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Ronald McNair’s Civil Disobedience: The Illustrated Story of How a Little Boy Who Grew Up to Be a 

Trailblazing Astronaut Fought Segregation at the Public Library 

A miniature revolutionary with his eyes on the stars, his heart on the ground, and his courage lightyears 

beyond of his era’s horizons stands up for the future with his only ally. 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

“Knowledge sets us free… A great library is freedom,” Ursula K. Le Guin wrote in contemplating the 

sacredness of public libraries. “Freedom is not something that anybody can be given; freedom is something 

people take and people are as free as they want to be,” her contemporary James Baldwin — who had read his 

way from the Harlem public library to the literary pantheon — insisted in his courageous and countercultural 

perspective on freedom. 

Ronald McNair (October 21, 1950–January 28, 1986) was nine when he took his freedom into his own small 

hands. 

Unlike Maya Angelou, who credited a library with saving her life, McNair’s triumphant and tragic life could 

not have been saved even by a library — he was the age I am now when he perished aboard the Space 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/11/06/ursula-k-le-guin-libraries/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/11/06/ursula-k-le-guin-libraries/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/04/10/a-rap-on-race-james-baldwin-reading/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/04/10/a-rap-on-race-james-baldwin-reading/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/05/09/james-baldwin-freedom/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/05/09/james-baldwin-freedom/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/11/18/maya-angelou-library/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0525478493/braipick-20
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Shuttle Challenger before the eyes of a disbelieving nation. But his life was largely made by a library — a life 

equal parts inspiring and improbable against the cultural constrictions of his time and place; a life of 

determination that rendered him the second black person to launch into space, a decade and a half after a 

visionary children’s book first dared imagine the possibility. 

A quarter century after McNair’s untimely death, a contemporary children’s book set out to broaden the 

landscape of possibility for generations to come by celebrating the formative fortitude of his trailblazing life. 

 

Ron’s Big Mission (public library) by lyricist, scriptwriter, and teacher Rose Blue and former U.S. Navy 

journalist Corinne J. Naden, illustrated by Don Tate — a lovely addition to these emboldening picture-book 

biographies of cultural heroes — tells the story of a summer day in the segregated South in 1959 when the 

young Ron, a voracious reader with a passion for airplanes and dreams of becoming a pilot, awakens with the 

daring determination to bring home a book from the library checked out under his own name. He knows this 

is not allowed — he has devoured countless books at the library, but he knows that only white people are 

allowed to check them out. He also knows, with the clarity that children have in seeing into the unalloyed 

heart of reality, that whatever justification the grownups in power might have for this rule, there is no justice 

and humanity in it. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/05/08/blast-off/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/05/08/blast-off/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0525478493/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/rons-big-mission/oclc/191897900&referer=brief_results
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/04/13/picture-book-biographies/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/04/13/picture-book-biographies/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0525478493/braipick-20
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5 

 

On the wings of his purehearted enthusiasm to dismantle the hypocrisies of the system, Ron races past the 

local baker offering him a fresh-baked donut, past his friend Carl shooting hoops, and into the library as the 

day’s first visitor. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0525478493/braipick-20
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http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0525478493/braipick-20
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http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0525478493/braipick-20
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The head librarian greets him warmly, delighted to see the young reader who has become “her best customer.” 

Ron waves back and heads straight for the shelves. After the usual disappointment of finding hardly any 

books with children who look like him, he opts for the impersonal consolation of machines, pulling out a few 

books about airplanes. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0525478493/braipick-20
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When another regular patron of the library — a kindly older white lady — offers to check the books out for 

him, Ron thanks her but declines. He heads to the front desk and lays the books on the counter. The desk clerk 

doesn’t even look at him. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0525478493/braipick-20
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With a child’s benevolence of interpretation, he thinks at first that she simply hasn’t heard him. But when she 

continues to disregard him, he does the most logical thing, by the undiluted logic we adults have relinquished 

in favor of the polite pretensions we call propriety: He jumps on the counter, then calmly restates his wish to 

check out the books. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0525478493/braipick-20
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http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0525478493/braipick-20
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Everyone is aghast. 

Ron is reminded of the rule. 

Still polite but still standing on the counter, he simply restates his wish — a small boy’s enormous act that 

would have made Thoreau proud as America’s premier champion of civil disobedience and ardent lover of 

public libraries. 

Other patrons are staring. The library staff are stumped. Finally, they call the police. Two policemen arrive 

immediately. “Let someone check out the books for you, son,” one of them pleads with Ron. Ron refuses. 

 

The head librarian then turns to the ultimate authority — Ron’s mother. 

When Mrs. McNair arrives, she too reminds Ron of the rule — the rule he has known all along, the rule that is 

not a matter of reminding but of resisting. When this nine-year-old revolutionary states simply that the rule is 

wrong and unfair, and asks why he can’t check out books like everyone else, all the adults look at each other 

and grow silent. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/07/12/thoreau-civil-disobedience/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/04/23/thoreau-on-libraries/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/04/23/thoreau-on-libraries/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0525478493/braipick-20
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The head librarian stares into the empty space as pandemonium enfolds the empty rule, then looks at Ron — 

this largehearted, hardheaded, hungry-brained boy, her very best customer. And she knows instantly what she 

must do. 

 

In a testament to Hannah Arendt’s superb contemporaneous inquiry into the only effective antidote to the 

normalization of evil and her insistence that “under conditions of terror most people will comply but some 

people will not [and] no more is required, and no more can reasonably be asked, for this planet to remain a 

place fit for human habitation,” the librarian disappears into her office as Mrs. McNair and the policemen 

continue trying to sway Ron. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/02/07/hannah-arendt-the-banality-of-evil/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/02/07/hannah-arendt-the-banality-of-evil/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0525478493/braipick-20
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When she emerges a few minutes later, she hands Ron a library card with his very own name on it. Beaming 

with his triumph and with gratitude to his sole ally in this act of resistance on the small scale of the personal, 

with the colossal stakes of the political, he hands the card to the desk clerk as he politely restates his wish to 

check out the books. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0525478493/braipick-20
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She stamps it. 

The rest is history, and it is the making of a future — Ron’s own future as a trailblazer who devoted his life to 

the ultimate unifying force, our shared cosmic belonging, and the futures of generations for whom he modeled 

the courage of rewriting the dominant narrative of permission and possibility. Today, a Space Shuttle graces 

the mural on the walls of the children’s room at the Lake City public library in South Carolina, where all 

children are allowed to check out any book they wish, including books starring children who look a lot like 

them. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/23/singularity-marie-howe-animated/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0525478493/braipick-20
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Complement Ron’s Big Mission with What Miss Mitchell Saw — a lyrical picture-book about astronomer 

Maria Mitchell, who blazed the way for women in science — and a moving remembrance of Ronald 

McNair by his brother, then revisit astronaut Leland Melvin — the thirteenth black astronaut to leave Earth’s 

atmosphere, and among the fraction of a fraction of one percent of our species to have seen the splendor of 

our planet’s canopy from space — reading Pablo Neruda’s love letter to the forest. 

For other picture-book biographies of visionaries who have changed the way we understand and live life, 

savor the illustrated stories of Wangari Maathai, Ada Lovelace, Louise Bourgeois, Jane Goodall, Jane 

Jacobs, John Lewis, Frida Kahlo, E.E. Cummings, Louis Braille, Pablo Neruda, Albert Einstein, Muddy 

Waters, and Nellie Bly. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/06/05/rons-big-mission/?mc_cid=f000e6c85b&mc_eid=d1c16ac662  

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0525478493/braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/10/01/what-miss-mitchell-saw/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/06/06/ronald-mcnair-storycorps-callings/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/06/06/ronald-mcnair-storycorps-callings/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/26/leland-melvin-reads-pablo-neruda-chilean-forest/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/06/04/wangari-maathai-the-woman-who-planted-millions-of-trees/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/04/05/ada-lovelace-poet-of-science/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/04/08/cloth-lullaby-louise-bourgeois/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/01/19/me-jane-patrick-mcdonnell/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/06/13/walking-the-city-with-jane-jacobs/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/06/13/walking-the-city-with-jane-jacobs/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/12/05/preaching-to-the-chickens-john-lewis/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/01/03/frida-kahlo-and-her-animalitos/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/03/30/enormous-smallness-e-e-cummings-matthew-burgess/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/03/21/six-dots-braille/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/11/04/pablo-neruda-poet-of-the-people-book/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/12/30/on-a-beam-of-light-albert-einstein-radunsky/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/12/12/muddy-waters-picture-book/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/12/12/muddy-waters-picture-book/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/07/17/the-daring-nellie-bly-bonnie-christensen/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0525478493/braipick-20


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                                 No. 544 december 2020 

 

17 

Your Logic Frightens Me Mandela 

by Wole Soyinka 

 

Issue no. 107 (Summer 1988) 

Your logic frightens me, Mandela, 

Your logic frightens me. Those years 

Of dreams, of time accelerated in 

Visionary hopes, of savouring the task anew, 

The call, the tempo primed 

To burst in supernovae round a “brave new world”! 

Then stillness. Silence. The world closes round 

Your sole reality; the rest is… dreams? 

Your logic frightens me. 

How coldly you disdain legerdemains! 

“Open Sesame” and—two decades’ rust on hinges 

Peels at touch of a conjurer’s wand? 

White magic, ivory-topped black magic wand, 

One moment wand, one moment riot club 

Electric cattle prod and club or sjambok 

Tearing flesh and spilling blood and brain? 

This bag of tricks, whose silk streamers 

Turn knotted cords to crush dark temples? 

A rabbit punch sneaked beneath the rabbit? 

Doves metamorphosed in milk-white talons? 

Not for you the olive branch that sprouts 

Gun muzzles, barbed-wire garlands, tangled thorns 

To wreathe the brows of black, unwilling christs. 

Your patience grows inhuman, Mandela. 

Do you grow food? Do you make friends 

Of mice and lizards? Measure the growth of grass 

For time’s unhurried pace? 

Are you now the crossword puzzle expert? 

Chess? Ah, no! Subversion lurks among 

Chess pieces. Structured clash of black and white, 

Equal ranged and paced? An equal board? No! 

Not on Robben Island. Checkers? Bad to worse 

That game has no respect for class or king-serf 

Ordered universe. So, scrabble? 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=db6a18ebd4&e=d538c8f2e0
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Monopoly? Now, that…! You know 

The game’s modalities, so do they. 

Come collection time, the cards read “White Only” 

In the Community Chest. Like a gambler’s coin 

Both sides heads or tails, the ’Chance’ cards read: 

GO TO GAOL. GO STRAIGHT TO GAOL. DO NOT PASS ’GO’. 

DO NOT COLLECT A HUNDREDTH RAND. Fishes feast, 

I think, on those who sought to by-pass ‘GO’ 

On Robben Island. 

Your logic frightens me Mandela, your logic 

Humbles me. Do you tame geckos? 

Do grasshoppers break your silences? 

Bats’ radar pips pinpoint your statuesque 

Gaze transcending distances at will? 

Do moths break wing 

Against a light-bulb’s fitful glow 

That brings no searing illumination? 

Your sight shifts from moth to bulb, 

Rests on its pulse-glow fluctuations— 

Are kin feelings roused by a broken arc 

Of tungsten trapped in vacuum? 

Your pulse, I know, has slowed with earth’s 

Phlegmatic turns. I know your blood 

Sagely warms and cools with seasons, 

Responds to the lightest breeze 

Yet scorns to race with winds (or hurricanes) 

That threaten change on tortoise pads. 

Is our world light-years away, Mandela? 

Lost in visions of that dare supreme 

Against a dire supremacy of race, 

What brings you back to earth? The night-guard’s 

Inhuman tramp? A sodden eye transgressing through 

The Judas hole? Tell me Mandela, 

That guard, is he your prisoner? 

Your bounty threatens me, Mandela, that taut 

Drum-skin of your heart on which our millions 

Dance. I fear we latch, fat leeches 

On your veins. Our daily imprecisions 

Dull keen edges of your will. 
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Compromises deplete your act’s repletion— 

Feeding will-voided stomachs of a continent, 

What will be left of you, Mandela? 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=db6a18ebd4&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=db6a18ebd4&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=db6a18ebd4&e=d538c8f2e0
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Bacterial metabolism of dietary soy may lower risk factor for dementia 

University of Pittsburgh 

Summary: 

A metabolite produced following consumption of dietary soy may decrease a key risk factor for 

dementia - with the help of the right bacteria, according to a new discovery. 

     

FULL STORY 

 

A metabolite produced following consumption of dietary soy may decrease a key risk factor for dementia -- 

with the help of the right bacteria, according to a new discovery led by researchers at the University of 

Pittsburgh Graduate School of Public Health. 

Their study, published today in the journal Alzheimer's & Dementia: Translational Research & Clinical 

Interventions, reports that elderly Japanese men and women who produce equol -- a metabolite of dietary soy 

created by certain types of gut bacteria -- display lower levels of white matter lesions within the brain. 

"White matter lesions are significant risk factors for cognitive decline, dementia and all-cause mortality," said 

lead author Akira Sekikawa, M.D., Ph.D., associate professor of epidemiology at Pitt Public Health. "We 

found 50% more white matter lesions in people who cannot produce equol compared to people who can 

produce it, which is a surprisingly huge effect." 

To obtain this result, Sekikawa's research team measured equol levels within the blood of 91 elderly Japanese 

participants with normal cognition. Participants were sorted by their equol production status, and then six to 

nine years later underwent brain imaging to detect levels of white matter lesions and deposits of amyloid-beta, 

which is the suspected molecular cause of Alzheimer's disease. 

The researchers found that while equol production did not appear to impact levels of amyloid-beta deposited 

within the brain, it was associated with reduced white matter lesion volumes. Sekikawa's team also discovered 

that high levels of isoflavones -- soy nutrients that are metabolized into equol -- had no effect on levels of 

white matter lesions or amyloid-beta when equol wasn't produced. 

According to Sekikawa, the ability to produce equol from soy isoflavones may be the key to unlocking 

protective health benefits from a soy-rich diet, and his team has previously shown that equol production is 

associated with a lower risk of heart disease. As heart disease is strongly associated with cognitive decline 

and dementia, equol production could help protect the aging brain as well as the heart. 
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Epidemiological studies in Japan, where soy is regularly consumed, have shown that dietary intake of soy 

isoflavones has been linked to a lower risk for heart disease and dementia. However, most clinical trials in 

America have failed to show this. 

Sekikawa believes that this discrepancy may be due to the microbiome -- 40-70% of Japanese harbor gut 

bacteria that can convert dietary isoflavones into equol compared to only 20-30% of Americans. 

Sekikawa said that equol supplements could one day be combined with existing diet-based prevention 

strategies that appear to lower the risk of dementia, particularly the Dietary Approaches to Stop Hypertension 

(DASH) and Mediterranean diets. 

Though Sekikawa hopes to evaluate the neuroprotective effects of equol supplements in a future randomized 

clinical trial, in the meantime, he urges caution to anyone who might be tempted to purchase equol 

supplements to stave off dementia. 

"This type of study always catches people's attention, but we cannot prove that equol protects against 

dementia until we get a randomized clinical trial with sufficient evidence," he said. 

Additional authors on this research include Aya Higashiyama, M.D., Ph.D., Masafumi Ihara, M.D., Ph.D., 

Makoto Watanabe, M.D., Ph.D., Chikage Kakuta, M.A., Yoshihioro Kokubo, M.D., Ph.D., and Yoshihiro 

Miyamoto, M.D., Ph.D., all of the National Cerebral and Cardiovascular Center in Japan; and Brian J 

Lopresti, M.S., Howard Aizenstein, M.D., Ph.D., Yuefang Chang, Ph.D., Zheming Yu, M.D., M.P.H., Chester 

Mathis, Ph.D., William Klunk, M.D., Ph.D., Oscar L. Lopez, M.D., Lewis H. Kuller, M.D., Dr.P.H., and 

Chendi Cui, Ph.D., all of Pitt. 

This research was supported by the National Institutes of Health/National Institute on Aging grant RF1 

AG051615. 

 

Story Source: 

Materials provided by University of Pittsburgh. Note: Content may be edited for style and length. 

 

Journal Reference: 

1. Akira Sekikawa et al. Associations of equol‐producing status with white matter lesion and amyloid‐β 

deposition in cognitively normal elderly Japanese. Alzheimer's & Dementia: Translational Research 

& Clinical Interventions, 2020 DOI: 10.1002/trc2.12089 

https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2020/10/201022083311.htm  

https://www.upmc.com/media/news/102220-sekikawa-equol
http://www.pitt.edu/
http://dx.doi.org/10.1002/trc2.12089
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A Legend of Kwannon 

by Grace James 

An illustration for the story A Legend of Kwannon by the author Grace James 

In the days of the gods, Ama-no-Hashidate was the Floating Bridge of Heaven. By way of this bridge came 

the deities from heaven to earth, bearing their jewelled spears, their great bows and heavenly-feathered 

arrows, their wonder robes and their magic mirrors. Afterwards, when the direct way was closed that had been 

between earth and heaven, and the deities walked no more upon the Land of Fresh Rice Ears, the people still 

called a place Ama-no-Hashidate, for the sake of happy memory. This place is one of the Three Fair Views of 

Yamato. It is where a strip of land runs out into the blue sea, like a floating bridge covered with dark pine 

trees. 

 

There was a holy man of Kioto called Saion Zenji. He had followed the Way of the Gods from his youth up. 

He was also a disciple of the great Buddha; well versed was he in doctrines and philosophies; he knew the 

perils of illusion and the ineffable joys of Nirvana. Long hours would he pass in mystic meditation, and many 

ofthe Scriptures he had by heart. When he was on a pilgrimage he came to Ama-no-Hashidate, and he offered 

up thanks because the place was so lovely in his eyes. 

He said, “The blind and ignorant have it that trees and rocks and the green sea-water are not sentient things, 

but the wise know that they also sing aloud and praise the Tathagata. Here will I take up my rest, and join my 

voice with theirs, and will not see my home again.” 

 

So Saion Zenji, the holy man, climbed Nariai-San, the mountain over against Ama-no-Hashidate. And when 

he had come to the place of the Lone Pine, he built him a shrine to Kwannon the Merciful, and a hut to cover 

his own head. 

 

All day he chanted the Holy Sutras. From dawn to eventide he sang, till his very being was exalted and 

seemed to float in an ecstasy of praise. Then his voice grew so loud and clear that it was a marvel. The blue 

campanula of the mountain in reverence bowed its head; the great white lily distilled incense from its deep 

heart; the cicala shrilled aloud; the Forsaken Bird gave a long note from the thicket. About the hermit’s hut 

there fluttered dragon-flies and butterflies innumerable, which are the souls of the happy dead. In the far 

valleys the peasant people were comforted in their toil, whether they planted out the green young rice, or 

gathered in the ears. The sun and the wind were tempered, and the rain fell softly upon their faces. Ever and 

again they climbed the steep hillside to kneel at the shrine of Kwannonthe Merciful, and to speak with the 

holy man, whose wooden bowl they would fill with rice or millet, or barley-meal or beans. Sometimes he 

came down and went through the villages, where he soothed the sick and touched the little children. Folks 

said that his very garments shone. 
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Now in that country there came a winter season the like of which there had not been within the memory of 

man. First came the wind blowing wildly from the north, and then came the snow in great flakes which never 

ceased to fall for the period of nine days. All the folk of the valleys kept within doors as warm as might be, 

and those that had their winter stores fared none so ill. But, ah me, for the bitter cold upon the heights of 

Nariai-San! At the Lone Pine, and about the hermit’s hut, the snow was piled and drifted. The shrine of 

Kwannon the Merciful could no more be seen. Saion Zenji, the holy man, lived for some time upon the food 

that was in his wooden bowl. Then he drew about him the warm garment of thought, and passed many days in 

meditation, which was meat and drink and sleep to him. Howbeit, even his clear spirit could not utterly dispel 

the clouds of illusion. At length it came to earth and all the man trembled with bodily weakness. 

 

“Forgive me, O Kwannon the Merciful,” said Saion Zenji; “but verily it seems to me that if I have no food I 

die.” 

 

Slowly he rose, and painfully he pushed open the door of his hut. The snow had ceased; itwas clear and cold. 

White were the branches of the Lone Pine, and all white the Floating Bridge. 

 

“Forgive me, O Kwannon the Merciful,” said Saion Zenji; “I know not the reason, but I am loath to depart 

and be with the Shades of Yomi. Save me this life, O Kwannon the Merciful.” 

 

Turning, he beheld a dappled hind lying on the snow, newly dead of the cold. He bowed his head. “Poor 

gentle creature,” he said, “never more shalt thou run in the hills, and nibble the grass and the sweet flowers.” 

And he stroked the hind’s soft flank, sorrowing. 

 

“Poor deer, I would not eat thy flesh. Is it not forbidden by the Law of the Blessed One? Is it not forbidden by 

the word of Kwannon the Merciful?” Thus he mused. But even as he mused he seemed to hear a voice that 

spoke to him, and the voice said: 

 

“Alas, Saion Zenji, if thou die of hunger and cold, what shall become of my people, the poor folk of the 

valleys? Shall they not be comforted any more by the Sutras of the Tathagata? Break the law to keep the law, 

beloved, thou that countest the world well lost for a divine song.” 
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Then presently Saion Zenji took a knife, and cut him a piece of flesh from the side of the dappled hind. And 

he gathered fir cones and made a little fire and cooked the deer’s flesh in an iron pot. When it was ready he 

ate half of it. And his strength came to him again, and he opened his lips and sang praises to the Tathagata,and 

the very embers of the dying fire leapt up in flame to hear him. 

 

“Howbeit I must bury the poor deer,” said Saion Zenji. So he went to the door of his hut. But look where he 

might no deer nor dappled hind did he see, nor yet the mark of one in the deep snow. 

 

“It is passing strange,” he said, and wondered. 

 

As soon as might be, up came the poor folk from the valley to see how their hermit had fared through the 

snow and the stormy weather. “The gods send he be not dead of cold or hunger,” they said one to another. But 

they found him chanting in his hut, and he told them how he had eaten of the flesh of a dappled hind and was 

satisfied. 

 

“I cut but a hand’s breadth of the meat,” he said, “and half of it is yet in the iron pot.” 

 

But when they came to look in the pot, they found there no flesh of deer, but a piece of cedar wood gilded 

upon the one side. Marvelling greatly, they carried it to the shrine of Kwannon the Merciful, and when they 

had cleared away the deep snow, all of them went in to worship. There smiled the image of the sweet 

heavenly lady, golden among her golden flowers. In her right side there was a gash where the gilded wood 

was cut away. Then the poor folk from the valley reverently brought that which they had found in the hermit’s 

pot, and set it in the gash. And immediately the wound was healed and the smooth gold shone over the place. 

All the people fell ontheir faces, but the hermit stood singing the high praise of Kwannon the Merciful. 

 

The sun set in glory. The valley folk crept softly from the shrine and went down to their own homes. The cold 

moon and the stars shone upon the Lone Pine and the Floating Bridge and the sea. Through a rent in the 

shrine’s roof they illumined the face of Kwannon the Merciful, and made visible her manifold arms of love. 

Yet Saion Zenji, her servant, stood before her singing in an ecstasy, with tears upon his face: 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                                 No. 544 december 2020 

 

25 

 

“O wonder-woman, strong and beautiful, 

Tender-hearted, pitiful, and thousand-armed! 

Thou hast fed me with thine own flesh— 

Mystery of mysteries! 

Poor dead dappled hind thou cam’st to me; 

In the deep of mine own heart thou spoke to me 

To keep, yet break, and breaking, keep thy law— 

Mystery of mysteries! 

Kwannon, the Merciful Lady, stay with me, 

Save me from the perils of illusion; 

Let me not be afraid of the snow or the Lone Pine. 

Mystery of mysteries— 

Thou hast refused Nirvana, 

Help me that I may lose the world, content, 

And sing the Divine Song.” 

 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/grace-james/fairy-tale/a-legend-of-kwannon 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/grace-james/fairy-tale/a-legend-of-kwannon
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Stigma impacts psychological, physical health of multiracial people 

The multiracial population is one of the fastest-growing minority groups but faces stigma challenges 

Rutgers University 

Summary: 

Policy changes can help to fight stigmas of multiracial Americans, one of the fasting growing 

minority groups in the United States according to a new study. 

     

FULL STORY 

 

Policy changes can help to fight stigmas of multiracial Americans, one of the fasting growing minority groups 

in the United States according to a Rutgers University-led study. 

Published in the journal Policy Insights from the Behavioral and Brain Sciences, the study finds that such 

stigmas may be combated by legitimizing multiracial identities. Despite the increasing prominence of 

multiracial celebrities and leaders such as Barack Obama, Meghan Markle, and Bruno Mars, many multiracial 

people are physically isolated from their peers, said lead author Diana Sanchez, a Rutgers professor of 

psychology. 

"Multiracial people encounter unique challenges because they straddle multiple racial groups," said Sanchez. 

"Sen. Kamala Harris is Black and South Asian, yet social media outlets vary to the extent to which they 

recognize her multiracial background. This lack of recognition for multiracial populations is common as is the 

tendency for fellow monoracial group members like South Asian or Black Americans to have trouble 

including a multiracial person in their group." 

Multiracial people who report frequent racial identity denial also indicate more depressive symptoms, more 

stress, impaired motivation, and lower self-esteem -- compared with those who experience denial less 

frequently, according to research. 

Multiracial people experience discrimination and everyday, often subtle, instances of these racist 

microaggressions that stem specifically from their identity -- such as being told that they cannot identify with 

certain racial identities or that they are not full members of their own racial communities. 

The study suggests adopting policy changes that could increase population estimates that would allow for 

more for distribution of educational and health care resources and improve health care delivery for multiracial 

populations. Recommendations include: 
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 Legitimizing multiracial identity by capitalizing the "M" in multiracial and adjusting guidelines that 

are set forth by, for example, the American Psychological Association and in writing style guides 

about race-appropriate language. 

