they wish to be seen. 

Alexander Chee’s identities are deployed strategically and intersectionally over the series of essays to develop 

and complicate his character. Not only do the identities build on themselves, but what we know about Chee at 

the outset of the book informs what we continue to still know to be true of him as the book progresses. 

https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780399589409
https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780399589409
https://bookshop.org/a/132/9781328764522
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But if we already know these things to be true about his narrator, why does Chee have to keep repeating 

himself at all? Putting aside the fact that each of these essays previously appeared individually and that it is 

necessary to introduce the reader to who the narrator is, there is still the reality that we rarely ever say 

anything a single time in a story. If we want the reader to understand a fight between a mother and a daughter, 

for example, it is necessary to remind the reader, again, what kind of mother the mother is—is she the kind 

who will threaten a daughter with a rolling pin or the kind who uses it to bake shortbread. 

The same needs to be true for the way we approach characterizing and marking identity. We are constantly 

raising the identity of our characters—in small and large ways—depending on the point we’re trying to make. 

Chee writes in “The Autobiography of My Novel,” that “I was still discovering that this identity—any 

identity, really—was unreliable precisely because it was self-made.” In his collection of essays, we see a 

plethora of “self-made identities”—but all versions of the same person. We must treat each of our characters, 

too, as if we are constantly scrutinizing their individual identities, highlighting, in essence, that which makes 

them human. 

* 

This idea of a “self-made identity” resonates a lot with me. I want to believe in a world where everyone has 

the opportunity to tell the stories about themselves that most accurately embody the way they wish to be seen. 

And I want to live in a world where people are judged on the basis of these stories. 

But I recognize that I am one of the lucky ones. Like Chee, my identity as a mixed-race person is mutable. I 

have the privilege to pick and choose the aspects of my story that fit the situation. While my intention is not at 

all to lessen the very real discrimination that affects the Asian American community, I can safely say that I 

have the opportunity to ascribe my identity in ways that can be accepted. In other words, I get to choose how I 

wish to be seen. 

But as the events of the last several months have made abundantly clear, not everyone has the ability to tell 

their story in the way that I can tell mine. There are people who don’t have the privilege of defining their own 

sense of self, whose identities are ascribed for them and by them by people in power. Sometimes, this 

perception on the basis of appearance and skin color comes without even the benefit of any kind of language 

at all—shot, strangled, or otherwise silenced—before their lives are forcefully and needlessly taken. 

Like Chee, my identity as a mixed-race person is mutable. I have the privilege to pick and choose the aspects 

of my story that fit the situation. 

The novelist and short story writer Viet Thanh Nguyen writes, “To the extent that we experience advantage 

because of our race, we are also complicit in holding up a system that disadvantages Black, brown and 

Indigenous people because of their race.” Those who are in a position of power have a responsibility not to 

repeat or maintain these cycles of subjugation. We must use our voice to uplift but also to reach across our 

differences. 

One of the only ways to truly write effectively about difference is through dialogue. We can’t assume we 

know someone’s intentions without the use of language. Ozeki, Zhang, and Chee have taught us that what we 

communicate and how we communicate it is meaningful and informs our job as writers: to ensure that every 

story has the right to be heard. 
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I call my mom every week now. It’s ironic that it took a pandemic for me to be more in touch with her now 

than I have since I left home for college at eighteen. Over the last several weeks, we’ve talked about the Black 

Lives Matter movement, trying to bridge a connection between the struggle of Black Americans in this 

country to the journey that my mother and her parents faced as new immigrants. I’ve had to learn more about 

our history as a result—a history of disrupters, activists, fighters, and, above all, survivors. I think of activist 

Grace Lee Boggs, who settled in Detroit and engaged in serious, radical organizing and theorizing with her 

Black husband, and Yuri Kochiyama, a Japanese American survivor of internment camps and prominent civil 

rights activist, who developed close relationships with Black activists. “We are all part of one another,” she 

once said. 

Every week, I pick up the phone, share articles, dialogue through difference. I haven’t convinced her all the 

way yet, but I’m not done trying. 

 

Daniel Tam-Claiborne 

Daniel Tam-Claiborne is the author of What Never Leaves and a contributor to the literary anthology, While 

We’re Here. His writing has appeared in The Huffington Post, Kitchen Work, The Shanghai Literary Review, 

LOST, Sage, and elsewhere. He has received honors and scholarships from the U.S. Fulbright Program, the 

New York State Summer Writers Institute, Kundiman, and the Yiddish Book Center. He holds an M.F.A. 

from the Program for Writers at Warren Wilson College and is currently writing a novel about identity, 

migration, and belonging, set against the backdrop of contemporary U.S.-China relations. 

 

https://lithub.com/navigating-crisis-on-asian-american-solidarity-in-a-post-covid-america/ 
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Signatures of universality beyond the mean number of topological defects 

No matter what you build or how much care you take building it, it would have defects. It seems it is a rule of 

nature: every time chaos gives way to order, from matter itself coming into existance in the very early 

universe to the formation of a crystal in a modern laboratory, defects appear. But defects are not always a bad 

thing, as semiconductor devices prove. In any case, when a phase transition occurs, understanding how 

defects appear is most important both in basic science and its technological applications. 

Thomas Kibble was not only famous for his involvement in the theoretical development of the Higgs 

mechanism. His research on phase transitions and topological defects is most significant. Actually, 

the Kibble-Zurek mechanism (KZM) is a paradigmatic theory to describe the dynamics across both classical 

continuous phase transitions. 

KZM describes the non-equilibrium dynamics and the formation of topological defects in a scenario of 

spontaneous symmetry breaking: a system which is driven through a continuous phase transition at finite rate. 

It is named after Kibble, who pioneered the study of domain structure formation in the early universe, 

and Wojciech H. Zurek, who related the number of defects it creates to the critical exponents of the transition 

and to how quickly the critical point is traversed. 

According to KZM, defects appear when a system in a disordered phase is thrown out of equilibrium into an 

ordered phase. Order does not appear in all the system at once, but in certain points, that then grow to form 

domains of volume that keep growing, eventually coming together. KZM predicts that the density of 

topological defects obeys a universal power-law with respect to the cooling rate (quench time) of the system. 

This power law behavior with the quench time, initially derived for classical systems, similarly describes the 

dynamics across quantum phase transitions. 

KZM has been extended to a variety of scenarios including nonlinear quenches, long-range interactions, and 

inhomogeneous phase transitions in both classical and quantum systems. The KZM model has also been 

experimentally tested in a in a wide variety of platforms. Still, despite this progress, the counting statistics of 

defects has not gone beyond its mean number. 

Now, a team of researchers has focused 1 on signatures of universality beyond the mean number of 

topological defects and showed that the full counting statistics of topological defects is actually universal. 

The same way the formation of vortices has been demonstrated by merging independent Bose-Einstein 

condensates, topological defects may form at the interface between multiple domains. Here lies the novelty of 

the approach: in framing the Kibble-Zurek picture as one in which a topological defect may nucleate at the 

junction of ordered domains. Or it may not. 2. Besides, the formation of topological defects at different 

locations is assumed to be independent and in each case the event of formation can be associated with 

a Bernoulli random variable. 

With these premises, the researchers find that the statistics of defects follows a binomial distribution 

associated with the probability of forming a topological defect at the locations where multiple domains merge. 

They also find that all cumulants of the distribution are predicted to exhibit a common universal power-law 

scaling with the quench time in which the transition is crossed, in other words, this power law is fixed by the 

conventional KZM scaling. Most interestingly, this is a testable prediction. 

http://feedproxy.google.com/~r/MappingIgnorance/~3/J6VJ2eiVeck/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Tom_W._B._Kibble
https://mappingignorance.org/2019/04/18/validity-of-the-inhomogeneous-kibble-zurek-mechanism-in-the-quantum-domain/his%20research%20on%20topological%20defects.
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Topological_defect
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Kibble%E2%80%93Zurek_mechanism
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Wojciech_H._Zurek
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Quantum_phase_transition
https://mail.google.com/mail/u/0/#m_-2556855074087626798_note-7010-1
https://mail.google.com/mail/u/0/#m_-2556855074087626798_note-7010-2
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bernoulli_distribution
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These findings motivate the quest for universal signatures in the counting statistics of topological defects 

across the wide variety of experiments used to test KZM dynamics, leading to a better understanding of how 

order appears in different systems, including the early universe. 

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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https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=43aeb406d8&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

Night of the Armadillo 

by Yusef Komunyakaa 
Issue no. 200 (Spring 2012) 

You huddle into a shield or breastplate, 

a whisper in the dark summoning your kin  

one by one along the frontier. In your kingdom, 

errant knight of undergrowth, even in your gut 

fear, you’re always on the verge of a new border 

or at the edge before crossing into the interior 

of false prophecies. Desert blooms or berries 

fall into marshy hush. Around a sharp curve 

planetary lights spring out of nothingness. 

How did you go wrong? With only blind faith 

& a dead star left in your eyes, where’s North 

America? You’ve been around eons, 

not knowing when you’ve left one age 

& entered another, but I found your Olympus 

of foolish odds in the modern world. 

Lovers in cars, delivery trucks make leaves 

tremble along the roadside. If you know this, 

little suitcase of guts & nails, 

you are still alive, 

even with your broken hinges. 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=43aeb406d8&e=d538c8f2e0


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                                 No. 543 november 2020 

 

69 

A Legend of Communipaw 

by Washington Irving 

 

TO THE EDITOR OF THE KNICKERBOCKER MAGAZINE. 

 

Sir, 

 

I observed in your last month's periodical, a communication from a Mr. VANDERDONK, giving some 

information concerning Communipaw. I herewith send you, Mr. Editor, a legend connected with that place; 

and am much surprised it should have escaped the researches of your very authentic correspondent, as it 

relates to an edifice scarcely less fated than the House of the Four Chimneys. I give you the legend in its 

crude and simple state, as I heard it related; it is capable, however, of being dilated, inflated, and dressed up 

into very imposing shape and dimensions. Should any of your ingenious contributors in this line feel inclined 

to take it in hand, they will find ample materials, collateral and illustrative, among the papers of the late 

Reinier Skaats, many years since crier of the court, and keeper of the City Hall, in the city of the Manhattoes; 

or in the library of that important and utterly renowned functionary, Mr. Jacob Hays, long time high 

constable, who, in the course of his extensive researches, has amassed an amount of valuable facts, to be 

rivalled only by that great historical collection, "The Newgate Calendar." 

 

Your humble servant, 

 

BARENT VAN SCHAICK. 

THE END. 

 

* * * * * * * * * * * * 

GUESTS FROM GIBBET ISLAND 

Whoever has visited the ancient and renowned village of Communipaw, may have noticed an old stone 

building, of most ruinous and sinister appearance. The doors and window-shutters are ready to drop from their 
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hinges; old clothes are stuffed in the broken panes of glass, while legions of half-starved dogs prowl about the 

premises, and rush out and bark at every passer-by; for your beggarly house in a village is most apt to swarm 

with profligate and ill-conditioned dogs. What adds to the sinister appearance of this mansion, is a tall frame 

in front, not a little resembling a gallows, and which looks as if waiting to accommodate some of the 

inhabitants with a well-merited airing. It is not a gallows, however, but an ancient sign-post; for this dwelling, 

in the golden days of Communipaw, was one of the most orderly and peaceful of village taverns, where all the 

public affairs of Communipaw were talked and smoked over. In fact, it was in this very building that Oloffe 

the Dreamer, and his companions, concerted that great voyage of discovery and colonization, in which they 

explored Buttermilk Channel, were nearly shipwrecked in the strait of Hell-gate, and finally landed on the 

Island of Manhattan, and founded the great city of New-Amsterdam. 

 

Even after the province had been cruelly wrested from the sway of their High Mightinesses, by the combined 

forces of the British and Yankees, this tavern continued its ancient loyalty. It is true, the head of the Prince of 

Orange disappeared from the sign; a strange bird being painted over it, with the explanatory legend of "DIE 

WILDE GANS," or The Wild Goose; but this all the world knew to be a sly riddle of the landlord, the worthy 

Teunis Van Gieson, a knowing man in a small way, who laid his finger beside his nose and winked, when any 

one studied the signification of his sign, and observed that his goose was hatching, but would join the flock 

whenever they flew over the water; an enigma which was the perpetual recreation and delight of the loyal but 

fat-headed burghers of Communipaw. 

 

Under the sway of this patriotic, though discreet and quiet publican, the tavern continued to flourish in 

primeval tranquillity, and was the resort of all true-hearted Nederlanders, from all parts of Pavonia; who met 

here quietly and secretly, to smoke and drink the downfall of Briton and Yankee, and success to Admiral Van 

Tromp. 

 

The only drawback on the comfort of the establishment, was a nephew of mine host, a sister's son, Yan Yost 

Vanderscamp by name, and a real scamp by nature. This unlucky whipster showed an early propensity to 

mischief, which he gratified in a small way, by playing tricks upon the frequenters of the Wild Goose; putting 

gunpowder in their pipes, or squibs in their pockets, and astonishing them with an explosion, while they sat 

nodding round the fire-place in the bar-room; and if perchance a worthy burgher from some distant part of 

Pavonia had lingered until dark over his potation, it was odds but that young Vanderscamp would slip a briar 

under his horse's tail, as he mounted, and send him clattering along the road, in neck-or-nothing style, to his 

infinite astonishment and discomfiture. 

 

It may be wondered at, that mine host of the Wild Goose did not turn such a graceless varlet out of doors; but 

Teunis Van Gieson was an easy-tempered man, and, having no child of his own, looked upon his nephew with 

almost parental indulgence. His patience and good-nature were doomed to be tried by another inmate of his 

mansion. This was a cross-grained curmudgeon of a negro, named Pluto, who was a kind of enigma in 
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Communipaw. Where he came from, nobody knew. He was found one morning, after a storm, cast like a sea-

monster on the strand, in front of the Wild Goose, and lay there, more dead than alive. The neighbors gathered 

round, and speculated on this production of the deep; whether it were fish or flesh, or a compound of both, 

commonly yclept a merman. The kind-hearted Teunis Van Gieson, seeing that he wore the human form, took 

him into his house, and warmed him into life. By degrees, he showed signs of intelligence, and even uttered 

sounds very much like language, but which no one in Communipaw could understand. Some thought him a 

negro just from Guinea, who had either fallen overboard, or escaped from a slave-ship. Nothing, however, 

could ever draw from him any account of his origin. When questioned on the subject, he merely pointed to 

Gibbet-Island, a small rocky islet, which lies in the open bay, just opposite to Communipaw, as if that were 

his native place, though every body knew it had never been inhabited. 

 

 

  

In the process of time, he acquired something of the Dutch language, that is to say, he learnt all its vocabulary 

of oaths and maledictions, with just words sufficient to string them together. "Donder en blicksen!" (thunder 

and lightning,) was the gentlest of his ejaculations. For years he kept about the Wild Goose, more like one of 

those familiar spirits, or household goblins, that we read of, than like a human being. He acknowledged 

allegiance to no one, but performed various domestic offices, when it suited his humor; waiting occasionally 

on the guests; grooming the horses, cutting wood, drawing water; and all this without being ordered. Lay any 

command on him, and the stubborn sea-urchin was sure to rebel. He was never so much at home, however, as 

when on the water, plying about in skiff or canoe, entirely alone, fishing, crabbing, or grabbing for oysters, 

and would bring home quantities for the larder of the Wild Goose, which he would throw down at the kitchen 

door, with a growl. No wind nor weather deterred him from launching forth on his favorite element: indeed, 

the wilder the weather, the more he seemed to enjoy it. If a storm was brewing, he was sure to put off from 

shore; and would be seen far out in the bay, his light skiff dancing like a feather on the waves, when sea and 

sky were all in a turmoil, and the stoutest ships were fain to lower their sails. Sometimes, on such occasions, 

he would be absent for days together. How he weathered the tempest, and how and where he subsisted, no one 

could divine, nor did any one venture to ask, for all had an almost superstitious awe of him. Some of the 

Communipaw oystermen declared that they had more than once seen him suddenly disappear, canoe and all, 

as if they plunged beneath the waves, and after a while come up again, in quite a different part of the bay; 

whence they concluded that he could live under water like that notable species of wild duck, commonly called 

the Hell-diver. All began to consider him in the light of a foul-weather bird, like the Mother Carey's Chicken, 

or Stormy Petrel; and whenever they saw him putting far out in his skiff, in cloudy weather, made up their 

minds for a storm. 

 

The only being for whom he seemed to have any liking, was Yan Yost Vanderscamp, and him he liked for his 

very wickedness. He in a manner took the boy under his tutelage, prompted him to all kinds of mischief, aided 

him in every wild, harum-scarum freak, until the lad became the complete scapegrace of the village; a pest to 

his uncle, and to every one else. Nor were his pranks confined to the land; he soon learned to accompany old 

Pluto on the water. Together these worthies would cruise about the broad bay, and all the neighboring straits 
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and rivers; poking around in skiffs and canoes; robbing the set-nets of the fishermen; landing on remote 

coasts, and laying waste orchards and water-melon patches; in short, carrying on a complete system of piracy, 

on a small scale, Piloted by Pluto, the youthful Vanderscamp soon became acquainted with all the bays, 

rivers, creeks, and inlets of the watery world around him; could navigate from the Hook to Spiting-devil on 

the darkest night, and learned to set even the terrors of Hell-gate at defiance. 

 

At length, negro and boy suddenly disappeared, and days and weeks elapsed, but without tidings of them. 

Some said they must have run away and gone to sea; others jocosely hinted, that old Pluto, being no other 

than his namesake in disguise, had spirited away the boy to the nether regions. All, however, agreed in one 

thing, that the village was well rid of them. 

 

In the process of time, the good Teunis Van Gieson slept with his fathers, and the tavern remained shut up, 

waiting for a claimant, for the next heir was Yan Yost Vanderscamp, and he had not been heard of for years. 

At length, one day, a boat was seen pulling for the shore, from a long, black, rakish-looking schooner, that lay 

at anchor in the bay. The boat's crew seemed worthy of the craft from which they debarked. Never had such a 

set of noisy, roistering, swaggering varlets landed in peaceful Communipaw. They were outlandish in garb 

and demeanor, and were headed by a rough, burly, bully ruffian, with fiery whiskers, a copper nose, a scar 

across his face, and a great Flaunderish beaver slouched on one side of his head, in whom, to their dismay, the 

quiet inhabitants were made to recognize their early pest, Yan Yost Vanderscamp. The rear of this hopeful 

gang was brought up by old Pluto, who had lost an eye, grown grizzly-headed, and looked more like a devil 

than ever. Vanderscamp renewed his acquaintance with the old burghers, much against their will, and in a 

manner not at all to their taste. He slapped them familiarly on the back, gave them an iron grip of the hand, 

and was hail fellow well met. According to his own account, he had been all the world over; had made money 

by bags full; had ships in every sea, and now meant to turn the Wild Goose into a country seat, where he and 

his comrades, all rich merchants from foreign parts, might enjoy themselves in the interval of their voyages. 