 Being explicit about the consequences of listing a multiracial background on business loans and 

applications. There is a lack of transparency regarding how claiming a multiracial identity will affect 

eligibility. 

 Fully integrating check-all-that-apply racial measures for data collection. These have psychological 

benefits for multiracial people by recognizing and validating their identities. 

 Minority programs tailored to building community and facilitating positive racial socialization 

should integrate education for multiracial people by discussing how to respond to questions such as: 

"What are you?," "Are you sure your dad is really your dad?" 

The U.S. Census 2020 marks the third assessment that allows residents to indicate belonging to more than one 

racial group. The 2010 U.S. Census data revealed that multiracial individuals represent one of the fastest 

growing minority groups in the United States, representing, at the time, roughly nine million Americans. 

"Many people have argued that Harris's vice presidential nomination may be an opportunity to unite Black 

and South Asian communities who can jointly celebrate this candidacy, but we will first have to confront the 

issue that many have trouble with -- seeing multiracial people as legitimate members of their monoracial 

communities," said Sanchez. 

 

Story Source: 

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

 

Journal Reference: 

1. Diana T. Sanchez, Sarah E. Gaither, Analia F. Albuja, Zoey Eddy. How Policies Can Address 

Multiracial Stigma. Policy Insights from the Behavioral and Brain Sciences, 2020; 7 (2): 115 

DOI: 10.1177/2372732220943906 

 

https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2020/10/201022134725.htm 

  

https://www.rutgers.edu/news/stigma-impacts-psychological-physical-health-multiracial-people
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https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=9458672315&e=d538c8f2e0  

Autumn Maneuver 

by Ingeborg Bachmann 

 

Issue no. 92 (Summer 1984) 

I don't say: that was before. Our pockets stuffed 

with worthless summer money, we lie once more 

on the chaff of scorn, in the autumn maneuver of time. 

And flight to the south, 

where the birds go, doesn't help us. In the evening 

fishing trawlers and gondolas glide past, and sometimes 

a splinter of dream-filled marble hits me 

where I'm vulnerable, with beauty, in the eye. 

In the newspapers I read much about the cold 

and its consequences, about fools and the dead, 

about the banished, the murderers and myriads 

of ice-floes, but little that comforts me. 

Should it be otherwise? At noon a beggar comes 

And I slam the door in his face; for there is peace 

and you can spare yourself an unpleasant sight, though not 

the joyless dying of leaves when it rains. 

Let us take a journey! Let us see sunsets under cypresses 

or else under palm trees, or in orange groves, 

at reduced prices, sunsets 

that have no equal! Let us forget 

our unanswered letters to the past! 

Time does wonders. But should it come unjustly, 

with the throb of guilt: we aren't at home. 

In the cellar of my heart, sleepless, I find myself once more 

on the chaff of scorn, in the autumn maneuver of time. 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=9458672315&e=d538c8f2e0
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An Episode of Cathedral History 

by M.R. James 

There was once a learned gentleman who was deputed to examine and report upon the archives of the 

Cathedral of Southminster. The examination of these records demanded a very considerable expenditure of 

time: hence it became advisable for him to engage lodgings in the city: for though the Cathedral body were 

profuse in their offers of hospitality, Mr. Lake felt that he would prefer to be master of his day. This was 

recognized as reasonable. The Dean eventually wrote advising Mr. Lake, if he were not already suited, to 

communicate with Mr. Worby, the principal Verger, who occupied a house convenient to the church and was 

prepared to take in a quiet lodger for three or four weeks. Such an arrangement was precisely what Mr. Lake 

desired. Terms were easily agreed upon, and early in December, like another Mr. Datchery (as he remarked to 

himself), the investigator found himself in the occupation of a very comfortable room in an ancient and 

‘cathedraly’ house. 

 

One so familiar with the customs of Cathedral churches, and treated with such obvious consideration by the 

Dean and Chapter of this Cathedral in particular, could not fail to command the respect of the Head Verger. 

Mr. Worby even acquiesced in certain modifications of statements he had been accustomed to offer for years 

to parties of visitors. Mr. Lake, on his part, found the Verger a very cheery companion, and took advantage of 

any occasion that presented itself for enjoying his conversation when the day’s work was over. 

 

One evening, about nine o’clock, Mr. Worby knocked at his lodger’s door. ‘I’ve occasion,’ he said, ‘to go 

across to the Cathedral, Mr. Lake, and I think I made you a promise when I did so next I would give you the 

opportunity to see what it looks like at night time. It is quite fine and dry outside, if you care to come.’ 

 

‘To be sure I will; very much obliged to you, Mr. Worby, for thinking of it, but let me get my coat.’ 

 

‘Here it is, sir, and I’ve another lantern here that you’ll find advisable for the steps, as there’s no moon.’ 

 

‘Any one might think we were Jasper and Durdles, over again, mightn’t they,’ said Lake, as they crossed the 

close, for he had ascertained that the Verger had read Edwin Drood. 
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‘Well, so they might,’ said Mr. Worby, with a short laugh, ‘though I don’t know whether we ought to take it 

as a compliment. Odd ways, I often think, they had at that Cathedral, don’t it seem so to you, sir? Full choral 

matins at seven o’clock in the morning all the year round. Wouldn’t suit our boys’ voices nowadays, and I 

think there’s one or two of the men would be applying for a rise if the Chapter was to bring it in-particular the 

alltoes.’ 

 

They were now at the south-west door. As Mr. Worby was unlocking it, Lake said, ‘Did you ever find 

anybody locked in here by accident?’ 

 

‘Twice I did. One was a drunk sailor; however he got in I don’t know. I s’pose he went to sleep in the service, 

but by the time I got to him he was praying fit to bring the roof in. Lor’! what a noise that man did make! said 

it was the first time he’d been inside a church for ten years, and blest if ever he’d try it again. The other was 

an old sheep: them boys it was, up to their games. That was the last time they tried it on, though. There, sir, 

now you see what we look like; our late Dean used now and again to bring parties in, but he preferred a 

moonlight night, and there was a piece of verse he’d coat to ’em, relating to a Scotch cathedral, I understand; 

but I don’t know; I almost think the effect’s better when it’s all dark-like. Seems to add to the size and 

heighth. Now if you won’t mind stopping somewhere in the nave while I go up into the choir where my 

business lays, you’ll see what I mean.’ 

 

Accordingly Lake waited, leaning against a pillar, and watched the light wavering along the length of the 

church, and up the steps into the choir, until it was intercepted by some screen or other furniture, which only 

allowed the reflection to be seen on the piers and roof. Not many minutes had passed before Worby 

reappeared at the door of the choir and by waving his lantern signalled to Lake to rejoin him. 

 

 

  

‘I suppose it is Worby, and not a substitute,’ thought Lake to himself, as he walked up the nave. There was, in 

fact, nothing untoward. Worby showed him the papers which he had come to fetch out of the Dean’s stall, and 

asked him what he thought of the spectacle: Lake agreed that it was well worth seeing. ‘I suppose,’ he said, as 

they walked towards the altar-steps together, ‘that you’re too much used to going about here at night to feel 
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nervous—but you must get a start every now and then, don’t you, when a book falls down or a door swings 

to.’ 

 

‘No, Mr. Lake, I can’t say I think much about noises, not nowadays: I’m much more afraid of finding an 

escape of gas or a burst in the stove pipes than anything else. Still there have been times, years ago. Did you 

notice that plain altar-tomb there—fifteenth century we say it is, I don’t know if you agree to that? Well, if 

you didn’t look at it, just come back and give it a glance, if you’d be so good.’ It was on the north side of the 

choir, and rather awkwardly placed: only about three feet from the enclosing stone screen. Quite plain, as the 

Verger had said, but for some ordinary stone panelling. A metal cross of some size on the northern side (that 

next to the screen) was the solitary feature of any interest. 

 

Lake agreed that it was not earlier than the Perpendicular period: ‘but,’ he said, ‘unless it’s the tomb of some 

remarkable person, you’ll forgive me for saying that I don’t think it’s particularly noteworthy.’ 

 

‘Well, I can’t say as it is the tomb of anybody noted in ’istory,’ said Worby, who had a dry smile on his face, 

‘for we don’t own any record whatsoever of who it was put up to. For all that, if you’ve half an hour to spare, 

sir, when we get back to the house, Mr. Lake, I could tell you a tale about that tomb. I won’t begin on it now; 

it strikes cold here, and we don’t want to be dawdling about all night.’ 

 

‘Of course I should like to hear it immensely.’ 

 

‘Very well, sir, you shall. Now if I might put a question to you,’ he went on, as they passed down the choir 

aisle, ‘in our little local guide—and not only there, but in the little book on our Cathedral in the series—you’ll 

find it stated that this portion of the building was erected previous to the twelfth century. Now of course I 

should be glad enough to take that view, but—mind the step, sir—but, I put it to you—does the lay of the 

stone ’ere in this portion of the wall (which he tapped with his key) does it to your eye carry the flavour of 

what you might call Saxon masonry? No? I thought not; no more it does to me: now, if you’ll believe me, I’ve 

said as much to those men—one’s the librarian of our Free Libry here, and the other came down from London 

on purpose—fifty times, if I have once, but I might just as well have talked to that bit of stonework. But there 

it is, I suppose every one’s got their opinions.’ 

 

The discussion of this peculiar trait of human nature occupied Mr. Worby almost up to the moment when he 

and Lake re-entered the former’s house. The condition of the fire in Lake’s sitting-room led to a suggestion 
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from Mr. Worby that they should finish the evening in his own parlour. We find them accordingly settled 

there some short time afterwards. 

 

Mr. Worby made his story a long one, and I will not undertake to tell it wholly in his own words, or in his 

own order. Lake committed the substance of it to paper immediately after hearing it, together with some few 

passages of the narrative which had fixed themselves verbatim in his mind; I shall probably find it expedient 

to condense Lake’s record to some extent. 

 

Mr. Worby was born, it appeared, about the year 1828. His father before him had been connected with the 

Cathedral, and likewise his grandfather. One or both had been choristers, and in later life both had done work 

as mason and carpenter respectively about the fabric. Worby himself, though possessed, as he frankly 

acknowledged, of an indifferent voice, had been drafted into the choir at about ten years of age. 

 

 

  

It was in 1840 that the wave of the Gothic revival smote the Cathedral of Southminster. ‘There was a lot of 

lovely stuff went then, sir,’ said Worby, with a sigh. ‘My father couldn’t hardly believe it when he got his 

orders to clear out the choir. There was a new dean just come in-Dean Burscough it was—and my father had 

been ‘prenticed to a good firm of joiners in the city, and knew what good work was when he saw it. Crool it 

was, he used to say: all that beautiful wainscot oak, as good as the day it was put up, and garlands-like of 

foliage and fruit, and lovely old gilding work on the coats of arms and the organ pipes. All went to the timber 

yard—every bit except some little pieces worked up in the Lady Chapel, and ’ere in this overmantel. Well—I 

may be mistook, but I say our choir never looked as well since. Still there was a lot found out about the 

history of the church, and no doubt but what it did stand in need of repair. There were very few winters passed 

but what we’d lose a pinnicle.’ Mr. Lake expressed his concurrence with Worby’s views of restoration, but 

owns to a fear about this point lest the story proper should never be reached. Possibly this was perceptible in 

his manner. 

 

Worby hastened to reassure him, ‘Not but what I could carry on about that topic for hours at a time, and do do 

when I see my opportunity. But Dean Burscough he was very set on the Gothic period, and nothing would 

serve him but everything must be made agreeable to that. And one morning after service he appointed for my 

father to meet him in the choir, and he came back after he’d taken off his robes in the vestry, and he’d got a 

roll of paper with him, and the verger that was then brought in a table, and they begun spreading it out on the 

table with prayer books to keep it down, and my father helped ’em, and he saw it was a picture of the inside of 

a choir in a Cathedral; and the Dean—he was a quick spoken gentleman—he says, “Well, Worby, what do 
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you think of that?” “Why”, says my father, “I don’t think I ‘ave the pleasure of knowing that view. Would 

that be Hereford Cathedral, Mr. Dean?” “No, Worby,” says the Dean, “that’s Southminster Cathedral as we 

hope to see it before many years.” “In-deed, sir,” says my father, and that was all he did say—leastways to the 

Dean—but he used to tell me he felt really faint in himself when he looked round our choir as I can remember 

it, all comfortable and furnished-like, and then see this nasty little dry picter, as he called it, drawn out by 

some London architect. Well, there I am again. But you’ll see what I mean if you look at this old view.’ 

 

Worby reached down a framed print from the wall. ‘Well, the long and the short of it was that the Dean he 

handed over to my father a copy of an order of the Chapter that he was to clear out every bit of the choir—

make a clean sweep—ready for the new work that was being designed up in town, and he was to put it in hand 

as soon as ever he could get the breakers together. Now then, sir, if you look at that view, you’ll see where the 

pulpit used to stand: that’s what I want you to notice, if you please.’ It was, indeed, easily seen; an unusually 

large structure of timber with a domed sounding-board, standing at the east end of the stalls on the north side 

of the choir, facing the bishop’s throne. Worby proceeded to explain that during the alterations, services were 

held in the nave, the members of the choir being thereby disappointed of an anticipated holiday, and the 

organist in particular incurring the suspicion of having wilfully damaged the mechanism of the temporary 

organ that was hired at considerable expense from London. 

 

The work of demolition began with the choir screen and organ loft, and proceeded gradually eastwards, 

disclosing, as Worby said, many interesting features of older work. While this was going on, the members of 

the Chapter were, naturally, in and about the choir a great deal, and it soon became apparent to the elder 

Worby—who could not help overhearing some of their talk—that, on the part of the senior Canons especially, 

there must have been a good deal of disagreement before the policy now being carried out had been adopted. 

Some were of opinion that they should catch their deaths of cold in the return-stalls, unprotected by a screen 

from the draughts in the nave: others objected to being exposed to the view of persons in the choir aisles, 

especially, they said, during the sermons, when they found it helpful to listen in a posture which was liable to 

misconstruction. The strongest opposition, however, came from the oldest of the body, who up to the last 

moment objected to the removal of the pulpit. ‘You ought not to touch it, Mr. Dean,’ he said with great 

emphasis one morning, when the two were standing before it: ‘you don’t know what mischief you may do.’ 

‘Mischief? it’s not a work of any particular merit, Canon.’ ‘Don’t call me Canon,’ said the old man with great 

asperity, ‘that is, for thirty years I’ve been known as Dr. Ayloff, and I shall be obliged, Mr. Dean, if you 

would kindly humour me in that matter. And as to the pulpit (which I’ve preached from for thirty years, 

though I don’t insist on that) all I’ll say is, I know you’re doing wrong in moving it.’ ‘But what sense could 

there be, my dear Doctor, in leaving it where it is, when we’re fitting up the rest of the choir in a totally 

different style? What reason could be given—apart from the look of the thing?’ ‘Reason! reason!’ said old Dr. 

Ayloff; ‘if you young men—if I may say so without any disrespect, Mr. Dean—if you’d only listen to reason 

a little, and not be always asking for it, we should get on better. But there, I’ve said my say.’ The old 

gentleman hobbled off, and as it proved, never entered the Cathedral again. The season—it was a hot 

summer—turned sickly on a sudden. Dr. Ayloff was one of the first to go, with some affection of the muscles 

of the thorax, which took him painfully at night. And at many services the number of choirmen and boys was 

very thin. 
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Meanwhile the pulpit had been done away with. In fact, the sounding-board (part of which still exists as a 

table in a summer-house in the palace garden) was taken down within an hour or two of Dr. Ayloff’s protest. 

The removal of the base—not effected without considerable trouble—disclosed to view, greatly to the 

exultation of the restoring party, an altar-tomb—the tomb, of course, to which Worby had attracted Lake’s 

attention that same evening. Much fruitless research was expended in attempts to identify the occupant; from 

that day to this he has never had a name put to him. The structure had been most carefully boxed in under the 

pulpit-base, so that such slight ornament as it possessed was not defaced; only on the north side of it there was 

what looked like an injury; a gap between two of the slabs composing the side. It might be two or three inches 

across. Palmer, the mason, was directed to fill it up in a week’s time, when he came to do some other small 

jobs near that part of the choir. 

 

The season was undoubtedly a very trying one. Whether the church was built on a site that had once been a 

marsh, as was suggested, or for whatever reason, the residents in its immediate neighbourhood had, many of 

them, but little enjoyment of the exquisite sunny days and the calm nights of August and September. To 

several of the older people—Dr. Ayloff, among others, as we have seen—the summer proved downright fatal, 

but even among the younger, few escaped either a sojourn in bed for a matter of weeks, or at the least, a 

brooding sense of oppression, accompanied by hateful nightmares. Gradually there formulated itself a 

suspicion—which grew into a conviction—that the alterations in the Cathedral had something to say in the 

matter. The widow of a former old verger, a pensioner of the Chapter of Southminster, was visited by dreams, 

which she retailed to her friends, of a shape that slipped out of the little door of the south transept as the dark 

fell in, and flitted—taking a fresh direction every night—about the close, disappearing for a while in house 

after house, and finally emerging again when the night sky was paling. She could see nothing of it, she said, 

but that it was a moving form: only she had an impression that when it returned to the church, as it seemed to 

do in the end of the dream, it turned its head: and then, she could not tell why, but she thought it had red eyes. 

Worby remembered hearing the old lady tell this dream at a tea-party in the house of the chapter clerk. Its 

recurrence might, perhaps, he said, be taken as a symptom of approaching illness; at any rate before the end of 

September the old lady was in her grave. 

 

The interest excited by the restoration of this great church was not confined to its own county. One day that 

summer an F.S.A., of some celebrity, visited the place. His business was to write an account of the 

discoveries that had been made, for the Society of Antiquaries, and his wife, who accompanied him, was to 

make a series of illustrative drawings for his report. In the morning she employed herself in making a general 

sketch of the choir; in the afternoon she devoted herself to details. She first drew the newly exposed altar-

tomb, and when that was finished, she called her husband’s attention to a beautiful piece of diaper-ornament 

on the screen just behind it, which had, like the tomb itself, been completely concealed by the pulpit. Of 
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course, he said, an illustration of that must be made; so she seated herself on the tomb and began a careful 

drawing which occupied her till dusk. 

 

Her husband had by this time finished his work of measuring and description, and they agreed that it was time 

to be getting back to their hotel. ‘You may as well brush my skirt, Frank,’ said the lady, ‘it must have got 

covered with dust, I’m sure.’ He obeyed dutifully; but, after a moment, he said, ‘I don’t know whether you 

value this dress particularly, my dear, but I’m inclined to think it’s seen its best days. There’s a great bit of it 

gone.’ ‘Gone? Where?’ said she. ‘I don’t know where it’s gone, but it’s off at the bottom edge behind here.’ 

She pulled it hastily into sight, and was horrified to find a jagged tear extending some way into the substance 

of the stuff; very much, she said, as if a dog had rent it away. The dress was, in any case, hopelessly spoilt, to 

her great vexation, and though they looked everywhere, the missing piece could not be found. There were 

many ways, they concluded, in which the injury might have come about, for the choir was full of old bits of 

woodwork with nails sticking out of them. Finally, they could only suppose that one of these had caused the 

mischief, and that the workmen, who had been about all day, had carried off the particular piece with the 

fragment of dress still attached to it. 

 

It was about this time, Worby thought, that his little dog began to wear an anxious expression when the hour 

for it to be put into the shed in the back yard approached. (For his mother had ordained that it must not sleep 

in the house.) One evening, he said, when he was just going to pick it up and carry it out, it looked at him 

‘like a Christian, and waved its ‘and, I was going to say—well, you know ‘ow they do carry on sometimes, 

and the end of it was I put it under my coat, and ‘uddled it upstairs—and I’m afraid I as good as deceived my 

poor mother on the subject. After that the dog acted very artful with ‘iding itself under the bed for half-an-

hour or more before bed-time came, and we worked it so as my mother never found out what we’d done.’ Of 

course Worby was glad of its company anyhow, but more particularly when the nuisance that is still 

remembered in Southminster as ‘the crying’ set in. 

 

‘Night after night,’ said Worby, ‘that dog seemed to know it was coming; he’d creep out, he would, and 

snuggle into the bed and cuddle right up to me shivering, and when the crying come he’d be like a wild thing, 

shoving his head under my arm, and I was fully near as bad. Six or seven times we’d hear it, not more, and 

when he’d dror out his ‘ed again I’d know it was over for that night. What was it like, sir? Well, I never heard 

but one thing that seemed to hit it off. I happened to be playing about in the Close, and there was two of the 

Canons met and said “Good morning” one to another. “Sleep well last night?” says one—it was Mr. Henslow 

that one, and Mr. Lyall was the other—”Can’t say I did,” says Mr. Lyall, “rather too much of Isaiah 34. 14 for 

me.” “34. 14,” says Mr. Henslow, “what’s that?” “You call yourself a Bible reader!” says Mr. Lyall. (Mr. 

Henslow, you must know, he was one of what used to be termed Simeon’s lot—pretty much what we should 

call the Evangelical party.) “You go and look it up.” I wanted to know what he was getting at myself, and so 

off I ran home and got out my own Bible, and there it was: “the satyr shall cry to his fellow.” Well, I thought, 

is that what we’ve been listening to these past nights? and I tell you it made me look over my shoulder a time 

or two. Of course I’d asked my father and mother about what it could be before that, but they both said it was 

most likely cats: but they spoke very short, and I could see they was troubled. My word! that was a noise—
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‘ungry-like, as if it was calling after some one that wouldn’t come. If ever you felt you wanted company, it 

would be when you was waiting for it to begin again. I believe two or three nights there was men put on to 

watch in different parts of the Close; but they all used to get together in one corner, the nearest they could to 

the High Street, and nothing came of it. 

 

 

  

‘Well, the next thing was this. Me and another of the boys—he’s in business in the city now as a grocer, like 

his father before him—we’d gone up in the Close after morning service was over, and we heard old Palmer 

the mason bellowing to some of his men. So we went up nearer, because we knew he was a rusty old chap and 

there might be some fun going. It appears Palmer’d told this man to stop up the chink in that old tomb. Well, 

there was this man keeping on saying he’d done it the best he could, and there was Palmer carrying on like all 

possessed about it. “Call that making a job of it?” he says. “If you had your rights you’d get the sack for this. 

What do you suppose I pay you your wages for? What do you suppose I’m going to say to the Dean and 

Chapter when they come round, as come they may do any time, and see where you’ve been bungling about 

covering the ‘ole place with mess and plaster and Lord knows what?” “Well, master, I done the best I could,” 

says the man; “I don’t know no more than what you do ‘ow it come to fall out this way. I tamped it right in 

the ‘ole,” he says, “and now it’s fell out,” he says, “I never see.” 

 

‘ “Fell out?” says old Palmer, “why it’s nowhere near the place. Blowed out, you mean,” and he picked up a 

bit of plaster, and so did I, that was laying up against the screen, three or four feet off, and not dry yet; and old 

Palmer he looked at it curious-like, and then he turned round on me and he says, “Now then, you boys, have 

you been up to some of your games here?” “No,” I says, “I haven’t, Mr. Palmer; there’s none of us been about 

here till just this minute,” and while I was talking the other boy, Evans, he got looking in through the chink, 

and I heard him draw in his breath, and he came away sharp and up to us, and says he, “I believe there’s 

something in there. I saw something shiny.” “What! I daresay,” says old Palmer; “Well, I ain’t got time to 

stop about there. You, William, you go off and get some more stuff and make a job of it this time; if not, 

there’ll be trouble in my yard,” he says. 

 

‘So the man he went off, and Palmer too, and us boys stopped behind, and I says to Evans, “Did you really 

see anything in there?” “Yes,” he says, “I did indeed.” So then I says, “Let’s shove something in and stir it 

up.” And we tried several of the bits of wood that was laying about, but they were all too big. Then Evans he 

had a sheet of music he’d brought with him, an anthem or a service, I forget which it was now, and he rolled it 

up small and shoved it in the chink; two or three times he did it, and nothing happened. “Give it me, boy,” I 

said, and I had a try. No, nothing happened. Then, I don’t know why I thought of it, I’m sure, but I stooped 

down just opposite the chink and put my two fingers in my mouth and whistled—you know the way—and at 

that I seemed to think I heard something stirring, and I says to Evans, “Come away,” I says; “I don’t like 

this.” “Oh, rot,” he says, “Give me that roll,” and he took it and shoved it in. And I don’t think ever I see any 
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one go so pale as he did. “I say, Worby,” he says, “it’s caught, or else some one’s got hold of it.” “Pull it out 

or leave it,” I says, “Come and let’s get off.” So he gave a good pull, and it came away. Leastways most of it 

did, but the end was gone. Torn off it was, and Evans looked at it for a second and then he gave a sort of a 

croak and let it drop, and we both made off out of there as quick as ever we could. When we got outside 

Evans says to me, “Did you see the end of that paper.” “No,” I says, “only it was torn.” “Yes, it was,” he says, 

“but it was wet too, and black!” Well, partly because of the fright we had, and partly because that music was 

wanted in a day or two, and we knew there’d be a set-out about it with the organist, we didn’t say nothing to 

any one else, and I suppose the workmen they swept up the bit that was left along with the rest of the rubbish. 

But Evans, if you were to ask him this very day about it, he’d stick to it he saw that paper wet and black at the 

end where it was torn.’ 

 

After that the boys gave the choir a wide berth, so that Worby was not sure what was the result of the mason’s 

renewed mending of the tomb. Only he made out from fragments of conversation dropped by the workmen 

passing through the choir that some difficulty had been met with, and that the governor—Mr. Palmer to wit—

had tried his own hand at the job. A little later, he happened to see Mr. Palmer himself knocking at the door of 

the Deanery and being admitted by the butler. A day or so after that, he gathered from a remark his father let 

fall at breakfast that something a little out of the common was to be done in the Cathedral after morning 

service on the morrow. ‘And I’d just as soon it was today,’ his father added, ‘I don’t see the use of running 

risks.’ ‘ “Father,” I says, “what are you going to do in the Cathedral tomorrow?” and he turned on me as 

savage as I ever see him—he was a wonderful good-tempered man as a general thing, my poor father was. 

“My lad,” he says, “I’ll trouble you not to go picking up your elders’ and betters’ talk: it’s not manners and 

it’s not straight. What I’m going to do or not going to do in the Cathedral tomorrow is none of your business: 

and if I catch sight of you hanging about the place tomorrow after your work’s done, I’ll send you home with 

a flea in your ear. Now you mind that.” Of course I said I was very sorry and that, and equally of course I 

went off and laid my plans with Evans. We knew there was a stair up in the corner of the transept which you 

can get up to the triforium, and in them days the door to it was pretty well always open, and even if it wasn’t 

we knew the key usually laid under a bit of matting hard by. So we made up our minds we’d be putting away 

music and that, next morning while the rest of the boys was clearing off, and then slip up the stairs and watch 

from the triforium if there was any signs of work going on. 

 

‘Well, that same night I dropped off asleep as sound as a boy does, and all of a sudden the dog woke me up, 

coming into the bed, and thought I, now we’re going to get it sharp, for he seemed more frightened than usual. 

After about five minutes sure enough came this cry. I can’t give you no idea what it was like; and so near 

too—nearer than I’d heard it yet—and a funny thing, Mr. Lake, you know what a place this Close is for an 

echo, and particular if you stand this side of it. Well, this crying never made no sign of an echo at all. But, as I 

said, it was dreadful near this night; and on the top of the start I got with hearing it, I got another fright; for I 

heard something rustling outside in the passage. Now to be sure I thought I was done; but I noticed the dog 

seemed to perk up a bit, and next there was some one whispered outside the door, and I very near laughed out 

loud, for I knew it was my father and mother that had got out of bed with the noise. “Whatever is it?” says my 

mother. “Hush! I don’t know,” says my father, excited-like, “don’t disturb the boy. I hope he didn’t hear 

nothing.” 
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‘So, me knowing they were just outside, it made me bolder, and I slipped out of bed across to my little 

window—giving on the Close—but the dog he bored right down to the bottom of the bed—and I looked out. 

First go off I couldn’t see anything. Then right down in the shadow under a buttress I made out what I shall 

always say was two spots of red—a dull red it was—nothing like a lamp or a fire, but just so as you could 

pick ’em out of the black shadow. I hadn’t but just sighted ’em when it seemed we wasn’t the only people that 

had been disturbed, because I see a window in a house on the left-hand side become lighted up, and the light 

moving. I just turned my head to make sure of it, and then looked back into the shadow for those two red 

things, and they were gone, and for all I peered about and stared, there was not a sign more of them. Then 

come my last fright that night—something come against my bare leg—but that was all right: that was my little 

dog had come out of bed, and prancing about, making a great to-do, only holding his tongue, and me seeing 

he was quite in spirits again, I took him back to bed and we slept the night out! 

 

‘Next morning I made out to tell my mother I’d had the dog in my room, and I was surprised, after all she’d 

said about it before, how quiet she took it. “Did you?” she says. “Well, by good rights you ought to go 

without your breakfast for doing such a thing behind my back: but I don’t know as there’s any great harm 

done, only another time you ask my permission, do you hear?” A bit after that I said something to my father 

about having heard the cats again. “Cats,” he says, and he looked over at my poor mother, and she coughed 

and he says, “Oh! ah! yes, cats. I believe I heard ’em myself.” 

 

‘That was a funny morning altogether: nothing seemed to go right. The organist he stopped in bed, and the 

minor Canon he forgot it was the 19th day and waited for the Venite; and after a bit the deputy he set off 

playing the chant for evensong, which was a minor; and then the Decani boys were laughing so much they 

couldn’t sing, and when it came to the anthem the solo boy he got took with the giggles, and made out his 

nose was bleeding, and shoved the book at me what hadn’t practised the verse and wasn’t much of a singer if 

I had known it. Well, things was rougher, you see, fifty years ago, and I got a nip from the counter-tenor 

behind me that I remembered. 

 

‘So we got through somehow, and neither the men nor the boys weren’t by way of waiting to see whether the 

Canon in residence—Mr. Henslow it was—would come to the vestries and fine ’em, but I don’t believe he 

did: for one thing I fancy he’d read the wrong lesson for the first time in his life, and knew it. Anyhow Evans 

and me didn’t find no difficulty in slipping up the stairs as I told you, and when we got up we laid ourselves 

down flat on our stomachs where we could just stretch our heads out over the old tomb, and we hadn’t but just 

done so when we heard the verger that was then, first shutting the iron porch-gates and locking the south-west 
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door, and then the transept door, so we knew there was something up, and they meant to keep the public out 

for a bit. 

 

‘Next thing was, the Dean and the Canon come in by their door on the north, and then I see my father, and old 

Palmer, and a couple of their best men, and Palmer stood a talking for a bit with the Dean in the middle of the 

choir. He had a coil of rope and the men had crows. All of ’em looked a bit nervous. So there they stood 

talking, and at last I heard the Dean say, “Well, I’ve no time to waste, Palmer. If you think this’ll satisfy 

Southminster people, I’ll permit it to be done; but I must say this, that never in the whole course of my life 

have I heard such arrant nonsense from a practical man as I have from you. Don’t you agree with me, 

Henslow?” As far as I could hear Mr. Henslow said something like “Oh! well we’re told, aren’t we, Mr. 

Dean, not to judge others?” and the Dean he gave a kind of sniff, and walked straight up to the tomb, and took 

his stand behind it with his back to the screen, and the others they come edging up rather gingerly. Henslow, 

he stopped on the south side and scratched on his chin, he did. Then the Dean spoke up: “Palmer,” he says, 

“which can you do easiest, get the slab off the top, or shift one of the side slabs?” 

 

‘Old Palmer and his men they pottered about a bit looking round the edge of the top slab and sounding the 

sides on the south and east and west and everywhere but the north. Henslow said something about it being 

better to have a try at the south side, because there was more light and more room to move about in. Then my 

father, who’d been watching of them, went round to the north side, and knelt down and felt of the slab by the 

chink, and he got up and dusted his knees and says to the Dean: “Beg pardon, Mr. Dean, but I think if Mr. 

Palmer’ll try this here slab he’ll find it’ll come out easy enough. Seems to me one of the men could prize it 

out with his crow by means of this chink.” “Ah! thank you, Worby,” says the Dean; “that’s a good suggestion. 

Palmer, let one of your men do that, will you?” 

‘So the man come round, and put his bar in and bore on it, and just that minute when they were all bending 

over, and we boys got our heads well out over the edge of the triforium, there come a most fearful crash down 

at the west end of the choir, as if a whole stack of big timber had fallen down a flight of stairs. Well, you can’t 

expect me to tell you everything that happened all in a minute. Of course there was a terrible commotion. I 

heard the slab fall out, and the crowbar on the floor, and I heard the Dean say “Good God!” 

‘When I looked down again I saw the Dean tumbled over on the floor, the men was making off down the 

choir, Henslow was just going to help the Dean up, Palmer was going to stop the men, as he said afterwards, 

and my father was sitting on the altar step with his face in his hands. The Dean he was very cross. “I wish to 

goodness you’d look where you’re coming to, Henslow,” he says. “Why you should all take to your heels 

when a stick of wood tumbles down I cannot imagine,” and all Henslow could do, explaining he was right 

away on the other side of the tomb, would not satisfy him. 

‘Then Palmer came back and reported there was nothing to account for this noise and nothing seemingly 

fallen down, and when the Dean finished feeling of himself they gathered round—except my father, he sat 

where he was—and some one lighted up a bit of candle and they looked into the tomb. “Nothing there,” says 

the Dean, “what did I tell you? Stay! here’s something. What’s this: a bit of music paper, and a piece of torn 

stuff—part of a dress it looks like. Both quite modern—no interest whatever. Another time perhaps you’ll 
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take the advice of an educated man”—or something like that, and off he went, limping a bit, and out through 

the north door, only as he went he called back angry to Palmer for leaving the door standing open. Palmer 

called out “Very sorry, sir,” but he shrugged his shoulders, and Henslow says, “I fancy Mr. Dean’s mistaken. 

I closed the door behind me, but he’s a little upset.” Then Palmer says, “Why, where’s Worby?” and they saw 

him sitting on the step and went up to him. He was recovering himself, it seemed, and wiping his forehead, 

and Palmer helped him up on to his legs, as I was glad to see. 

 

‘They were too far off for me to hear what they said, but my father pointed to the north door in the aisle, and 

Palmer and Henslow both of them looked very surprised and scared. After a bit, my father and Henslow went 

out of the church, and the others made what haste they could to put the slab back and plaster it in. And about 

as the clock struck twelve the Cathedral was opened again and us boys made the best of our way home. 

‘I was in a great taking to know what it was had given my poor father such a turn, and when I got in and 

found him sitting in his chair taking a glass of spirits, and my mother standing looking anxious at him, I 

couldn’t keep from bursting out and making confession where I’d been. But he didn’t seem to take on, not in 

the way of losing his temper. “You was there, was you? Well did you see it?” “I see everything, father,” I 

said, “except when the noise came.” “Did you see what it was knocked the Dean over?” he says, “that what 

come out of the monument? You didn’t? Well, that’s a mercy.” “Why, what was it, father?” I said. “Come, 

you must have seen it,” he says. “Didn’t you see? A thing like a man, all over hair, and two great eyes to it?” 

‘Well, that was all I could get out of him that time, and later on he seemed as if he was ashamed of being so 

frightened, and he used to put me off when I asked him about it. But years after, when I was got to be a grown 

man, we had more talk now and again on the matter, and he always said the same thing. “Black it was,” he’d 

say, “and a mass of hair, and two legs, and the light caught on its eyes.” 

 

‘Well, that’s the tale of that tomb, Mr. Lake; it’s one we don’t tell to our visitors, and I should be obliged to 

you not to make any use of it till I’m out of the way. I doubt Mr. Evans’ll feel the same as I do, if you ask 

him.’ 

 

This proved to be the case. But over twenty years have passed by, and the grass is growing over both Worby 

and Evans; so Mr. Lake felt no difficulty about communicating his notes—taken in 1890—to me. He 

accompanied them with a sketch of the tomb and a copy of the short inscription on the metal cross which was 

affixed at the expense of Dr. Lyall to the centre of the northern side. It was from the Vulgate of Isaiah “iv., 

and consisted merely of the three words— 

IBI CUBAVIT LAMIA. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/mr-james/short-story/an-episode-of-cathedral-history 

https://americanliterature.com/author/mr-james/short-story/an-episode-of-cathedral-history
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Spell to Be Said against Hatred: Amanda Palmer Reads Poet Jane Hirshfield’s Miniature Masterwork 

of Insistence, Persistence, and Compassionate Courage 

“Until each breath refuses they, those, them…” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0525657800/braipick-20
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“When we come to it,” Maya Angelou beckoned in her stunning cosmic vision for humanity, “when the 

curtain falls on the minstrel show of hate…” Then, she bent the mind in language to remind us, and only then 

will we have risen to our cosmic destiny — a destiny built on the discipline of never forgetting, never daring 

let ourselves forget, our shared cosmic belonging. “For every atom belonging to me as good belongs to 

you.    Remember?” But we do forget, and so the minstrel show of hate remains with us; the curtain falls, only 

to rise again, as if to affirm Zadie Smith’s poignant observation that “progress is never permanent, will always 

be threatened, must be redoubled, restated and reimagined if it is to survive.” 

It is especially in times of uncertainty, in tremulous times of fear and loss, that the curtain rises and the 

minstrel show resumes — a show of hate that can be as vicious and pointed as the murderous violence human 

beings are capable of directing at one another, or as ambient and slow-seething as the deadly disregard for the 

universe of non-human lives with which we share this fragile, irreplaceable planet. “We don’t know where we 

belong,” Annie Dillard wrote in her gorgeous meditation on our search for meaning, “but in times of sorrow it 

doesn’t seem to be here, here with these silly pansies and witless mountains, here with sponges and hard-eyed 

birds. In times of sorrow the innocence of the other creatures — from whom and with whom we evolved — 

seems a mockery.” 

How to end the mockery and the minstrel show is what poet Jane Hirshfield — one of the most unboastfully 

courageous voices of our time, an ordained Buddhist, a more-than-humanitarian: a planetarian — explores 

in “Spell to Be Said against Hatred,” a miniature masterwork of quiet, surefooted insistence and persistence. 

Included in the anthology Dear America: Letters of Hope, Habitat, Defiance, and Democracy (public library) 

alongside contributions by Jericho Brown, Ellen Bass, Naomi Shihab Nye, and Robin Wall Kimmerer, it is 

inhaled into life here by musician, activist, fellow more-than-humanitarian, and my darling friend Amanda 

Palmer. 

SPELL TO BE SAID AGAINST HATRED 

by Jane Hirshfield 

Until each breath refuses they, those, them. 

Until the Dramatis Personae of the book’s first page says, “Each one is you.” 

Until hope bows to its hopelessness only as one self bows to another. Until cruelty bends to its work and sees 

suddenly: I. 

Until anger and insult know themselves burnable legs of a useless table. 

Until the unsurprised unbidden knees find themselves bending. Until fear bows to its object as a bird’s 

shadow bows to its bird. Until the ache of the solitude inside the hands, the ribs, the ankles. Until the sound 

the mouse makes inside the mouth of the cat. Until the inaudible acids bathing the coral. 

Until what feels no one’s weighing is no longer weightless. 

Until what feels no one’s earning is no longer taken. 

Until grief, pity, confusion, laughter, longing know themselves mirrors. 

Until by we we mean I, them, you, the muskrat, the tiger, the hunger. 

Until by I we mean as a dog barks, sounding and vanishing and 

sounding and vanishing completely. 

Until by until we mean I, we, you, them, the muskrat, the tiger, the 

hunger, the lonely barking of the dog before it is answered. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/09/a-brave-and-startling-truth-maya-angelou/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/23/singularity-marie-howe-animated/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/23/singularity-marie-howe-animated/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/02/08/zadie-smith-feel-free-optimism-and-despair/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/02/08/zadie-smith-feel-free-optimism-and-despair/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/31/annie-dillard-sojourner/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/04/18/jane-hirshfield-on-the-fifth-day/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/04/18/jane-hirshfield-on-the-fifth-day/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/159534912X/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/dear-america-letters-of-hope-habitat-defiance-and-democracy/oclc/1122915313&referer=brief_results
https://www.patreon.com/amandapalmer?ty=h
https://www.patreon.com/amandapalmer?ty=h
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“Spell to Be Said against Hatred” was originally published in Hirshfield’s altogether soul-resuscitating 

collection Ledger (public library), which also gave us the wonderful “Today, Another 

Universe.” Complement it with Marie Howe’s kindred-spirited poem “Singularity” and a soulful reading of 

Hirshfield’s splendid succor for resilience, “The Weighing,” then revisit Amanda’s enchanting readings 

of “When I Am Among the Trees” by Mary Oliver, “Einstein’s Mother” by former U.S. Poet Laureate Tracy 

K. Smith, “Life While-You-Wait” by Polish Nobel laureate Wisława Szymborska, “Humanity i love you” by 

E.E. Cummings, “Hubble Photographs: After Sappho” by Adrienne Rich, and “Questionnaire” by Wendell 

Berry. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/05/31/spell-to-be-said-against-hatred-jane-

hirshfield/?mc_cid=f000e6c85b&mc_eid=d1c16ac662  

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0525657800/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/ledger-poems/oclc/1104222012&referer=brief_results
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/03/15/today-another-universe-jane-hirshfield-ledger-jasmine/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/03/15/today-another-universe-jane-hirshfield-ledger-jasmine/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/23/singularity-marie-howe-animated/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/10/23/the-weighing-jane-hirshfield/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/09/23/amanda-palmer-mary-oliver-when-i-am-among-the-trees/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/18/einsteins-mother-tracy-k-smith-amanda-palmer/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/07/02/amanda-palmer-reads-wislawa-szymborska/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/06/28/amanda-palmer-reads-humanity-i-love-you-e-e-cummings/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/04/26/amanda-palmer-hubble-photographs-adrienne-rich/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/08/14/wendell-berry-questionnaire-amanda-palmer/
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Historical Landscape 

by Mary Jo Bang 

 

Issue no. 175 (Fall / Winter 2005) 

Little liquor-drink umbrellas drowse 

At the margin of the mouth hole, 

The moon eye, an open coronal 

Ringing some mundane mulberry sea 

Of no-color ice and ambrosial water. 

A draggled girl gossips, 

Looks to the sky’s foam-capped surface 

Where a cloud-cuckoo blimp holds a pose 

In the difficult kingdom of conundrums. 

Her lips are counting 

The insurgent dead, 

The shredded children—unsightly 

In skulled-and-crossboned cradles. 

In History’s shadow, a rippled landscape 

Of glorified relic tanks, cold-blooded domes. 

Overhead, oracle voices 

Coil around the O in the classic song, “O, 

It Is Only Oil.” 

On Oedipus shelves of dreamscapes, 

Sleep-twisted, horses are at stop, rooted 

To the light’s blank ruin. 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=2862acd7ad&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=2862acd7ad&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=2862acd7ad&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=2862acd7ad&e=d538c8f2e0
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When did we become fully human? What fossils and DNA tell us about the evolution of modern 

intelligence 

Posted: 21 Oct 2020 07:00 AM PDT 

Author: Nick Longrich is a Senior Lecturer in Evolutionary Biology and Paleontology, University of Bath 

Mariano/Wikipedia, CC BY-SA 

When did something like us first appear on the planet? It turns out there’s remarkably little agreement on this 

question. Fossils and DNA suggest people looking like us, anatomically modern Homo sapiens, evolved 

around 300,000 years ago. Surprisingly, archaeology – tools, artefacts, cave art – suggest that complex 

technology and cultures, “behavioural modernity”, evolved more recently: 50,000-65,000 years ago. 

Some scientists interpret this as suggesting the earliest Homo sapiens weren’t entirely modern. Yet the 

different data tracks different things. Skulls and genes tell us about brains, artefacts about culture. Our brains 

probably became modern before our cultures. 

Key physical and cultural milestones in modern human evolution, including genetic divergence of ethnic 

groups. 

Nick Longrich, Author provided 

The “great leap” 

For 200,000-300,000 years after Homo sapiens first appeared, tools and artefacts remained surprisingly 

simple, little better than Neanderthal technology, and simpler than those of modern hunter-gatherers such as 

certain indigenous Americans. Starting about 65,000 to 50,000 years ago, more advanced technology started 

appearing: complex projectile weapons such as bows and spear-throwers, fishhooks, ceramics, sewing 

needles. 

People made representational art – cave paintings of horses, ivory goddesses, lion-headed idols, showing 

artistic flair and imagination. A bird-bone flute hints at music. Meanwhile, arrival of humans in 

Australia 65,000 years ago shows we’d mastered seafaring. 

The Venus of Brassempouy, 25,000 years old. 

Wikipedia 

This sudden flourishing of technology is called the “great leap forward”, supposedly reflecting the evolution 

of a fully modern human brain. But fossils and DNA suggest that human intelligence became modern far 

earlier. 

Anatomical modernity 

http://feedproxy.google.com/~r/MappingIgnorance/~3/KuUdh3gj4QI/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email
http://feedproxy.google.com/~r/MappingIgnorance/~3/KuUdh3gj4QI/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Cave_painting#/media/File:SantaCruz-CuevaManos-P2210651b.jpg
http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-sa/4.0/
https://science.sciencemag.org/content/358/6363/652.abstract
https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/0060845503/ref=dbs_a_def_rwt_bibl_vppi_i24
http://www.paleoanthro.org/media/journal/content/PA20100100.pdf
https://www.cambridge.org/core/journals/antiquity/article/indications-of-bow-and-stonetipped-arrow-use-64-000-years-ago-in-kwazulunatal-south-africa/89AF638BE5E64CEAC63363EFDD4D5E8F
https://www.sciencedirect.com/science/article/pii/S030544030500230X
https://www.pnas.org/content/113/40/11184.short
https://science.sciencemag.org/content/246/4933/1002
https://www.sciencedirect.com/science/article/pii/S0305440307002142?via%3Dihub
https://www.sciencedirect.com/science/article/pii/S0305440307002142?via%3Dihub
https://archeologie.culture.fr/chauvet/en/close-cave-painting
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Venus_figurines
https://blog.britishmuseum.org/the-lion-man-an-ice-age-masterpiece/
https://www.nature.com/articles/nature08169?free=2?message=remove&free=2
https://www.nature.com/articles/nature22968
https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/0060845503/ref=dbs_a_def_rwt_bibl_vppi_i24
https://www.theguardian.com/education/2003/jul/03/research.highereducation1
https://www.theguardian.com/education/2003/jul/03/research.highereducation1
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Bones of primitive Homo sapiens first appear 300,000 years ago in Africa, with brains as large or larger than 

ours. They’re followed by anatomically modern Homo sapiens at least 200,000 years ago, and brain shape 

became essentially modern by at least 100,000 years ago. At this point, humans had braincases similar in size 

and shape to ours. 

Assuming the brain was as modern as the box that held it, our African ancestors theoretically could have 

discovered relativity, built space telescopes, written novels and love songs. Their bones say they were just as 

human as we are. 

300,000 ya skull, Morocco. 

NHM 

Because the fossil record is so patchy, fossils provide only minimum dates. Human DNA suggests even 

earlier origins for modernity. Comparing genetic differences between DNA in modern people and ancient 

Africans, it’s estimated that our ancestors lived 260,000 to 350,000 years ago. All living humans descend 

from those people, suggesting that we inherited the fundamental commonalities of our species, our humanity, 

from them. 

All their descendants – Bantu, Berber, Aztec, Aboriginal, Tamil, San, Han, Maori, Inuit, Irish – share certain 

peculiar behaviours absent in other great apes. All human cultures form long-term pair bonds between men 

and women to care for children. We sing and dance. We make art. We preen our hair, adorn our bodies with 

ornaments, tattoos and makeup. 

We craft shelters. We wield fire and complex tools. We form large, multigenerational social groups with 

dozens to thousands of people. We cooperate to wage war and help each other. We teach, tell stories, trade. 

We have morals, laws. We contemplate the stars, our place in the cosmos, life’s meaning, what follows death. 

The details of our tools, fashions, families, morals and mythologies vary from tribe to tribe and culture to 

culture, but all living humans show these behaviours. That suggests these behaviours – or at least, the capacity 

for them – are innate. These shared behaviours unite all people. They’re the human condition, what it means 

to be human, and they result from shared ancestry. 

We inherited our humanity from peoples in southern Africa 300,000 years ago. The alternative – that 

everyone, everywhere coincidentally became fully human in the same way at the same time, starting 65,000 

years ago – isn’t impossible, but a single origin is more likely. 

The network effect 

Archaeology and biology may seem to disagree, but they actually tell different parts of the human story. 

Bones and DNA tell us about brain evolution, our hardware. Tools reflect brainpower, but also culture, our 

hardware and software. 

Just as you can upgrade your old computer’s operating system, culture can evolve even if intelligence doesn’t. 

Humans in ancient times lacked smartphones and spaceflight, but we know from studying philosophers such 

as Buddha and Aristotle that they were just as clever. Our brains didn’t change, our culture did. 

https://www.nature.com/articles/nature22336
https://www.jstage.jst.go.jp/article/ase/advpub/0/advpub_120927/_pdf/-char/en
https://www.jstage.jst.go.jp/article/ase/advpub/0/advpub_120927/_pdf/-char/en
https://www.nature.com/articles/nature03258
https://advances.sciencemag.org/content/4/1/eaao5961
https://science.sciencemag.org/content/358/6363/652.abstract
https://science.sciencemag.org/content/358/6363/652.abstract
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Middle Stone Age technology. 

That creates a puzzle. If Pleistocene hunter-gatherers were as smart as us, why did culture remain so primitive 

for so long? Why did we need hundreds of millennia to invent bows, sewing needles, boats? And what 

changed? Probably several things. 

First, we journeyed out of Africa, occupying more of the planet. There were then simply more humans to 

invent, increasing the odds of a prehistoric Steve Jobs or Leonardo da Vinci. We also faced new environments 

in the Middle East, the Arctic, India, Indonesia, with unique climates, foods and dangers, including other 

human species. Survival demanded innovation. 

Many of these new lands were far more habitable than the Kalahari or the Congo. Climates were milder, 

but Homo sapiens also left behind African diseases and parasites. That let tribes grow larger, and larger tribes 

meant more heads to innovate and remember ideas, more manpower, and better ability to specialise. 

Population drove innovation. 

Beijing from space. 

NASA 

This triggered feedback cycles. As new technologies appeared and spread – better weapons, clothing, shelters 

– human numbers could increase further, accelerating cultural evolution again. 

Numbers drove culture, culture increased numbers, accelerating cultural evolution, on and on, ultimately 

pushing human populations to outstrip their ecosystems, devastating the megafauna and forcing the evolution 

of farming. Finally, agriculture caused an explosive population increase, culminating in civilisations of 

millions of people. Now, cultural evolution kicked into hyperdrive. 

Artefacts reflect culture, and cultural complexity is an emergent property. That is, it’s not just individual-level 

intelligence that makes cultures sophisticated, but interactions between individuals in groups, and between 

groups. Like networking millions of processors to make a supercomputer, we increased cultural complexity 

by increasing the number of people and the links between them. 

So our societies and world evolved rapidly in the past 300,000 years, while our brains evolved slowly. We 

expanded our numbers to almost 8 billion, spread across the globe, reshaped the planet. We did it not by 

adapting our brains but by changing our cultures. And much of the difference between our ancient, simple 

hunter-gatherer societies and modern societies just reflects the fact that there are lots more of us and more 

connections between us. 

 This article is republished from The Conversation under a Creative Commons license.  Original article. 