Sure enough, in a little while there was a complete metamorphose of the Wild Goose. From being a quiet, 

peaceful Dutch public house, it became a most riotous, uproarious private dwelling; a complete rendezvous 

for boisterous men of the seas, who came here to have what they called a "blow out" on dry land, and might 

be seen at all hours, lounging about the door, or lolling out of the windows; swearing among themselves, and 

cracking rough jokes on every passer-by. The house was fitted up, too, in so strange a manner: hammocks 

slung to the walls, instead of bedsteads; odd kinds of furniture, of foreign fashion; bamboo couches, Spanish 

chairs; pistols, cutlasses, and blunderbusses, suspended on every peg; silver crucifixes on the mantel-pieces, 

silver candle-sticks and porringers on the tables, contrasting oddly with the pewter and Delf ware of the 

original establishment. And then the strange amusements of these sea-monsters! Pitching Spanish dollars, 

instead of quoits; firing blunderbusses out of the window; shooting at a mark, or at any unhappy dog, or cat, 

or pig, or barn-door fowl, that might happen to come within reach. 
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The only being who seemed to relish their rough waggery, was old Pluto; and yet he led but a dog's life of it; 

for they practised all kinds of manual jokes upon him; kicked him about like a foot-ball; shook him by his 

grizzly mop of wool, and never spoke to him without coupling a curse by way of adjective to his name, and 

consigning him to the infernal regions. The old fellow, however, seemed to like them the better, the more they 

cursed him, though his utmost expression of pleasure never amounted to more than the growl of a petted bear, 

when his ears are rubbed. 

 

Old Pluto was the ministering spirit at the orgies of the Wild Goose; and such orgies as took place there! Such 

drinking, singing, whooping, swearing; with an occasional interlude of quarrelling and fighting. The noisier 

grew the revel, the more old Pluto plied the potations, until the guests would become frantic in their 

merriment, smashing every thing to pieces, and throwing the house out of the windows. Sometimes, after a 

drinking bout, they sallied forth and scoured the village, to the dismay of the worthy burghers, who gathered 

their women within doors, and would have shut up the house. Vanderscamp, however, was not to be rebuffed. 

He insisted on renewing acquaintance with his old neighbors, and on introducing his friends, the merchants, to 

their families; swore he was on the look-out for a wife, and meant, before he stopped, to find husbands for all 

their daughters. So, will-ye, nil-ye, sociable he was; swaggered about their best parlors, with his hat on one 

side of his head; sat on the good wife's nicely-waxed mahogany table, kicking his heels against the carved and 

polished legs; kissed and tousled the young vrouws; and, if they frowned and pouted, gave them a gold rosary, 

or a sparkling cross, to put them in good humor again. 

 

Sometimes nothing would satisfy him, but he must have some of his old neighbors to dinner at the Wild 

Goose. There was no refusing him, for he had got the complete upper-hand of the community, and the 

peaceful burghers all stood in awe of him. But what a time would the quiet, worthy men have, among these 

rake-hells, who would delight to astound them with the most extravagant gunpowder tales, embroidered with 

all kinds of foreign oaths; clink the can with them; pledge them in deep potations; bawl drinking songs in their 

ears; and occasionally fire pistols over their heads, or under the table, and then laugh in their faces, and ask 

them how they liked the smell of gunpowder. 

 

Thus was the little village of Communipaw for a time like the unfortunate wight possessed with devils; until 

Vanderscamp and his brother merchants would sail on another trading voyage, when the Wild Goose would 

be shut up, and every thing relapse into quiet, only to be disturbed by his next visitation. 

 

The mystery of all these proceedings gradually dawned upon the tardy intellects of Communipaw. These were 

the times of the notorious Captain Kidd, when the American harbors were the resorts of piratical adventurers 

of all kinds, who, under pretext of mercantile voyages, scoured the West Indies, made plundering descents 

upon the Spanish Main, visited even the remote Indian Seas, and then came to dispose of their booty, have 

their revels, and fit out new expeditions, in the English colonies. 
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Vanderscamp had served in this hopeful school, and having risen to importance among the bucaniers, had 

pitched upon his native village and early home, as a quiet, out-of-the-way, unsuspected place, where he and 

his comrades, while anchored at New York, might have their feasts, and concert their plans, without 

molestation. 

 

At length the attention of the British government was called to these piratical enterprises, that were becoming 

so frequent and outrageous. Vigorous measures were taken to check and punish them. Several of the most 

noted freebooters were caught and executed, and three of Vanderscamp's chosen comrades, the most riotous 

swash-bucklers of the Wild Goose, were hanged in chains on Gibbet-Island, in full sight of their favorite 

resort. As to Vanderscamp himself, he and his man Pluto again disappeared, and it was hoped by the people 

of Communipaw that he had fallen in some foreign brawl, or been swung on some foreign gallows. 

 

  

For a time, therefore, the tranquillity of the village was restored; the worthy Dutchmen once more smoked 

their pipes in peace, eying, with peculiar complacency, their old pests and terrors, the pirates, dangling and 

drying in the sun, on Gibbet-Island. 

 

This perfect calm was doomed at length to be ruffled. The fiery persecution of the pirates gradually subsided. 

Justice was satisfied with the examples that had been made, and there was no more talk of Kidd, and the other 

heroes of like kidney. On a calm summer evening, a boat, somewhat heavily laden, was seen pulling into 

Communipaw. What was the surprise and disquiet of the inhabitants, to see Yan Yost Vanderscamp seated at 

the helm, and his man Pluto tugging at the oars! Vanderscamp, however, was apparently an altered man. He 

brought home with him a wife, who seemed to be a shrew, and to have the upper-hand of him. He no longer 

was the swaggering, bully ruffian, but affected the regular merchant, and talked of retiring from business, and 

settling down quietly, to pass the rest of his days in his native place. 

 

The Wild Goose mansion was again opened, but with diminished splendor, and no riot. It is true, 

Vanderscamp had frequent nautical visitors, and the sound of revelry was occasionally overheard in his 

house; but every thing seemed to be done under the rose; and old Pluto was the only servant that officiated at 

these orgies. The visitors, indeed, were by no means of the turbulent stamp of their predecessors; but quiet, 

mysterious traders, full of nods, and winks, and hieroglyphic signs, with whom, to use their cant phrase, 

"every thing was smug." Their ships came to anchor at night in the lower bay; and, on a private signal, 

Vanderscamp would launch his boat, and accompanied solely by his man Pluto, would make them mysterious 

visits. Sometimes boats pulled in at night, in front of the Wild Goose, and various articles of merchandise 
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were landed in the dark, and spirited away, nobody knew whither. One of the more curious of the inhabitants 

kept watch, and caught a glimpse of the features of some of these night visitors, by the casual glance of a 

lantern, and declared that he recognized more than one of the freebooting frequenters of the Wild Goose, in 

former times; from whence he concluded that Vanderscamp was at his old game, and that this mysterious 

merchandise was nothing more nor less than piratical plunder. The more charitable opinion, however, was, 

that Vanderscamp and his comrades, having been driven from their old line of business, by the "oppressions 

of government," had resorted to smuggling to make both ends meet. 

 

Be that as it may: I come now to the extraordinary fact, which is the butt-end of this story. It happened late 

one night, that Yan Yost Vanderscamp was returning across the broad bay, in his light skiff, rowed by his 

man Pluto. He had been carousing on board of a vessel, newly arrived, and was somewhat obfuscated in 

intellect, by the liquor he had imbibed. It was a still, sultry night; a heavy mass of lurid clouds was rising in 

the west, with the low muttering of distant thunder. Vanderscamp called on Pluto to pull lustily, that they 

might get home before the gathering storm. The old negro made no reply, but shaped his course so as to skirt 

the rocky shores of Gibbet-Island. A faint creaking overhead caused Vanderscamp to cast up his eyes, when, 

to his horror, he beheld the bodies of his three pot companions and brothers in iniquity dangling in the 

moonlight, their rags fluttering, and their chains creaking, as they were slowly swung backward and forward 

by the rising breeze. 

 

"What do you mean, you blockhead!" cried Vanderscamp, "by pulling so close to the island?" 

 

"I thought you'd be glad to see your old friends once more," growled the negro; "you were never afraid of a 

living man, what do you fear from the dead?" 

 

"Who's afraid?" hiccupped Vanderscamp, partly heated by liquor, partly nettled by the jeer of the negro; 

"who's afraid! Hang me, but I would be glad to see them once more, alive or dead, at the Wild Goose. Come, 

my lads in the wind!" continued he, taking a draught, and flourishing the bottle above his head, "here's fair 

weather to you in the other world; and if you should be walking the rounds to-night, odds fish! but I'll be 

happy if you will drop in to supper." 

 

A dismal creaking was the only reply. The wind blew loud and shrill, and as it whistled round the gallows, 

and among the bones, sounded as if there were laughing and gibbering in the air. Old Pluto chuckled to 

himself, and now pulled for home. The storm burst over the voyagers, while they were yet far from shore. The 

rain fell in torrents, the thunder crashed and pealed, and the lightning kept up an incessant blaze. It was stark 

midnight, before they landed at Communipaw. 
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Dripping and shivering, Vanderscamp crawled homeward. He was completely sobered by the storm; the water 

soaked from without, having diluted and cooled the liquor within. Arrived at the Wild Goose, he knocked 

timidly and dubiously at the door, for he dreaded the reception he was to experience from his wife. He had 

reason to do so. She met him at the threshold, in a precious ill humor. 

 

"Is this a time," said she, "to keep people out of their beds, and to bring home company, to turn the house 

upside down?" 

 

"Company?" said Vanderscamp, meekly; "I have brought no company with me, wife." 

 

"No, indeed! they have got here before you, but by your invitation; and blessed-looking company they are, 

truly!" 

 

Vanderscamp's knees smote together. "For the love of heaven, where are they, wife?" 

 

"Where?--why, in the blue-room, up-stairs, making themselves as much at home as if the house were their 

own." 

  

Vanderscamp made a desperate effort, scrambled up to the room, and threw open the door. Sure enough, there 

at a table, on which burned a light as blue as brimstone, sat the three guests from Gibbet-Island, with halters 

round their necks, and bobbing their cups together, as if they were hob-or-nobbing, and trolling the old Dutch 

freebooter's glee, since translated into English: 
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"For three merry lads be we, And three merry lads be we; I on the land, and thou on the sand, And Jack on the 

gallows-tree." 

Vanderscamp saw and heard no more. Starting back with horror, he missed his footing on the landing-place, 

and fell from the top of the stairs to the bottom. He was taken up speechless, and, either from the fall or the 

fright, was buried in the yard of the little Dutch church at Bergen, on the following Sunday. 

From that day forward, the fate of the Wild Goose was sealed. It was pronounced a haunted house, and 

avoided accordingly. No one inhabited it but Vanderscamp's shrew of a widow, and old Pluto, and they were 

considered but little better than its hobgoblin visitors. Pluto grew more and more haggard and morose, and 

looked more like an imp of darkness than a human being. He spoke to no one, but went about muttering to 

himself; or, as some hinted, talking with the devil, who, though unseen, was ever at his elbow. Now and then 

he was seen pulling about the bay alone, in his skiff, in dark weather, or at the approach of night-fall; nobody 

could tell why, unless on an errand to invite more guests from the gallows. Indeed it was affirmed that the 

Wild Goose still continued to be a house of entertainment for such guests, and that on stormy nights, the blue 

chamber was occasionally illuminated, and sounds of diabolical merriment were overheard, mingling with the 

howling of the tempest. Some treated these as idle stories, until on one such night, it was about the time of the 

equinox, there was a horrible uproar in the Wild Goose, that could not be mistaken. It was not so much the 

sound of revelry, however, as strife, with two or three piercing shrieks, that pervaded every part of the village. 

Nevertheless, no one thought of hastening to the spot. On the contrary, the honest burghers of Communipaw 

drew their night-caps over their ears, and buried their heads under the bed-clothes, at the thoughts of 

Vanderscamp and his gallows companions. 

The next morning, some of the bolder and more curious undertook to reconnoitre. All was quiet and lifeless at 

the Wild Goose. The door yawned wide open, and had evidently been open all night, for the storm had beaten 

into the house. Gathering more courage from the silence and apparent desertion, they gradually ventured over 

the threshold. The house had indeed the air of having been possessed by devils. Every thing was topsy-turvy; 

trunks had been broken open, and chests of drawers and corner cupboards turned inside out, as in a time of 

general sack and pillage; but the most woful sight was the widow of Yan Yost Vanderscamp, extended a 

corpse on the floor of the blue-chamber, with the marks of a deadly gripe on the wind-pipe. 

All now was conjecture and dismay at Communipaw; and the disappearance of old Pluto, who was no where 

to be found, gave rise to all kinds of wild surmises. Some suggested that the negro had betrayed the house to 

some of Vanderscamp's bucaniering associates, and that they had decamped together with the booty; others 

surmised that the negro was nothing more nor less than a devil incarnate, who had now accomplished his 

ends, and made off with his dues. Events, however, vindicated the negro from this last imputation. His skiff 

was picked up, drifting about the bay, bottom upward, as if wrecked in a tempest; and his body was found, 

shortly afterward, by some Communipaw fishermen, stranded among the rocks of Gibbet-Island, near the foot 

of the pirates' gallows. The fishermen shook their heads, and observed that old Pluto had ventured once too 

often to invite Guests from Gibbet-Island. 

THE END. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/washington-irving/short-story/a-legend-of-communipaw 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/washington-irving/short-story/a-legend-of-communipaw
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I Long to Read More in the Book of You: Moomins Creator Tove Jansson’s Tender and Passionate 

Letters to the Love of Her Life 

“I’m so unused to being happy that I haven’t really come to terms with what it involves… I feel like a garden 

that’s finally been watered, so my flowers can bloom.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

“All things are so very uncertain, and that’s exactly what makes me feel reassured,” says Too-ticky, trying to 

comfort the lost and frightened Moomintroll under the otherworldly light of the aurora borealis. 

A decade after Tove Jansson (August 9, 1914–June 27, 2001) dreamt up her iconic Moomin series — one of 

those works of philosophy disguised as children’s books, populated by characters with the soulful wisdom of 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/09/29/too-ticky-quotes-tove-jansson/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/12/15/moomin-deluxe-tove-jansson-comics/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1517909570/braipick-20
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The Little Prince, the genial sincerity of Winnie-the-Pooh, and the irreverent curiosity of the Peanuts — she 

dreamt up Too-ticky, the sage of Moominvalley, warmhearted and eccentric and almost unbearably lovable. 

Too-ticky came aglow in Jansson’s artistic imagination from the same spark that galvanized Emily 

Dickinson’s poetry — her adoration of the woman who was already becoming the love of her life. 

Tove Jansson, 1956 (Tove Janssons arkiv / University of Minnesota Press) 

At the 1955 Christmas party of Helsinki’s Artists’ Guild, Jansson found herself drawn to the record player, 

impelled to take over the evening’s music. Another artist — the Seattle-born Finnish engraver, printmaker, 

and graphic arts pioneer Tuulikki “Tooti” Pietilä — was impelled to do the same. They shared the jubilant 

duty. I picture the two of them at the turntable, sipping spiced wine in rapt, bobbing deliberation over which 

of the year’s hits to put on next — the year when rock and roll had just been coined, the year of Nat King 

Cole’s “If I May,” Elvis’s “Baby Let’s Play House,” and Doris Day’s “Love Me or Leave Me.” I picture them 

glancing at each other with the thrill of that peculiar furtive curiosity edged with longing, having not a 

glimmering sense — for we only ever recognize the most life-altering moments in hindsight — that they were 

in the presence of great love, a love that would last a lifetime. Tove was forty-one, Tooti thirty-eight. They 

would remain together for the next half century, until death did them part. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/12/10/emily-dickinson-love-letters-susan-gilbert/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/12/10/emily-dickinson-love-letters-susan-gilbert/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/08/09/wislawa-symborska-great-love/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1517909570/braipick-20
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The tender delirium of their early love and the magmatic core of their lifelong devotion emanate from the 

pages of Letters from Tove (public library) — the altogether wonderful collection of Jansson’s 

correspondence with friends, family, and other artists, spanning her meditations on the creative process, her 

exuberant cherishment of the natural world and of what is best in human beings, her unfaltering love for 

Tooti. What emerges, above all, is the radiant warmth of her personhood — this person of such uncommon 

imagination, warmhearted humor, and stubborn buoyancy of spirit, always so thoroughly herself, who as a 

young woman had declared to her mother: 

I’ve got to become free myself if I’m to be free in my painting. 

Tove Janson: Smoking Girl. Self-

portrait, 1940. (National Galley Finland / private collection) 

In a soaring letter penned in the first days of their first summer together, while Tooti was on mainland Finland 

for a residency and Tove was home on the small island in the Borgå archipelago where she spent her 

summers, she writes: 

Beloved, 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1517909570/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/letters-from-tove/oclc/1122921994&referer=brief_results
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I miss you so dreadfully. Not in a desperate or melancholy way, because I know we shall soon be with each 

other again, but I feel at such a loss and just can’t get it into my head that you’re not around any more. This 

morning, half awake, I put a hand out to feel for you, then remembered you weren’t there, so I got up very 

quickly to escape the emptiness. And worked all day. 

After sharing the mundanities that make a shared life — mundanities radiating her sweetness of spirit: reports 

of bringing home some mud for the swallows from the nearby bay, reports of using up all the raisins, “all our 

raisins,” on a batch of the home-brewed Finnish kilju — she loops back to the bittersweetness of Tooti’s 

absence: 

It was a fine night, calm and quiet, and I still couldn’t take it in that you weren’t here, kept half turning round 

to see what you were doing or to say something to you. 

[…] 

Wherever I go on the island, you’re with me as my security and stimulation, your happiness and vitality are 

still here, everywhere. And if I left here, you would go with me. You see, I love you as if bewitched, yet at the 

same time with profound calm, and I’m not afraid of anything life has in store for us. 

 

Tove Jansson (University of Minnesota Press) 
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The following day — a gloomy, rainy day, with the encircling sea “grey and austere” — Tove tells Tooti that 

while hauling stones to build a fire terrace, she began conceiving of a new Moomin story — “a story about the 

sea and different sorts of solitude.” A decade later, that idea would become Pappan och havet, literally 

translated as “the father and the sea,” but published in English as Moominpappa at Sea — the most soulful 

and contemplative of the Moomin stories. (How much of the history of art and science is strewn with the 

private storms and solitudes of its creators, invisible to the eye that beholds the resulting creation — the 

echoes of Herman Melville’s unrequited love in Moby-Dick, the shadows of Ernst Haeckel’s staggering 

loss in his scientific obsession and its artistic halo, the ruddering role of Rachel Carson’s love for Dorothy 

in the making of the environmental movement.) 

 

Moominpappa at Sea, 1965 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0312608926/braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/02/13/herman-melville-nathaniel-hawthorne-love-letters/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/03/17/ernst-haeckel-radiolaria-film/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/03/17/ernst-haeckel-radiolaria-film/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/01/27/rachel-carson-silent-spring-dorothy-freeman/
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But even this grey solitude is aglow with Tove’s love for Tooti. In a passage from the same letter that begins 

with a poetic piece of koan-like logic, she writes: 

It always tends to be easier to go than to stay — even if you’re happy being with the one you are leaving. 

[…] 

Waiting is a sheer pleasure when it’s for you — and the calm awareness that all I have to do is add together a 

number of days, and we’ll see each other again. 

After a disarming veer into the pragmatic thoughtfulnesses that sweeten a shared life — “Thank you for the 

fly swatter my darling, it seems extremely effective.” — she adds: 

I’m so unused to being happy that I haven’t really come to terms with what it involves. Suddenly my arms are 

heaped full of new opportunities, new harmony, new expectations. I feel like a garden that’s finally been 

watered, so my flowers can bloom. 

A week later, as Tove patiently awaits her beloved but misses her more and more achingly, she echoes 

philosopher Simone Weil’s observation that “those who do not love each other are not separated” and writes: 

Summer is moving on through its stages and sometimes I feel so melancholy that you aren’t here. But perhaps 

it’s good to have a bit of distance between us. I know now that I couldn’t possibly be more attached to you, in 

a harmonious and happy way that can only grow stronger and more tender. 

But I’ve known that all along. 

The following week, she composes a gorgeous letter aglow with the sentiment at the heart of every marital 

vow: 

Beloved, 

Now my adored relations have finally gone to sleep, strewn about in the most unlikely sleeping places, the 

chatter has died down, the storm too, and I can talk to you. 

Thank you for your letter, which felt like a happy hug. Oh yes, my Tuulikki, you have never given me 

anything but warmth, love and good cheer. 

Isn’t it remarkable, and seriously wonderful, that there’s still not a single shadow between us? And you know 

what, the best thing of all is that I’m not afraid of the shadows. When they come (as I suppose they must, for 

all those who care for one another), I think we can maneuver our way through them. 

And then, in one of those touching Toveisms, she pivots on a happy heel from the breathtakingly romantic to 

the pragmatically, affectionately blunt: 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/08/24/simone-weil-friendship-separation/
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If you write in Finnish, please could you be a dear and use the typewriter; your handwriting’s a bit tricky 

sometimes. 

Then, just as nimbly and joyously, she pivots right back to the romantic: 

I miss those quiet June days when you were piecing together your mosaic or whittling away at some knotty bit 

of wood and it was possible to listen, contemplate and explore how we felt. 

[…] 

Tuulikki, I long to read more in the book of you. I long for you in every way, and I’m more alone with all 

these people around me than when I was wandering about on my own, thinking of you. 

 

She ends the letter with the first tentative drawing of Too-ticky, which she describes to Tooti as “a new little 

creature that isn’t quite sure if it’s allowed to come in!” before signing the letter “Your Tove.” The strange 

and wondrous creature did come in — into Tove’s heart, into the Moomin universe — and never left. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1517909570/braipick-20
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Tove Jansson and Tuulikki Pietilä, later in life, near their island home. (Tove Janssons arkiv) 

Complement this fragment of the thoroughly delightful Letters from Tove with other masterpieces from the 

canon of great love letters by luminaries of creative culture: Emily Dickinson to Susan Gilbert, Vladimir 

Nabokov to Véra Nabokova, Iris Murdoch to Brigit Brophy, Hannah Arendt to Martin Heidegger, John Cage 

to Merce Cunningham, Kahlil Gibran to Mary Haskell, Robert Browning to Elizabeth Barrett Browning, 

and Oscar Wilde to Alfred “Bosie” Douglas. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/06/12/tove-jansson-letters-tuulikki-

pietila/?mc_cid=ce021ef0af&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1517909570/braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/12/10/emily-dickinson-love-letters-susan-gilbert/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/12/03/letters-to-vera-vladimir-nabokov/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/12/03/letters-to-vera-vladimir-nabokov/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/01/26/iris-murdoch-love-letters-brigid-brophy/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/04/25/hannah-arendt-martin-heidegger-love-letters/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/06/09/john-cage-love-letters-merce-cunningham/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/06/09/john-cage-love-letters-merce-cunningham/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/01/20/kahlil-gibran-mary-haskell-love-letters/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/09/25/robert-browning-i-love-you/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/07/15/oscar-wilde-love-letters-bosie/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/06/12/tove-jansson-letters-tuulikki-pietila/?mc_cid=ce021ef0af&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/06/12/tove-jansson-letters-tuulikki-pietila/?mc_cid=ce021ef0af&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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On Beauty, Sexual Violence, and Toni Morrison’s The Bluest Eye 

Kanako Nishi: "Morrison neither consoled me as a victim, nor condemned me as the perpetrator." 

By Kanako Nishi 

 

October 20, 2020 

Translated by Allison Markin Powell 

The uniform at the high school I went to was a sailor suit. 

At some point, the sailor suit—originally deck wear for seamen—became fashionable for women to wear too, 

and for some reason when it reached Japan, it became established as the school uniform for female students. 

Nowadays, the outfit is probably most often associated with Japanese schoolgirls (high school girls in 

particular) or with cosplayers. Actually, with the spread of cosplay culture around the world, I hear that 

“sailor fuku” is now understood like the word “otaku.” 

When I was a kid, there was a Japanese idol girl group that was explosively popular. They were called 

Onyanko Club, and they were the precursor to today’s “big family” idol groups like AKB48. In fact, the same 

guy produced them both and is still in the business—he handles their song lyrics. 

https://lithub.com/author/kanakonishi/
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VIDEO FROM LIT HUB: 

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

Ad ends in 10s 

Next Video 

Arundhati Roy: "We Need a Reckoning" 

05:40 

× 

Next Video 

Arundhati Roy: "We Need a Reckoning" 

Cancel 

Autoplay is paused 

In 1985, Onyanko Club’s debut single became a hit, selling 500,000 copies. The song’s title was “Don’t Make 

Me Take Off My Sailor Uniform.” 

Don’t make me take off my sailor uniform 

It’s wrong to do it here, just be patient 

Don’t make me take off my sailor uniform 

It’s bad and it’s wrong to just do it here 

I was eight years old at the time. But I recognized the significance of the song’s lyrics. They were describing 

the obvious sexual objectification of the sailor uniform. And that wasn’t all. The last verse finishes off with 

these words: 

I’m a little scared about staying out tomorrow night 

But it’s boring to be a virgin 

Before I become an old maid 

I’ll give you…my heart 

Only young girls were allowed to wear sailor uniforms. The outfit epitomized their sexual allure—moreover, 

it embodied the value placed on girls’ sexual immaturity. 

* 

https://lithub.com/watch-jewel-on-battling-anxiety-living-with-dyslexia-and-finding-solace-in-philosophy/
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I was wearing a sailor uniform when I first encountered Toni Morrison’s work. It was the winter of 1994. I 

was seventeen. 

After school, I would take the train in the opposite direction from my home in Osaka. I would head all the 

way downtown. At the time, I felt—like many seventeen-year-olds—powerless and very lonely, like I was on 

my own in the world. 

At a bookshop I had wandered into, I came across The Bluest Eye, translated into Japanese by Yoshiko 

Okoso. Instinctively drawn to the book’s beautiful design, I flipped it open to the following words: 

“Quiet as it’s kept, there were no marigolds in the fall of 1941.” 

That sentence riveted my heart. Or rather, it wasn’t my heart—someplace deep within my body that I wasn’t 

even aware of was completely riveted. I could tell, immediately, that this was the beginning of a tragic story. I 

brought the book straight to the register. Considering my allowance at the time, it was an extravagance, but I 

didn’t hesitate. 

I was wearing a sailor uniform when I first encountered Toni Morrison’s work. It was the winter of 1994. I 

was seventeen. 

They say that Morrison’s novels are difficult to understand. This was of course true for me at seventeen, but I 

devoured The Bluest Eye. Again, this was in Japanese translation, and you would think that, having spoken 

Japanese my whole life, the words would be familiar to me. And yet, I had never encountered such strong and 

beautiful sentences. These were the same words that I had always known and regularly used, but Morrison’s 

pen transformed them into prose the likes of which I had never encountered. Her sentences astonished me, 

there on the page in simple black text. So vivid, so resonant, so evocative—now this was a novel. 

I had always loved movies and music. I was fascinated by their power, the way a single scene or a single note 

could transport me to another place. But The Bluest Eye took me further away than any film or song had. 

Still, however far away that place, the fact of the matter is that it was somewhere inside of me. I knew nothing 

about America in 1941. I was a Japanese girl, born in 1977. Nevertheless, what I felt was, This is my story. 

The white baby doll that the narrator Claudia destroys—I wondered why everyone else was so fond of the 

doll, with its blue eyes and white skin and blonde hair? And why couldn’t she show such affection to herself? 

Why did Pecola want “the bluest eyes”? And why, then, did she have to be damaged in such a hideous way? 

Claudia and Pecola were me. But not just them. Claudia’s mother, who scolded her severely for taking apart 

the baby doll; Pecola’s mother, who erected a castle of white beauty around the family she worked for; the 

girls’ classmate Maureen Peal, who called them ugly—they were me too. And the shopkeeper who refused to 

acknowledge Pecola’s presence; the black boys who took pleasure in teasing Pecola; even Cholly Breedlove, 

who raped his own daughter—they were all, unmistakably, me. 

When I started high school, I had wanted to wear a sailor uniform. 
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The big pale blue collar with white stripes and matching ribbon tie. I was happy about wearing it. First, 

because I thought it was pretty, and surely also because I thought it would make me look prettier than I was. 

Just like many other young girls, I lacked confidence in myself. The standards of beauty that I saw out in the 

world were myriad—I took inventory of them, picking up on the things I was deficient in, and grieved for 

myself. I believed that people were loved according to how perfectly they fulfilled the criteria on this list. 

I was not content with simply wearing a sailor uniform. I brushed my hair assiduously, somehow managing to 

make my unruly hair straight. I determined with meticulous precision the skirt length that would make my 

legs look the most slender. I washed my body with perfumed soap, and I applied lip balm with just a hint of 

color. Despite all this, I was still very immature. It never occurred to me to wear any makeup. I was on the 

swim team so my skin darkened in the sun. And every day with my friends, I would laugh with my mouth 

open so wide you could practically see down my throat. I wanted to be a pretty girl, but I definitely didn’t 

want to be a grownup woman. I was unprepared for that. 

It happened that winter. Not long before I encountered Toni Morrison, I was sexually assaulted. 

My world went silent for a time. Everything around me seemed distorted. It sounds like a cliché, but I felt as 

though I was inside of a thick glass jar. Every day, strange things would either make me weep or want to 

scream. Nonetheless, I went to school the same as usual, I told no one about it. Not my friends, not my family. 

I did not think of myself as a genuine victim. 

Because I should have known the effect that those clothes would have. Because even at the age of eight, I had 

already been aware of the sexual nuances of “Don’t Make Me Take Off My Sailor Uniform,” and I should 

have known that nothing in the culture had changed since then—nothing had been done to overwrite the 

outfit’s allure. And because, despite knowing all this, I had still wanted to wear the sailor uniform. 

Everything around me seemed distorted. It sounds like a cliché, but I felt as though I was inside of a thick 

glass jar. 

“No, it’s different. I only wanted to wear the sailor uniform because I thought it was pretty.” 

That excuse was not going to pass muster. I had pitched myself into the sexual marketplace. Go ahead—

appraise me, please. 

Of course, now I understand that such thinking was absolutely, totally wrong. The things I had internalized 

were likely too complicated and powerful for me to understand, let alone control. 

Standards of beauty designated by the outside world, blind belief that those criteria were absolute, my worth 

as a young girl, being sexually objectified, and objectified specifically because of my sexual immaturity. 

What’s more, I had even co-opted the male gaze that judged us as sexual objects. 

This was the moment when I encountered The Bluest Eye. 
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I was in every part of this story. I was the victim, and I was also the perpetrator. I was the one wounded, but I 

had also caused the injury. I was among the minority upon whom a potent value system had been imposed, 

and I was also part of the majority that imposed such powerful perceptions. 

Something flowed from my eyes, from my body. Everything peeled away, then collapsed in on itself. My 

seventeen-year-old being was laid bare. Exposed and defenseless, I was my pure self. At that moment, for the 

first time—as myself alone and no one else—I strained my ears to listen and my eyes to see, everything in the 

world. And this is what I thought: 

Why? 

In The Bluest Eye, this most brutal of stories, Morrison blames no one. She does not neglect any of her 

characters’ lives—not a single one of them functions merely as a pawn to move the story along. Each 

character is fully realized. They all have hardship, and they all have happiness. Astoundingly, even during the 

scene where Cholly rapes Pecola, Morrison manages to reflect a moment of beauty. Though of course, on the 

other side of that beauty lies a singular horror beyond description. 

In The Bluest Eye, this most brutal of stories, Morrison blames no one. 

What I mean to say is that Morrison neither consoled me as a victim, nor condemned me as the perpetrator. 

There was no longer any sadness, or shame, or self-reproach, or anger left in my body. Instead, the one thing 

that remained was the intensely strong and clear feeling she had given me. 

Why? 

Someone like that, a writer like that, can only be thought of as extraordinary. 

To me (and, needless to say, to the entire world), Toni Morrison was that extraordinary writer. 

* 

After I graduated from high school, the appearance of “buru-sera shops” caused a stir in Japanese society (or 

perhaps these had already existed when I was in high school, but I wasn’t aware of them until after I 

graduated). 

“Buru” is short for bloomers. These are the black shorts that female students wear—or rather, are made to 

wear—over our underwear during gym class. With their elasticized cuffs, the bloomers expose our thighs and 

cause our underwear to stick out suggestively. They’re scanty enough that in wintertime we’d get goose 

bumps. 

And “sera” is short for sailor uniform. In other words, buru-sera shops sell bloomers and sailor uniforms. But 

not to female students. These shops cater to a (mostly male) clientele that buys these items for sexual arousal. 

Bloomers and sailor uniforms command a high price—higher still if they appear used. It wasn’t long before 

things escalated, and shops that sold high school girls’ saliva and urine appeared, and even shops selling their 

used sanitary napkins. 
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By that time, of course, I had already taken off my sailor uniform. No one had made me take it off, I had done 

so of my own free will. I got rid of my uniform, I didn’t sell it. I wore my hair in an Afro or in dreadlocks, I 

painted my nails black and wore lots of eye makeup, I wore only black underwear, I got tattoos, and I started 

wearing baggy men’s clothing. 

These days, I suppose that would be considered cultural appropriation. I was ignorant. I wanted power, 

strength. It would take a bit longer for me to claim my beauty as an Asian—and even longer, as a woman in 

my own right. It didn’t happen until I was able to tell someone about what happened to me. 

Buru-sera shops may still exist. And even if the stores are gone, surely that ilk has not disappeared. They’ve 

gone online, growing more extreme and more ingenious. I hear that most schools no longer require bloomers, 

but sailor uniforms are still around. And the despicable behavior associated with them shows no sign of 

abating. 

* 

I was surprised by how upset I was when I heard that Toni Morrison had passed away last year. It felt 

precarious to imagine facing any challenges in a world without her. 

These days, I suppose that would be considered cultural appropriation. I was ignorant. I wanted power, 

strength. 

But this precariousness was different from that of my seventeen-year-old self. Completely different. Because 

now I carried within me the “Why?” that Morrison had bestowed upon me. No matter what happened, I would 

always cling to that question. 

Even now, I am still weak. I may be older, but there are still times when I feel as powerless and lonely as my 

seventeen-year-old self. Although I no longer simply accept that powerlessness and loneliness. Instead I 

ask, Why am I powerless? Why am I lonely? Or I take it further, What leads me to think I’m powerless? What 

makes me think I’m lonely? Thinking this way itself serves as the beginning of resistance. 

The sexual exploitation of young girls and the enforced toxic masculinity of young boys (and of course, each 

of those in reverse), persistent value systems and the cruel way those who don’t fit in are treated, grownups 

who pride themselves on being strong and those who reject weakness—all manner of dubious things. 

I want to keep wondering. To continue asking why. Not so that I can present reassuring answers or facile 

solutions. I want to write books that pose these questions. In a world without Toni, I hope to live on by asking 

“Why?” 

beautydesirabilitydesireKanako Nishisailor uniformsexual violenceThe Bluest EyeToni Morrison 
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Kanako Nishi 

Born in Tehran in 1977, Kanako Nishi grew up in Cairo and Osaka. She made her debut in 2004 with short 

story collection Aoi (Blue). Her novel Tsutenkaku (Osaka Tower) won the Sakunosuke Oda Prize in 2007, 

and in 2012, she received the first Hayao Kawai Prize for her novel Fukuwarai (Lucky laugh). Her 

masterpiece, Saraba! won the prestigious Naoki prize in 2015. She lives in Tokyo. 
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Decency 

by Emily Jungmin Yoon 

 

Issue no. 227 (Winter 2018) 

When a man threw his fist into a wall next to my eye 

I said that was love, that love was rage.  

I was in the habit of loving anyone who laid a cold hand 

on my face and said he’d pray for me.  

Or anyone who prays. I thought apology 

was love and so I loved to hear a man say sorry.  

I loved to forgive because it meant I was a goddess. I forgave 

because he couldn’t possibly forgive himself. 

There’s a demon inside me, he said. Who cares if it’s a demon  

when it is mine and I am greedy for it. No, there isn’t, and 

I don’t care, do you hear me?—I’d say, and greed seemed to river  

through my body. Even years later I could not speak of men 

and their violence because I wanted to believe, yes,  

in such a thing as decency in men I loved. That my love 

was decent. All the men who wanted me beautiful,  

wanted me thin, wanted me with short hair, wanted me less  

smart, wanted me, wanted me not, wanted me with pink 

cheeks, wanted the best for me, wanted me in ruffled  

skirts, wanted me naked, wanted me dead, all the men 

who wanted me, men who wanted, men who are 

gone, not gone enough. 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=bb5b57f827&e=d538c8f2e0 
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Chemists develop framework to enable efficient synthesis of 'information-dense' molecules 

Scripps Research Institute 

Summary: 

Scientists have developed a theoretical approach that could ease the process of making highly complex, 

compact molecules. Such molecules are often found in plants and other organisms, and many are considered 

desirable starting points for developing potential new drugs. But they also tend to be highly challenging for 

chemists to construct and modify in the lab--a process called synthesis. 

FULL STORY 

 

A team led by scientists at Scripps Research has developed a theoretical approach that could ease the process 

of making highly complex, compact molecules. 

Such molecules are often found in plants and other organisms, and many are considered desirable starting 

points for developing potential new drugs. But they also tend to be highly challenging for chemists to 

construct and modify in the lab -- a process called synthesis. 

The team used computer modeling and a theoretical framework centered on the concept of "information 

density" to illuminate chemistry principles underlying their landmark 2019 synthesis of the molecule 

bilobalide, which is produced in the leaves of the ginkgo tree, Ginkgo biloba. Bilobalide is a particularly 

complex and compact molecule that has shown promise as a potential neurological or psychiatric drug. 