The post When did we become fully human? What fossils and DNA tell us about the evolution of modern 

intelligence appeared first on Mapping Ignorance. 

http://feedproxy.google.com/~r/MappingIgnorance/~3/KuUdh3gj4QI/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_mediu

m=email 

https://www.nature.com/articles/nature19471
https://theconversation.com/were-other-humans-the-first-victims-of-the-sixth-mass-extinction-126638
https://theconversation.com/were-other-humans-the-first-victims-of-the-sixth-mass-extinction-126638
https://www.amazon.co.uk/Plagues-People-William-McNeill/dp/0385121229
https://www.gutenberg.org/files/3300/3300-h/3300-h.htm
https://theconversation.com/how-the-extinction-of-ice-age-mammals-may-have-forced-us-to-invent-civilisation-128799
https://theconversation.com/how-the-extinction-of-ice-age-mammals-may-have-forced-us-to-invent-civilisation-128799
https://www.bbvaopenmind.com/en/technology/innovation/the-top-10-supercomputers-the-new-scientific-giants/#:%7E:text=The%20world's%20most%20powerful%20supercomputer%20today%20is%20Summit%2C%20built%20by,to%20its%202.41%20million%20cores.
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/World_population
https://theconversation.com/
https://theconversation.com/when-did-we-become-fully-human-what-fossils-and-dna-tell-us-about-the-evolution-of-modern-intelligence-143717
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/10/21/when-did-we-become-fully-human-what-fossils-and-dna-tell-us-about-the-evolution-of-modern-intelligence/
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/10/21/when-did-we-become-fully-human-what-fossils-and-dna-tell-us-about-the-evolution-of-modern-intelligence/
https://mappingignorance.org/
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How'd we get so picky about friendship late in life? Ask the chimps 

New study shows evidence of nonhuman animals selecting who they socialize during aging 

Harvard University 

Summary: 

When humans age, they tend to favor small circles of meaningful, already established friendships 

rather than seek new ones. People are also more likely to lean toward positive relationships rather 

than ones that bring tension or conflict. These behaviors were thought to be unique to humans but it 

turns out chimpanzees, one of our closest living relatives, have these traits, too. The study shows 

what's believed to be the first evidence of nonhuman animals actively selecting who they socialize 

with during aging. 

Share: 

     

FULL STORY 

 

No new friends and no drama. 

When humans age, they tend to favor small circles of meaningful, already established friendships rather than 

seek new ones. People are also more likely to lean toward positive relationships rather than ones that bring 

tension or conflict. These behaviors were thought to be unique to humans but it turns out chimpanzees, one of 

our closest living relatives, have these traits, too. Understanding why can help scientists gain a better picture 

of what healthy aging should look like and what triggers this social change. 

The work is described in the journal Science and is authored by a team of psychologists and primatologists, 

including current and former researchers from the Harvard Department of Human Evolutionary Biology. 

The study draws on 78,000 hours of observations, made between 1995 and 2016, which looked at the social 

interactions of 21 male chimpanzees between the ages of 15 and 58 years old in the Kibale National Park in 

Uganda. It shows what's believed to be the first evidence of nonhuman animals actively selecting who they 

socialize with during aging. 

The researchers looked only at male chimpanzees because they show stronger social bonds and have more 

frequent social interactions than female chimps. 

Analyzing a trove of data, the researchers saw that the chimpanzees displayed much of the same behavior 

aging humans exhibit. The older chimpanzees they studied, for instance, preferred spending more time with -- 
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and grooming -- chimps they'd developed mutual friendships with over the years while younger chimps had 

more one-sided relationships where grooming wasn't always returned. Older males were also more likely to 

spend more time alone but interacted with more important social partners, like their aging mutual friends. And 

like older humans looking for some peace and quiet, the chimpanzees also showed a shift from negative 

interactions to more positive ones as they reached their twilight years. The preference is known as a positivity 

bias. 

"The really cool thing is that we found that chimpanzees are showing these patterns that mirror those of 

humans," said Alexandra Rosati '05, an assistant professor of psychology and anthropology at the University 

of Michigan and one of the paper's lead authors. 

Through future research that can help determine if these behaviors constitute the normal or successful course 

that aging should take, she added. It can serve as a model or baseline. 

"There's really a pressing need to understand the biology of aging," Rosati said. "More humans are living 

longer than in the past, which can change the dynamics of aging." 

Rosati is a former assistant professor and visiting fellow in HEB department where the study originated. Other 

Harvard-connected authors on the paper include Zarin Machanda '04, A.M., '09, Ph.D. who's now an assistant 

professor at Tufts University, Melissa Emery Thompson '00, A.M, '05, Ph.D., who's now an associate 

professor at New Mexico University, Lindsey Hagberg '17, who's now a medical student at Washington 

University, and Richard W. Wrangham, Ruth B. Moore Professor of Biological Anthropology and founder 

and co-director of the Kibale Chimpanzee Project. 

Machanda and Thompson worked in Wrangham's lab as graduate students and currently serve as co-directors 

for the Kibale project, which has other authors on the paper including Martin N. Muller, a former 

postdoctoral-fellow in HEB. The project started as Hagberg's undergraduate senior thesis. 

The study tested the origins of humans prioritizing close, positive relationships during aging and if it's really 

triggered by a theory known as socioemotional selectivity. The notion suggests that the central process 

driving social selectivity during aging results from people becoming aware that their time is running out and 

wanting to make the best of that time. 

The findings from the study suggest there is more to understand. 

"Even though chimps are very smart, they do not understand they're going to die," Wrangham said. "Much 

more likely something else is going on in chimps to explain why their relationships become more positive as 

they get older, and then the question is what applies to chimps the same as what applies to humans." 

Some of the observations that led the researchers to their conclusions included looking at proximity and 

grooming habits. Older chimps preferred sitting close to those who preferred sitting close to them. These are 

categorized as mutual friendships while one-sided friendships are when one chimp prefers sitting close to 

another chimp but that other chimp doesn't share that habit. 
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Fifteen-year-old chimps had on average 2.1 one-sided friendships and 0.9 mutual friends while 40-year-old 

chimps almost didn't bother with one-side friendships (their average was .6), but did have plenty of mutual 

friends, an average of three. By looking at grooming habits, the researchers then saw the older chimps devote 

more energy into their relationships with mutual friends. 

"We see individuals having these more lopsided friendships and then as they age they start really spending 

time with individuals that reciprocate," said Machanda, who was the paper's other lead author. "When you 

have this kind of mutual friendship, you actually groom that individual more, so these older chimps have 

these mutual friendships and they're actually grooming those individuals quite a bit. They're really invested in 

these relationships." 

The scientists weren't entirely surprised by their findings. Part of it is because chimpanzees and humans are 

already a lot alike in terms of social organization and social choices. After all, chimpanzees, along with 

bonobos, share 99 percent of their DNA with humans. 

"It raises the possibility that we are seeing behavioral systems that have been shared evolutionarily back to 

our common ancestor, around seven or eight million years ago," Wranham said. 

 

Story Source: 

Materials provided by Harvard University. Original written by Juan Siliezar. Note: Content may be edited for 

style and length. 

 

Journal Reference: 

1. Alexandra G. Rosati, Lindsey Hagberg, Drew K. Enigk, Emily Otali, Melissa Emery Thompson, 

Martin N. Muller, Richard W. Wrangham, Zarin P. Machanda. Social selectivity in aging wild 

chimpanzees. Science, 2020; 370 (6515): 473 DOI: 10.1126/science.aaz9129 

 

 

https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2020/10/201022143934.htm  

https://news.harvard.edu/gazette/story/2020/10/aging-chimps-show-social-selectivity/
http://www.harvard.edu/
http://dx.doi.org/10.1126/science.aaz9129
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A Light Man 

by Henry James 

A Light Man was published in The Galaxy (1869) and featured in Stories by American Authors, Volume 5 

(1884) 

An illustration for the story A Light Man by the author Henry James 

The Delineator catalog, Stylish ladies, 1905 

  

"And I—what I seem to my friend, you see— 

     What I soon shall seem to his love, you guess. 

  What I seem to myself, do you ask of me? 

     No hero, I confess." 

A Light Woman.—Browning's Men and Women. 

April 4, 1857.—I have changed my sky without changing my mind. I resume these old notes in a new world. I 

hardly know of what use they are; but it's easier to stick to the habit than to drop it. I have been at home now a 

week—at home, forsooth! And yet, after all, it is home. I am dejected, I am bored, I am blue. How can a man 

be more at home than that? Nevertheless, I am the citizen of a great country, and for that matter, of a great 

city. I walked to-day some ten miles or so along Broadway, and on the whole I don't blush for my native land. 

We are a capable race and a good-looking withal; and I don't see why we shouldn't prosper as well as another. 

This, by the way, ought to be a very encouraging reflection. A capable fellow and a good-looking withal; I 

don't see why he shouldn't die a millionaire. At all events he must do something. When a man has, at thirty-

two, a net income of considerably less than nothing, he can scarcely hope to overtake a fortune before he 

himself is overtaken by age and philosophy—two deplorable obstructions. I am afraid that one of them has 

already planted itself in my path. What am I? What do I wish? Whither do I tend? What do I believe? I am 

constantly beset by these impertinent whisperings. Formerly it was enough that I was Maximus Austin; that I 

was endowed with a cheerful mind and a good digestion; that one day or another, when I had come to the end, 

I should return to America and begin at the beginning; that, meanwhile, existence was sweet in—in the Rue 

Tronchet. But now! Has the sweetness really passed out of life? Have I eaten the plums and left nothing but 

the bread and milk and corn-starch, or whatever the horrible concoction is?—I had it to-day for dinner. 

Pleasure, at least, I imagine—pleasure pure and simple, pleasure crude, brutal and vulgar—this poor flimsy 

delusion has lost all its charm. I shall never again care for certain things—and indeed for certain persons. Of 

such things, of such persons, I firmly maintain, however, that I was never an enthusiastic votary. It would be 

more to my credit, I suppose, if I had been. More would be forgiven me if I had loved a little more, if into all 

my folly and egotism I had put a little more naïveté and sincerity. Well, I did the best I could, I was at once 

too bad and too good for it all. At present, it's far enough off; I have put the sea between us; I am stranded. I 
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sit high and dry, scanning the horizon for a friendly sail, or waiting for a high tide to set me afloat. The wave 

of pleasure has deposited me here in the sand. Shall I owe my rescue to the wave of pain? At moments I feel a 

kind of longing to expiate my stupid little sins. I see, as through a glass, darkly, the beauty of labor and love. 

Decidedly, I am willing to work. It's written. 

 

7th.—My sail is in sight; it's at hand; I have all but boarded the vessel. I received this morning a letter from 

the best man in the world. Here it is: 

 

 

  

DEAR MAX: I see this very moment, in an old newspaper which had already passed through my hands 

without yielding up its most precious item, the announcement of your arrival in New York. To think of your 

having perhaps missed the welcome you had a right to expect from me! Here it is, dear Max—as cordial as 

you please. When I say I have just read of your arrival, I mean that twenty minutes have elapsed by the clock. 

These have been spent in conversation with my excellent friend Mr. Sloane—we having taken the liberty of 

making you the topic. I haven't time to say more about Frederick Sloane than that he is very anxious to make 

your acquaintance, and that, if your time is not otherwise engaged, he would like you very much to spend a 

month with him. He is an excellent host, or I shouldn't be here myself. It appears that he knew your mother 

very intimately, and he has a taste for visiting the amenities of the parents upon the children; the original 

ground of my own connection with him was that he had been a particular friend of my father. You may have 

heard your mother speak of him. He is a very strange old fellow, but you will like him. Whether or no you 

come for his sake, come for mine. 

 

Yours always, THEODORE LISLE. 

 

Theodore's letter is of course very kind, but it's remarkably obscure. My mother may have had the highest 

regard for Mr. Sloane, but she never mentioned his name in my hearing. Who is he, what is he, and what is 

the nature of his relations with Theodore? I shall learn betimes. I have written to Theodore that I gladly accept 

(I believe I suppressed the "gladly" though) his friend's invitation, and that I shall immediately present myself. 

What can I do that is better? Speaking sordidly, I shall obtain food and lodging while I look about me. I shall 

have a base of operations. D., it appears, is a long day's journey, but enchanting when you reach it. I am 

curious to see an enchanting American town. And to stay a month! Mr. Frederick Sloane, whoever you are, 

vous faites bien les choses, and the little that I know of you is very much to your credit. You enjoyed the 

friendship of my dear mother, you possess the esteem of the virtuous Theodore, you commend yourself to my 

own affection. At this rate, I shall not grudge it. 
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D—, 14th.—I have been here since Thursday evening—three days. As we rattled up to the tavern in the 

village, I perceived from the top of the coach, in the twilight, Theodore beneath the porch, scanning the 

vehicle, with all his amiable disposition in his eyes. He has grown older, of course, in these five years, but less 

so than I had expected. His is one of those smooth, unwrinkled souls that keep their bodies fair and fresh. As 

tall as ever, moreover, and as lean and clean. How short and fat and dark and debauched he makes one feel! 

By nothing he says or means, of course, but merely by his old unconscious purity and simplicity—that slender 

straightness which makes him remind you of the spire of an English abbey. He greeted me with smiles, and 

stares, and alarming blushes. He assures me that he never would have known me, and that five years have 

altered me—sehr! I asked him if it were for the better? He looked at me hard for a moment, with his eyes of 

blue, and then, for an answer, he blushed again. 

 

 

  

On my arrival we agreed to walk over from the village. He dismissed his wagon with my luggage, and we 

went arm-in-arm through the dusk. The town is seated at the foot of certain mountains, whose names I have 

yet to learn, and at the head of a big sheet of water, which, as yet, too, I know only as "the Lake." The road 

hitherward soon leaves the village and wanders in rural loveliness by the margin of this expanse. Sometimes 

the water is hidden by clumps of trees, behind which we heard it lapping and gurgling in the darkness: 

sometimes it stretches out from your feet in shining vagueness, as if it were tired of making, all day, a million 

little eyes at the great stupid hills. The walk from the tavern takes some half an hour, and in this interval 

Theodore made his position a little more clear. Mr. Sloane is a rich old widower; his age is seventy-two, and 

as his health is thoroughly broken, is practically even greater; and his fortune—Theodore, characteristically, 

doesn't know anything definite about that. It's probably about a million. He has lived much in Europe, and in 

the "great world;" he has had adventures and passions and all that sort of thing; and now, in the evening of his 

days, like an old French diplomatist, he takes it into his head to write his memoirs. To this end he has lured 

poor Theodore to his gruesome side, to mend his pens for him. He has been a great scribbler, says Theodore, 

all his days, and he proposes to incorporate a large amount of promiscuous literary matter into these souvenirs 

intimes. Theodore's principal function seems to be to get him to leave things out. In fact, the poor youth seems 

troubled in conscience. His patron's lucubrations have taken the turn of many other memoirs, and have ceased 

to address themselves virginibus puerisque. On the whole, he declares they are a very odd mixture—a medley 

of gold and tinsel, of bad taste and good sense. I can readily understand it. The old man bores me, puzzles me, 

and amuses me. 

 

He was in waiting to receive me. We found him in his library—which, by the way, is simply the most 

delightful apartment that I ever smoked a cigar in—a room arranged for a lifetime. At one end stands a great 

fireplace, with a florid, fantastic mantelpiece in carved white marble—an importation, of course, and, as one 

may say, an interpolation; the groundwork of the house, the "fixtures," being throughout plain, solid and 

domestic. Over the mantel-shelf is a large landscape, a fine Gainsborough, full of the complicated harmonies 
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of an English summer. Beneath it stands a row of bronzes of the Renaissance and potteries of the Orient. 

Facing the door, as you enter, is an immense window set in a recess, with cushioned seats and large clear 

panes, stationed as it were at the very apex of the lake (which forms an almost perfect oval) and commanding 

a view of its whole extent. At the other end, opposite the fireplace, the wall is studded, from floor to ceiling, 

with choice foreign paintings, placed in relief against the orthodox crimson screen. Elsewhere the walls are 

covered with books, arranged neither in formal regularity nor quite helter-skelter, but in a sort of genial 

incongruity, which tells that sooner or later each volume feels sure of leaving the ranks and returning into 

different company. Mr. Sloane makes use of his books. His two passions, according to Theodore, are reading 

and talking; but to talk he must have a book in his hand. The charm of the room lies in the absence of certain 

pedantic tones—the browns, blacks and grays—which distinguish most libraries. The apartment is of the 

feminine gender. There are half a dozen light colors scattered about—pink in the carpet, tender blue in the 

curtains, yellow in the chairs. The result is a general look of brightness and lightness; it expresses even a 

certain cynicism. You perceive the place to be the home, not of a man of learning, but of a man of fancy. 

 

He rose from his chair—the man of fancy, to greet me—the man of fact. As I looked at him, in the lamplight, 

it seemed to me, for the first five minutes, that I had seldom seen an uglier little person. It took me five 

minutes to get the point of view; then I began to admire. He is diminutive, or at best of my own moderate 

stature, and bent and contracted with his seventy years; lean and delicate, moreover, and very highly finished. 

He is curiously pale, with a kind of opaque yellow pallor. Literally, it's a magnificent yellow. His skin is of 

just the hue and apparent texture of some old crumpled Oriental scroll. I know a dozen painters who would 

give more than they have to arrive at the exact "tone" of his thick-veined, bloodless hands, his polished ivory 

knuckles. His eyes are circled with red, but in the battered little setting of their orbits they have the lustre of 

old sapphires. His nose, owing to the falling away of other portions of his face, has assumed a grotesque, 

unnatural prominence; it describes an immense arch, gleaming like a piece of parchment stretched on ivory. 

He has, apparently, all his teeth, but has muffled his cranium in a dead black wig; of course he's clean shaven. 

In his dress he has a muffled, wadded look and an apparent aversion to linen, inasmuch as none is visible on 

his person. He seems neat enough, but not fastidious. At first, as I say, I fancied him monstrously ugly; but on 

further acquaintance I perceived that what I had taken for ugliness is nothing but the incomplete remains of 

remarkable good looks. The line of his features is pure; his nose, caeteris paribus, would be extremely 

handsome; his eyes are the oldest eyes I ever saw, and yet they are wonderfully living. He has something 

remarkably insinuating. 

 

 

  

He offered his two hands, as Theodore introduced me; I gave him my own, and he stood smiling at me like 

some quaint old image in ivory and ebony, scanning my face with a curiosity which he took no pains to 

conceal. "God bless me," he said, at last, "how much you look like your father!" I sat down, and for half an 

hour we talked of many things—of my journey, of my impressions of America, of my reminiscences of 

Europe, and, by implication, of my prospects. His voice is weak and cracked, but he makes it express 

everything. Mr. Sloane is not yet in his dotage—oh no! He nevertheless makes himself out a poor creature. In 
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reply to an inquiry of mine about his health, he favored me with a long list of his infirmities (some of which 

are very trying, certainly) and assured me that he was quite finished. 

 

"I live out of mere curiosity," he said. 

 

"I have heard of people dying from the same motive." 

 

He looked at me a moment, as if to ascertain whether I were laughing at him. And then, after a pause, 

"Perhaps you don't know that I disbelieve in a future life," he remarked, blandly. 

 

At these words Theodore got up and walked to the fire. 

 

"Well, we shan't quarrel about that," said I. Theodore turned round, staring. 

 

"Do you mean that you agree with me?" the old man asked. 

 

"I certainly haven't come here to talk theology! Don't ask me to disbelieve, and I'll never ask you to believe." 

 

"Come," cried Mr. Sloane, rubbing his hands, "you'll not persuade me you are a Christian—like your friend 

Theodore there." 

 

"Like Theodore—assuredly not." And then, somehow, I don't know why, at the thought of Theodore's 

Christianity I burst into a laugh. "Excuse me, my dear fellow," I said, "you know, for the last ten years I have 

lived in pagan lands." 
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"What do you call pagan?" asked Theodore, smiling. 

 

I saw the old man, with his hands locked, eying me shrewdly, and waiting for my answer. I hesitated a 

moment, and then I said, "Everything that makes life tolerable!" 

 

Hereupon Mr. Sloane began to laugh till he coughed. Verily, I thought, if he lives for curiosity, he's easily 

satisfied. 

 

We went into dinner, and this repast showed me that some of his curiosity is culinary. I observed, by the way, 

that for a victim of neuralgia, dyspepsia, and a thousand other ills, Mr. Sloane plies a most inconsequential 

knife and fork. Sauces and spices and condiments seem to be the chief of his diet. After dinner he dismissed 

us, in consideration of my natural desire to see my friend in private. Theodore has capital quarters—a downy 

bedroom and a snug little salon. We talked till near midnight—of ourselves, of each other, and of the author 

of the memoirs, down stairs. That is, I spoke of myself, and Theodore listened; and then Theodore descanted 

upon Mr. Sloane, and I listened. His commerce with the old man has sharpened his wits. Sloane has taught 

him to observe and judge, and Theodore turns round, observes, judges—him! He has become quite the critic 

and analyst. There is something very pleasant in the discriminations of a conscientious mind, in which 

criticism is tempered by an angelic charity. Only, it may easily end by acting on one's nerves. At midnight we 

repaired to the library, to take leave of our host till the morrow—an attention which, under all circumstances, 

he rigidly exacts. As I gave him my hand he held it again and looked at me as he had done on my arrival. 

"Bless my soul," he said, at last, "how much you look like your mother!" 

 

 

  

To-night, at the end of my third day, I begin to feel decidedly at home. The fact is, I am remarkably 

comfortable. The house is pervaded by an indefinable, irresistible love of luxury and privacy. Mr. Frederick 

Sloane is a horribly corrupt old mortal. Already in his relaxing presence I have become heartily reconciled to 

doing nothing. But with Theodore on one side—standing there like a tall interrogation-point—I honestly 

believe I can defy Mr. Sloane on the other. The former asked me this morning, with visible solicitude, in 

allusion to the bit of dialogue I have quoted above on matters of faith, whether I am really a materialist—

whether I don't believe something? I told him I would believe anything he liked. He looked at me a while, in 

friendly sadness. "I hardly know whether you are not worse than Mr. Sloane," he said. 
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But Theodore is, after all, in duty bound to give a man a long rope in these matters. His own rope is one of the 

longest. He reads Voltaire with Mr. Sloane, and Emerson in his own room. He is the stronger man of the two; 

he has the larger stomach. Mr. Sloane delights, of course, in Voltaire, but he can't read a line of Emerson. 

Theodore delights in Emerson, and enjoys Voltaire, though he thinks him superficial. It appears that since we 

parted in Paris, five years ago, his conscience has dwelt in many lands. C'est tout une histoire—which he tells 

very prettily. He left college determined to enter the church, and came abroad with his mind full of theology 

and Tübingen. He appears to have studied, not wisely but too well. Instead of faith full-armed and serene, 

there sprang from the labor of his brain a myriad sickly questions, piping for answers. He went for a winter to 

Italy, where, I take it, he was not quite so much afflicted as he ought to have been at the sight of the beautiful 

spiritual repose that he had missed. It was after this that we spent those three months together in Brittany—the 

best-spent months of my long residence in Europe. Theodore inoculated me, I think, with some of his 

seriousness, and I just touched him with my profanity; and we agreed together that there were a few good 

things left—health, friendship, a summer sky, and the lovely byways of an old French province. He came 

home, searched the Scriptures once more, accepted a "call," and made an attempt to respond to it. But the 

inner voice failed him. His outlook was cheerless enough. During his absence his married sister, the elder one, 

had taken the other to live with her, relieving Theodore of the charge of contribution to her support. But 

suddenly, behold the husband, the brother-in-law, dies, leaving a mere figment of property; and the two 

ladies, with their two little girls, are afloat in the wide world. Theodore finds himself at twenty-six without an 

income, without a profession, and with a family of four females to support. Well, in his quiet way he draws on 

his courage. The history of the two years that passed before he came to Mr. Sloane is really absolutely 

edifying. He rescued his sisters and nieces from the deep waters, placed them high and dry, established them 

somewhere in decent gentility—and then found at last that his strength had left him—had dropped dead like 

an over-ridden horse. In short, he had worked himself to the bone. It was now his sisters' turn. They nursed 

him with all the added tenderness of gratitude for the past and terror of the future, and brought him safely 

through a grievous malady. Meanwhile Mr. Sloane, having decided to treat himself to a private secretary and 

suffered dreadful mischance in three successive experiments, had heard of Theodore's situation and his 

merits; had furthermore recognized in him the son of an early and intimate friend, and had finally offered him 

the very comfortable position he now occupies. There is a decided incongruity between Theodore as a man—

as Theodore, in fine—and the dear fellow as the intellectual agent, confidant, complaisant, purveyor, 

pander—what you will—of a battered old cynic and dilettante—a worldling if there ever was one. There 

seems at first sight a perfect want of agreement between his character and his function. One is gold and the 

other brass, or something very like it. But on reflection I can enter into it—his having, under the 

circumstances, accepted Mr. Sloane's offer and been content to do his duties. Ce que c'est de nous! Theodore's 

contentment in such a case is a theme for the moralist—a better moralist than I. The best and purest mortals 

are an odd mixture, and in none of us does honesty exist on its own terms. Ideally, Theodore hasn't the 

smallest business dans cette galère. It offends my sense of propriety to find him here. I feel that I ought to 

notify him as a friend that he has knocked at the wrong door, and that he had better retreat before he is 

brought to the blush. However, I suppose he might as well be here as reading Emerson "evenings" in the back 

parlor, to those two very plain sisters—judging from their photographs. Practically it hurts no one not to be 

too much of a prig. Poor Theodore was weak, depressed, out of work. Mr. Sloane offers him a lodging and a 

salary in return for—after all, merely a little tact. All he has to do is to read to the old man, lay down the book 

a while, with his finger in the place, and let him talk; take it up again, read another dozen pages and submit to 

another commentary. Then to write a dozen pages under his dictation—to suggest a word, polish off a period, 

or help him out with a complicated idea or a half-remembered fact. This is all, I say; and yet this is much. 