The scientists believe that the theoretical fruits of their new study, published in the Journal of the American 

Chemical Society, will enable chemists to devise more efficient syntheses of such challenging natural 

molecules -- potentially opening up a new realm of powerfully bioactive compounds for development into 

medicines and other products. 

"When we initially achieved our synthesis of bilobalide, we were essentially following our intuition, but in 

this new study we dug down to understand how the chemistry actually works and developed principles that 

we think can be applied to other challenges in organic synthesis," says Ryan Shenvi, PhD, a professor of 

chemistry at Scripps Research and the senior author of the study. 

Creating a valuable natural compound 

Bilobalide -- which evolved in the ginkgo tree, likely to protect its leaves from insects -- blocks an insect 

nerve-cell receptor called RDL. The fact that the molecule kills insects yet seems quite safe in mammals and 

dissipates quickly in the environment has attracted interest for safe crop protection. 
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Bilobalide holds strong promise for medicinal use, with evidence that it's relatively safe for humans. It blocks 

human brain-cell receptors called GABAA receptors, which are evolutionary cousins of insect RDL receptors. 

An intriguing 2007 study found that the compound could reverse cognitive and memory deficits in mice with 

a neurological condition modeling human Down syndrome, while other studies have suggested it may protect 

brain cells from certain kinds of harm. 

Although natural bilobalide is synthesized by specialized enzymes in the ginkgo tree's cells, chemists would 

like to be able to make it in the lab with organic chemistry techniques. In this way, they could obtain large 

quantities of the compound and modify it to explore and optimize its properties. 

But the synthesis of bilobalide has always been a major challenge for scientists, because the molecule packs a 

relatively complex set of atoms -- including eight reactive oxygens -- into an odd and highly compact 

chemical structure. If they could overcome that challenge, chemists would have a way to make molecules of 

potentially enormous value. 

"When you have complexity that is condensed to that extent, you start to see interesting emergent properties," 

Shenvi says. 

'Information density' brings deep understanding 

In the study, Shenvi and his colleagues evaluated their 11-step synthesis of bilobalide, achieved in 2019, as 

well as two longer bilobalide syntheses that had been published previously. 

With the help of computational modeling from collaborator Kendall Houk, PhD, the Saul Winstein 

Distinguished Research Chair in Organic Chemistry at UCLA, and a formal theory of "molecular information 

content" published in 2016 by German researcher Thomas Böttcher, they developed a concept of "information 

density" -- essentially, complexity divided by molecular volume -- and used that to analyze the bilobalide 

syntheses. 

Their analysis showed that bilobalide, even compared with other naturally derived, compact and biologically 

active molecules, has a very high information density, and that its information content comes principally from 

its oxygen atoms and asymmetric carbon backbone. 

The work revealed that the Shenvi lab's synthesis of bilobalide was efficient due to fragment coupling -- 

merging already-complex oxygen-containing molecules -- and then making careful modifications to overcome 

the unusual emergent properties of the system. 

The chemistry principles the team developed make sense of their bilobalide synthesis and its greater 

efficiency over prior syntheses, but are also applicable to many other unsolved problems involving natural-

molecule synthesis, the researchers say. 

As part of the work, co-author Stefano Forli, PhD, wrote a computer script in the Python coding language to 

automate the calculation of molecular information, which can be otherwise laborious, at the rate of more than 

100,000 molecules per minute. (The script is available for download.) Forli is assistant professor in Scripps 

Research's Department of Integrative Structural and Computational Biology. 
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Collaborating investigator Marisa Roberto, PhD, professor in the Department of Molecular Medicine at 

Scripps Research, studied the activity of bilobalide and another information-dense molecule, jiadifenolide, 

which Shenvi's team also recently synthesized. In rodent studies, she found that both bilobalide and 

jiadifenolide showed promise as relatively potent and safe GABAA blockers, suggesting the potential for 

being translated into drugs for psychiatric conditions involving abnormal GABAA activity. 

"The GABA system is dramatically altered in neuropsychiatric disorders such as alcoholism and other forms 

of addiction, for which one or both of these compounds might one day prove useful," Roberto says. 

 

Story Source: 

Materials provided by Scripps Research Institute. Note: Content may be edited for style and length. 

 

Journal Reference: 

1. Robert M. Demoret, Meghan A. Baker, Masaki Ohtawa, Shuming Chen, Ching Ching Lam, Sophia 

Khom, Marisa Roberto, Stefano Forli, Kendall N. Houk, Ryan A. Shenvi. Synthetic, Mechanistic, 

and Biological Interrogation of Ginkgo biloba Chemical Space En Route to (−)-Bilobalide. Journal 

of the American Chemical Society, 2020; DOI: 10.1021/jacs.0c08231 

 

 

https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2020/10/201023191031.htm 

  

https://www.scripps.edu/news-and-events/press-room/2020/20201022-shenvi-chemistry.html
http://www.scripps.edu/
http://dx.doi.org/10.1021/jacs.0c08231
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The Lottery 

by Shirley Jackson 

Shirley Jackson's short story The Lottery was published in 1948 and it is not in the public domain. 

 

Accordingly, we are prohibited from presenting the full text here in our short story collection, but we can 

present a summary of the story, along with by some study questions, commentary, and explanations. 

 

It is important to have some historical context to understand this story and the negative reaction that it 

generated when it appeared in the June 26, 1948 issue of The New Yorker. The setting for the story, a 

gathering in a small rural village, wasn't a fictional construct in America in the summer of 1948. The setting 

was emblematic of "small town America" and many people identified directly with the setting and the 

gathering depicted. It was customary at that time for rural community leaders to organize summertime 

gatherings to draw people together in town centers to socialize and to frequent and support some of the town's 

business establishments. It was thought to be good for the businesses and good for the community. These 

gatherings were usually organized by the city council and featured lotteries with modest cash-prizes to help 

lure people into their vehicles for the long drive to town. So the scene was instantly recognizable to readers -- 

especially rural readers -- when the story was published, and they did not like the way that this particular story 

developed and concluded. Many interpreted the story as an attack on the values of rural communities and 

"small town America." As a result, the story engendered an unanticipated avalanche of anger and criticism. 

 

Here is a summary of the story, which will be followed by additional commentary. 

 

 

On a warm summer day, villagers gather in a town square to participate in a lottery. The village is small with 

about 300 residents, and they are in an excited but anxious mood. We learn that this is an annual event and 

that some surrounding towns are thinking about abandoning the lottery. Mrs. (Tess) Hutchinson makes an 

undramatic entrance and chats briefly with Mrs. Delacroix, her friend. 

 

The night before Mr. Summers, a town leader who officiates the lottery, had made paper slips listing all the 

families with the help of Mr. Graves (subtle name choice?). The slips were stored overnight in a safe at the 

coal company. 
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The villagers start to gather at 10 a.m. so that they may finish in time for lunch. Children busy themselves 

collecting stones -- one of those odd details that will later emerge loaded with meaning -- until the 

proceedings get underway and they are called together by their parents. 

 

Mr. Summers works down the list of families, summoning the head man of each household. A male sixteen 

years or older comes forward and draws a slip of paper. When every family has a slip of paper, Mr. Summers 

has everyone look at the slip, and we discover that Bill Hutchinson has drawn the one slip with a black spot. 

It's his family that has been chosen. Mrs. Hutchinson begins to protest. With tension mounting, it becomes 

clear that "winning" this lottery isn't going to be what we expected, and that the "winner" isn't going to walk 

away with a pile of cash. 

 

Once a family is chosen, the second round begins. In this round, each family member, no matter how old or 

young, must draw a slip of paper. It is Tess Hutchinson who draws the slip with the black circle. While Mrs. 

Hutchinson protests the unfairness of the situation, each of the villagers picks up a stone -- "And someone 

gave little Davy Hutchinson a few pebbles" -- and closes in on her. The story ends with Mrs. Hutchinson 

being stoned to death while protesting, "It isn't fair, it isn't right." The story concludes with six of the most 

famous closing words in short story history, "And then they were upon her." 

 

 

When the story was released it engendered a very strong negative reaction and backlash that manifested itself 

in subscription cancellations for The New Yorker and large amounts of what could be described as "hate 

mail" for both the magazine and the author. Shirley Jackson and the editors at The New Yorker were both 

surprised by the reaction. Even Jackson's mother was critical of the work. Here is an excerpt from Jackson 

herself: 

 

 

'It had simply never occurred to me that these millions and millions of people might be so far from being 

uplifted that they would sit down and write me letters I was downright scared to open; of the three-hundred-
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odd letters that I received that summer I can count only thirteen that spoke kindly to me, and they were mostly 

from friends. Even my mother scolded me: "Dad and I did not care at all for your story in The New Yorker," 

she wrote sternly; "it does seem, dear, that this gloomy kind of story is what all you young people think about 

these days. Why don't you write something to cheer people up?"' 

One literary critic described the story as "a chilling tale of conformity gone mad." Yes, that's a nice sound-bite 

to release in a classroom discussion, a book club gathering or a short story seminar but I honestly doubt that 

the letters received by Jackson in 1948 cursed her for writing a tale of 'conformity gone mad.' I do suspect that 

some people picked up and reacted strongly to the idea that Jackson might be suggesting that underneath the 

idyllic image of rural communities peopled by wholesome citizens, that there might be a sinister force waiting 

to be unleashed. The people in those communities certainly didn't see themselves that way. I suspect that 

some folks made simpler inferences about the story that they still found offensive; that the stones represented 

harmful gossip and insults, that these gatherings were a place where unfounded rumors could be born by 

chance and inflict real damage on those targeted; as gathering by gathering, a new "target" might become 

subject to slander earned or unearned. 

 

Jackson kept her intended meaning to herself, believing that it would emerge more clearly with the passage of 

time. But considering that she was genuinely surprised by the reaction, it seems logical to conclude that she 

intended to make a commentary on general human nature rather than a specific criticism of rural American 

communities in the mid-20th century. 

 

Personally, I think the questions of permission and participation make for a great discussion or essay about 

this particular short story. As small as the gathering is, it is an official event and an act of governance. The 

American writer and intellectual Henry David Thoreau suggested that you have a moral responsibility for 

your government; that when the government does something wrong -- say, handing out "free" small-pox 

infected blankets to Native American Indian tribes -- that it's not right to simply blame the government, 

because by extension that government belongs to you and acts on your behalf. So the blame belongs to you as 

well. That is part of the foundation for many of the ideas he advocates in his essay On Civil Disobedience. 

 

In The Lottery, I see questions regarding the use of force: would you voluntarily participate in an annual 

lottery like this? Yet the people come every year. Why? I also see questions about permission and consent. 

Are people willing to tolerate the possibility of bad things happening in their community as long as the odds 

of it happening to them are low and the cost of speaking out and protesting against it might be high? What are 

we willing to trade-off or compromise to be part of a community? How do these questions relate to modern 

American culture and politics where some people -- an increasing number -- believe that some individual 

liberty should be sacrificed for the good of the community while others believe that individual liberty and the 

freedom to make personal choices is the highest consideration. That can be a difficult question for some, and 

they wish to answer it with a compromise: "Of course *some* individual liberty must be sacrificed." This 

story may be useful for removing the middle ground and raising guiding principles to the surface for 

consideration. 
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For those of you that have landed on this page looking for the secret to winning the lottery, I have a few 

thoughts . . . 

First, good luck to you. I hope you win. 

Second, there is no magic formula, and the odds of winning are extremely low. So balance your participation 

modestly, never spend more than you can afford. Enjoy dreaming about what you will do if you win. 

 

Lastly, keep in mind, that no matter how often you play and lose, your worst loss is better than Tess 

Hutchinson's win! 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/shirley-jackson/short-story/the-lottery 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/shirley-jackson/short-story/the-lottery
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Seeing no longer believing: the manipulation of online images 

Online images are not always what they seem, especially on social media 

Queensland University of Technology 

Summary: 

A peace sign from Martin Luther King, Jr, becomes a rude gesture; dolphins in Venice's Grand Canal - 

manipulated or mis-used images posted as truth. Researchers say image editing software is so common and 

easy to use, it has the power to re-imagine history. Even the White House is doing it and deadline-driven 

journalists lack the tools to tell the difference, especially when images come from social media. 

FULL STORY 

 

A peace sign from Martin Luther King, Jr, becomes a rude gesture; President Donald Trump's inauguration 

crowd scenes inflated; dolphins in Venice's Grand Canal; and crocodiles on the streets of flooded Townsville 

-- all manipulated images posted as truth. 

Image editing software is so ubiquitous and easy to use, according to researchers from QUT's Digital Media 

Research Centre, it has the power to re-imagine history. 

And, they say, deadline-driven journalists lack the tools to tell the difference, especially when the images 

come through from social media. 

Their study, Visual mis/disinformation in journalism and public communications, has been published 

in Journalism Practice. It was driven by the increased prevalence of fake news and how social media 

platforms and news organisations are struggling to identify and combat visual mis/disinformation presented to 

their audiences. 

"When Donald Trump's staff posted an image to his official Facebook page in 2019, journalists were able to 

spot the photoshopped edits to the president's skin and physique because an unedited version exists on the 

White House's official Flickr feed," said lead author Dr T.J. Thomson. 

"But what about when unedited versions aren't available online and journalists can't rely on simple reverse-

image searches to verify whether an image is real or has been manipulated? 

"When it is possible to alter past and present images, by methods like cloning, splicing, cropping, re-touching 

or re-sampling, we face the danger of a re-written history -- a very Orwellian scenario." 

Examples highlighted in the report include photos shared by news outlets last year of crocodiles on 

Townsville streets during a flood which were later shown to be images of alligators in Florida from 2014. It 
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also quotes a Reuters employee on their discovery that a harrowing video shared during Cyclone Idai, which 

devastated parts of Africa in 2019, had been shot in Libya five years earlier. 

An image of Dr Martin Luther King Jr's reaction to the US Senate's passing of the civil rights bill in 1964, 

was manipulated to make it appear that he was flipping the bird to the camera. This edited version was shared 

widely on Twitter, Reddit, and white supremacist website The Daily Stormer. 

Dr Thomson, Associate Professor Daniel Angus, Dr Paula Dootson, Dr Edward Hurcombe, and Adam Smith 

have mapped journalists' current social media verification techniques and suggest which tools are most 

effective for which circumstances. 

"Detection of false images is made harder by the number of visuals created daily -- in excess of 3.2 billion 

photos and 720,000 hours of video -- along with the speed at which they are produced, published, and 

shared," said Dr Thomson. 

"Other considerations include the digital and visual literacy of those who see them. Yet being able to detect 

fraudulent edits masquerading as reality is critically important. 

"While journalists who create visual media are not immune to ethical breaches, the practice of incorporating 

more user-generated and crowd-sourced visual content into news reports is growing. Verification on social 

media will have to increase commensurately if we wish to improve trust in institutions and strengthen our 

democracy." 

Dr Thomson said a recent quantitative study performed by the International Centre for Journalists (ICFJ) 

found a very low usage of social media verification tools in newsrooms. 

"The ICFJ surveyed over 2,700 journalists and newsroom managers in more than 130 countries and found 

only 11% of those surveyed used social media verification tools," he said. 

"The lack of user-friendly forensic tools available and low levels of digital media literacy, combined, are chief 

barriers to those seeking to stem the tide of visual mis/disinformation online." 

Associate Professor Angus said the study demonstrated an urgent need for better tools, developed with 

journalists, to provide greater clarity around the provenance and authenticity of images and other media. 

"Despite knowing little about the provenance and veracity of the visual content they encounter, journalists 

have to quickly determine whether to re-publish or amplify this content," he said. 

"The many examples of misattributed, doctored, and faked imagery attest to the importance of accuracy, 

transparency, and trust in the arena of public discourse. People generally vote and make decisions based on 

information they receive via friends and family, politicians, organisations, and journalists." 

The researchers cite current manual detection strategies -- using a reverse image search, examining image 

metadata, examining light and shadows; and using image editing software -- but say more tools need to be 

developed, including more advanced machine learning methods, to verify visuals on social media. 
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Video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=S_flHHn1280&feature=emb_logo 

 

Story Source: 

Materials provided by Queensland University of Technology. Note: Content may be edited for style and 

length. 
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How to smell a smell that is actually not there 

Posted: 07 Oct 2020 07:00 AM PDT 

 

http://feedproxy.google.com/~r/MappingIgnorance/~3/bPq0PIiR3ZE/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email
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How can we experience a sensation that is not real? How to mimic a sensory stimulus in its absence? How to 

smell a smell when there is none there? By activating certain neurons, it seems. 

A group of researchers at New York University’s Grossman School of Medicine have recently published an 

article in Science 1, where they report on their results inducing neuronal activity in olfactory regions in mice 

so as if they were activating by a certain smell. 

Activating neurons recreates smell 

To recreate smells in mice’s brains, researchers used optogenetics, a technique uses light to stimulate 

genetically engineered neurons and lead them to fire a neural signal. By targeting neurons in the olfactory 

bulb, they were able to recreate the sensation of the smell in the mice’s brain. However, how did they check if 

the mice effectively smelled the smell? By coupling the smell detection to a behavioural response. Mice were 

instructed to lick a certain spot when experiencing the smell, when the stimulation was random, they did not 

perform the task, showing the association between the two. 

It being an artificial stimulus, the researchers could play around with its variables, like sequence, 

speed…what they found was that the first steps of stimulation were key and changes to the sequence there led 

to misinterpretation of the stimulus. It would be as if we took one smell for another because the initial 

sensation differed. 

Now there are two questions remaining: are these properties applicable to other senses, like vision or hearing? 

And more importantly, are this findings transferable to what happens to real odours? 

References 

1. Chong, E. at al (2020) Manipulating synthetic optogenetic odors reveals the coding logic of olfactory 

perception Science doi: 10.1126/science.aba2357 ↩ 

The post How to smell a smell that is actually not there appeared first on Mapping Ignorance. 
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Conall Yellowclaw 

by Joseph Jacobs 

This fairy tale is about a King who, rather than seek revenge for his son's death, asks for the brown horse of 

the king of Lochlann so Conall can retrieve the souls of his sons. It is featured in a collection of favorite 

children's stories from the Emerald Isle entitled, Celtic Folk and Fairytales, edited by Joseph Jacobs and 

illustrated by John D. Batten (1891). 

 

An illustration for the story Conall Yellowclaw by the author Joseph Jacobs 

Conall Yellowclaw by Joseph Jacobs 

Conall Yellowclaw introConall Yellowclaw was a sturdy tenant in Erin: he had three sons. There was at that 

time a king over every fifth of Erin. It fell out for the children of the king that was near Conall, that they 

themselves and the children of Conall came to blows. The children of Conall got the upper hand, and they 

killed the king's big son. The king sent a message for Conall, and he said to him: "O Conall! what made your 

sons go to spring on my sons till my big son was killed by your children? But I see that though I follow you 

revengefully, I shall not be much better for it, and I will now set a thing before you, and if you will do it, I 

will not follow you with revenge. If you and your sons will get me the brown horse of the king of Lochlann, 

you shall get the souls of your sons." 

 

 

  

"Why," said Conall, "should not I do the pleasure of the king, though there should be no souls of my sons in 

dread at all? Hard is the matter you require of me, but I will lose my own life, and the life of my sons, or else I 

will do the pleasure of the king." 

 

After these words Conall left the king, and he went home: when he got home he was under much trouble and 

perplexity. When he went to lie down he told his wife the thing the king had set before him. His wife took 

much sorrow that he was obliged to part from herself, while she knew not if she should see him more. 

 

"O Conall," said she, "why didst not thou let the king do his own pleasure to thy sons, rather than be going 

now, while I know not if ever I shall see thee more?" 
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When he rose on the morrow, he set himself and his three sons in order, and they took their journey towards 

Lochlann, and they made no stop but tore through ocean till they reached it. When they reached Lochlann 

they did not know what they should do. Said the old man to his sons, "Stop ye, and we will seek out the house 

of the king's miller." 

 

When they went to the house of the king's miller, the man asked them to stop there for the night. Conall told 

the miller that his own children and the children of his king had fallen out, and that his children had killed the 

king's son, and there was nothing that would please the king but that he should get the brown horse of the king 

of Lochlann. 

 

"If you will do me a kindness, and will put me in a way to get him, for certain I will pay ye for it." 

 

"The thing is silly that you are come to seek," said the miller; "for the king has laid his mind on him so greatly 

that you will not get him in any way unless you steal him; but if you can make out a way, I will keep it 

secret." 

 

 

  

"This is what I am thinking," said Conall, "since you are working every day for the king, you and your gillies 

could put myself and my sons into four sacks of bran." 

 

"The plan that has come into your head is not bad," said the miller. 

 

The miller spoke to his gillies, and he said to them to do this, and they put them in four sacks. The king's 

gillies came to seek the bran, and they took the four sacks with them, and they emptied them before the 

horses. The servants locked the door, and they went away. 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                                 No. 543 november 2020 

 

108 

When they rose to lay hand on the brown horse, said Conall, "You shall not do that. It is hard to get out of 

this; let us make for ourselves four hiding holes, so that if they hear us we may go and hide." They made the 

holes, then they laid hands on the horse. The horse was pretty well unbroken, and he set to making a terrible 

noise through the stable. The king heard the noise. "It must be my brown horse," said he to his gillies; "find 

out what is wrong with him." 

 

The servants went out, and when Conall and his sons saw them coming they went into the hiding holes. The 

servants looked amongst the horses, and they did not find anything wrong; and they returned and they told 

this to the king, and the king said to them that if nothing was wrong they should go to their places of rest. 

When the gillies had time to be gone, Conall and his sons laid their hands again on the horse. If the noise was 

great that he made before, the noise that he made now was seven times greater. The king sent a message for 

his gillies again, and said for certain there was something troubling the brown horse. "Go and look well about 

him." The servants went out, and the others went to their hiding holes. The servants rummaged well, and did 

not find a thing. They returned and they told this. 

 

"That is marvellous for me," said the king: "go you to lie down again, and if I notice it again I will go out 

myself." 

 

When Conall and his sons perceived that the gillies were gone, they laid hands again on the horse, and one of 

them caught him; and if the noise that the horse made on the two former times was great, he made more this 

time. 

 

"Be this from me," said the king; "it must be that some one is troubling my brown horse." He sounded the bell 

hastily, and when his waiting-man came to him, he said to him to let the stable gillies know that something 

was wrong with the horse. The gillies came, and the king went with them. When Conall and his sons 

perceived the company coming they went to the hiding holes. 

 

The king was a wary man, and he saw where the horses were making a noise. 

 

"Be wary," said the king, "there are men within the stable, let us get at them somehow." 
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The king followed the tracks of the men, and he found them. Every one knew Conall, for he was a valued 

tenant of the king of Erin, and when the king brought them up out of the holes he said, "O Conall, is it you 

that are here?" 

 

"I am, O king, without question, and necessity made me come. I am under thy pardon, and under thine 

honour, and under thy grace." He told how it happened to him, and that he had to get the brown horse for the 

king of Erin, or that his sons were to be put to death. "I knew that I should not get him by asking, and I was 

going to steal him." 

 

"Yes, Conall, it is well enough, but come in," said the king. He desired his look-out men to set a watch on the 

sons of Conall, and to give them meat. And a double watch was set that night on the sons of Conall. 

 

 

  

"Now, O Conall," said the king, "were you ever in a harder place than to be seeing your lot of sons hanged to-

morrow? But you set it to my goodness and to my grace, and say that it was necessity brought it on you, so I 

must not hang you. Tell me any case in which you were as hard as this, and if you tell that, you shall get the 

soul of your youngest son." 

 

"I will tell a case as hard in which I was," said Conall. "I was once a young lad, and my father had much land, 

and he had parks of year-old cows, and one of them had just calved, and my father told me to bring her home. 

I found the cow, and took her with us. There fell a shower of snow. We went into the herd's bothy, and we 

took the cow and the calf in with us, and we were letting the shower pass from us. Who should come in but 

one cat and ten, and one great one-eyed fox-coloured cat as head bard over them. When they came in, in very 

deed I myself had no liking for their company. 'Strike up with you,' said the head bard, 'why should we be 

still? and sing a cronan to Conall Yellowclaw.' I was amazed that my name was known to the cats themselves, 

When they had sung the cronan, said the head bard, 'Now, O Conall, pay the reward of the cronan that the cats 

have sung to thee.' 'Well then,' said I myself, 'I have no reward whatsoever for you, unless you should go 

down and take that calf.' No sooner said I the word than the two cats and ten went down to attack the calf, and 

in very deed, he did not last them long. 'Play up with you, why should you be silent? Make a cronan to Conall 

Yellowclaw,' said the head bard. I had no liking at all for the cronan, but up came the one cat and ten, and if 

they did not sing me a cronan then and there! 'Pay them now their reward,' said the great fox-coloured cat. 'I 

am tired myself of yourselves and your rewards,' said I. 'I have no reward for you unless you take that cow 

down there.' They betook themselves to the cow, and indeed she did not last them long. 
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Conall Yellowclaw cat"'Why will you be silent? Go up and sing a cronan to Conall Yellowclaw,' said the 

head bard. And surely, O king, I had no care for them or for their cronan, for I began to see that they were not 

good comrades. When they had sung me the cronan they betook themselves down where the head bard was. 

'Pay now their reward,' said the head bard; and for sure, O king, I had no reward for them; and I said to them, 

'I have no reward for you.' And[44] surely, O king, there was a catterwauling between them. So I leapt out at a 

turf window that was at the back of the house. I took myself off as hard as I might into the wood. I was swift 

enough and strong at that time; and when I felt the rustling toirm of the cats after me I climbed into as high a 

tree as I saw in the place, and one that was close in the top; and I hid myself as well as I might. The cats 

began to search for me through the wood, and they could not find me; and when they were tired, each one said 

to the other that they would turn back. 'But,' said the one-eyed fox-coloured cat that was commander-in-chief 

over them, 'you saw him not with your two eyes, and though I have but one eye, there's the rascal up in the 

tree.' When he had said that, one of them went up in the tree, and as he was coming where I was, I drew a 

weapon that I had and I killed him. 'Be this from me!' said the one-eyed one—'I must not be losing my 

company thus; gather round the root of the tree and dig about it, and let down that villain to earth.' On this 

they gathered about the tree, and they dug about the root, and the first branching root that they cut, she gave a 

shiver to fall, and I myself gave a shout and it was not to be wondered at. There was in the neighbourhood of 

the wood a priest, and he had ten men with him delving, and he said, 'There is a shout of a man in extremity 

and I must not be without replying to it.' And the wisest of the men said, 'Let it alone till we hear it again.' The 

cats began again digging wildly, and they broke the next root; and I myself gave the next shout, and in very 

deed it was not a weak one. 'Certainly,' said the priest, 'it is a man in extremity—let us move.' They set 

themselves in order for moving. And the cats arose on the tree, and they broke the third root, and the tree fell 

on her elbow. Then I gave the third shout. The stalwart men hastened, and when they saw how the cats served 

the tree, they began at them with the spades; and they themselves and the cats began at each other, till the cats 

ran away. And surely, O king, I did not move till I saw the last one of them off. And then I came home. And 

there's the hardest case in which I ever was; and it seems to me that tearing by the cats were harder than 

hanging to-morrow by the king of Lochlann." 

 

 

  

"Och! Conall," said the king, "you are full of words. You have freed the soul of your son with your tale; and if 

you tell me a harder case than that you will get your second youngest son, and then you will have two sons." 

 

"Well then," said Conall, "on condition that thou dost that, I will tell thee how I was once in a harder case than 

to be in thy power in prison to-night." 
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"Let's hear," said the king. 

 

"I was then," said Conall, quite a young lad, and I went out hunting, and my father's land was beside the sea, 

and it was rough with rocks, caves, and rifts. When I was going on the top of the shore, I saw as if there were 

a smoke coming up between two rocks, and I began to look what might be the meaning of the smoke coming 

up there. When I was looking, what should I do but fall; and the place was so full of heather, that neither bone 

nor skin was broken. I knew not how I should get out of this. I was not looking before me, but I kept looking 

overhead the way I came—and thinking that the day would never come that I could get up there. It was 

terrible for me to be there till I should die. I heard a great clattering, coming, and what was there but a great 

giant and two dozen of goats with him, and a buck at their head. And when the giant had tied the goats, he 

came up and he said to me, 'Hao O! Conall, it's long since my knife has been rusting in my pouch waiting for 

thy tender flesh.' 'Och!' said I, 'it's not much you will be bettered by me, though you should tear me asunder; I 

will make but one meal for you. But I see that you are one-eyed. I am a good leech, and I will give you the 

sight of the other eye.' The giant went and he drew the great caldron on the site of the fire. I myself was 

telling him how he should heat the water, so that I should give its sight to the other eye. I got heather and I 

made a rubber of it, and I set him upright in the caldron. I began at the eye that was well, pretending to him 

that I would give its sight to the other one, till I left them as bad as each other; and surely it was easier to spoil 

the one that was well than to give sight to the other. 

 

"When he saw that he could not see a glimpse, and when I myself said to him that I would get out in spite of 

him, he gave a spring out of the water, and he stood in the mouth of the cave, and he said that he would have 

revenge for the sight of his eye. I had but to stay there crouched the length of the night, holding in my breath 

in such a way that he might not find out where I was. 

 

"When he felt the birds calling in the morning, and knew that the day was, he said—'Art thou sleeping? 

Awake and let out my lot of goats.' I killed the buck. He cried, 'I do believe that thou art killing my buck.' 

 

"'I am not,' said I, 'but the ropes are so tight that I take long to loose them.' I let out one of the goats, and there 

he was caressing her, and he said to her, 'There thou art, thou shaggy, hairy white goat, and thou seest me, but 

I see thee not.' I kept letting them out by the way of one and one, as I flayed the buck, and before the last one 

was out I had him flayed bag-wise. Then I went and I put my legs in place of his legs, and my hands in place 

of his forelegs, and my head in place of his head, and the horns on top of my head, so that the brute might 

think that it was the buck. I went out. When I was going out the giant laid his hand on me, and he said, 'There 

thou art, thou pretty buck; thou seest me, but I see thee not.' When I myself got out, and I saw the world about 

me, surely, O king! joy was on me. When I was out and had shaken the skin off me, I said to the brute, 'I am 

out now in spite of you.' 
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"'Aha!' said he, 'hast thou done this to me? Since thou wert so stalwart that thou hast got out, I will give thee a 

ring that I have here; keep the ring, and it will do thee good.' 

"'I will not take the ring from you,' said I, 'but throw it and I will take it with me.' He threw the ring on the flat 

ground; I went myself and lifted the ring, and I put it on my finger. When he said to me then, 'Is the ring 

fitting thee?' I said to him, 'It is.' Then he said, 'Where art thou, ring?' And the ring said, 'I am here.' The brute 

went and went towards where the ring was speaking, and now I saw that I was in a harder case than ever I 

was. I drew a dirk. I cut the finger from off me, and I threw it from me as far as I could out on the loch, and 

there was a great depth in the place. He shouted, 'Where art thou, ring?' And the ring said, 'I am here,' though 

it was on the bed of the ocean. He gave a spring after the ring, and out he went in the sea. And I was as 

pleased then when I saw him drowning, as though you should grant my own life and the life of my two sons 

with me, and not lay any more trouble on me. 

"When the giant was drowned I went in, and I took with me all he had of gold and silver, and I went home, 

and surely great joy was on my people when I arrived. And as a sign now look, the finger is off me." 

"Yes, indeed, Conall, you are wordy and wise," said the king. "I see the finger is off you. You have freed your 

two sons, but tell me a case in which you ever were that is harder than to be looking on your son being hanged 

to-morrow, and you shall get the soul of your eldest son." 

"Then went my father," said Conall, "and he got me a wife, and I was married. I went to hunt. I was going 

beside the sea, and I saw an island over in the midst of the loch, and I came there where a boat was with a 

rope before her, and a rope behind her, and many precious things within her. I looked myself on the boat to 

see how I might get part of them. I put in the one foot, and the other foot was on the ground, and when I 

raised my head what was it but the boat over in the middle of the loch, and she never stopped till she reached 

the island. When I went out of the boat the boat returned where she was before. I did not know now what I 

should do. The place was without meat or clothing, without the appearance of a house on it. I came out on the 

top of a hill. Then I came to a glen; I saw in it, at the bottom of a hollow, a woman with a child, and the child 

was naked on her knee, and she had a knife in her hand. She tried to put the knife to the throat of the babe, 

and the babe began to laugh in her face, and she began to cry, and she threw the knife behind her. I thought to 

myself that I was near my foe and far from my friends, and I called to the woman, 'What are you doing here?' 

And she said to me 'What brought you here?' I told her myself word upon word how I came. 'Well, then,' said 

she, 'it was so I came also.' She showed me to the place where I should come in where she was. I went in, and 

I said to her, 'What was the matter that you were putting the knife on the neck of the child?' 'It is that he must 

be cooked for the giant who is here, or else no more of my world will be before me.' Just then we could be 

hearing the footsteps of the giant, 'What shall I do? what shall I do?' cried the woman. I went to the caldron, 

and by luck it was not hot, so in it I got just as the brute came in. 'Hast thou boiled that youngster for me?' he 

cried. 'He's not done yet,' said she, and I cried out from the caldron, 'Mammy, mammy, it's boiling I am.' Then 

the giant laughed out HAI, HAW, HOGARAICH, and heaped on wood under the caldron. 

 

"And now I was sure I would scald before I could get out of that. As fortune favoured me, the brute slept 

beside the caldron. There I was scalded by the bottom of the caldron. When she perceived that he was asleep, 
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she set her mouth quietly to the hole that was in the lid, and she said to me 'was I alive?' I said I was. I put up 

my head, and the hole in the lid was so large, that my head went through easily. Everything was coming easily 

with me till I began to bring up my hips. I left the skin of my hips behind me, but I came out. When I got out 

of the caldron I knew not what to do; and she said to me that there was no weapon that would kill him but his 

own weapon. I began to draw his spear, and every breath that he drew I thought I would be down his throat, 

and when his breath came out I was back again just as far. But with every ill that befell me I got the spear 

loosed from him. Then I was as one under a bundle of straw in a great wind, for I could not manage the spear. 

And it was fearful to look on the brute, who had but one eye in the midst of his face; and it was not agreeable 

for the like of me to attack him. I drew the dart as best I could, and I set it in his eye. When he felt this he 

gave his head a lift, and he struck the other end of the dart on the top of the cave, and it went through to the 

back of his head. And he fell cold dead where he was; and you may be sure, O king, that joy was on me. I 

myself and the woman went out on clear ground, and we passed the night there. I went and got the boat with 

which I came, and she was no way lightened, and took the woman and the child over on dry land; and I 

returned home." 

The king of Lochlann's mother was putting on a fire at this time, and listening to Conall telling the tale about 

the child. 

"Is it you," said she, "that were there?" 

"Well then," said he, "'t was I." 

"Och! och!" said she, "'t was I that was there, and the king is the child whose life you saved; and it is to you 

that life thanks should be given." Then they took great joy. 

 

The king said, "O Conall, you came through great hardships. And now the brown horse is yours, and his sack 

full of the most precious things that are in my treasury." 

 

They lay down that night, and if it was early that Conall rose, it was earlier than that that the queen was on 

foot making ready. He got the brown horse and his sack full of gold and silver and stones of great price, and 

then Conall and his three sons went away, and they returned home to the Erin realm of gladness. He left the 

gold and silver in his house, and he went with the horse to the king. They were good friends evermore. He 

returned home to his wife, and they set in order a feast; and that was a feast if ever there was one, O son and 

brother. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/joseph-jacobs/fairy-tale/conall-yellowclaw 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/joseph-jacobs/fairy-tale/conall-yellowclaw
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New theory sheds light on how the environment influences human health 

A newly proposed component -- the biodynamic interface -- may better explain how humans interact with 

their environment 

The Mount Sinai Hospital / Mount Sinai School of Medicine 

Summary: 

Researchers have proposed a groundbreaking new way to study the interaction between complex biological 

systems in the body and the environment. Their theory suggests the existence of 'biodynamic interfaces,' an 

intermediate entity between the two realms, as opposed to conventional approaches that analyze individual 

aspects of the interaction between the environment and humans in isolation, according to a new article. 

FULL STORY 

 

Researchers at Mount Sinai have proposed a groundbreaking new way to study the interaction between 

complex biological systems in the body and the environment. Their theory suggests the existence of 

"biodynamic interfaces," an intermediate entity between the two realms, as opposed to conventional 

approaches that analyze individual aspects of the interaction between the environment and humans in 

isolation, according to a paper published in BioEssays in October. 

The environment impacts human health in profound ways, yet few theories define the form of the relationship 

between human physiology and the environment. The Mount Sinai scientists believe that such complex 

systems cannot interact directly, but rather that their interaction requires the formation of an intermediary 

"interface." The scientists believe that this theory will lead to the establishment of a new field, "environmental 

biodynamics," that will advance the way the environment and human health are studied. 

The basis of their theory arose when they compared the time period when autistic children were exposed to 

toxins to how the children's brains functioned afterward. At the same time, they found distinct patterns in the 

intake and metabolism of essential elements and toxins, which were dependent not only on the timing and 

magnitude of the environmental exposure but also on what was happening within the biological systems of 

the child's body. 

"These rhythms were driven by the properties of both the biological and environmental systems, but exhibited 

properties independent of either system," said Manish Arora, PhD, the Edith J. Baerwald Professor and Vice 

Chair of Environmental Medicine and Public Health at the Icahn School of Medicine at Mount Sinai. "They 

supported the existence of an interface mediating the interaction of biological and environmental systems. The 

interface itself, which applies constraints and passes information between interacting systems, must be the 

subject of inquiry because without refocusing the attention on biodynamic interfaces, how the environment 

impacts health cannot be discerned." 
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The study of the interface will allow scientists to better understand how complex systems like the 

environment and human physiology affect each other. Current methods using plain analysis are incomplete, 

the scientists say. 