Theodore's apparent success proves it to be much, as well as the old man's satisfaction. It is a part; he has to 
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simulate. He has to "make believe" a little—a good deal; he has to put his pride in his pocket and send his 

conscience to the wash. He has to be accommodating—to listen and pretend and flatter; and he does it as well 

as many a worse man—does it far better than I. I might bully the old man, but I don't think I could humor 

him. After all, however, it is not a matter of comparative merit. In every son of woman there are two men—

the practical man and the dreamer. We live for our dreams—but, meanwhile, we live by our wits. When the 

dreamer is a poet, the other fellow is an artist. Theodore, at bottom, is only a man of taste. If he were not 

destined to become a high priest among moralists, he might be a prince among connoisseurs. He plays his 

part, therefore, artistically, with spirit, with originality, with all his native refinement. How can Mr. Sloane 

fail to believe that he possesses a paragon? He is no such fool as not to appreciate a nature distinguée when it 

comes in his way. He confidentially assured me this morning that Theodore has the most charming mind in 

the world, but that it's a pity he's so simple as not to suspect it. If he only doesn't ruin him with his flattery! 

 

19th.—I am certainly fortunate among men. This morning when, tentatively, I spoke of going away, Mr. 

Sloane rose from his seat in horror and declared that for the present I must regard his house as my home. 

"Come, come," he said, "when you leave this place where do you intend to go?" Where, indeed? I graciously 

allowed Mr. Sloane to have the best of the argument. Theodore assures me that he appreciates these and other 

affabilities, and that I have made what he calls a "conquest" of his venerable heart. Poor, battered, 

bamboozled old organ! he would have one believe that it has a most tragical record of capture and recapture. 

At all events, it appears that I am master of the citadel. For the present I have no wish to evacuate. I feel, 

nevertheless, in some far-off corner of my soul, that I ought to shoulder my victorious banner and advance to 

more fruitful triumphs. 

 

 

  

I blush for my beastly laziness. It isn't that I am willing to stay here a month, but that I am willing to stay here 

six. Such is the charming, disgusting truth. Have I really outlived the age of energy? Have I survived my 

ambition, my integrity, my self-respect? Verily, I ought to have survived the habit of asking myself silly 

questions. I made up my mind long ago to go in for nothing but present success; and I don't care for that 

sufficiently to secure it at the cost of temporary suffering. I have a passion for nothing—not even for life. I 

know very well the appearance I make in the world. I pass for a clever, accomplished, capable, good-natured 

fellow, who can do anything if he would only try. I am supposed to be rather cultivated, to have latent talents. 

When I was younger I used to find a certain entertainment in the spectacle of human affairs. I liked to see men 

and women hurrying on each other's heels across the stage. But I am sick and tired of them now; not that I am 

a misanthrope, God forbid! They are not worth hating. I never knew but one creature who was, and her I went 

and loved. To be consistent, I ought to have hated my mother, and now I ought to detest Theodore. But I 

don't—truly, on the whole, I don't—any more than I dote on him. I firmly believe that it makes a difference to 

him, his idea that I am fond of him. He believes in that, as he believes in all the rest of it—in my culture, my 

latent talents, my underlying "earnestness," my sense of beauty and love of truth. Oh, for a man among them 

all—a fellow with eyes in his head—eyes that would know me for what I am and let me see they had guessed 

it. Possibly such a fellow as that might get a "rise" out of me. 
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In the name of bread and butter, what am I to do? (I was obliged this morning to borrow fifty dollars from 

Theodore, who remembered gleefully that he has been owing me a trifling sum for the past four years, and in 

fact has preserved a note to this effect.) Within the last week I have hatched a desperate plan: I have made up 

my mind to take a wife—a rich one, bien entendu. Why not accept the goods of the gods? It is not my fault, 

after all, if I pass for a good fellow. Why not admit that practically, mechanically—as I may say—maritally, I 

may be a good fellow? I warrant myself kind. I should never beat my wife; I don't think I should even 

contradict her. Assume that her fortune has the proper number of zeros and that she herself is one of them, 

and I can even imagine her adoring me. I really think this is my only way. Curiously, as I look back upon my 

brief career, it all seems to tend to this consummation. It has its graceful curves and crooks, indeed, and here 

and there a passionate tangent; but on the whole, if I were to unfold it here à la Hogarth, what better legend 

could I scrawl beneath the series of pictures than So-and-So's Progress to a Mercenary Marriage? 

 

Coming events do what we all know with their shadows. My noble fate is, perhaps, not far off. I already feel 

throughout my person a magnificent languor—as from the possession of many dollars. Or is it simply my 

sense of well-being in this perfectly appointed house? Is it simply the contact of the highest civilization I have 

known? At all events, the place is of velvet, and my only complaint of Mr. Sloane is that, instead of an old 

widower, he's not an old widow (or a young maid), so that I might marry him, survive him, and dwell forever 

in this rich and mellow home. As I write here, at my bedroom table, I have only to stretch out an arm and 

raise the window-curtain to see the thick-planted garden budding and breathing and growing in the silvery 

silence. Far above in the liquid darkness rolls the brilliant ball of the moon; beneath, in its light, lies the lake, 

in murmuring, troubled sleep; round about, the mountains, looking strange and blanched, seem to bare their 

heads and undrape their shoulders. So much for midnight. To-morrow the scene will be lovely with the beauty 

of day. Under one aspect or another I have it always before me. At the end of the garden is moored a boat, in 

which Theodore and I have indulged in an immense deal of irregular navigation. What lovely landward coves 

and bays—what alder-smothered creeks—what lily-sheeted pools—what sheer steep hillsides, making the 

water dark and quiet where they hang. I confess that in these excursions Theodore looks after the boat and I 

after the scenery. Mr. Sloane avoids the water—on account of the dampness, he says; because he's afraid of 

drowning, I suspect. 

 

22d.—Theodore is right. The bonhomme has taken me into his favor. I protest I don't see how he was to 

escape it. Je l'ai bien soigné, as they say in Paris. I don't blush for it. In one coin or another I must repay his 

hospitality—which is certainly very liberal. Theodore dots his i's, crosses his t's, verifies his quotations; while 

I set traps for that famous "curiosity." This speaks vastly well for my powers. He pretends to be surprised at 

nothing, and to possess in perfection—poor, pitiable old fop—the art of keeping his countenance; but 

repeatedly, I know, I have made him stare. As for his corruption, which I spoke of above, it's a very pretty 

piece of wickedness, but it strikes me as a purely intellectual matter. I imagine him never to have had any real 

senses. He may have been unclean; morally, he's not very tidy now; but he never can have been what the 

French call a viveur. He's too delicate, he's of a feminine turn; and what woman was ever a viveur? He likes 

to sit in his chair and read scandal, talk scandal, make scandal, so far as he may without catching a cold or 

bringing on a headache. I already feel as if I had known him a lifetime. I read him as clearly as if I had. I 
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know the type to which he belongs; I have encountered, first and last, a good many specimens of it. He's 

neither more nor less than a gossip—a gossip flanked by a coxcomb and an egotist. He's shallow, vain, cold, 

superstitious, timid, pretentious, capricious: a pretty list of foibles! And yet, for all this, he has his good 

points. His caprices are sometimes generous, and his rebellion against the ugliness of life frequently makes 

him do kind things. His memory (for trifles) is remarkable, and (where his own performances are not 

involved) his taste is excellent. He has no courage for evil more than for good. He is the victim, however, of 

more illusions with regard to himself than I ever knew a single brain to shelter. At the age of twenty, poor, 

ignorant and remarkably handsome, he married a woman of immense wealth, many years his senior. At the 

end of three years she very considerately took herself off and left him to the enjoyment of his freedom and 

riches. If he had remained poor he might from time to time have rubbed at random against the truth, and 

would be able to recognize the touch of it. But he wraps himself in his money as in a wadded dressing-gown, 

and goes trundling through life on his little gold wheels. The greater part of his career, from the time of his 

marriage till about ten years ago, was spent in Europe, which, superficially, he knows very well. He has lived 

in fifty places, known thousands of people, and spent a very large fortune. At one time, I believe, he spent 

considerably too much, trembled for an instant on the verge of a pecuniary crash, but recovered himself, and 

found himself more frightened than hurt, yet audibly recommended to lower his pitch. He passed five years in 

a species of penitent seclusion on the lake of—I forget what (his genius seems to be partial to lakes), and laid 

the basis of his present magnificent taste for literature. I can't call him anything but magnificent in this 

respect, so long as he must have his punctuation done by a nature distinguée. At the close of this period, by 

economy, he had made up his losses. His turning the screw during those relatively impecunious years 

represents, I am pretty sure, the only act of resolution of his life. It was rendered possible by his morbid, his 

actually pusillanimous dread of poverty; he doesn't feel safe without half a million between him and 

starvation. Meanwhile he had turned from a young man into an old man; his health was broken, his spirit was 

jaded, and I imagine, to do him justice, that he began to feel certain natural, filial longings for this dear 

American mother of us all. They say the most hopeless truants and triflers have come to it. He came to it, at 

all events; he packed up his books and pictures and gimcracks, and bade farewell to Europe. This house which 

he now occupies belonged to his wife's estate. She had, for sentimental reasons of her own, commended it to 

his particular care. On his return he came to see it, liked it, turned a parcel of carpenters and upholsterers into 

it, and by inhabiting it for nine years transformed it into the perfect dwelling which I find it. Here he has spent 

all his time, with the exception of a usual winter's visit to New York—a practice recently discontinued, owing 

to the increase of his ailments and the projection of these famous memoirs. His life has finally come to be 

passed in comparative solitude. He tells of various distant relatives, as well as intimate friends of both sexes, 

who used formerly to be entertained at his cost; but with each of them, in the course of time, he seems to have 

succeeded in quarrelling. Throughout life, evidently, he has had capital fingers for plucking off parasites. 

Rich, lonely, and vain, he must have been fair game for the race of social sycophants and cormorants; and it's 

much to the credit of his sharpness and that instinct of self-defence which nature bestows even on the weak, 

that he has not been despoiled and exploité. Apparently they have all been bunglers. I maintain that something 

is to be done with him still. But one must work in obedience to certain definite laws. Doctor Jones, his 

physician, tells me that in point of fact he has had for the past ten years an unbroken series of favorites, 

protégés, heirs presumptive; but that each, in turn, by some fatally false movement, has spilled his pottage. 

The doctor declares, moreover, that they were mostly very common people. Gradually the old man seems to 

have developed a preference for two or three strictly exquisite intimates, over a throng of your vulgar 

pensioners. His tardy literary schemes, too—fruit of his all but sapless senility—have absorbed more and 

more of his time and attention. The end of it all is, therefore, that Theodore and I have him quite to ourselves, 

and that it behooves us to hold our porringers straight. 
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Poor, pretentious old simpleton! It's not his fault, after all, that he fancies himself a great little man. How are 

you to judge of the stature of mankind when men have forever addressed you on their knees? Peace and joy to 

his innocent fatuity! He believes himself the most rational of men; in fact, he's the most superstitious. He 

fancies himself a philosopher, an inquirer, a discoverer. He has not yet discovered that he is a humbug, that 

Theodore is a prig, and that I am an adventurer. He prides himself on his good manners, his urbanity, his 

knowing a rule of conduct for every occasion in life. My private impression is that his skinny old bosom 

contains unsuspected treasures of impertinence. He takes his stand on his speculative audacity—his direct, 

undaunted gaze at the universe; in truth, his mind is haunted by a hundred dingy old-world spectres and 

theological phantasms. He imagines himself one of the most solid of men; he is essentially one of the 

hollowest. He thinks himself ardent, impulsive, passionate, magnanimous—capable of boundless enthusiasm 

for an idea or a sentiment. It is clear to me that on no occasion of disinterested action can he ever have done 

anything in time. He believes, finally, that he has drained the cup of life to the dregs; that he has known, in its 

bitterest intensity, every emotion of which the human spirit is capable; that he has loved, struggled, suffered. 

Mere vanity, all of it. He has never loved any one but himself; he has never suffered from anything but an 

undigested supper or an exploded pretension; he has never touched with the end of his lips the vulgar bowl 

from which the mass of mankind quaffs its floods of joy and sorrow. Well, the long and short of it all is, that I 

honestly pity him. He may have given sly knocks in his life, but he can't hurt any one now. I pity his 

ignorance, his weakness, his pusillanimity. He has tasted the real sweetness of life no more than its bitterness; 

he has never dreamed, nor experimented, nor dared; he has never known any but mercenary affection; neither 

men nor women have risked aught for him—for his good spirits, his good looks, his empty pockets. How I 

should like to give him, for once, a real sensation! 

 

26th.—I took a row this morning with Theodore a couple of miles along the lake, to a point where we went 

ashore and lounged away an hour in the sunshine, which is still very comfortable. Poor Theodore seems 

troubled about many things. For one, he is troubled about me: he is actually more anxious about my future 

than I myself; he thinks better of me than I do of myself; he is so deucedly conscientious, so scrupulous, so 

averse to giving offence or to brusquer any situation before it has played itself out, that he shrinks from 

betraying his apprehensions or asking direct questions. But I know that he would like very much to extract 

from me some intimation that there is something under the sun I should like to do. I catch myself in the act of 

taking—heaven forgive me!—a half-malignant joy in confounding his expectations—leading his generous 

sympathies off the scent by giving him momentary glimpses of my latent wickedness. But in Theodore I have 

so firm a friend that I shall have a considerable job if I ever find it needful to make him change his mind about 

me. He admires me—that's absolute; he takes my low moral tone for an eccentricity of genius, and it only 

imparts an extra flavor—a haut goût—to the charm of my intercourse. Nevertheless, I can see that he is 

disappointed. I have even less to show, after all these years, than he had hoped. Heaven help us! little enough 

it must strike him as being. What a contradiction there is in our being friends at all! I believe we shall end 

with hating each other. It's all very well now—our agreeing to differ, for we haven't opposed interests. But if 

we should really clash, the situation would be warm! I wonder, as it is, that Theodore keeps his patience with 

me. His education since we parted should tend logically to make him despise me. He has studied, thought, 

suffered, loved—loved those very plain sisters and nieces. Poor me! how should I be virtuous? I have no 

sisters, plain or pretty!—nothing to love, work for, live for. My dear Theodore, if you are going one of these 
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days to despise me and drop me—in the name of comfort, come to the point at once, and make an end of our 

state of tension. 

 

He is troubled, too, about Mr. Sloane. His attitude toward the bonhomme quite passes my comprehension. It's 

the queerest jumble of contraries. He penetrates him, disapproves of him—yet respects and admires him. It all 

comes of the poor boy's shrinking New England conscience. He's afraid to give his perceptions a fair chance, 

lest, forsooth, they should look over his neighbor's wall. He'll not understand that he may as well sacrifice the 

old reprobate for a lamb as for a sheep. His view of the gentleman, therefore, is a perfect tissue of cobwebs—

a jumble of half-way sorrows, and wire-drawn charities, and hair-breadth 'scapes from utter damnation, and 

sudden platitudes of generosity—fit, all of it, to make an angel curse! 

 

"The man's a perfect egotist and fool," say I, "but I like him." Now Theodore likes him—or rather wants to 

like him; but he can't reconcile it to his self-respect—fastidious deity!—to like a fool. Why the deuce can't he 

leave it alone altogether? It's a purely practical matter. He ought to do the duties of his place all the better for 

having his head clear of officious sentiment. I don't believe in disinterested service; and Theodore is too 

desperately bent on preserving his disinterestedness. With me it's different. I am perfectly free to love the 

bonhomme—for a fool. I'm neither a scribe nor a Pharisee; I am simply a student of the art of life. 

 

And then, Theodore is troubled about his sisters. He's afraid he's not doing his duty by them. He thinks he 

ought to be with them—to be getting a larger salary—to be teaching his nieces. I am not versed in such 

questions. Perhaps he ought. 

 

May 3d.—This morning Theodore sent me word that he was ill and unable to get up; upon which I 

immediately went in to see him. He had caught cold, was sick and a little feverish. I urged him to make no 

attempt to leave his room, and assured him that I would do what I could to reconcile Mr. Sloane to his 

absence. This I found an easy matter. I read to him for a couple of hours, wrote four letters—one in French—

and then talked for a while—a good while. I have done more talking, by the way, in the last fortnight, than in 

any previous twelve months—much of it, too, none of the wisest, nor, I may add, of the most superstitiously 

veracious. In a little discussion, two or three days ago, with Theodore, I came to the point and let him know 

that in gossiping with Mr. Sloane I made no scruple, for our common satisfaction, of "coloring" more or less. 

My confession gave him "that turn," as Mrs. Gamp would say, that his present illness may be the result of it. 

Nevertheless, poor dear fellow, I trust he will be on his legs to-morrow. This afternoon, somehow, I found 

myself really in the humor of talking. There was something propitious in the circumstances; a hard, cold rain 

without, a wood-fire in the library, the bonhomme puffing cigarettes in his arm-chair, beside him a portfolio 

of newly imported prints and photographs, and—Theodore tucked safely away in bed. Finally, when I brought 

our tête-à-tête to a close (taking good care not to overstay my welcome) Mr. Sloane seized me by both hands 

and honored me with one of his venerable grins. "Max," he said—"you must let me call you Max—you are 

the most delightful man I ever knew." 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                                 No. 544 december 2020 

 

63 

 

Verily, there's some virtue left in me yet. I believe I almost blushed. 

 

"Why didn't I know you ten years ago?" the old man went on. "There are ten years lost." 

 

"Ten years ago I was not worth your knowing," Max remarked. 

 

"But I did know you!" cried the bonhomme. "I knew you in knowing your mother." 

 

Ah! my mother again. When the old man begins that chapter I feel like telling him to blow out his candle and 

go to bed. 

 

"At all events," he continued, "we must make the most of the years that remain. I am a rotten old carcass, but I 

have no intention of dying. You won't get tired of me and want to go away?" 

 

"I am devoted to you, sir," I said. "But I must be looking for some occupation, you know." 

 

"Occupation? bother! I'll give you occupation. I'll give you wages." 

 

"I am afraid that you will want to give me the wages without the work." And then I declared that I must go up 

and look at poor Theodore. The bonhomme still kept my hands. "I wish very much that I could get you to be 

as fond of me as you are of poor Theodore." 

 

"Ah, don't talk about fondness, Mr. Sloane. I don't deal much in that article." 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                                 No. 544 december 2020 

 

64 

 

"Don't you like my secretary?" 

 

"Not as he deserves." 

 

"Nor as he likes you, perhaps?" 

 

"He likes me more than I deserve." 

 

"Well, Max," my host pursued, "we can be good friends all the same. We don't need a hocus-pocus of false 

sentiment. We are men, aren't we?—men of sublime good sense." And just here, as the old man looked at me, 

the pressure of his hands deepened to a convulsive grasp, and the bloodless mask of his countenance was 

suddenly distorted with a nameless fear. "Ah, my dear young man!" he cried, "come and be a son to me—the 

son of my age and desolation! For God's sake, don't leave me to pine and die alone!" 

 

I was greatly surprised—and I may add I was moved. Is it true, then, that this dilapidated organism contains 

such measureless depths of horror and longing? He has evidently a mortal fear of death. I assured him on my 

honor that he may henceforth call upon me for any service. 

 

8th.—Theodore's little turn proved more serious than I expected. He has been confined to his room till to-day. 

This evening he came down to the library in his dressing-gown. Decidedly, Mr. Sloane is an eccentric, but 

hardly, as Theodore thinks, a "charming" one. There is something extremely curious in his humors and 

fancies—the incongruous fits and starts, as it were, of his taste. For some reason, best known to himself, he 

took it into his head to regard it as a want of delicacy, of respect, of savoir-vivre—of heaven knows what—

that poor Theodore, who is still weak and languid, should enter the sacred precinct of his study in the vulgar 

drapery of a dressing-gown. The sovereign trouble with the bonhomme is an absolute lack of the instinct of 

justice. He's of the real feminine turn—I believe I have written it before—without the redeeming fidelity of 

the sex. I honestly believe that I might come into his study in my night-shirt and he would smile at it as a 

picturesque déshabillé. But for poor Theodore to-night there was nothing but scowls and frowns, and barely a 

civil inquiry about his health. But poor Theodore is not such a fool, either; he will not die of a snubbing; I 

never said he was a weakling. Once he fairly saw from what quarter the wind blew, he bore the master's 
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brutality with the utmost coolness and gallantry. Can it be that Mr. Sloane really wishes to drop him? The 

delicious old brute! He understands favor and friendship only as a selfish rapture—a reaction, an infatuation, 

an act of aggressive, exclusive patronage. It's not a bestowal, with him, but a transfer, and half his pleasure in 

causing his sun to shine is that—being wofully near its setting—it will produce certain long fantastic 

shadows. He wants to cast my shadow, I suppose, over Theodore; but fortunately I am not altogether an 

opaque body. Since Theodore was taken ill he has been into his room but once, and has sent him none but a 

dry little message or two. I, too, have been much less attentive than I should have wished to be; but my time 

has not been my own. It has been, every moment of it, at the disposal of my host. He actually runs after me; 

he devours me; he makes a fool of himself, and is trying hard to make one of me. I find that he will bear—

that, in fact, he actually enjoys—a sort of unexpected contradiction. He likes anything that will tickle his 

fancy, give an unusual tone to our relations, remind him of certain historical characters whom he thinks he 

resembles. I have stepped into Theodore's shoes, and done—with what I feel in my bones to be very inferior 

skill and taste—all the reading, writing, condensing, transcribing and advising that he has been accustomed to 

do. I have driven with the bonhomme; played chess and cribbage with him; beaten him, bullied him, 

contradicted him; forced him into going out on the water under my charge. Who shall say, after this, that I 

haven't done my best to discourage his advances, put myself in a bad light? As yet, my efforts are vain; in fact 

they quite turn to my own confusion. Mr. Sloane is so thankful at having escaped from the lake with his life 

that he looks upon me as a preserver and protector. Confound it all; it's a bore! But one thing is certain, it can't 

last forever. Admit that he has cast Theodore out and taken me in. He will speedily discover that he has made 

a pretty mess of it, and that he had much better have left well enough alone. He likes my reading and writing 

now, but in a month he will begin to hate them. He will miss Theodore's better temper and better 

knowledge—his healthy impersonal judgment. What an advantage that well-regulated youth has over me, 

after all! I am for days, he is for years; he for the long run, I for the short. I, perhaps, am intended for success, 

but he is adapted for happiness. He has in his heart a tiny sacred particle which leavens his whole being and 

keeps it pure and sound—a faculty of admiration and respect. For him human nature is still a wonder and a 

mystery; it bears a divine stamp—Mr. Sloane's tawdry composition as well as the rest. 

 

13th.—I have refused, of course, to supplant Theodore further, in the exercise of his functions, and he has 

resumed his morning labors with Mr. Sloane. I, on my side, have spent these morning hours in scouring the 

country on that capital black mare, the use of which is one of the perquisites of Theodore's place. The days 

have been magnificent—the heat of the sun tempered by a murmuring, wandering wind, the whole north a 

mighty ecstasy of sound and verdure, the sky a far-away vault of bended blue. Not far from the mill at M., the 

other end of the lake, I met, for the third time, that very pretty young girl who reminds me so forcibly of A.L. 

She makes so lavish a use of her eyes that I ventured to stop and bid her good-morning. She seems nothing 

loath to an acquaintance. She's a pure barbarian in speech, but her eyes are quite articulate. These rides do me 

good; I was growing too pensive. 

 

There is something the matter with Theodore; his illness seems to have left him strangely affected. He has fits 

of silent stiffness, alternating with spasms of extravagant gayety. He avoids me at times for hours together, 

and then he comes and looks at me with an inscrutable smile, as if he were on the verge of a burst of 

confidence—which again is swallowed up in the immensity of his dumbness. Is he hatching some astounding 

benefit to his species? Is he working to bring about my removal to a higher sphere of action? Nous verrons 

bien. 
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18th.—Theodore threatens departure. He received this morning a letter from one of his sisters—the young 

widow—announcing her engagement to a clergyman whose acquaintance she has recently made, and 

intimating her expectation of an immediate union with the gentleman—a ceremony which would require 

Theodore's attendance. Theodore, in high good humor, read the letter aloud at breakfast—and, to tell the truth, 

it was a charming epistle. He then spoke of his having to go on to the wedding, a proposition to which Mr. 

Sloane graciously assented—much more than assented. "I shall be sorry to lose you, after so happy a 

connection," said the old man. Theodore turned pale, stared a moment, and then, recovering his color and his 

composure, declared that he should have no objection in life to coming back. 

 

"Bless your soul!" cried the bonhomme, "you don't mean to say you will leave your other sister all alone?" 

 

To which Theodore replied that he would arrange for her and her little girl to live with the married pair. "It's 

the only proper thing," he remarked, as if it were quite settled. Has it come to this, then, that Mr. Sloane 

actually wants to turn him out of the house? The shameless old villain! He keeps smiling an uncanny smile, 

which means, as I read it, that if the poor young man once departs he shall never return on the old footing—

for all his impudence! 

 

20th.—This morning, at breakfast, we had a terrific scene. A letter arrives for Theodore; he opens it, turns 

white and red, frowns, falters, and then informs us that the clever widow has broken off her engagement. No 

wedding, therefore, and no departure for Theodore. The bonhomme was furious. In his fury he took the liberty 

of calling poor Mrs. Parker (the sister) a very uncivil name. Theodore rebuked him, with perfect good taste, 

and kept his temper. 

 

"If my opinions don't suit you, Mr. Lisle," the old man broke out, "and my mode of expressing them 

displeases you, you know you can easily protect yourself." 