"The standard course of inquiry measures some aspect of the environment like lead in the water, and we'd link 

this to some aspect in human development like IQ," said Paul Curtin, PhD, Assistant Professor of 

Environmental Medicine and Public Health at the Icahn School of Medicine at Mount Sinai, an author on the 

paper. "We've learned a lot from environmental health using this approach, but it has its limits." 

This interface also considers social, behavioral, and cultural dynamics to be a particularly fruitful avenue of 

research. This new theory would allow scientists to assess the interface between income and other processes, 

including health outcomes using dynamical systems methods. It would also define how human activities could 

negatively influence the environment and negatively influence their own health outcomes and further 

environmental impacts over time. 

Dr. Arora's work was funded by a Revolutionizing Innovative, Visionary Environmental Health (RIVER) 

Award from the National Institute of Environmental Health Sciences, totaling $8 million over eight years to 

complete research on the biodynamic interface. Alessandro Giuliani, PhD, Professor of Environmental Health 

at the University of Rome, has made a significant contribute to the development of the theory. 

"Arora, Giuliani, and Curtin's conjecture is potentially a major breakthrough, as knowing the factors that 

influence biological time may be the key to understanding why people age or mature at different rates, and 

how our early life experiences can influence our health as adults," said Robert O. Wright, MD, MPH, Ethel H. 

Wise Professor and Chair of Environmental Medicine and Public Health and Director of the Institute for 

Exposomic Research at the Icahn School of Medicine at Mount Sinai. 

Video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=81HlHx1qf2g&feature=youtu.be 

 

Story Source: 

Materials provided by The Mount Sinai Hospital / Mount Sinai School of Medicine. Note: Content may be 

edited for style and length. 
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A Benefit Performance 

by W. W. Jacobs 

In the small front parlour of No. 3, Mermaid Passage, Sunset Bay, Jackson Pepper, ex-pilot, sat in a state of 

indignant collapse, tenderly feeling a cheek on which the print of hasty fingers still lingered. 

 

The room, which was in excellent order, showed no signs of the tornado which had passed through it, and 

Jackson Pepper, looking vaguely round, was dimly reminded of those tropical hurricanes he had read about 

which would strike only the objects in the path, and leave all others undisturbed. 

 

In this instance he had been the object, and the tornado, after obliterating him, had passed up the small 

staircase which led from the room, leaving him listening anxiously to its distant mutterings. 

 

To his great discomfort the storm showed signs of coming up again, and he had barely time to effect an 

appearance of easy unconcern, which accorded but ill with the flush afore-mentioned, when a big, red-faced 

woman came heavily downstairs and burst into the room. 

 

"You have made me ill again," she said severely, "and now I hope you are satisfied with your work. You'll 

kill me before you have done with me!" 

 

The ex-pilot shifted on his chair. 

 

"You're not fit to have a wife," continued Mrs. Pepper, "aggravating them and upsetting them! Any other 

woman would have left you long ago!" 

 

"We've only been married three months," Pepper reminded her. 
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"Don't talk to me!" said his wife; "it seems more like a lifetime!" 

 

 

  

"It seems a long time to ME" said the ex-pilot, plucking up a little courage. 

 

"That's right!" said his wife, striding over to where he sat. "Say you're tired of me; say you wish you hadn't 

married me! You coward! Ah! if my poor first husband was only alive and sitting in that chair now instead of 

you, how happy I would be!" 

 

"If he likes to come and take it he's welcome!" said Pepper; "it's my chair, and it was my father's before me, 

but there's no man living I would sooner give it to than your first. Ah! he knew what he was about when the 

Dolphin went down, he did. I don't blame him, though." 

 

"What do you mean?" demanded his wife. 

 

"It's my belief that he didn't go down with her," said Pepper, crossing over to the staircase and standing with 

his hand on the door. 

 

"Didn't go down with her?" repeated his wife scornfully. "What became of him, then? Where's he been this 

thirty years?" 

 

"In hiding!" said Pepper spitefully, and passed hastily upstairs. 
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The room above was charged with memories of the late lamented. His portrait in oils hung above the mantel-

piece, smaller portraits-- specimens of the photographer's want of art--were scattered about the room, while 

various personal effects, including a mammoth pair of sea- boots, stood in a corner. On all these articles the 

eye of Jackson Pepper dwelt with an air of chastened regret. 

 

"It 'ud be a rum go if he did turn up after all," he said to himself softly, as he sat on the edge of the bed. "I've 

heard of such things in books. I dessay she'd be disappointed if she did see him now. Thirty years makes a bit 

of difference in a man." 

 

 

  

"Jackson!" cried his wife from below, "I'm going out. If you want any dinner you can get it; if not, you can go 

without it!" 

 

The front door slammed violently, and Jackson, advancing cautiously to the window, saw the form of his wife 

sailing majestically up the passage. Then he sat down again and resumed his meditations. 

 

"If it wasn't for leaving all my property I'd go," he said gloomily. "There's not a bit of comfort in the place! 

Nag, nag, nag, from morn till night! Ah, Cap'n Budd, you let me in for a nice thing when you went down with 

that boat of yours. Come back and fill them boots again; they're too big for me." 

 

He rose suddenly and stood gaping in the centre of the room, as a mad, hazy idea began to form in his brain. 

His eyes blinked and his face grew white with excitement. He pushed open the little lattice window, and sat 

looking abstractedly up the passage on to the bay beyond. Then he put on his hat, and, deep in thought, went 

out. 

 

He was still thinking deeply as he boarded the train for London next morning, and watched Sunset Bay from 

the window until it disappeared round the curve. So many and various were the changes that flitted over his 

face that an old lady, whose seat he had taken, gave up her intention of apprising him of the fact, and indulged 

instead in a bitter conversation with her daughter, of which the erring Pepper was the unconscious object. 
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In the same preoccupied fashion he got on a Bayswater omnibus, and waited patiently for it to reach Poplar. 

Strange changes in the landscape, not to be accounted for by the mere lapse of time, led to explanations, and 

the conductor--a humane man, who said he had got an idiot boy at home--personally laid down the lines of his 

tour. Two hours later he stood in front of a small house painted in many colours, and, ringing the bell, 

inquired for Cap'n Crippen. 

 

In response to his inquiry, a big man, with light blue eyes and a long grey beard, appeared, and, recognising 

his visitor with a grunt of surprise, drew him heartily into the passage and thrust him into the parlour. He then 

shook hands with him, and, clapping him on the back, bawled lustily for the small boy who had opened the 

door. 

 

"Pot o' stout, bottle o' gin, and two long pipes," said he, as the boy came to the door and eyed the ex-pilot 

curiously. 

 

At all these honest preparations for his welcome the heart of Jackson grew faint within him. 

 

"Well, I call it good of you to come all this way to see me," said the captain, after the boy had disappeared; 

"but you always was warm- hearted, Pepper. And how's the missis?" 

 

"Shocking!" said Pepper, with a groan. 

 

"Ill?" inquired the captain. 

 

"Ill-tempered," said Pepper. "In fact, cap'n, I don't mind telling you, she's killing me--slowly killing me!" 
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"Pooh!" said Crippen. "Nonsense! You don't know how to manage her!" 

 

"I thought perhaps you could advise me," said the artful Pepper. "I said to myself yesterday, 'Pepper, go and 

see Cap'n Crippen. What he don't know about wimmen and their management ain't worth knowing! If there's 

anybody can get you out of a hole, it's him. He's got the power, and, what's more, he's got the will!'" 

 

 

  

"What causes the temper?" inquired the captain, with his most judicial air, as he took the liquor from his 

messenger and carefully filled a couple of glasses. 

 

"It's natural!" said his friend ruefully. "She calls it having a high spirit herself. And she's so generous. She's 

got a married niece living in the place, and when that gal comes round and admires the things--my things--she 

gives 'em to her! She gave her a sofa the other day, and, what's more, she made me help the gal to carry it 

home!" 

 

"Have you tried being sarcastic?" inquired the captain thoughtfully. 

 

"I have," said Pepper, with a shiver. "The other day I said, very nasty, 'Is there anything else you'd like, my 

dear?' but she didn't understand it." 

 

"No?" said the captain. 

 

"No," said Pepper. "She said I was very kind, and she'd like the clock; and, what's more, she had it too! Red-

'aired hussy!" 
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The captain poured out some gin and drank it slowly. It was evident he was thinking deeply, and that he was 

much affected by his friend's troubles. 

 

"There is only one way for me to get clear," said Pepper, as he finished a thrilling recital of his wrongs, "and 

that is, to find Cap'n Budd, her first." 

 

"Why, he's dead!" said Crippen, staring hard. "Don't you waste your time looking for him!" 

 

"I'm not going to," said Pepper; "but here's his portrait. He was a big man like you; he had blue eyes and a 

straight handsome nose, like you. If he'd lived to now he'd be almost your age, and very likely more like you 

than ever. He was a sailor; you've been a sailor." 

 

The captain stared at him in bewilderment. 

 

"He had a wonderful way with wimmen," pursued Jackson hastily; "you've got a wonderful way with 

wimmen. More than that, you've got the most wonderful gift for acting I've ever seen. Ever since the time 

when you acted in that barn at Bristol I've never seen any actor I can honestly say I've liked--never! Look how 

you can imitate cats--better than Henry Irving himself!" 

 

"I never had much chance, being at sea all my life," said Crippen modestly. 

 

"You've got the gift," said Pepper impressively. "It was born in you, and you'll never leave off acting till the 

day of your death. You couldn't if you tried--you know you couldn't!" 

 

The captain smiled deprecatingly. 
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"Now, I want you to do a performance for my benefit," continued Pepper. "I want you to act Cap'n Budd, 

what was lost in the Dolphin thirty years ago. There's only one man in England I'd trust with the part, and 

that's you." 

 

"Act Cap'n Budd!" gasped the astonished Crippen, putting down his glass and staring at his friend. 

 

"The part is written here," said the ex-pilot, producing a note-book from his breast pocket and holding it out to 

his friend. I've been keeping a log day by day of all the things she said about him, in the hopes of catching her 

tripping, but I never did. There's notes of his family, his ships, and a lot of silly things he used to say, which 

she thinks funny." 

 

 

  

"I couldn't do it!" said the captain seriously, as he took the book. 

 

"You could do it if you liked," said Pepper. "Besides, think what a spree it'll be for you. Learn it by heart, then 

come down and claim her. Her name's Martha." 

 

"What good 'ud it do you if I did?" inquired the captain. "She'd soon find out!" 

 

"You come down to Sunset Bay," said Pepper, emphasising his remarks with his forefinger; "you claim your 

wife; you allude carefully to the things set down in this book; I give Martha back to you and bless you both. 

Then"-- 

 

"Then what?" inquired Crippen anxiously. 
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"You disappear!" concluded Pepper triumphantly; "and, of course, believing her first husband is alive, she has 

to leave me. She's a very particular woman; and, besides that, I'd take care to let the neighbours know. I'm 

happy, you're happy, and, if she's not happy, why, she don't deserve to be." 

 

"I'll think it over," said Crippen, "and write and let you know." 

 

"Make up your mind now," urged Pepper, reaching over and patting him encouragingly upon the shoulder. "If 

you promise to do it, the thing's as good as done. Lord! I think I see you now, coming in at that door and 

surprising her. Talk about acting!" 

 

"Is she what you'd call a good-looking woman?" inquired Crippen. 

 

"Very handsome!" said Pepper, looking out of the window. 

 

"I couldn't do it!" said the captain. "It wouldn't be right and fair to her." 

 

"I don't see that!" said Pepper. "I never ought to have married her without being certain her first was dead. It 

ain't right, Crippen; say what you like, it ain't right!" 

 

"If you put it that way," said the captain hesitatingly. 

 

"Have some more gin," said the artful pilot. 

 

The captain had some more, and, what with flattery and gin, combined with the pleadings of his friend, began 

to consider the affair more favourably. Pepper stuck to his guns, and used them so well that when the captain 
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saw him off that evening he was pledged up to the hilt to come down to Sunset Bay and personate the late 

Captain Budd on the following Thursday. 

 

The ex-pilot passed the intervening days in a sort of trance, from which he only emerged to take nourishment, 

or answer the scoldings of his wife. On the eventful Thursday, however, his mood changed, and he went 

about in such a state of suppressed excitement that he could scarcely keep still. 

 

"Lor' bless me!" snapped Mrs. Pepper, as he slowly perambulated the parlour that afternoon. "What ails the 

man? Can't you keep still for five minutes?" 

 

The ex-pilot stopped and eyed her solemnly, but, ere he could reply, his heart gave a great bound, for, from 

behind the geraniums which filled the window, he saw the face of Captain Crippen slowly rise and peer 

cautiously into the room. Before his wife could follow the direction of her husband's eyes it had disappeared. 

 

"Somebody looking in at the window," said Pepper, with forced calmness, in reply to his wife's eyebrows. 

 

"Like their impudence!" said the unconscious woman, resuming her knitting, while her husband waited in 

vain for the captain to enter. 

 

He waited some time, and then, half dead with excitement, sat down, and with shaking fingers lit his pipe. As 

he looked up the stalwart figure of the captain passed the window. During the next twenty minutes it passed 

seven times, and Pepper, coming to the not unnatural conclusion that his friend intended to pass the afternoon 

in the same unprofitable fashion, resolved to force his hand. 

 

"Must be a tramp," he said aloud. 

 

"Who?" inquired his wife. "Man keeps looking in at the window," said Pepper desperately. "Keeps looking in 

till he meets my eye, then he disappears. Looks like an old sea-captain, something." 
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"Old sea-captain?" said his wife, putting down her work and turning round. There was a strange hesitating 

note in her voice. She looked at the window, and at the same instant the head of the captain again appeared 

above the geraniums, and, meeting her gaze, hastily vanished. Martha Pepper sat still for a moment, and then, 

rising in a slow, dazed fashion, crossed to the door and opened it. Mermaid Passage was empty! 

 

"See anybody?" quavered Pepper. 

 

His wife shook her head, but in a strangely quiet fashion, and, sitting down, took up her knitting again. 

 

For some time the click of the needles and the tick of the clock were the only sounds audible, and the ex-pilot 

had just arrived at the conclusion that his friend had abandoned him to his fate, when there came a low 

tapping at the door. 

 

"Come in!" cried Pepper, starting. 

 

The door opened slowly, and the tall figure of Captain Crippen entered and stood there eyeing them 

nervously. A neat little speech he had prepared failed him at the supreme moment. He leaned against the wall, 

and in a clumsy, shamefaced fashion lowered his gaze, and stammered out the one word--"Martha!" 

 

At that word Mrs. Pepper rose and stood with parted lips, eyeing him wildly. 

 

"Jem!" she gasped, "Jem!" 

 

"Martha!" croaked the captain again. 
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With a choking cry Mrs. Pepper ran towards him, and, to the huge gratification of her lawful spouse, flung her 

arms about his neck and kissed him violently. 

 

"Jem," she cried breathlessly, "is it really you? I can hardly believe it. Where have you been all this long 

time? Where have you been?" 

 

 

  

"Lots of places," said the captain, who was not prepared to answer a question like that offhand; "but wherever 

I've been"--he held up his hand theatrically--"the image of my dear lost wife has been always in front of me." 

 

"I knew you at once, Jem," said Mrs. Pepper fondly, smoothing the hair back from his forehead. "Have I 

altered much?" 

 

"Not a bit," said Crippen, holding her at arm's length and carefully regarding her. "You look just the same as 

the first time I set eyes on you." 

 

"Where have you been?" wailed Martha Pepper, putting her head on his shoulder. 

 

"When the Dolphin went down from under me, and left me fighting with the waves for life and Martha, I was 

cast ashore on a desert island," began Crippen fluently. "There I remained for nearly three years, when I was 

rescued by a barque bound for New South Wales. There I met a man from Poole who told me you were dead. 

Having no further interest in the land of my birth, I sailed in Australian waters for many years, and it was only 

lately that I heard how cruelly I had been deceived, and that my little flower was still blooming." 
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The little flower's head being well down on his shoulder again, the celebrated actor exchanged glances with 

the worshipping Pepper. 

 

"If you'd only come before, Jem," said Mrs. Pepper. "Who was he? What was his name?" 

 

"Smith," said the cautious captain. 

 

"If you'd only come before, Jem," said Mrs. Pepper, in a smothered voice, "it would have been better. Only 

three months ago I married that object over there." 

 

The captain attempted a melodramatic start with such success, that, having somewhat underestimated the 

weight of his fair bride, he nearly lost his balance. 

 

"It can't be helped, I suppose," he said reproachfully, "but you might have waited a little longer, Martha." 

 

"Well, I'm your wife, anyhow," said Martha, "and I'll take care I never lose you again. You shall never go out 

of my sight again till you die. Never." 

 

"Nonsense, my pet," said the captain, exchanging uneasy glances with the ex-pilot. "Nonsense." 

 

"It isn't nonsense, Jem," said the lady, as she drew him on to the sofa and sat with her arms round his neck. "It 

may be true, all you've told me, and it may not. For all I know, you may have been married to some other 

woman; but I've got you now, and I intend to keep you." 

 

"There, there," said the captain, as soothingly as a strange sinking at the heart would allow him. 
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"As for that other little man, I only married him because he worried me so," said Mrs. Pepper tearfully. "I 

never loved him, but he used to follow me about and propose. Was it twelve or thirteen times you proposed to 

me, Pepper?" 

 

"I forget," said the ex-pilot shortly. 

 

"But I never loved him," she continued. "I never loved you a bit, did I, Pepper?" 

 

"Not a bit," said Pepper warmly. "No man could ever have a harder or more unfeeling wife than you was. I'll 

say that for you, willing." 

 

As he bore this testimony to his wife's fidelity there was a knock at the door, and, upon his opening it, the 

rector's daughter, a lady of uncertain age, entered, and stood regarding with amazement the frantic but 

ineffectual struggles of Captain Crippen to release himself from a position as uncomfortable as it was 

ridiculous. 

 

"Mrs. Pepper!" said the lady, aghast. "Oh, Mrs. Pepper!" 

 

"It's all right, Miss Winthrop," said the lady addressed, calmly, as she forced the captain's flushed face on to 

her ample shoulder again; "it's my first husband, Jem Budd." 

 

"Good gracious!" said Miss Winthrop, starting. "Enoch Arden in the flesh!" 

 

"Who?" inquired Pepper, with a show of polite interest. 
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"Enoch Arden," said Miss Winthrop. "One of our great poets wrote a noble poem about a sailor who came 

home and found that his wife had married again; but, in the POEM, the first husband went away without 

making himself known, and died of a broken heart." 

 

She looked at Captain Crippen as though he hadn't quite come up to her expectations. 