 

"My dear Mr. Sloane," said Theodore, "your opinions, as a general thing, interest me deeply, and have never 

ceased to act beneficially upon the formation of my own. Your mode of expressing them is always brilliant, 

and I wouldn't for the world, after all our pleasant intercourse, separate from you in bitterness. Only, I repeat, 

your qualification of my sister's conduct is perfectly uncalled for. If you knew her, you would be the first to 

admit it." 
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There was something in Theodore's look and manner, as he said these words, which puzzled me all the 

morning. After dinner, finding myself alone with him, I told him I was glad he was not obliged to go away. 

He looked at me with the mysterious smile I have mentioned, thanked me, and fell into meditation. As this 

bescribbled chronicle is the record of my follies as well of my hauts faits, I needn't hesitate to say that for a 

moment I was a good deal vexed. What business has this angel of candor to deal in signs and portents, to look 

unutterable things? What right has he to do so with me especially, in whom he has always professed an 

absolute confidence? Just as I was about to cry out, "Come, my dear fellow, this affectation of mystery has 

lasted quite long enough—favor me at last with the result of your cogitations!"—as I was on the point of thus 

expressing my impatience of his ominous behavior, the oracle at last addressed itself to utterance. 

 

"You see, my dear Max," he said, "I can't, in justice to myself, go away in obedience to the sort of notice that 

was served on me this morning. What do you think of my actual footing here?" 

 

Theodore's actual footing here seems to me impossible; of course I said so. 

 

"No, I assure you it's not," he answered. "I should, on the contrary, feel very uncomfortable to think that I had 

come away, except by my own choice. You see a man can't afford to cheapen himself. What are you laughing 

at?" 

 

"I am laughing, in the first place, my dear fellow, to hear on your lips the language of cold calculation; and in 

the second place, at your odd notion of the process by which a man keeps himself up in the market." 

 

"I assure you it's the correct notion. I came here as a particular favor to Mr. Sloane; it was expressly 

understood so. The sort of work was odious to me; I had regularly to break myself in. I had to trample on my 

convictions, preferences, prejudices. I don't take such things easily; I take them hard; and when once the effort 

has been made, I can't consent to have it wasted. If Mr. Sloane needed me then, he needs me still. I am 

ignorant of any change having taken place in his intentions, or in his means of satisfying them. I came, not to 

amuse him, but to do a certain work; I hope to remain until the work is completed. To go away sooner is to 

make a confession of incapacity which, I protest, costs me too much. I am too conceited, if you like." 

 

Theodore spoke these words with a face which I have never seen him wear—a fixed, mechanical smile; a 

hard, dry glitter in his eyes; a harsh, strident tone in his voice—in his whole physiognomy a gleam, as it were, 

a note of defiance. Now I confess that for defiance I have never been conscious of an especial relish. When I 
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am defied I am beastly. "My dear man," I replied, "your sentiments do you prodigious credit. Your very 

ingenious theory of your present situation, as well as your extremely pronounced sense of your personal 

value, are calculated to insure you a degree of practical success which can very well dispense with the 

furtherance of my poor good wishes." Oh, the grimness of his visage as he listened to this, and, I suppose I 

may add, the grimness of mine! But I have ceased to be puzzled. Theodore's conduct for the past ten days is 

suddenly illumined with a backward, lurid ray. I will note down here a few plain truths which it behooves me 

to take to heart—commit to memory. Theodore is jealous of Maximus Austin. Theodore hates the said 

Maximus. Theodore has been seeking for the past three months to see his name written, last but not least, in a 

certain testamentary document: "Finally, I bequeath to my dear young friend, Theodore Lisle, in return for 

invaluable services and unfailing devotion, the bulk of my property, real and personal, consisting of—" 

(hereupon follows an exhaustive enumeration of houses, lands, public securities, books, pictures, horses, and 

dogs). It is for this that he has toiled, and watched, and prayed; submitted to intellectual weariness and 

spiritual torture; accommodated himself to levity, blasphemy, and insult. For this he sets his teeth and tightens 

his grasp; for this he'll fight. Dear me, it's an immense weight off one's mind! There are nothing, then, but 

vulgar, common laws; no sublime exceptions, no transcendent anomalies. Theodore's a knave, a hypo—nay, 

nay; stay, irreverent hand!—Theodore's a man! Well, that's all I want. He wants fight—he shall have it. Have 

I got, at last, my simple, natural emotion? 

 

21st.—I have lost no time. This evening, late, after I had heard Theodore go to his room (I had left the library 

early, on the pretext of having letters to write), I repaired to Mr. Sloane, who had not yet gone to bed, and 

informed him I should be obliged to leave him at once, and pick up a subsistence somehow in New York. He 

felt the blow; it brought him straight down on his marrow-bones. He went through the whole gamut of his arts 

and graces; he blustered, whimpered, entreated, flattered. He tried to drag in Theodore's name; but this I, of 

course, prevented. But, finally, why, why, WHY, after all my promises of fidelity, must I thus cruelly desert 

him? Then came my trump card: I have spent my last penny; while I stay, I'm a beggar. The remainder of this 

extraordinary scene I have no power to describe: how the bonhomme, touched, inflamed, inspired, by the 

thought of my destitution, and at the same time annoyed, perplexed, bewildered at having to commit himself 

to doing anything for me, worked himself into a nervous frenzy which deprived him of a clear sense of the 

value of his words and his actions; how I, prompted by the irresistible spirit of my desire to leap astride of his 

weakness and ride it hard to the goal of my dreams, cunningly contrived to keep his spirit at the fever-point, 

so that strength and reason and resistance should burn themselves out. I shall probably never again have such 

a sensation as I enjoyed to-night—actually feel a heated human heart throbbing and turning and struggling in 

my grasp; know its pants, its spasms, its convulsions, and its final senseless quiescence. At half-past one 

o'clock Mr. Sloane got out of his chair, went to his secretary, opened a private drawer, and took out a folded 

paper. "This is my will," he said, "made some seven weeks ago. If you will stay with me I will destroy it." 

 

"Really, Mr. Sloane," I said, "if you think my purpose is to exert any pressure upon your testamentary 

inclinations—" 
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"I will tear it in pieces," he cried; "I will burn it up! I shall be as sick as a dog to-morrow; but I will do it. A-a-

h!" 

 

He clapped his hand to his side, as if in sudden, overwhelming pain, and sank back fainting into his chair. A 

single glance assured me that he was unconscious. I possessed myself of the paper, opened it, and perceived 

that he had left everything to his saintly secretary. For an instant a savage, puerile feeling of hate popped up in 

my bosom, and I came within a hair's-breadth of obeying my foremost impulse—that of stuffing the 

document into the fire. Fortunately, my reason overtook my passion, though for a moment it was an even 

race. I put the paper back into the bureau, closed it, and rang the bell for Robert (the old man's servant). 

Before he came I stood watching the poor, pale remnant of mortality before me, and wondering whether those 

feeble life-gasps were numbered. He was as white as a sheet, grimacing with pain—horribly ugly. Suddenly 

he opened his eyes; they met my own; I fell on my knees and took his hands. They closed on mine with a 

grasp strangely akin to the rigidity of death. Nevertheless, since then he has revived, and has relapsed again 

into a comparatively healthy sleep. Robert seems to know how to deal with him. 

 

22d.—Mr. Sloane is seriously ill—out of his mind and unconscious of people's identity. The doctor has been 

here, off and on, all day, but this evening reports improvement. I have kept out of the old man's room, and 

confined myself to my own, reflecting largely upon the chance of his immediate death. Does Theodore know 

of the will? Would it occur to him to divide the property? Would it occur to me, in his place? We met at 

dinner, and talked in a grave, desultory, friendly fashion. After all, he's an excellent fellow. I don't hate him. I 

don't even dislike him. He jars on me, il m'agace; but that's no reason why I should do him an evil turn. Nor 

shall I. The property is a fixed idea, that's all. I shall get it if I can. We are fairly matched. Before heaven, no, 

we are not fairly matched! Theodore has a conscience. 

 

23d.—I am restless and nervous—and for good reasons. Scribbling here keeps me quiet. This morning Mr. 

Sloane is better; feeble and uncertain in mind, but unmistakably on the rise. I may confess now that I feel 

relieved of a horrid burden. Last night I hardly slept a wink. I lay awake listening to the pendulum of my 

clock. It seemed to say, "He lives—he dies." I fully expected to hear it stop suddenly at dies. But it kept going 

all the morning, and to a decidedly more lively tune. In the afternoon the old man sent for me. I found him in 

his great muffled bed, with his face the color of damp chalk, and his eyes glowing faintly, like torches half 

stamped out. I was forcibly struck with the utter loneliness of his lot. For all human attendance, my villainous 

self grinning at his bedside and old Robert without, listening, doubtless, at the keyhole. The bonhomme stared 

at me stupidly; then seemed to know me, and greeted me with a sickly smile. It was some moments before he 

was able to speak. At last he faintly bade me to descend into the library, open the secret drawer of the 

secretary (which he contrived to direct me how to do), possess myself of his will, and burn it up. He appears 

to have forgotten his having taken it out night before last. I told him that I had an insurmountable aversion to 

any personal dealings with the document. He smiled, patted the back of my hand, and requested me, in that 

case, to get it, at least, and bring it to him. I couldn't deny him that favor? No, I couldn't, indeed. I went down 

to the library, therefore, and on entering the room found Theodore standing by the fireplace with a bundle of 

papers. The secretary was open. I stood still, looking from the violated cabinet to the documents in his hand. 
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Among them I recognized, by its shape and size, the paper of which I had intended to possess myself. Without 

delay I walked straight up to him. He looked surprised, but not confused. "I am afraid I shall have to trouble 

you to surrender one of those papers," I said. 

 

"Surrender, Maximus? To anything of your own you are perfectly welcome. I didn't know that you made use 

of Mr. Sloane's secretary. I was looking for some pages of notes which I have made myself and in which I 

conceive I have a property." "This is what I want, Theodore," I said; and I drew the will, unfolded, from 

between his hands. As I did so his eyes fell upon the superscription, "Last Will and Testament, March. F.S." 

He flushed an extraordinary crimson. Our eyes met. Somehow—I don't know how or why, or for that matter 

why not—I burst into a violent peal of laughter. Theodore stood staring, with two hot, bitter tears in his eyes. 

 

"Of course you think I came to ferret out that thing," he said. 

 

I shrugged my shoulders—those of my body only. I confess, morally, I was on my knees with contrition, but 

there was a fascination in it—a fatality. I remembered that in the hurry of my movements the other evening I 

had slipped the will simply into one of the outer drawers of the cabinet, among Theodore's own papers. "Mr. 

Sloane sent me for it," I remarked. 

 

"Very good; I am glad to hear he's well enough to think of such things." 

 

"He means to destroy it." 

 

"I hope, then, he has another made." 

 

"Mentally, I suppose he has." 

 

"Unfortunately, his weakness isn't mental—or exclusively so." 
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"Oh, he will live to make a dozen more," I said. "Do you know the purport of this one?" 

 

Theodore's color, by this time, had died away into plain white. He shook his head. The doggedness of the 

movement provoked me, and I wished to arouse his curiosity. "I have his commission to destroy it." 

 

Theodore smiled very grandly. "It's not a task I envy you," he said. 

 

"I should think not—especially if you knew the import of the will." He stood with folded arms, regarding me 

with his cold, detached eyes. I couldn't stand it. "Come, it's your property! You are sole legatee. I give it up to 

you." And I thrust the paper into his hand. 

 

He received it mechanically; but after a pause, bethinking himself, he unfolded it and cast his eyes over the 

contents. Then he slowly smoothed it together and held it a moment with a tremulous hand. "You say that Mr. 

Sloane directed you to destroy it?" he finally inquired. 

 

"I say so." 

 

"And that you know the contents?" 

 

"Exactly." 

 

"And that you were about to do what he asked you?" 
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"On the contrary, I declined." 

 

Theodore fixed his eyes for a moment on the superscription and then raised them again to my face. "Thank 

you, Max," he said. "You have left me a real satisfaction." He tore the sheet across and threw the bits into the 

fire. We stood watching them burn. "Now he can make another," said Theodore. 

 

"Twenty others," I replied. 

 

"No," said Theodore, "you will take care of that." 

 

"You are very bitter," I said, sharply enough. 

 

"No, I am perfectly indifferent. Farewell." And he put out his hand. 

 

"Are you going away?" 

 

"Of course I am. Good-by." 

 

"Good-by, then. But isn't your departure rather sudden?" 

 

"I ought to have gone three weeks ago—three weeks ago." I had taken his hand, he pulled it away; his voice 

was trembling—there were tears in it. 
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"Is that indifference?" I asked. 

 

"It's something you will never know!" he cried. "It's shame! I am not sorry you should see what I feel. It will 

suggest to you, perhaps, that my heart has never been in this filthy contest. Let me assure you, at any rate, that 

it hasn't; that it has had nothing but scorn for the base perversion of my pride and my ambition. I could easily 

shed tears of joy at their return—the return of the prodigals! Tears of sorrow—sorrow—" 

 

He was unable to go on. He sank into a chair, covering his face with his hands. 

 

"For God's sake, stick to the joy!" I exclaimed. 

 

He rose to his feet again. "Well," he said, "it was for your sake that I parted with my self-respect; with your 

assistance I recover it." 

 

"How for my sake?" 

 

"For whom but you would I have gone as far as I did? For what other purpose than that of keeping our 

friendship whole would I have borne you company into this narrow pass? A man whom I cared for less I 

would long since have parted with. You were needed—you and something you have about you that always 

takes me so—to bring me to this. You ennobled, exalted, enchanted the struggle. I did value my prospect of 

coming into Mr. Sloane's property. I valued it for my poor sister's sake as well as for my own, so long as it 

was the natural reward of conscientious service, and not the prize of hypocrisy and cunning. With another 

man than you I never would have contested such a prize. But you fascinated me, even as my rival. You played 

with me, deceived me, betrayed me. I held my ground, hoping you would see that what you were doing was 

not fair. But if you have seen it, it has made no difference with you. For Mr. Sloane, from the moment that, 

under your magical influence, he revealed his nasty little nature, I had nothing but contempt." 

 

"And for me now?" 
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"Don't ask me. I don't trust myself." 

 

"Hate, I suppose." 

 

"Is that the best you can imagine? Farewell." 

 

"Is it a serious farewell—farewell forever?" 

 

"How can there be any other?" 

 

"I am sorry this should be your point of view. It's characteristic. All the more reason then that I should say a 

word in self-defence. You accuse me of having 'played with you, deceived you, betrayed you.' It seems to me 

that you are quite beside the mark. You say you were such a friend of mine; if so, you ought to be one still. It 

was not to my fine sentiments you attached yourself, for I never had any or pretended to any. In anything I 

have done recently, therefore, there has been no inconsistency. I never pretended to take one's friendships so 

seriously. I don't understand the word in the sense you attach to it. I don't understand the feeling of affection 

between men. To me it means quite another thing. You give it a meaning of your own; you enjoy the profit of 

your invention; it's no more than just that you should pay the penalty. Only it seems to me rather hard that I 

should pay it." Theodore remained silent, but he looked quite sick. "Is it still a 'serious farewell'?" I went on. 

"It seems a pity. After this clearing up, it appears to me that I shall be on better terms with you. No man can 

have a deeper appreciation of your excellent parts, a keener enjoyment of your society. I should very much 

regret the loss of it." 

"Have we, then, all this while understood each other so little?" said Theodore. "Don't say 'we' and 'each other.' 

I think I have understood you." 

"Very likely. It's not for my having kept anything back." 

Well, I do you justice. To me you have always been over-generous. Try now and be just." 

Still he stood silent, with his cold, hard frown; it was plain that, if he was to come back to me, it would be 

from the other world—if there be one! What he was going to answer I know not. The door opened, and 

Robert appeared, pale, trembling, his eyes starting in his head. 
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"I verily believe that poor Mr. Sloane is dead in his bed!" he cried. 

There was a moment's perfect silence. "Amen," said I. "Yes, old boy, try and be just." Mr. Sloane had quietly 

died in my absence. 

 

24th.—Theodore went up to town this morning, having shaken hands with me in silence before he started. 

Doctor Jones, and Brooks the attorney, have been very officious, and, by their advice, I have telegraphed to a 

certain Miss Meredith, a maiden lady, by their account the nearest of kin; or, in other words, simply a 

discarded niece of the defunct. She telegraphs back that she will arrive in person for the funeral. I shall remain 

till she comes. I have lost a fortune, but have I irretrievably lost a friend? I am sure I can't say. Yes, I shall 

wait for Miss Meredith. 

 

[1] The Galaxy, July, 1869. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/henry-james/short-story/a-light-man 
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Here We Are 

by Lauren K. Watel 

Issue no. 229 (Summer 2019) 

Here we are at last, meeting face-to-face like two heroes of opposing armies, looking each other in the eye, 

poised to shake hands. Do you trust me? Do I trust you? No, trust died last century, along with truth, so we’ll 

have to think of something else to shake on. Not to our health. Our health is bad and only getting worse. Not 

to our wealth, because no amount of riches could heal our poverty. Not to you and yours. Not to me and mine, 

because yours and mine, every last one, perished in the wars, and without yours there is no you, and without 

mine there is no me. Just two bodies standing face-to-face, two envelopes of flesh with nothing folded inside. 

How did we survive? And better yet, how did we emerge heroic after all that carnage, all that betrayal and 

heartbreak? Loss for every meal, loss before bedtime and on rising. That’s why we’re empty, because 

emptiness made us, made these bodies in which we stand, high on the hilltop, under a pallid moon, with the 

fields of bones surrounding us like a fresh snowfall, except that the heat here is insufferable. Last winter was 

years ago, before the battles broke out, remember? Here, let’s shake on that. To winter. To cold. To snow, real 

snow. 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=65b3dde3f2&e=d538c8f2e0 
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https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=65b3dde3f2&e=d538c8f2e0
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Octavio Paz on Being Other, the Courage of Responsibility, the Meaning of Hope, and the Only 

Fruitful Portal to Change 

“There is something revealing in the insistence with which a people will question itself during certain periods 

of its growth. It is a moment of reflective repose before we devote ourselves to action again.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

I came to this country not having inherited its sins, not being afforded many of its rights, but eager to share — 

and having by now devoted my adult life to sharing — in its responsibilities, its atonements, its healing. I 

came alone, barely out of my adolescence, into a country not yet out of its adolescence — that developmental 

stage when the act of taking responsibility is most difficult, and the impulse toward evasion and escapism 

most intense. “I have a green passport and I am an American citizen, and the crimes of this Republic, whether 

or not I am guilty of them, I am responsible for,” James Baldwin told Margaret Mead in their historic, 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/080215042X/braipick-20


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                                 No. 544 december 2020 

 

78 

staggeringly timely conversation about race, forgiveness, and the crucial distinction between guilt and 

responsibility — historic also in speaking to Baldwin’s definition of history as “a way of avoiding 

responsibility for what has happened, is happening, in time.” 

These complex dynamics are what the great Mexican poet and political activist Octavio Paz (March 31, 1914–

April 19, 1998) explores in the opening chapter of his superb 1950 book-length essay The Labyrinth of 

Solitude (public library), written in Paris months after the city’s liberation from Nazi occupation, while Paz 

was serving as a newly appointed Mexican diplomat, and shortly after he lived in the United States as a 

Mexican poet, having chosen to use his Guggenheim Fellowship to study at U.C. Berkeley in California. 

Portrait of Octavio Paz from his FBI file 

Like me, Paz arrived to the United States as an other — as an alien of a different tongue, from a country 

scarred by centuries of violent invasions and decades of dictatorship, with a culture older than the American 

by epochs; unlike me, he arrived male, non-white, an adult, and an award-winning poet of cultural standing. It 

was with all of these multitudes that he observed and interpreted what he saw in his adolescent host country. 

In a sentiment his contemporary Louise Bourgeois echoed in her diary — “You are born alone. You die alone. 

The value of the space in between is trust and love.” — Paz writes: 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/03/19/a-rap-on-race-margaret-mead-and-james-baldwin/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/03/19/a-rap-on-race-margaret-mead-and-james-baldwin/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/080215042X/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/080215042X/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/labyrinth-of-solitude/oclc/225217886&referer=brief_results
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/04/15/louise-bourgeois-solitude/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/04/15/louise-bourgeois-solitude/
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Art by Beatrice Alemagna from A Velocity of Being: Letters to a Young Reader. 

All of us, at some moment, have had a vision of our existence as something unique, untransferable and very 

precious. This revelation almost always takes place during adolescence. Self-discovery is above all the 

realization that we are alone: it is the opening of an impalpable, transparent wall — that of our consciousness 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/20/a-velocity-of-being-letters-to-a-young-reader/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/20/a-velocity-of-being-letters-to-a-young-reader/
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— between the world and ourselves. It is true that we sense our aloneness almost as soon as we are born but 

children and adults can transcend their solitude and forget themselves in games or work. The adolescent, 

however, vacillates, between infancy and youth, halting for a moment before the infinite richness of the 

world. He is astonished at the fact of his being, and this astonishment leads to reflection: as he leans over the 

river of consciousness, he asks himself if the face that appears there, disfigured by the water, is his own. The 

singularity of his being, which is pure sensation in children, becomes a problem and a question. 

Much the same thing happens to nations and peoples at a certain critical moment in their development. They 

ask themselves: What are we, and how can we fulfill our obligations to ourselves as we are? The answers we 

give to these questions are often belied by history, perhaps because what is called the “genius of a people” is 

only a set of reactions to a given stimulus. The answers differ in different situations, and the national 

character, which was thought to be immutable, changes with them. 

In a sentiment of staggering timeliness today, as we face the challenge and discipline of reflection in order to 

respond — and respond robustly and effectively — rather than merely react to unbearably triggering events, 

Paz adds: 

There is something revealing in the insistence with which a people will question itself during certain periods 

of its growth. It is a moment of reflective repose before we devote ourselves to action again… It does not 

matter, then, if the answers we give to our questions must be corrected by time. The adolescent is also 

ignorant of the future changes that will affect the countenance he sees in the water. The mask of an old man is 

as indecipherable at first glance as a sacred stone covered with occult symbols; it is the history of various 

amorphous features that only take shape, slowly and vaguely, after the profoundest contemplation. Eventually 

these features are seen as a face, and later as a mask, a meaning, a history. 

[…] 

The questions we all ask ourselves today will probably be incomprehensible fifty years from now. Different 

circumstances are likely to produce different reactions. 

On this latter point, Paz may be wrong — or at least incomplete, neglecting the vital outliers, the rare far-seers 

who speak of their present and speak to the future, voices like Baldwin’s and Mead’s, whose questioning 

quickenings of mind and spirit remain not only comprehensible but acutely relevant fifty years later. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/tag/a-rap-on-race/
https://www.brainpickings.org/tag/a-rap-on-race/
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Art by Daniel Salmieri from Bear and Wolf — a tender illustrated fable of walking side by side in otherness. 

Before we go on, we must pause to remember that language is the supreme vessel of meaning-making, hulled 

with a history and masted with a future. It carries in its colossal careening body all the baggage of its culture. 

Paz uses man to say citizen, to denote universal humanity — a convention by which writers of his era, male or 

female, abided; a convention at the gendered Goliath of which Ursula K. Le Guin shot her perfectly aimed 

pebble in her exquisite civilizational service of unsexing the universal pronoun. It may be a useful exercise to 

note with disquietude the biases of language, but the exercise becomes distinctly unhelpful when the 

disquietude deafens us to the message inside the vessel. Paz’s message transcends the bounds of his time to 

speak to ours: 

In the United States man… has built his own world and it is built in his own image: it is his mirror. But now 

he cannot recognize himself in his inhuman objects, nor in his fellows. His creations, like those of an inept 

sorcerer, no longer obey him. He is alone among his works, lost — to use the phrase by José Gorostiza — in a 

“wilderness of mirrors.” 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/03/07/bear-and-wolf-daniel-salmieri/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/10/17/ursula-k-le-guin-gender/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/03/07/bear-and-wolf-daniel-salmieri/
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Upon arriving to the United States — which, as a resident of a neighboring landmass the shared name of 

which a single nation has usurped as its own, he insistently and correctly refers to as culturally North 

American rather than “American” — Paz found himself “surprised above all by the self-assurance and 

confidence of the people, by their apparent happiness and apparent adjustment to the world around them.” 

Drawing on the Spanish philosopher José Ortega y Gasset’s distinction between uses and abuses in 

differentiating the revolutionary spirit from the merely reformist impulse, he dismantles the apparent with the 

hard actuality: 

The revolutionary is always radical, that is, he is trying to correct the uses themselves rather than the mere 

abuses of them. Almost all the criticisms I heard from the lips of North Americans were of the reformist 

variety: they left the social or cultural structures intact and were only intended to limit or improve this or that 

procedure. 

Two decades before he resigned his post as a Mexican diplomat to protest the massacre of hundreds of 

peacefully protesting unarmed citizens, mostly students, by his country’s armed forces, Paz adds: 

It seemed to me then, and it still does, that the United States is a society that wants to realize its ideals, has no 

wish to exchange them for others, and is confident of surviving, no matter how dark the future may appear. I 

am not interested in discussing whether this attitude is justified by reason and reality; I simply want to point 

out that it exists… I found it in the actions, the words and even the faces of almost everyone I met. 

Americans, he notes more with curiosity than with condemnation, consider this disposition realism — but it is 

only a pseudo-realism, sustained by a willful blindness to uncomfortable realities — a form of culturally 

condoned hypocrisy that has become part of the national character. He writes: 

When hypocrisy is a character trait it also affects one’s thinking, because it consists in the negation of all the 

aspects of reality that one finds disagreeable, irrational or repugnant. 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                                 No. 544 december 2020 

 

83 

Art by Dasha Tolstikova from Friend or Foe — an illustrated meditation on making unfrightened sense of 

difference. 