 

 

  

"And now," said Pepper, speaking with great cheerfulness, "it's me that's got to have the broken heart. Well, 

well." 

 

"It's a most interesting case," cried Miss Winthrop; "and, if you wait till I fetch my camera, I'll take your 

portrait together just as you are." 

 

"Do," said Mrs. Pepper cordially. 

 

"I won't have my portrait took," said the captain, with much acerbity. 

 

"Not if I wish it, dear?" inquired Mrs. Pepper tenderly. 

 

"Not if you keep a-wishing it all your life," replied the captain sourly, making another attempt to get his head 

from her shoulder. 
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"Don't you think they ought to have their portrait taken now?" asked Miss Winthrop, turning to the ex-pilot. 

 

"I don't see no 'arm in it," said Pepper thoughtlessly. 

 

"You hear what Mr. Pepper says," said the lady, turning to the captain again. "Surely if he doesn't mind, you 

ought not to." 

 

"I'll talk to him by-and-bye," said the captain, very grimly. 

 

"P'raps it would be better if we kept this affair to ourselves for the present," said the ex-pilot, taking alarm at 

his friend's manner. 

 

"Well, I won't intrude on you any longer," said Miss Winthrop. "Oh! Look there! How rude of them!" 

 

The others turned hastily in time to see several heads vanish from the window. Captain Crippen was the first 

to speak. 

 

"Jem!" said Mrs. Pepper severely, before he had finished. 

 

"Captain Budd!" said Miss Winthrop, flushing. 

 

The incensed captain rose to his feet and paced up and down the room. He looked at the ex-pilot, and that 

small schemer shivered. 
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"Easy does it, cap'n," he murmured, with a wink which he meant to be comforting. 

 

"I'm going out a little way," said the captain, after the rector's daughter had gone. "Just to cool my head." 

 

Mrs. Pepper took her bonnet from its peg behind the door, and, surveying herself in the glass, tied it beneath 

her chin. 

 

"Alone," said Crippen nervously. "I want to do a little thinking." 

 

"Never again, Jem," said Mrs. Pepper firmly. "My place is by your side. If you're ashamed of people looking 

at you, I'm not. I'm proud of you. Come along. Come and show yourself, and tell them who you are. You shall 

never go out of my sight again as long as I live. Never." 

 

She began to whimper. 

 

"What's to be done?" inquired Crippen, turning desperately on the bewildered pilot. 

 

"What's it got to do with him?" demanded Mrs. Pepper sharply. 

 

"He's got to be considered a little, I s'pose," said the captain, dissembling. "Besides, I think I'd better do like 

the man in the poetry did. Let me go away and die of a broken heart. Perhaps it's best." 

 

Mrs. Pepper looked at him with kindling eyes. 
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"Let me go away and die of a broken heart," repeated the captain, with real feeling. "I'd rather do it. I would 

indeed." 

 

Mrs. Pepper, bursting into angry tears, flung her arms round his neck again, and sobbed on his shoulder. The 

pilot, obeying the frenzied injunctions of his friend's eye, drew down the blind. 

 

"There's quite a crowd outside," he remarked. 

 

"I don't mind," said his wife amiably. "They'll soon know who he is." 

 

She stood holding the captain's hand and stroking it, and whenever his feelings became too much for her put 

her head down on his waistcoat. At such times the captain glared fiercely at the ex-pilot, who, being of a weak 

nature, was unable, despite his anxiety, to give his risible faculties that control which the solemnity of the 

occasion demanded. 

 

The afternoon wore slowly away. Miss Winthrop, who disliked scandal, had allowed something of the affair 

to leak out, and several visitors, including a local reporter, called, but were put off till the morrow, on the not 

unnatural plea that the long-separated couple desired a little privacy. The three sat silent, the ex-pilot, with 

wrinkled brows, trying hard to decipher the lip-language in which the captain addressed him whenever he had 

an opportunity, but could only dimly guess its purport, when the captain pressed his huge fist into the service 

as well. 

 

Mrs. Pepper rose at length, and went into the back room to prepare tea. As she left the door open, however, 

and took the captain's hat with her, he built no hopes on her absence, but turned furiously to the ex-pilot. 

 

"What's to be done?" he inquired in a fierce whisper. "This can't go on." 

 

"It'll have to," whispered the other. 
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"Now, look here," said Crippen menacingly, "I'm going into the kitchen to make a clean breast of it. I'm sorry 

for you, but I've done the best I can. Come and help me to explain." 

 

He turned to the kitchen, but the other, with the strength born of despair, seized him by the sleeve and held 

him back. 

 

"She'll kill me," he whispered breathlessly. 

 

"I can't help it," said Crippen, shaking him off. "Serve you right." 

 

"And she'll tell the folks outside, and they'll kill you," continued Pepper. 

 

The captain sat down again, and confronted him with a face as pale as his own. 

 

"The last train leaves at eight," whispered the pilot hurriedly. "It's desperate, but it's the only thing you can do. 

Take her for a stroll up by the fields near the railway station. You can see the train coming in for a mile off 

nearly. Time yourself carefully, and make a bolt for it. She can't run." 

 

The entrance of their victim with the tea-tray stopped the conversation; but the captain nodded acceptance 

behind her back, and then, with a forced gaiety, sat down to tea. 

 

For the first time since his successful appearance he became loquacious, and spoke so freely of incidents in 

the life of the man he was impersonating that the ex-pilot sat in a perfect fever lest he should blunder. The 

meal finished, he proposed a stroll, and, as the unsuspecting Mrs. Pepper tied on her bonnet, slapped his leg, 

and winked confidently at his fellow-conspirator. 
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"I'm not much of a walker," said the innocent Mrs. Pepper, "so you must go slowly." 

 

The captain nodded, and at Pepper's suggestion left by the back way, to avoid the gaze of the curious. 

 

For some time after their departure Pepper sat smoking, with his anxious face turned to the clock, until at 

length, unable to endure the strain any longer, and not without a sportsmanlike idea of being in at the death, 

he made his way to the station, and placed himself behind a convenient coal-truck. 

 

He waited impatiently, with his eyes fixed on the road up which he expected the captain to come. He looked 

at his watch. Five minutes to eight, and still no captain. The platform began to fill, a porter seized the big bell 

and rang it lustily; in the distance a patch of white smoke showed. Just as the watcher had given up all hope, 

the figure of the captain came in sight. He was swaying from side to side, holding his hat in his hand, but 

doggedly racing the train to the station. 

 

"He'll never do it!" groaned the pilot. Then he held his breath, for three or four hundred yards behind the 

captain Mrs. Pepper pounded in pursuit. 

 

The train rolled into the station; passengers stepped in and out; doors slammed, and the guard had already 

placed the whistle in his mouth, when Captain Crippen, breathing stentorously, came stumbling blindly on to 

the platform, and was hustled into a third class carriage. 

 

"Close shave that, sir," said the station-master as he closed the door. 

 

The captain sank back in his seat, fighting for breath, and turning his head, gave a last triumphant look up the 

road. 
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"All right, sir," said the station-master kindly, as he followed the direction of the other's eyes and caught sight 

of Mrs. Pepper. "We'll wait for your lady." 

 

* * * * * 

 

Jackson Pepper came from behind the coal-truck and watched the train out of sight, wondering in a dull, 

vague fashion what the conversation was like. He stood so long that a tender hearted porter, who had heard 

the news, made bold to come up and put a friendly hand on his shoulder. 

 

"You'll never see her again, Mr. Pepper," he said sympathetically. 

 

The ex-pilot turned and regarded him fixedly, and the last bit of spirit he was ever known to show flashed up 

in his face as he spoke. 

 

"You're a blamed idiot!" he said rudely. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/w-w-jacobs/short-story/a-benefit-performance 
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When a Young Malcolm X Addressed a Hartford Housing Project 

Bringin the Nation of Islam's Teachings to a Working-Class Community 

VIA W.W. NORTON & COMPANY 

By Les Payne and Tamara Payne 

 

October 20, 2020 

A few old-timers of Hartford’s North End vaguely remembered Elijah Muhammad preaching his “white man 

is a devil” credo, which had fallen on deaf ears during the booming wartime years. Having fled a bare-

knuckled, violent racism in the South that was unimaginable in New England, blacks were brimming with the 

migrant’s sense of optimism in their adopted city, with its better-paying jobs and desegregated schools. 

No doubt recalling his chilly reception there, the Messenger dismissed Hartford to his young Hotspur as a 

total waste of time. Nonetheless, Malcolm had pressed for permission to pursue Mrs. Glover’s invitation. 

Muhammad had given the go-ahead more with a sense of indulgence than with any expectation for success in 

Hartford. After all, the Negroes of Hartford had essentially thumbed their nose at the Messenger himself. 

The challenge was not lost on the highly competitive Muslim disciple on the move. 

* 
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Black Stories Matter: Terrion Williamson on Narrative During the Goerge Floyd Protests 
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On that initial Thursday in 1955, Malcolm was lighting out for new territory. The fair-skinned and graying 

Mrs. Glover greeted him with an easy smile at the door of her spruced-up flat in the Bellevue Square housing 

project. Other than hearing the rumor that food and soft drinks would be served, some of the dozen or so 

invited guests had only a vague notion about the purpose of the gathering. 

A gentle curiosity hung in the air as Malcolm sized up the North End strangers and folded his lean frame onto 

the living room sofa. “Thursday,” the Autobiography stated, “is traditionally domestic servants’ day off. This 

sister had in her housing project apartment about fifteen of the maids, cooks, chauffeurs and house men who 

worked for the Hartford area’s white people.” 

Reaching for the snacks, Mrs. Glover’s neighbors gazed upon the stranger from Harlem, easing into his riff 

about how divided Negroes were in America generally. Switching gears, Malcolm got local and pitched the 

need for those in Hartford to unite on social, economic, and, yes, religious grounds. 

Suddenly, the teenage daughter of the hostess felt tricked. In clear and secular language, she had demanded 

that the family spare her all religious events—especially, any contact with preachers. Unlike her two younger 

sisters, this newly minted high school graduate had her own apartment, a few blocks away. As a nod to her 

mother, this namesake daughter, Rosalie, had stopped by after work from her job at Connecticut General Life 

Insurance Company. 

But as the visiting minister continued his opening volley, the independent-minded young woman smirked her 

way backward toward the door. Something about this tall stranger, however, stayed her hand from the door 

knob. At first it was his neat, starched persona, his Lincolnesque chin, his golden hue, the horn-rimmed gaze 

of his light-colored eyes that held no doubt. The bright-eyed 19-year-old had encountered no other Negro 

radiating such confidence. 

Avoiding the intensity of his beam, young Rosalie peered at Malcolm from the side, coyly. He was stern yet 

gentle, “high-toned,” she sensed, yet quite earthbound, and flat-out reasonable—for a minister, that is. Her 

girlish eyes wandered playfully along the entire length of his body. The reverse usually was the custom, with 

the eyes of the smooth-talking preachers of her acquaintance doing the initial body scanning—sometimes 

accompanied by their roving hands, in a young lady’s unguarded moments. And now, here she was, 

struggling sheepishly to get herself under control. 

Indeed, young Rosalie was fetched by the forbidding sensuality of the glib, lithe minister from Harlem. With 

only her tame high school experience as a guide, she picked up no incoming signal of interest, no traces, say, 

of the wanton lustiness of the Detroit Red of a decade ago. Although he was speaking easily about riding the 

New Haven rails through Hartford as a teenager, Malcolm skipped over his pursuit back then of the Gomorrah 

delights of Boston and Harlem. 

As with Nation of Islam orthodoxy, Malcolm’s Muslim pitch was tilted sharply from the perspective of a 

dominant Negro male. He gave no hint that rapprochement between the black man and the black woman 
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would be readily achievable, or even desirable. As Malcolm sounded the clarion, Mrs. Glover nodded 

agreeably and seemed prepared to sacrifice all, straightaway, for the cause of Islam. 

The mind of her namesake daughter was someplace else entirely. 

After an intense hour, Malcolm eased up, mindful of ending this initial lecture with an informal tone. 

Upon stressing that black men must respect and protect their women, Malcolm paused for dramatic emphasis 

as effectively as any stage actor. He then deadpanned, pointedly, that black women must earn that respect. 

Decked out in tight-fitting “short shorts,” young Rosalie froze at this riff. A rush of modesty shivered her 

momentarily. Struggling to regain her composure, she fidgeted, she folded her arms, and she tugged as best 

she could at the scant hem of the trendy red shorts riding well above midthigh. 

Never had she felt quite this shamefaced in public. Although no one looked her way, she felt exposed in the 

crowded room—and yet, somehow, she felt alone. Young Rosalie would remember the poignancy of that 

1955 moment decades later. The chaste baritone Malcolm had shamed her. 

Her mother went busily about offering refreshments to the guests, occasionally forcing a smile, cutting her 

eyes over the room for clues as Malcolm roared on. The restless men in the rear grew rapt. This puzzled 

young Rosalie. She knew two of them as good-time Charlies prone to sipping Johnnie Walker Red at the 

nearby Subway Club on Main Street and chasing available ladies far into the night. There was at least one 

out-of-wedlock child. Yet the more Malcolm damned such behavior as abhorrent to black group 

advancement, the steadier this duo leaned forward in nodding agreement. It all seemed a tad surreal. 

After an intense hour, Malcolm eased up, mindful of ending this initial lecture with an informal tone. The 

room came alive with questions. Someone asked whether Malcolm’s Muslims were affiliated with the Moors. 

As instructed by the Messenger, he assured the audience, somewhat inaccurately, that the NOI was not 

entwined with the Moorish Science Temple. 

The tone of the visiting minister that day in Bellevue Square was strict, if not intimidating, to the carefree 

group. “He had a voice that could capture you,” young Rosalie said years later. “What he was saying wasn’t 

like anything I had heard before. I was really looking forward to him coming back again.” 

That initial Thursday gathering in Hartford reminded Malcolm a bit of those times his father had hauled him 

around as a young lad to sessions held in Lansing, a similar capital city in the Midwest. Like his father, 

Malcolm dressed neatly, with his shoes shined to a high gloss. And while not balding as was Elijah 

Muhammad, Malcolm nonetheless took up his religious leader’s habit of always wearing a hat outdoors, the 

custom for so many gentlemen in that era. Over the coming months, during his visits to Hartford, he was seen 

sporting dark fedoras and occasionally even a French beret. 

“You’ve heard that saying, ‘no man is a hero to his valet,’ ” Malcolm wrote in the Autobiography. “Well, 

those Negroes who waited on wealthy whites hand and foot opened their eyes quicker than most 

Negroes . . . every Thursday I scheduled my teaching there.” 
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As early as the second week, Lewis Brown, a local teenager, was approached by a white man in a dark suit 

with spit-shined brown shoes. He introduced himself outright as an FBI agent and asked young Brown about 

the Thursday night goings-on in apartment 14B, the Glover place. 

The agent made specific reference to a tall, light-skinned man in the area at the time of the weekly meetings. 

Although his mother had attended the first meeting, young Brown had little to offer. The youngster viewed 

the agent with no particular alarm or animosity; in fact, he was a fan of the radio drama The FBI, in Peace and 

War. This popular show promoted a positive image of J. Edgar Hoover and the Bureau among Negroes, and it 

was a valuable tool for the recruitment of his white agents and staff. 

During the first few Hartford meetings, Malcolm went light on the Messenger’s tough remedies. In 

hardscrabble Philadelphia, where moral reform was shamefully lacking, he had clamped down hard. There, a 

longtime Muslim named Jeremiah X, along with some backsliding practitioners (several of whom had served 

hard time in prison), had been disciplined by Malcolm to one meal during a workday that began with prayer at 

dawn. He outlawed cigarettes and alcohol, cold turkey. And Malcolm punctuated the brothers’ habits with the 

five daily Muslim prayers, arms folded, facing the east, petitioning Allah in gibberish Arabic. 

Starting with a blank slate in Hartford, Malcolm saw no reason to throw the fear of Allah too quickly into the 

hearts of hardworking potential converts. The Yacub myth was kept in storage, for example, as were the 

teachings about the Mother Ship, which already had clocked several overhead sightings in the sky above the 

believers down in Philadelphia. 

“Never give meat to a baby; always give them milk, and you’ll never lose them,” Malcolm had advised his 

brother Philbert on his method of recruiting Muslim followers. “That is the KEY in setting up new 

temples . . . one of the hindrances of the past in trying to propagate Islam, we over-taught the lost-found, 

giving them meat that they just could not digest, thereby making many rebellious and go back just because 

once we got them to open their mouths (minds) we started giving them too heavy a food that they could not 

digest (see) yet.” 

Nevertheless, disciplining the faithful in Hartford taxed Malcolm’s patience at the outset. Both Rosalie and 

her daughter relentlessly smoked, as did others in the apartment. Malcolm initially endured the heavy, carbon-

nicotine haze in silence. When offered pork chops, he simply declined. (His famed, upchuck-inspiring lecture 

on the sins of eating meat from the worm-infested swine would come later.) 

Early on, he spared the candidates the full exposure that the advanced believers were subjected to in the 

Springfield temple. Cigarettes there were already forbidden; pork was banned absolutely as the devil’s meat; 

and Malcolm had imposed a sedate dress code, and a daily mimicking of Arabic prayers facing east. 

Twenty-two-year-old A. C. Williams crawled into the arms of his neighbors. His shirt and trousers were 

caked with mud; and his body was oozing blood from indistinct portals. 

Aside from ethical reform and Muslim submission, it was Malcolm’s clarion call for black resistance to 

racism that pitched him beyond the outer reaches of Elijah Muhammad’s strictly religious orbit. This very 

sociopolitical message stirred in Mrs. Glover a troubling memory of an encounter with the Ku Klux Klan 

back home. It was an incident she rarely discussed, even with her closest friends and associates. 
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Malcolm broke the ice one Thursday evening while discussing the recent news of another such tragedy: the 

widely publicized lynching of 14-year-old Emmett Till on August 28th, 1955. Mrs. Glover broke down 

sobbing and described to Malcolm the incident that had driven her out of the South more than a dozen years 

before—and that made her a refugee fleeing her birthright religion of Christianity. 

* 

On Monday, May 12th, 1941, Rosalie Glover heard gunshots in the distance. Such night sounds were not 

unusual in the hamlet of Quincy, Florida, where firearms were plentiful and hunting was a sport for some and 

the means of subsistence for many. The gunfire, however, was followed this evening by plaintive moaning. 

Neighbors in the wood-frame houses lit by coal oil lamps cracked open their doors. The groans, clearly 

human, grew louder, attracting a few scouts, who passed along the word that someone had been shot. 

Twenty-two-year-old A. C. Williams crawled into the arms of his neighbors. His shirt and trousers were 

caked with mud; and his body was oozing blood from indistinct portals. Tearfully, Williams said that he had 

been waylaid and shot; his eyes, wide with horror, said the rest: it was a crosstown attack. 

Mrs. Glover kept her children at a distance. 