And yet, in consonance with Baldwin and Mead’s distinction between guilt and responsibility, Paz insists that 

the fruitful attitude with which to face those disagreeable realities is not guilt, for guilt is never “transformed 

into anything other than hatred, solitary despair or blind idolatry.” The fruitful response — the responsible 

response — has to do with refusing to see ourselves as islanded in the river of time, unaccountable to and for 

history: 

Contemporary history invalidates the belief in man as a creature whose essential being can be modified by 

social or pedagogical procedures. Man is not simply the result of history and the forces that activate it, as is 

now claimed; nor is history simply the result of human will, a belief on which the North American way of life 

is implicitly predicated. Man, it seems to me, is not in history: he is history. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/02/28/friend-of-foe-sobol-tolstikova/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/02/28/friend-of-foe-sobol-tolstikova/
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Art by Leo and Diane Dillon from Blast Off by Linda C. Cain and Susan Rosenbaum, 1973. 

Paz terms his meditation on these immensely complex and interleaved issues his “testimony” — a lovely term 

and a subtle way of acknowledging that all of our perspectives, however informed by a wide and deep 

understanding of history, however enriched by experience and empathy, are still at bottom subjective 

witnessings that render any self-appointed authority over absolute universal truth a farce. It is with this 

reverence for the shared and the subjective that he ends the chapter, reaching across the millennia, across the 

panoply of cultures, to wrest an elemental human truth: 

A study of the great myths concerning the origin of man and the meaning of our presence on earth reveals that 

every culture — in the sense of a complex of values created and shared in common — stems from the 

conviction that man the intruder has broken or violated the order of the universe. He has inflicted a wound on 

the compact flesh of the world, and chaos, which is the ancient and, so to speak, natural condition of life, can 

emerge again from this aperture… Man collaborates actively in defending universal order, which is always 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/05/08/blast-off/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/09/16/stephen-fry-mythos/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/05/08/blast-off/
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being threatened by chaos. And when it collapses he must create a new one, this time his own. But exile, 

expiation and penitence should proceed from the reconciliation of man with the universe. 

We have not, he laments, achieved this reconciliation — and out of this unmet longing arises a terror that 

rattles the root of our humanity: 

We have lost our sense of the very meaning of all human activity, which is to assure the operation of an order 

in which knowledge and innocence, man and nature are in harmony. 

[…] 

It is possible that what we call “sin” is only a mythical expression of our self-consciousness, our solitude. I 

remember that in Spain during the civil war I had a revelation of “the other man” and of another kind of 

solitude: not closed, not mechanical, but open to the transcendent. No doubt the nearness of death and the 

brotherhood of men-at-arms, at whatever time and in whatever country, always produce an atmosphere 

favorable to the extraordinary, to all that rises above the human condition and breaks the circle of solitude that 

surrounds each one of us. But in those faces — obtuse and obstinate, gross and brutal, like those the great 

Spanish painters, without the least touch of complacency and with an almost flesh-and-blood realism, have 

left us — there was something like a desperate hopefulness, something very concrete and at the same time 

universal. 

In yet another resonance with Baldwin’s insistence that “we’ve got to be as clear-headed about human beings 

as possible, because we are still each other’s only hope,” Paz concludes: 

The memory will never leave me. Any one who has looked Hope in the face will never forget it. He will 

search for it everywhere he goes, among all kinds of men. And he will dream of finding it again someday, 

somewhere, perhaps among those closest to him. In every man there is the possibility of his being — or, to be 

more exact, of his becoming once again — another man. 

The Labyrinth of Solitude is a resplendent read in its entirety. Couple the vital human issues Paz explores in it 

with an equally vital non-human counterpart in the great nature writer Henry Beston’s reflections 

on otherness, belonging, and the dignity of difference, then revisit Toni Morrison on borders, belonging, and 

the violence of otherness, Walter Lippmann’s tremendous century-old treatise on the psychology of and the 

antidote to prejudice, and Baldwin’s prophetic insight into race and reality. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/06/03/octavio-paz-labirynth-of-

solitude/?mc_cid=f000e6c85b&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/03/19/a-rap-on-race-margaret-mead-and-james-baldwin/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/03/19/a-rap-on-race-margaret-mead-and-james-baldwin/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/080215042X/braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/02/13/henry-beston-outermost-house-animals/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/08/06/toni-mirrison-borders-home/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/08/06/toni-mirrison-borders-home/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/08/04/walter-lippmann-public-opinion-stereotypes/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/08/04/walter-lippmann-public-opinion-stereotypes/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/19/gwendolyn-brooks-james-baldwin-library-of-congress/
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Maxwell’s demon and the relationship between information and irreversibility 

Posted: 05 Oct 2020 07:00 AM PDT 

Thermodynamics is one of the oldest physical theories with its origins going back to the beginnings of the 

19th century. The theory was initially developed to tackle practical problems, such as the performance of 

steam engines. However, within a few decades, thermodynamics was formulated on firm grounds providing 

one of the most fundamental laws of physics, the second law of thermodynamics. 

The second law was initially formulated in terms of “no-go theorems”, i.e. Statements of something that could 

never happen. One such statement, attributed to Clausius, says that heat could never be transferred from a 

cold to a hot body without any expenditure of work. Under the mathematical framework of thermodynamics 

this and other no-go theorems could be formulated in a single physical statement, that the entropy production 

of a physical process could never be non-negative. This is the precise statement of the second law. 

Entropy production, and not entropy, is the core concept behind the notion of irreversibility. A given process 

is said to be reversible, having zero entropy production, if one can devise a new process, its reverse, that 

brings the system back to its initial state while exchanging exactly the same amount of work and heat that has 

been previously exchanged in the direct process. For example, if a hot cup of coffee is let alone in a warm 

environment, it will spontaneously thermalize to the environment temperature. In order to get the coffee hot 

again one would need to heat it up expending more energy than was previously released as heat, i.e. 

performing work in accordance to the Clausius’ statement. With these concepts in hand we can describe the 

first thought experiment providing a deep connection between information and the second law of 

thermodynamics. 

Maxwell’s demon controlling the door that allows the passage of single molecules from one side to the other. 

The initial hot gas gets hotter at the end of the process while the cold gas gets colder. 

By the end of the 19th century, the atomist James Clerk Maxwell proposed an intriguing possibility at the very 

end of his book entitled Theory of Heat 1. Maxwell considered two gases brought together but separated by a 

wall that did not allow the passage of energy (heat) or molecules. The two gases, as a composite system, were 

completely isolated from the remainder of their environment, see figure. In the middle of the wall, Maxwell 

imagined a door that, if open, could allow the passage of a single gas molecule from one side to the other. 

http://feedproxy.google.com/~r/MappingIgnorance/~3/8Y-vu93XMYc/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email
https://mail.google.com/mail/u/0/#m_-1922490889181057773_note-7268-1
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Maxwell envisaged what he called an intelligent being of molecular size and that could open and close the 

door at will. Later, this being was called a demon by Kelvin, hence Maxwell’s demon 2. 

The temperature of a gas is proportionally related to the average of the squared velocities of the gas 

molecules. This means that the hotter a gas is the hotter the velocity of its molecules are, on average. Maxwell 

assumed that the demon was able to obtain information about the velocity of an approaching molecule, from 

whichever side of the door. The demon would allow the molecules faster than a suitable reference velocity to 

pass from the cold to the hot gas. If the faster molecules came from the hot gas, he would simply not allow 

them to pass to the cold gas. The completely opposite action would be taken if a molecule with a small 

velocity would approach the door. 

Given a sufficient amount of time, all fast molecules will gather in the hot gas while the slow molecules will 

gather in the cold gas. Therefore, the cold gas would become colder and the hot gas would become hotter. 

From the macroscopic point of view, an observer would then see the transfer of heat from a cold to a hot body 

without any work expenditure, in contradiction to the Clausius’ statement of the second law. The demon 

proposed by Maxwell seemed to be capable of violating the second law of thermodynamics! 

The essence of Maxwell’s demon lies in two features of the described process. First, the demon is assumed to 

be able to perform a measurement, i.e. extract information, of the velocities of the gas molecules. Second, 

with that information the demon is capable of taking a pre-defined action, a conditioned evolution, either 

opening or not opening the door depending on the velocity and on the side from which the molecule 

approaches. In modern language, a measurement followed by a conditioned evolution is called a feedback 

control mechanism. Therefore, fundamentally, Maxwell’s demon is nothing but a feedback controller. This 

realization de-humanizes the personality initially introduced by Maxwell as an intelligent being, since a 

feedback controller is merely a system pre-arranged to take different actions depending on the information 

acquired. 

After a century of debate the conundrum posed by Maxwell was solved by the acknowledgment that the 

information acquired by the demon should be explicitly taken into account in the second law of 

thermodynamics. Therefore, recent thermodynamic descriptions of this and related protocols put on an equal 

footing the entropy production, quantifying the irreversibility of the process, and the information acquired by 

the demon. Although the thought experiment proposed by Maxwell is more than a century old it still strongly 

spurs the investigation of the relationship between information and thermodynamics both in the classical and 

in the quantum realms. Due to its historic role, Maxwell’s demon has become the paradigmatic protocol 

linking these two fundamental concepts, information and irreversibility, giving rise to information 

thermodynamics 3. 
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The Sleeping Sentinel 

by Francis De Haes Janvier 

The Sleeping Sentinel was dramatic prose depicting the Union soldier in the 3rd Vermont Infantry, William 

Scott, who was sentenced to death for sleeping at his post. Both his death sentence and his pardon were read 

while he was facing the firing squad. No wonder the incident and Janvier's poem were adapted into a black 

and white movie in 1914, in which Abraham Lincoln dramatically arrives to deliver his pardon as the firing 

squad is taking aim (this didn't really happen). Scott was returned to fight, and died at the Battle of Lee's Mills 

in April, 1862. 

An illustration for the story The Sleeping Sentinel by the author Francis De Haes Janvier 

William Scott, 3rd Vermont Infantry, convicted for sleeping on duty, 1860 

This Poem was first read on Monday, January 19th, 1863, by Mr. James E. Murdoch, the celebrated 

elocutionist, to a select circle at the Executive Mansion, in the presence of the President and Mrs. Lincoln. On 

the evening of the same day he read it in the Senate Chamber of the United States, which was specially 

appropriated for the purpose, — the President and Mrs. Lincoln being again present, together with one of the 

largest and most distinguished audiences ever assembled in Washington. It was presented on this occasion 

anonymously, and produced a profound sensation. 

 

'Twas in the sultry summer-time, as War's red  

records show,  

When patriot armies rose to meet a fratricidal  

foe —  

When, from the North, and East, and West, like  

the upheaving sea.  

Swept forth Columbia's sons, to make our country  

truly free.  

 

Within a prison's dismal walls, where shadows  
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veiled decay —  

In fetters, on a heap of straw, a youthful soldier  

lay:  

 

Heart-broken, hopeless, and forlorn, with short and  

feverish breath,  

He waited but the appointed hour to die a culprit's  

death.  

 

Yet, but a few brief weeks before, untroubled with  

a care.  

 

He roamed at will, and freely drew his native  

mountain air —  

Where sparkling streams leap mossy rocks, from  

many a woodland font.  

And waving elms, and grassy slopes, give beauty  

to Vermont!  

 

Where, dwelling in an humble cot, a tiller of the  

soil,  
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Encircled by a mother's love, he shared a father's  

toil-  

Till, borne upon the wailing winds, his suffering  

country's cry  

Fired his young heart with fervent zeal, for her to  

live or die.  

 

Then left he all: — a few fond tears, by firmness  

half concealed,  

A blessing, and a parting prayer, and he was in  

the field —  

The field of strife, whose dews are blood, whose  

breezes War's hot breath,  

Whose fruits are garnered in the grave, whose  

husbandman is Death!  

 

Without a murmur, he endured a service new and  

hard ;  

 

But, wearied with a toilsome march, it chanced one  

night, on guard.  
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He sank, exhausted, at his post, and the gray  

morning found  

His prostrate form — a sentinel, asleep, upon the  

ground!  

 

So, in the silence of the night, aweary, on the  

sod,  

Sank the disciples, watching near the suffering Son  

of God;—  

 

Yet, Jesus, with compassion moved, beheld their  

heavy eyes,  

And, though betrayed to ruthless foes, forgiving,  

bade them rise!  

 

But God is love, — and finite minds can faintly  

comprehend  

How gentle Mercy, in His rule, may with stern  

Justice blend;  
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And this poor soldier, seized and bound, found  

none to justify.  

While War's inexorable law decreed that he must  

die.  

 

*Twas night. — In a secluded room, with measured  

tread, and slow,  

A statesman of commanding mien, paced gravely  

to and fro.  

 

Oppressed, he pondered on a land by civil discord  

rent;  

On brothers armed in deadly strife: — it was the  

President!  

 

The woes of thirty millions filled his burdened  

heart with grief;  

 

Embattled hosts, on land and sea, acknowledged him  

their chief;  
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And yet, amid the din of war, he heard the plaintive  

cry  

Of that poor soldier, as he lay in prison, doomed  

to die!  

 

'Twas morning. — On a tented field, and through  

the heated haze.  

Flashed back, from lines of burnished arms, the  

sun's effulgent blaze;  

 

While; from a sombre prison-house, seen slowly to  

emerge,  

A sad procession, o'er the sward, moved to a muffled  

dirge.  

 

And in the midst, with faltering step, and pale and  

anxious face,  

In manacles, between two guards, a soldier had his  

place.  

 

A youth — led out to die; — and yet, it was not death,  
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but shame.  

That smote his gallant heart with dread, and shook  

his manly frame!  

 

Still on, before the marshalled ranks, the train  

pursued its way  

Up to the designated spot, whereon a coffin  

lay —  

His coffin ! And, with reeling brain, despairing—  

desolate —  

He took his station by its side, abandoned to his  

fate!  

 

Then came across his wavering sight strange  

pictures in the air : —  

He saw his distant mountain home; he saw his  

parents there;  

 

He saw them bowed with hopeless grief, through  

fast-declining years ;  

He saw a nameless grave; and then, the vision  
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closed — in tears!  

 

Yet, once again. In double file, advancing, then,  

he saw  

 

Twelve comrades, sternly set apart to execute the  

law —  

 

But saw no more : — his senses swam — deep dark-  

ness settled round —  

 

And, shuddering, he awaited now the fatal volley's  

sound!  

 

Then suddenly was heard the noise of steeds and  

 

wheels approach, —  

And, rolling through a cloud of dust, appeared a  

stately coach.  

 

On, past the guards, and through the field, its  
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rapid course was bent.  

Till, halting, 'mid the lines was seen the nation's  

President!  

 

He came to save that stricken soul, now waking  

from despair ;  

And from a thousand voices rose a shout which  

rent the air!  

 

The pardoned soldier understood the tones of  

jubilee,  

And, bounding from his fetters, blessed the hand  

that made him free!  

 

'Twas Spring. — Within a verdant vale, where  

 

"Warwick's crystal tide  

Reflected, o'er its peaceful breast, fair fields on  

either side —  

 

"Where birds and flowers combined to cheer a  
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sylvan solitude —  

Two threatening armies, face to face, in fierce  

defiance stood!  

 

Two threatening armies ! One invoked by injured  

Liberty —  

 

Which bore above its patriot ranks the Symbol of  

the Free ;  

 

And one, a rebel horde, beneath a flaunting flag  

of bars,  

 

A fragment, torn by traitorous hands, from Free-  

dom's Stripes and Stars!  

 

A sudden burst of smoke and flame, from many a  

thundering gun,  

Proclaimed, along the echoing hills, the conflict had  

begun ;  
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While shot and shell, athwart the stream with  

fiendish fury sped,  

To strew among the living lines, the dying and the  

dead!  

 

Then, louder than the roaring storm, pealed forth  

the stern command, 

 

*' Charge! soldiers, charge!" and, at the word, with  

shouts, a fearless band,  

Two hundred heroes from Vermont, rushed onward,  

through the flood.  

And upward, o'er the rising ground, they marked  

their way in blood!  

 

The smitten foe before them fled, in terror, from  

his post —  

 

While, unsustained, two hundred stood, to battle  

with a host !  
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Then, turning, as the rallying ranks, with murder-  

ous fire, replied,  

 

They bore the fallen o'er the field, and through the  

purple tide!  

 

The fallen! And the first who fell in that unequal  

strife,  

Was he whom Mercy sped to save when Justice  

claimed his life —   

 

The pardoned soldier! And, while yet the conflict  

raged around —  

While yet his life-blood ebbed away through every  

gaping wound —  

 

While yet his voice grew tremulous, and death  

 

bedimmed his eye —  

He called his comrades to attest, he had not feared  

to die!  
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And, in his last expiring breath, a prayer to heaven  

was sent —  

 

That God, with His unfailing grace, would bless  

our President!  

 

 

THE END. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/francis-de-haes-janvier/poem/the-sleeping-sentinel 
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'Spooky' similarity in how brains and computers see 

Natural and artificial intelligence networks process 3D fragments of visual images in same way 

Johns Hopkins University 

Summary: 

The brain detects 3D shape fragments (bumps, hollows, shafts, spheres) in the beginning stages of 

object vision - a newly discovered strategy of natural intelligence that researchers also found in 

artificial intelligence networks trained to recognize visual objects. 

     

FULL STORY 

 

The brain detects 3D shape fragments (bumps, hollows, shafts, spheres) in the beginning stages of object 

vision -- a newly discovered strategy of natural intelligence that Johns Hopkins University researchers also 

found in artificial intelligence networks trained to recognize visual objects. 

A new paper in Current Biology details how neurons in area V4, the first stage specific to the brain's object 

vision pathway, represent 3D shape fragments, not just the 2D shapes used to study V4 for the last 40 years. 

The Johns Hopkins researchers then identified nearly identical responses of artificial neurons, in an early 

stage (layer 3) of AlexNet, an advanced computer vision network. In both natural and artificial vision, early 

detection of 3D shape presumably aids interpretation of solid, 3D objects in the real world. 

"I was surprised to see strong, clear signals for 3D shape as early as V4," said Ed Connor, a neuroscience 

professor and director of the Zanvyl Krieger Mind/Brain Institute. "But I never would have guessed in a 

million years that you would see the same thing happening in AlexNet, which is only trained to translate 2D 

photographs into object labels." 

One of the long-standing challenges for artificial intelligence has been to replicate human vision. Deep 

(multilayer) networks like AlexNet have achieved major gains in object recognition, based on high capacity 

Graphical Processing Units (GPU) developed for gaming and massive training sets fed by the explosion of 

images and videos on the Internet. 

Connor and his team applied the same tests of image responses to natural and artificial neurons and 

discovered remarkably similar response patterns in V4 and AlexNet layer 3. What explains what Connor 

describes as a "spooky correspondence" between the brain -- a product of evolution and lifetime learning -- 

and AlexNet -- designed by computer scientists and trained to label object photographs? 
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AlexNet and similar deep networks were actually designed in part based on the multi-stage visual networks in 

the brain, Connor said. He said the close similarities they observed may point to future opportunities to 

leverage correlations between natural and artificial intelligence. 

"Artificial networks are the most promising current models for understanding the brain. Conversely, the brain 

is the best source of strategies for bringing artificial intelligence closer to natural intelligence," Connor said. 

 

Story Source: 

Materials provided by Johns Hopkins University. Note: Content may be edited for style and length. 

 

Journal Reference: 
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Charles E. Connor, Kristina J. Nielsen. Early Emergence of Solid Shape Coding in Natural and Deep 

Network Vision. Current Biology, 2020; DOI: 10.1016/j.cub.2020.09.076 
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Nothing for It 

by Anne Carson 

 

Issue no. 151 (Summer 1999) 

Your glassy wind breaks on a shoutless shore and stirs around 

                                                                                                the rose. 

   Lo how 

         before a great snow, 

before the gliding emptiness of the night coming on us, 

   our lanterns throw 

         shapes of old companions 

and 

   a cold pause after. 

         What knife skinned off 

            that hour. 

            Sank the buoys. 

         Blows on what was our house. 

Nothing for it just row. 

 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=213d93fda8&e=d538c8f2e0  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=213d93fda8&e=d538c8f2e0
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The Declaration of Independence 

by Thomas Jefferson 

 

 

IN CONGRESS, JULY 4, 1776. 

A DECLARATION 

BY THE REPRESENTATIVES OF THE 

UNITED STATES OF AMERICA, 

IN GENERAL CONGRESS ASSEMBLED. 

When in the Course of human events, it becomes necessary for one people to dissolve the political bands 

which have connected them with another, and to assume, among the Powers of the earth, the separate and 

equal station to which the Laws of Nature and of Nature's God entitle them, a decent respect to the opinions 

of mankind requires that they should declare the causes which impel them to the separation. 

We hold these truths to be self-evident, that all men are created equal, that they are endowed by their Creator 

with certain unalienable Rights, that among these are Life, Liberty, and the pursuit of Happiness. That to 

secure these rights, Governments are instituted among Men, deriving their just powers from the consent of the 

https://americanliterature.com/author/thomas-jefferson
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governed, That whenever any Form of Government becomes destructive of these ends, it is the Right of the 

People to alter or to abolish it, and to institute new Government, laying its foundation on such principles and 

organizing its powers in such form, as to them shall seem most likely to effect their Safety and Happiness. 

Prudence, indeed, will dictate that Governments long established should not be changed for light and transient 

causes; and accordingly all experience hath shown, that mankind are more disposed to suffer, while evils are 

sufferable, than to right themselves by abolishing the forms to which they are accustomed. But when a long 

train of abuses and usurpations, pursuing invariably the same Object evinces a design to reduce them under 

absolute Despotism, it is their right, it is their duty, to throw off such Government, and to provide new Guards 

for their future security. —Such has been the patient sufferance of these Colonies; and such is now the 

necessity which constrains them to alter their former Systems of Government. The history of the present King 

of Great Britain is a history of repeated injuries and usurpations, all having in direct object the establishment 

of an absolute Tyranny over these States. To prove this, let Facts be submitted to a candid world. 

He has refused his Assent to Laws, the most wholesome and necessary for the public good. 

He has forbidden his Governors to pass Laws of immediate and pressing importance, unless suspended in 

their operation till his Assent should be obtained; and when so suspended, he has utterly neglected to attend to 

them. 

He has refused to pass other Laws for the accommodation of large districts of people, unless those people 

would relinquish the right of Representation in the Legislature, a right inestimable to them and formidable to 

tyrants only. 

He has called together legislative bodies at places unusual, uncomfortable, and distant from the depository of 

their Public Records, for the sole purpose of fatiguing them into compliance with his measures. 

He has dissolved Representative Houses repeatedly, for opposing with manly firmness his invasions on the 

rights of the people. 

He has refused for a long time, after such dissolutions, to cause others to be elected; whereby the Legislative 

Powers, incapable of Annihilation, have returned to the People at large for their exercise; the State remaining 

in the mean time exposed to all the dangers of invasion from without, and convulsions within. 

He has endeavoured to prevent the population of these States; for that purpose obstructing the Laws of 

Naturalization of Foreigners; refusing to pass others to encourage their migration hither, and raising the 

conditions of new Appropriations of Lands. 

He has obstructed the Administration of Justice, by refusing his Assent to Laws for establishing Judiciary 

Powers. 

He has made judges dependent on his Will alone, for the tenure of their offices, and the amount and payment 

of their salaries. 
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He has erected a multitude of New Offices, and sent hither swarms of Officers to harass our People, and eat 

out their substance. He has kept among us, in times of peace, Standing Armies without the Consent of our 

legislatures. 

He has affected to render the Military independent of and superior to the Civil Power. 

He has combined with others to subject us to a jurisdiction foreign to our constitution, and unacknowledged 

by our laws; giving his Assent to their Acts of pretended legislation: 

For quartering large bodies of armed troops among us: 

For protecting them, by a mock Trial, from Punishment for any Murders which they should commit on the 

Inhabitants of these States: 

For cutting off our Trade with all parts of the world: 

For imposing taxes on us without our Consent: 

For depriving us, in many cases, of the benefits of Trial by Jury: 

For transporting us beyond Seas to be tried for pretended offences: 

For abolishing the free System of English Laws in a neighbouring Province, establishing therein an Arbitrary 

government, and enlarging its Boundaries so as to render it at once an example and fit instrument for 

introducing the same absolute rule into these Colonies: 

For taking away our Charters, abolishing our most valuable Laws, and altering fundamentally the Forms of 

our Governments: 

For suspending our own Legislatures, and declaring themselves invested with Power to legislate for us in all 

cases whatsoever. 

He has abdicated Government here, by declaring us out of his Protection and waging War against us. 

He has plundered our seas, ravaged our Coasts, burnt our towns, and destroyed the lives of our people. 

He is at this time transporting large armies of foreign mercenaries to compleat the works of death, desolation 

and tyranny, already begun with circumstances of Cruelty & perfidy scarcely paralleled in the most barbarous 

ages, and totally unworthy of the Head of a civilized nation. 

He has constrained our fellow Citizens taken Captive on the high Seas to bear Arms against their Country, to 

become the executioners of their friends and Brethren, or to fall themselves by their Hands. 
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He has excited domestic insurrections amongst us, and has endeavoured to bring on the inhabitants of our 

frontiers, the merciless Indian Savages, whose known rule of warfare, is an undistinguished destruction of all 

ages, sexes and conditions. 

In every stage of these Oppressions We have Petitioned for Redress in the most humble terms: Our repeated 

Petitions have been answered only by repeated injury. A Prince, whose character is thus marked by every act 

which may define a Tyrant, is unfit to be the ruler of a free People. 

Nor have We been wanting in attention to our British brethren. We have warned them from time to time of 

attempts by their legislature to extend an unwarrantable jurisdiction over us. We have reminded them of the 

circumstances of our emigration and settlement here. We have appealed to their native justice and 

magnanimity, and we have conjured them by the ties of our common kindred to disavow these usurpations, 

which would inevitably interrupt our connections and correspondence. They too have been deaf to the voice 

of justice and of consanguinity. We must, therefore, acquiesce in the necessity, which denounces our 

Separation, and hold them, as we hold the rest of mankind, Enemies in War, in Peace Friends. 