Quincy police had picked up Williams in town a couple of days earlier. The Gadsden County sheriff arrested 

him on suspicion of attempting to assault a 12-year-old white girl. That evening, a group of four white men 

stormed into the county jail. It is not clear what transpired between the angry men and jail authorities. 

However, they left the building with Williams as their prisoner. Beyond the reach of the dim lights of town, 

they beat him bloody about the head and body; then they shot Williams several times and left him for dead at 

the side of the road near a tobacco field. 

Somehow Williams survived the battering and the gunshots. Regaining consciousness, he writhed his way 

homeward, as if by rote. A neighbor of Mrs. Glover allowed the men to bring the severely injured Williams 

into her home. Innocently, she called the police. 

Williams was promptly then rearrested by Gadsden County Sheriff Luten, as a fugitive—although clearly he 

had been kidnapped out of jail by the white men bent on lynching him. There is no record of the sheriff 

expressing interest in the men who kidnapped his prisoner. On the advice of a doctor, the sheriff sent the 

ailing Williams for treatment by ambulance—without guards—to a Tallahassee hospital, about 25 miles 

away. The sheriff who had allowed the original abduction was quoted in an article in a New York newspaper 

as saying that he didn’t “anticipate any more trouble.” 

En route to the hospital, however, the Negro ambulance driver, a Quincy resident named Will Webb, was 

forced off the road by “four or five [white] men.” Webb reported, “One of them said they wanted the man and 

didn’t want any trouble. I told them they wouldn’t get any trouble out of me, because I didn’t even have a 

pocket knife.” The sweating mob, none too proud of its initial attempt, abducted Williams once again. 

Several hours later, the hideously bruised and bullet-riddled body of young A. C. Williams was found on a 

bridge over a creek five miles north of Quincy. Such vigilante action was not new to the area. Four years 
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earlier, in 1937, two Negroes accused of stabbing a policeman in neighboring Leon County were taken from 

the county jail by a white mob and lynched. 

The tortuous Williams killing bore the unmistakable signature of the Ku Klux Klan. Keeping Southern 

Negroes “in their place” through just such brutality was the chief mission of these so-called white knights. 

Systematically, as a teaching point, they would kidnap and torture an available Negro attached to a 

transgression against a white person; almost any charge, no matter how sketchy and unsubstantiated, would 

suffice. 

The vague “attempt to assault” charge against Williams was typical. The victim would then be ceremoniously 

tortured, often castrated, sometimes before large crowds in open fields. Sheriffs and police chiefs most often 

cooperated with the abductors and murderers, rarely detailing a report of the incident. When those in the civil 

rights movement later persuaded the federal government to press for a trial, which was rare, the all-white jury 

never failed to acquit the killers. Indeed, the white community was likely to salute them as hometown heroes. 

In relating her story to Malcolm, Rosalie Glover said that the incident convinced her that she could not protect 

her children, especially the boys, anywhere in the South. So common was the lynching of Negroes in the 

“modern” South that a Washington Post story on January 2nd, 1954, reported the notable good news that for 

two years running, no one had been lynched in the United States. “End of Lynching” proclaimed the wildly 

optimistic headline in the Post. 

The following year, as if to compensate for the lapse, two white men in Mississippi abducted Emmett Till in 

the most notorious lynching of the era. The adolescent visiting from Chicago allegedly whistled at a white 

female clerk, Carolyn Bryant, in a grocery store and, according to his cousin, upon leaving said, “Bye, baby.” 

The two, including the woman’s husband, abducted and beat the youngster mercilessly, riddled his body with 

bullets, affixed a 75-pound fan from a cotton gin around his neck with barbed wire, and threw his body into 

the Tallahatchie River—all for “talking fresh” to a white woman. 

The Moorish temple dropout was determined to rekindle the Islamic fires that had been banked by corruption. 

Following the internationally publicized, open-casket funeral of the victim in Illinois, an all-white Mississippi 

jury freed Till’s white killers on the strength of the 21-year-old Bryant’s testimony that the teenager had 

physically grabbed and verbally harassed her. “I was just scared to death,” she said. 

Some six decades later, she admitted to a writer that her testimony that Emmett Till had made verbal and 

physical advances was fabricated. “That part’s not true,” she told Timothy Tyson, author of The Blood of 

Emmett Till. Whipped along by the Soviets during the Cold War, the outrageous Till verdict was presented to 

the world as an example of just how racial justice was dispensed in America. 

The accused men had publicly maintained that they did not kill Till. Double jeopardy prevented a retrial. So 

after the trial, the white killers of Emmett Till brazenly sold their story for $4,000 to author William Bradford 

Huie, explaining in cold-blooded detail exactly how they executed the act of terror. Huie, who wrote best-

selling books about other such civil rights atrocities, published the confessions of Till’s acquitted killers 

in Look magazine. 
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The determined efforts of Emmett Till’s mother and the timing of the case a year after the Supreme Court had 

outlawed school segregation rendered the Till lynching a major stimulus for the civil rights movement—and 

for the rise of young Reverend Martin Luther King Jr. The Southern-based Christian minister would provide 

the nonviolent alternative to the self-defense posture of the Muslims pushed most aggressively by Malcolm X. 

For Mrs. Glover, the 1941 Klan “message” killing in her hometown of Quincy was a threat to be heeded. She 

immediately loaded her two young sons and three daughters aboard a train and headed north to Connecticut. 

Four of her older children had already migrated to Hartford or other Northern cities 

Despairing of the Holiness Church that had been her “rock of ages” in Florida, Mrs. Glover joined the 

Hartford branch of the Moorish Science Temple, which promoted a “return to Islam as the only means of 

redemption.” Emphasizing African heritage, moral uplift, and economic self-help, the local temple was 

headed by a man named Sheik F. Turner El, who conducted meetings in a small hall over a shop on Albany 

Avenue. Glover and her husband also took their children to the group’s 275-acre spread in Massachusetts. 

Upon discovering that funds raised to pay the mortgage on the Great Barrington retreat were being 

misdirected, Glover and other followers lost confidence in the leadership. It was then that Mrs. Glover began 

visiting the Islamic temple, 25 miles away, in Springfield, Massachusetts. 

The Moorish temple dropout was determined to rekindle the Islamic fires that had been banked by corruption. 

Quite beyond the dogma about the Qur’an, such as it was, and the moral uplift, Rosalie Glover was captivated 

by the raw aggressiveness of the young captain whose message of social resistance was nothing short of a call 

to arms. She had finally found comfort in the young and apparently fearless Malcolm, a minister who 

preached self-defense and ignited among Negro listeners a resolve to resist. 

The act of lynching had long been a standard motif of the NOI. The image of a rope looped around the neck 

of a Negro was inscribed on backdrops of Muslim classrooms where ministers instructed students about this 

historic handiwork of the “blue-eyed devils.” As a recruiting tool, the Muslims never tired of such anecdotes 

as Mrs. Glover’s recounting of the lynching of A. C. Williams. 

Malcolm was masterly at folding such accounts of terror—including the death of his father—into a bill of 

particulars against all white Americans. And he held that bill out as a score that one day must be settled, if 

only, as the Messenger instructed, by Allah Himself. 

As in earlier days, this model city of Hartford became in the 1950s something of an oasis for Southern 

Negroes seeking jobs and a better life. The economy continued to boom, and Connecticut had just elected as 

governor a liberal Democrat, Abraham Ribicoff, the state’s first Jewish chief executive, who was popular 

among blacks. 

As with most challenges, Malcolm was quick to grasp the unique significance of the Hartford experiment. 

The primal drive of the son to surpass the father also drives the protégé to surpass his mentor—and thus to 

please him. Conversations with relatives and with longtime associate Captain Joseph suggest that Malcolm 

viewed Hartford as a defining chance to build a temple from the ground up—and thus secure his special place 

as an organizer and leader. 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                                 No. 543 november 2020 

 

144 

Away from the intense rivalries, the police pressure, and the press coverage in cities such as New York and 

Philadelphia, the creation of the Hartford temple became a case study of Malcolm’s signature technique and 

his impact as a young minister spreading his wings. 

The recruits whom Malcolm was nursing to salvation became too numerous for Rosalie Glover’s cramped 

apartment. So the Muslim operation was moved to the home of her oldest daughter, Alzea. Alzea and her 

husband, Eddie St. John, had a roomy duplex, at 40 Pliny Street. The Thursday sessions featured Malcolm’s 

stepped-up lectures on black unity and self-respect. 

He illustrated his points about how every other people in the United States—save the Negro—had developed 

businesses, jobs, and self-reliance. Robbed of their African names and mother languages, the “so-called 

Negroes” were yet begging their white enemies for jobs, education, and housing. The housing issue got 

traction among the nodding heads in the modest living room of the St. Johns. 

As in most Northern cities fielding black migrants, housing remained a pernicious obstacle in the 1950s. 

Suburban tracts constructed on a vast scale for soldiers returning from World War II—and backed by Federal 

Housing Administration (FHA) grants—were generally closed to Negro veterans. 

“Restrictive covenants” limited ownership to whites only, including recent immigrants from Europe. In 

developments like the 17,000 tract houses of Levittown, built on Long Island between 1947 and 1951, 

federally subsidized housing generated equity wealth and spawned a new generation of white middle-class 

Americans. 

Shut out of Levittown—the prototype for postwar suburbia—and other such developments for decades, Negro 

veterans were belatedly granted lesser subsidies for scatter-site housing in generally depressed areas. 

Moreover, the government subsidized public housing for Negroes that were not owner-occupied—like the 

homes for whites in suburbia—but rented to low-income families in inner-city areas. 

Malcolm related Hartford’s housing bias to his parents’ Midwest experience back in Nebraska, Wisconsin, 

and Michigan. 

These federally backed housing projects capped family earning for eligibility at little more than minimum 

wage. The U.S. government essentially ran a two-tier program, encouraging a permanent Negro underclass of 

renters while operating the FHA-backed suburban home ownership program to stimulate a dramatic growth of 

the white middle class. 

Bellevue Square, where Malcolm held his initial Hartford meetings, was just such an inner-city housing 

project. It was subsidized by the federal government for 501 working-class renters, 100 percent of whom were 

Negro. Citywide, according to the 1950 census, some 90.4 percent of the 12,790 nonwhite residents were 

crammed into a small pocket of the deteriorating North End. A seven-part series on city housing published in 

1956 in the Hartford Courant opened with a blunt admission: 

One of Hartford’s largest builders laughed when he was asked whether he would sell any of his new houses to 

a Negro. He laughed with reason, for the question was a naive one. Negroes cannot purchase any of the 

builder’s houses, nor would a real estate broker sell an older house to a Negro. 
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Even should a Negro find himself in fortunate circumstances, after contriving a way to bypass or hurdle the 

first two barriers, his chances of obtaining conventional financing from Hartford’s lending institutions are 

mixed . . . discrimination solely on the basis of skin color does exist in the city. 

Malcolm knew well that this pattern was nationwide and of long standing, and that it was not lacking in 

malice and aforethought. He related Hartford’s housing bias to his parents’ Midwest experience back in 

Nebraska, Wisconsin, and Michigan. 

The all-white housing covenant that had prevented Malcolm’s father from legally living on land he purchased 

in Lansing had, at least legally, been voided by the 1948 Supreme Court decision in the McGhee and Shelley 

cases. In addition to this national ruling, the Connecticut Civil Rights Commission had recently voted to 

include the state’s real estate brokers under the fair housing provision of the Federal Housing Administration. 

However, Mrs. Glover and other Muslims informed Malcolm about housing discrimination resulting from a 

new dodge of the local realtors. The code of ethics of the Hartford Real Estate Board, for example, contained 

a specific, exclusionary provision that read, “A realtor should not be instrumental in introducing into a 

neighborhood a character of property or use which will clearly be detrimental to property values in that 

neighborhood.” 

That clause was used to restrict Negroes from living in white neighborhoods. Without proof—indeed, the 

evidence ran counter—prospective black home buyers were preemptively accused of “bringing down property 

values.” 

In the segregated city, where blacks constituted a small minority, they nevertheless grew to become the 

largest ethnic group in one elementary school and one of the three local high schools. In due course, as in 

urban areas generally, most Negro children would end up in predominantly black classrooms from 

kindergarten through twelfth grade. Malcolm, however, did not offer the Pliny Street group a strategy for 

contesting the practice of the Hartford public schools or the policy of the real estate board. The fight for 

inclusion was left to the leaders of the local NAACP and the National Urban League. 

Changing the behavior of the “blue-eyed devils,” Malcolm observed, following his instructions from Elijah 

Muhammad, was a nonstarter. Instead, Negroes had first to change their minds about white folk altogether. 

But most important, Malcolm argued that blacks had to change their minds about one another and about 

themselves. They alone held the key to their upward mobility, he taught repeatedly. 

The white man, he said, is a devil in real estate as in all other earthly matters. “The Honorable Elijah 

Muhammad teaches us,” Malcolm said, that whites’ insistence upon keeping to themselves, “living among 

themselves,” at all costs—often brutalizing Negroes—was as much an expression of their evil nature as 

barking was a part of a dog’s nature. 

__________________________________ 
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Excerpted from The Dead Are Arising: The Life of Malcolm X by by Les Payne and Tamara 

Payne. Copyright (c) 2020 by the Estate of Les Payne. Used with permission of the publisher, Liveright 

Publishing Corporation, a division of W. W. Norton & Company, Inc. All rights reserved. 

 

Les Payne and Tamara Payne 

Les Payne (1941–2018), born in Tuscaloosa, Alabama, was a Pulitzer Prize–winning investigative journalist 

and a former editor at Newsday. A founder of the National Association of Black Journalists, Payne also wrote 

an award-winning syndicated column. 

 

Tamara Payne served as Les Payne’s principal researcher. She lives in New York. 
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Remarkable enantiospecific response in Cross-Polarization Solid-State NMR experiments 

DIPC COMPUTATIONAL AND THEORETICAL CHEMISTRY • QUANTUM CHEMISTRY 

ByDIPC November 12, 2020   

If a nucleus has a non-zero spin, it behaves as a small magnet. Therefore, in an external magnetic field, the 

nuclear magnetic moment vector precesses about the field direction but only certain orientations are allowed 

by quantum rules. Thus, for hydrogen (spin 1/2) there are two possible states in the presence of a field, each 

with a slightly different energy. Nuclear magnetic resonance (NMR) is the absorption of radiation at a photon 

energy equal to the difference between these levels, causing a transition from a lower to a higher energy state. 

The main application of NMR is as a technique for chemical analysis and structure determination, known as 

NMR spectroscopy. It depends on the fact that the electrons in a molecule shield the nucleus to some extent 

from the field, causing different atoms to absorb at slightly different frequencies (or at slightly different fields 

for a fixed frequency). 

Conventionally, NMR-based techniques are considered to be intrinsically insensitive to structural differences 

in pure samples of the two enantiomers of the same optically-active material. This assumption, which is 

claimed to be valid for both liquid and solid state samples, stems directly from the idea that the chemical 

environment of the active magnetic nuclei in the two enantiomers is the same, and consequently magnetic 

resonance experiments cannot differentiate pure samples of enantiomers. 

However, a striking departure from this behaviour was observed recently by a team of researchers, where an 

enantiospecific distinct response of a family of chiral aminoacids was documented in a series of ) experiments 

involving the polarization transfer from 1H to 15N nuclei. Specifically, the NMR signal intensities of the 15N 

nuclei for the two enantiomers of the same aminoacid were systematically larger for the D-isomer as 

compared to the L-isomer, while their chemical shifts remained invariant. 

The researchers attributed this striking result to the onset of electron spin polarization, accompanying bond 

charge polarization through a chiral centre, a secondary mechanism for polarization transfer that is triggered 

only in the cross-polarization experimental setup. Electron spin polarization is due to the chiral-induced spin 

selectivity (CISS) effect, which would create an enantioselective response, analogous to the one involved in 

molecular recognition and enantiospecific separation with achiral magnetic substrates. This polarization 

influences the molecular magnetic environment, modifying the longitudinal relaxation time of 1H, and 

ultimately provoking the observed asymmetry in the enantiomeric response. 

CISS has been found to be responsible for a number of remarkable electron spin polarization phenomena in a 

variety of very different experimental settings. In all of them, it was established that the observed electron 

spin polarization is triggered by either an electron transfer reaction or by an electron transport process through 

a spatially extended helical chiral structure. The new enantiospecific response detected in Cross-Polarization 

Magic-Angle-Spinning Solid-State NMR measurements of the 15N signal’s intensity in chiral aminoacids 

constituted the first reported example of the CISS effect induced by chemical bond polarization through a 

single chiral centre. 
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These findings challenge some widely accepted ideas about how to use NMR-based techniques to obtain 

enantiospecific response of pure materials. The team understood that new experiments were needed to further 

validate their theoretical model. 

In the first set of experiments, the low natural abundance of 15N nuclei prevented recording 15N NMR 

signals without CP, i.e. in a direct pulse (DP) experiment. Now, the researchers report 1 on the results of such 

experiments carried out using two pairs of chiral and enantiopure molecular systems using 13C – the relatively 

large natural abundance of 13C nuclei makes measurements of their NMR signals more reliable. On the one 

hand, the organic ligands D- and L-tartaric acids and, on the other hand, 3D metal-organic frameworks 

(MOFs, high dimensionality nanostructured materials where organic molecules intercalated within a complex 

structure involving metal atoms yield versatile materials) based on the mentioned ligands and Y(III) cations. 

 

The findings reported by the team are more related to the existence of stereogenic centres in the ligands than 

to the extended spatial helicity that has been mentioned so far in the literature as related to the CISS effect, 

which indicates that the effect survives regardless of the dimensionality of the chiral object. 

The samples were subjected to solid state NMR measurements, and the corresponding 13C NMR signal 

intensities were compared and found to be statistically different for each pair of enantiomers. Measurements 

in the two pairs of samples revealed that, as predicted by the theory, under DP conditions signal intensities are 

not enantiospecific, a conclusive result. 

Thus, the theoretical model to explain the connection between the CISS effect and the remarkable 

enantiospecific response in Cross-Polarization Solid-State NMR experiments, this time with a 3D chiral and 

helical material, has been improved. The consistency of these results provides additional confidence and 

support to explore the implications of these experiments in the context of spin-½ transfer at interfaces, and the 

use of Dynamic Nuclear Polarization techniques in quantum information and quantum storage applications. 

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. 
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A heartvein throbs between her brows: Ketty-San’s 

incensed another joke’s made at her expense, 

With characters of granite schist, she hashtags a ban 

on all such jokes, then they, her so- 

called friends, pipe up: Why are you 

            making such a stink 

            on race? 

You’re so post, you’re Silicon. 

Scuttle back to her spot as sidekick chum. 

Her lyric’s needed when they need a backup 

            minor key, 

to that lead’s blues that got no core 

            (what a snore). 

But what core is Ketty-San, sidekick chum? 

Torn like tendrils of bloody tenderloin 

floating in the sea, heart 

            a stage set 

            about to be struck— 

All nightlong, she scribbles her useless esoterica. 

All daylong, mumblecored, she meeps, 

meeps along. 
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