We, therefore, the Representatives of the United States of America, in General Congress, Assembled, 

appealing to the Supreme Judge of the world for the rectitude of our intentions, do, in the Name, and by the 

Authority of the good People of these Colonies, solemnly publish and declare, That these United Colonies are, 

and of Right ought to be Free and Independent States; that they are Absolved from all Allegiance to the 

British Crown, and that all political connection between them and the State of Great Britain, is and ought to 

be totally dissolved; and that as Free and Independent States, they have full Power to levy War, conclude 

Peace, contract Alliances, establish Commerce, and to do all other Acts and Things which Independent States 

may of right do. And for the support of this Declaration, with a firm reliance on the Protection of Divine 

Providence, we mutually pledge to each other our Lives, our Fortunes and our sacred Honor. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/thomas-jefferson/essay/the-declaration-of-independence 

Letter of Testimony Cantata 

by Octavio Paz 

Issue no. 105 (Winter 1987) 

 1 

There is an uncertain territory 

between night and day. 

It is neither light nor shadow: 

                                              it is time. 

An hour, a precarious pause, 

a darkening page, 

a page where I write, 

slowly, these words. 

                                  The afternoon 

is an ember burning itself out. 

The day turns, its leaves dropping. 

A dark river files away 

https://americanliterature.com/author/thomas-jefferson/essay/the-declaration-of-independence
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=72dcef0ef2&e=d538c8f2e0
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                                   at the edges 

of things. 

                Tranquil, persistent, 

it drags them along, I don’t know where. 

Reality drifts off. 

                           I write: 

I talk to myself 

                       — I talk to you. 

I wanted to talk to you 

as the air and this small tree talk 

to each other, 

                       nearly erased by the shadows; 

like running water, 

the murmur of an incessant stream; 

like a still puddle, 

that reflector of instantaneous shams; 

like fire: 

with tongues of flame, a dance of sparks, 

tales of smoke. 

                         To talk to you 

with visible and palpable words, 

words with weight, flavor and smell, 

like things. 

                  While I speak, 

things imperceptibly 

shake loose from themselves, 

escaping toward other forms, 

other names. 

                    They leave me these words: 

with them I talk to you. 

Words are bridges. 

And they are traps, jails, wells. 

I talk to you: you do not hear me. 

I don’t talk with you: 

                                I talk with a word. 

That word is you, 

                              that word 

carries you from yourself to yourself. 

You, I, and fate created it. 

The woman that you are 

is the woman to whom I speak: 

these words are your mirror, 

you are yourself and the echo of your name. 

I too, 

         talking to you, 
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turn into a whisper, 

air and words, a puff, 

a ghost that rises from these letters. 

Words are bridges: 

the shadow of the hills of Meknes 

over a field of static sunflowers 

is a violet bay. 

It is three in the afternoon, 

you are nine years old and asleep 

in the cool arms of a pale mimosa. 

In love with geometry 

a hawk draws a circle. 

The soft copper of the mountains 

trembles on the horizon. 

The white cubes of a village 

in the dizzying cliffs. 

A column of smoke rises from the plain 

and slowly scatters, air into the air, 

like the song of the muezzin 

that drills through the silence, 

                                                ascends and flowers 

in another silence. 

                              Motionless sun, 

the enormous space of spread wings; 

over the flat stretches of reflections 

thirst raises transparent minarets. 

you are neither asleep nor awake: 

you float in a time without hours. 

A breeze barely stirs 

the distant lands of mint and fountains. 

Let yourself be carried by these words 

toward yourself. 

2 

Words are uncertain 

and speak uncertain things. 

But speaking this or that, 

                                         they speak us. 

Love is an equivocal word, 

like all words. 

                       It is not a word, 

said the Founder: 

                             it is a vision, 

base and crown 
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of the ladder of contemplation 

— and for the Florentine: 

                                         it is an accident 

— and for the other: 

                                 it is no virtue 

but it is born of that which is perfection 

— and for the others: 

                                   a fever, an aching, 

a struggle, a fury, a stupor, 

a fancy. 

              Desire invents it, 

mortifications and deprivations give it life, 

jealousy spurs it on, 

custom kills it. 

                        A gift, 

a sentence. 

                    Rage, holiness. 

It is a knot: life and death. 

                                         A wound 

that is the rose of resurrection. 

It is a word: 

        speaking it, we speak ourselves. 

Love begins in the body 

—where does it end? 

                                   If it is a ghost, 

it is made flesh in a body: 

                                          if it is a body, 

it vanishes at a touch. 

                                    Fatal mirror: 

the desired image disappears, 

you drown in your own reflections. 

A shades’ banquet. 

Apparition: 

                  the moment has eyes and a body, 

it watches me. 

                         In the end life has a face and a name. 

To love: 

              to create a body from a soul, 

to create a soul from a body, 

to create a you from a presence. 

                                                      To love: 

to open the forbidden door, 

                                            the passageway 

that takes us to the other side of time. 

The moment: 
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                       the opposite of death, 

our fragile eternity. 

To love is to lose oneself in time, 

to be a mirror among mirrors. 

                                                 It is idolatry: 

to deify a creature 

and to call eternal that which is worldly. 

All of the forms of flesh 

are daughters of time, 

                                    travesties. 

Time is evil, 

                    the moment 

is the Fall; 

                 to love is to hurl down: 

interminably falling, 

                                the coupled we 

is our abyss. 

                      The caress: 

hieroglyph of destruction. 

lust: the mask of death. 

To love: a permutation, 

                                      barely an instant 

in the history of primogenial cells 

and their innumerable divisions. 

                                                    Axis 

of the rotation of the generations. 

Invention, transfiguration: 

the girl turns into a fountain, 

her hair becomes a constellation, 

a woman asleep an island. 

                                            Blood: 

music in the branches of the veins, 

                                                          touch: 

light in the night of the bodies. 

                                                 Transgression 

of nature’s fatality, 

                             hinge 

that links freedom and fate, 

                                           question  

engraved on the forehead of desire: 

accident or predestination? 

Memory, a scar: 

—from where were we ripped out? 

                                                         a scar, 

memory, the thirst for presence, 

                                                      an attachment 
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to the lost half. 

                         The One 

is the prisoner of itself, 

                                      it is, 

it only is, 

               it has no memory, 

it has no scars: 

                          to love is two. 

always two, 

                    embrace and struggle, 

two is the longing to be one, 

and to be the other, male or female, 

                                                          two knows no rest, 

it is never complete, 

                                  it whirls 

around its own shadow, 

                                        searching 

for what we lost at birth, 

the scar opens: 

                           fountain of visions, 

two: arch over the void, 

bridge of vertigoes, 

                                two: 

mirror of mutations. 

3 

Love, timeless island, 

island surrounded by time, 

                                           clarity 

besieged by night. 

                              To fall 

is to return, 

                    to fall is to rise. 

To live is to have eyes in one’s fingertips, 

to touch the knot tied 

by stillness and motion. 

                                       The art of love 

— is it the art of dying? 

                                     To love 

is to die and live again and die again: 

it is liveliness. 

                        I love you 

because I am mortal 

and you are. 

                     Pleasure wounds, 
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the wound flowers. 

In the garden of caresses 

I clipped the flower of blood 

to adorn your hair. 

The flower became a word. 

The word burns in my memory. 

Love: 

           reconciliation with the Great All 

and with the others, 

                                 the small and endless 

all. 

      To return to the day of origin. 

The day that is today. 

The afternoon founders. 

Lamps and headlights 

drill through the night. 

                                    I write: 

I talk to you: 

                     I talk to me. 

With words of water, fire, air and earth 

we invent the garden of glances. 

Miranda and Ferdinand gaze forever 

into each other’s eyes 

until they turn to stone. 

                                     A way of dying 

like others. 

                   High above 

the constellations always write 

the same word; 

                          we, 

here below, write 

our mortal names. 

        The couple 

 

is a couple because it has no Eden. 

We are exiles from the Garden, 

we are condemned to invent it, 

to nurture our delirious flowers, 

living jewels we clip 

to adorn a throat. 

                             We are condemned 

to leave the Garden behind: 

                                              before us 

is the world. 
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Coda 

Perhaps to love is to learn 

to walk through this world. 

To learn to be silent 

like the oak and the linden of the fable. 

To learn to see. 

your glance scatters seeds. 

It planted a tree. 

                            I talk 

because you shake its leaves. 

        — translated from the Spanish 

                          by Eliot Weinberger 

 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=72dcef0ef2&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=72dcef0ef2&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=72dcef0ef2&e=d538c8f2e0
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Seasons in a Pandemic: Mary Shelley on What Makes Life Worth Living and Nature’s Beauty as a 

Lifeline to Regaining Sanity 

“There is but one solution to the intricate riddle of life; to improve ourselves, and contribute to the happiness 

of others.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

Half a century before Walt Whitman considered what makes life worth living when a paralytic stroke 

boughed him to the ground of being, Mary Shelley (August 30, 1797–February 1, 1851) placed that question 

at the beating heart of The Last Man (free ebook | public library) — the 1826 novel she wrote in the bleakest 

period of her life: after the deaths of three of her children, two by widespread infectious diseases that science 

has since contained; after the love of her life, Percy Bysshe Shelley, drowned in a boating accident. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/12/20/walt-whitman-specimen-days-meaning-of-life/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1974016706/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/B00847OOMG/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/last-man/oclc/27034790&referer=brief_results
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1974016706/braipick-20
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From that fathomless pit of sorrow, on the pages of a novel about a pandemic that begins erasing the human 

species one by one until a sole survivor — Shelley’s autobiographical protagonist — remains, she raised the 

vital question: Why live? By her answer, she raised herself from the pit to go on living, becoming the endling 

of her own artistic species — Mary Shelley outlived all the Romantics, composing prose of staggering poetic 

beauty and singlehandedly turning her then-obscure husband into the icon he now is by her tireless lifelong 

devotion to the posthumous editing, publishing, and glorifying of his poetry. 

Shelley had set her far-seeing Frankenstein, written a decade earlier, a century into her past; she sets The Last 

Man a quarter millennium into her future, in the final decade of the twenty-first century, culminating in the 

year 2092 — the tricentennial of her beloved’s birth. 

 

First Signal by Maria Popova 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/10/23/mary-shelley-lake-geneva/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/10/23/mary-shelley-lake-geneva/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/06/14/frankenstein-science-mit-massive/
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https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/02/07/literary-witches/
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Mary Shelley. Art from Literary Witches — an illustrated celebration of trailblazing women writers who have 

enchanted and transformed the world. 

The novel’s narrator, Lionel Verney — an idealistic young man, more porous than most to both the deepest 

suffering of living and the most transcendent beauty of life — is the closest Mary Shelley, stoical and 

guarded, came to painting a psychological self-portrait. As the pandemic sweeps the world and vanquishes his 

loved ones one by one, Shelley’s protagonist returns home to seek safety “as the storm-driven bird does [to] 

the nest in which it may fold its wings in tranquillity.” There, in the strange stillness, stripped of the habitual 

busynesses and distractions of social existence, he finds himself contemplating the essence of life: 

How unwise had the wanderers been, who had deserted [the nest’s] shelter, entangled themselves in the web 

of society, and entered on what men of the world call “life,” — that labyrinth of evil, that scheme of mutual 

torture. To live, according to this sense of the word, we must not only observe and learn, we must also feel; 

we must not be mere spectators of action, we must act; we must not describe, but be subjects of description. 

Deep sorrow must have been the inmate of our bosoms… sickening doubt and false hope must have 

chequered our days… Who that knows what “life” is, would pine for this feverish species of existence? I have 

lived. I have spent days and nights of festivity; I have joined in ambitious hopes…: now — shut the door on 

the world, and build high the wall that is to separate me from the troubled scene enacted within its precincts. 

In consonance with Whitman — “After you have exhausted what there is in business, politics, conviviality, 

love, and so on — have found that none of these finally satisfy, or permanently wear — what remains?” the 

American poet would ask across space and time, then answer: “Nature remains.” — Shelley’s protagonist 

finds the meaning of life not in the whirlwind of the human-made world with its simulacra of living but in the 

simple creaturely presence with nature’s ongoing symphony of life: 

Let us… seek peace… near the inland murmur of streams, and the gracious waving of trees, the beauteous 

vesture of earth, and sublime pageantry of the skies. Let us leave “life,” that we may live. 

At the height of the deadly pandemic, nature seems all the more quietly determined to affirm the resilience of 

life — spring arrives with its irrepressible bursts of beauty, untrammeled by human suffering and a supreme 

salve for it. It is by observing nature’s unbidden delirium in its littlest expression, by surrendering to its 

sweep, that Lionel regains his faith not only in survival but in the beauty, the worthiness of life. 

A generation before the young Emily Dickinson delighted in the poetry of spring, Shelley writes: 

Winter passed away; and spring, led by the months, awakened life in all nature. The forest was dressed in 

green; the young calves frisked on the new-sprung grass; the wind-winged shadows of light clouds sped over 

the green cornfields; the hermit cuckoo repeated his monotonous all-hail to the season; the nightingale, bird of 

love and minion of the evening star, filled the woods with song; while Venus lingered in the warm sunset, and 

the young green of the trees lay in gentle relief along the clear horizon. 

From this open presence with the non-human world, Shelley’s protagonist extracts the essence of what it 

means to be human: 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/02/07/literary-witches/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/12/20/walt-whitman-specimen-days-meaning-of-life/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/04/18/emily-dickinson-spring/
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There is but one solution to the intricate riddle of life; to improve ourselves, and contribute to the happiness of 

others. 

Mary Shelley 

Complement with Rebecca Elson’s stunning poem “Antidotes to Fear of Death,” Shelley’s contemporary 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning — a trailblazing poet who was dealt an inordinate share of suffering and who 

made of it inordinate beauty — on what makes life worth living, and the story of how young Isaac Newton’s 

plague quarantine fomented humanity’s greatest leap in science, then revisit the gorgeous advice on 

life Shelley’s mother, the trailblazing political philosopher and founding feminist Mary Wollstonecraft, never 

lived to give her daughter, having died in giving her birth. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/16/mary-shelley-the-last-

man/?mc_cid=da389048f1&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/10/antidotes-to-fear-of-death-rebecca-elson/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/09/14/elizabeth-barrett-browning-art-suffering/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/06/newton-plague/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/08/28/mary-wollstonecraft-maria-advice-daughter/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/08/28/mary-wollstonecraft-maria-advice-daughter/
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Tracer molecule may improve imaging tests for brain injury 

Agent shows promising results in nonhuman primates 

Massachusetts General Hospital 

Summary: 

Researchers have validated a new radiolabeled molecule that can be used with imaging tests to 

accurately detect and characterize brain injury. 

     

FULL STORY 

 

Researchers have validated a new radiolabeled molecule that can be used with imaging tests to accurately 

detect and characterize brain injury. The team, led by investigators at Massachusetts General Hospital 

(MGH), recently received clearance from the U.S. Food and Drug Administration (FDA) to initiate a first-in-

human study with the strategy. 

As described in the Journal of Cerebral Blood Flow & Metabolism, the novel tracer, called [18F]3F4AP, is 

designed to bind to potassium channels and is radiolabeled so it can be visualized through positron emission 

tomography (PET) imaging. Potassium channels in the brain's neurons become exposed when the neurons 

become demyelinated, or lose their protective coating (called myelin), which occurs with a variety of 

neurodegenerative conditions. 

"Because potassium channels increase in expression and accessibility upon demyelination, this tracer holds 

promise for imaging multiple sclerosis and other diseases such as traumatic brain and spinal cord injuries, 

stroke and Alzheimer's disease," said co-senior author Pedro Brugarolas, PhD, an investigator in MGH's 

Gordon Center for Medical Imaging and an assistant professor in the Department of Radiology at Harvard 

Medical School. 

When tested in monkeys, [18F]3F4AP exhibited excellent properties for brain imaging, including high 

penetration into the brain, fast washout or clearance, and excellent reproducibility when tested multiple times, 

researchers say. Furthermore, "the tracer showed unusually high resistance to metabolic degradation and 

minimal binding to blood proteins -- properties that are difficult to come by and are highly beneficial in PET 

imaging," said lead author Nicolas Guehl, PhD, an investigator in the Department of Radiology at MGH and 

an instructor in radiology at Harvard Medical School (HMS). 

Also, the tracer generated a high signal in the right frontal cortex of a monkey that the researchers later 

learned had sustained a minor brain injury several years before being transferred to them. "The tracer detected 

the brain lesion better than other PET tracers commonly used for brain imaging and better than magnetic 

resonance imaging, the standard imaging modality used to detect demyelination," said co-senior author Marc 
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Normandin, PhD, assistant director of MGH's Gordon Center for Medical Imaging and assistant professor at 

HMS. 

The team is now poised to test the work in patients with clearance from the FDA. "There are many tracers 

developed and tested in animals that never make it to humans, so this is an important achievement," said 

Daniel Yokell, PharmD, associate director for Radiopharmacy and Regulatory Affairs at the Gordon PET 

Core at MGH, who prepared the FDA Investigational New Drug application that was authorized. 

Testing in humans will likely begin imminently. "We are thrilled to have the MGH Gordon PET Core be the 

first site to produce [18F]3F4AP for clinical investigations and explore its role in many promising 

applications," said co-author Georges El Fakhri, PhD, director of MGH's Gordon Center for Medical Imaging 

and the Nathaniel and Diana Alpert Professor of Radiology at HMS. 

 

Story Source: 

Materials provided by Massachusetts General Hospital. Note: Content may be edited for style and length. 

 

Journal Reference: 

1. Nicolas J Guehl, Karla M Ramos-Torres, Clas Linnman, Sung-Hyun Moon, Maeva Dhaynaut, Moses 

Q Wilks, Paul K Han, Chao Ma, Ramesh Neelamegam, Yu-Peng Zhou, Brian Popko, John A 

Correia, Daniel S Reich, Georges El Fakhri, Peter Herscovitch, Marc D Normandin, Pedro 

Brugarolas. Evaluation of the potassium channel tracer [8F]3F4AP in rhesus macaques. Journal of 

Cerebral Blood Flow & Metabolism, 2020; 0271678X2096340 DOI: 10.1177/0271678X20963404 

 

 

https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2020/10/201022125529.htm  

https://www.massgeneral.org/news/press-release/Tracer-molecule-may-improve-imaging-tests-for-brain-injury
http://www.mgh.harvard.edu/
http://dx.doi.org/10.1177/0271678X20963404
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A Charming Woman 

by Jerome K. Jerome 

“Not the Mr. ---, really?” 

 

In her deep brown eyes there lurked pleased surprise, struggling with wonder. She looked from myself to the 

friend who introduced us with a bewitching smile of incredulity, tempered by hope. 

 

He assured her, adding laughingly, “The only genuine and original,” and left us. 

 

“I’ve always thought of you as a staid, middle-aged man,” she said, with a delicious little laugh, then added in 

low soft tones, “I’m so very pleased to meet you, really.” 

 

The words were conventional, but her voice crept round one like a warm caress. 

 

“Come and talk to me,” she said, seating herself upon a small settee, and making room for me. 

 

I sat down awkwardly beside her, my head buzzing just a little, as with one glass too many of champagne. I 

was in my literary childhood. One small book and a few essays and criticisms, scattered through various 

obscure periodicals had been as yet my only contributions to current literature. The sudden discovery that I 

was the Mr. Anybody, and that charming women thought of me, and were delighted to meet me, was a brain-

disturbing thought. 

 

“And it was really you who wrote that clever book?” she continued, “and all those brilliant things, in the 

magazines and journals. Oh, it must be delightful to be clever.” 
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She gave breath to a little sigh of vain regret that went to my heart. To console her I commenced a laboured 

compliment, but she stopped me with her fan. On after reflection I was glad she had—it would have been one 

of those things better expressed otherwise. 

 

“I know what you are going to say,” she laughed, “but don’t. Besides, from you I should not know quite how 

to take it. You can be so satirical.” 

 

 

  

I tried to look as though I could be, but in her case would not. 

 

She let her ungloved hand rest for an instant upon mine. Had she left it there for two, I should have gone 

down on my knees before her, or have stood on my head at her feet—have made a fool of myself in some way 

or another before the whole room full. She timed it to a nicety. 

 

“I don’t want you to pay me compliments,” she said, “I want us to be friends. Of course, in years, I’m old 

enough to be your mother.” (By the register I should say she might have been thirty-two, but looked twenty-

six. I was twenty-three, and I fear foolish for my age.) “But you know the world, and you’re so different to the 

other people one meets. Society is so hollow and artificial; don’t you find it so? You don’t know how I long 

sometimes to get away from it, to know someone to whom I could show my real self, who would understand 

me. You’ll come and see me sometimes—I’m always at home on Wednesdays—and let me talk to you, won’t 

you, and you must tell me all your clever thoughts.” 

 

It occurred to me that, maybe, she would like to hear a few of them there and then, but before I had got well 

started a hollow Society man came up and suggested supper, and she was compelled to leave me. As she 

disappeared, however, in the throng, she looked back over her shoulder with a glance half pathetic, half 

comic, that I understood. It said, “Pity me, I’ve got to be bored by this vapid, shallow creature,” and I did. 

 

I sought her through all the rooms before I went. I wished to assure her of my sympathy and support. I 

learned, however, from the butler that she had left early, in company with the hollow Society man. 
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A fortnight later I ran against a young literary friend in Regent Street, and we lunched together at the Monico. 

 

“I met such a charming woman last night,” he said, “a Mrs. Clifton Courtenay, a delightful woman.” 

 

“Oh, do you know her?” I exclaimed. “Oh, we’re very old friends. She’s always wanting me to go and see 

her. I really must.” 

 

“Oh, I didn’t know you knew her,” he answered. Somehow, the fact of my knowing her seemed to lessen her 

importance in his eyes. But soon he recovered his enthusiasm for her. 

 

“A wonderfully clever woman,” he continued. “I’m afraid I disappointed her a little though.” He said this, 

however, with a laugh that contradicted his words. “She would not believe I was the Mr. Smith. She imagined 

from my book that I was quite an old man.” 

 

I could see nothing in my friend’s book myself to suggest that the author was, of necessity, anything over 

eighteen. The mistake appeared to me to display want of acumen, but it had evidently pleased him greatly. 

 

“I felt quite sorry for her,” he went on, “chained to that bloodless, artificial society in which she lives. ‘You 

can’t tell,’ she said to me, ‘how I long to meet someone to whom I could show my real self—who would 

understand me.’ I’m going to see her on Wednesday.” 

 

I went with him. My conversation with her was not as confidential as I had anticipated, owing to there being 

some eighty other people present in a room intended for the accommodation of eight; but after surging round 
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for an hour in hot and aimless misery—as very young men at such gatherings do, knowing as a rule only the 

man who has brought them, and being unable to find him—I contrived to get a few words with her. 

 

She greeted me with a smile, in the light of which I at once forgot my past discomfort, and let her fingers rest, 

with delicious pressure, for a moment upon mine. 

 

“How good of you to keep your promise,” she said. “These people have been tiring me so. Sit here, and tell 

me all you have been doing.” 

 

She listened for about ten seconds, and then interrupted me with— 

 

“And that clever friend of yours that you came with. I met him at dear Lady Lennon’s last week. Has he 

written anything?” 

 

I explained to her that he had. 

 

“Tell me about it?” she said. “I get so little time for reading, and then I only care to read the books that help 

me,” and she gave me a grateful look more eloquent than words. 

 

I described the work to her, and wishing to do my friend justice I even recited a few of the passages upon 

which, as I knew, he especially prided himself. 

 

One sentence in particular seemed to lay hold of her. “A good woman’s arms round a man’s neck is a lifebelt 

thrown out to him from heaven.” 
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“How beautiful!” she murmured. “Say it again.” 

 

I said it again, and she repeated it after me. 

 

Then a noisy old lady swooped down upon her, and I drifted away into a corner, where I tried to look as if I 

were enjoying myself, and failed. 

 

Later on, feeling it time to go, I sought my friend, and found him talking to her in a corner. I approached and 

waited. They were discussing the latest east-end murder. A drunken woman had been killed by her husband, a 

hard-working artizan, who had been maddened by the ruin of his home. 

 

 

  

“Ah,” she was saying, “what power a woman has to drag a man down or lift him up. I never read a case in 

which a woman is concerned without thinking of those beautiful lines of yours: ‘A good woman’s arms round 

a man’s neck is a lifebelt thrown out to him from heaven.’” 

 

* * * * * 

 

Opinions differed concerning her religion and politics. Said the Low Church parson: “An earnest Christian 

woman, sir, of that unostentatious type that has always been the bulwark of our Church. I am proud to know 

that woman, and I am proud to think that poor words of mine have been the humble instrument to wean that 

true woman’s heart from the frivolities of fashion, and to fix her thoughts upon higher things. A good 

Churchwoman, sir, a good Churchwoman, in the best sense of the word.” 

 

Said the pale aristocratic-looking young Abbé to the Comtesse, the light of old-world enthusiasm shining 

from his deep-set eyes: “I have great hopes for our dear friend. She finds it hard to sever the ties of time and 

love. We are all weak, but her heart turns towards our mother Church as a child, though suckled among 
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strangers, yearns after many years for the bosom that has borne it. We have spoken, and I, even I, may be the 

voice in the wilderness leading the lost sheep back to the fold.” 

 

Said Sir Harry Bennett, the great Theosophist lecturer, writing to a friend: “A singularly gifted woman, and a 

woman evidently thirsting for the truth. A woman capable of willing her own life. A woman not afraid of 

thought and reason, a lover of wisdom. I have talked much with her at one time or another, and I have found 

her grasp my meaning with a quickness of perception quite unusual in my experience; and the arguments I 

have let fall, I am convinced, have borne excellent fruit. I look forward to her becoming, at no very distant 

date, a valued member of our little band. Indeed, without betraying confidence, I may almost say I regard her 

conversion as an accomplished fact.” 

 

Colonel Maxim always spoke of her as “a fair pillar of the State.” 

 

“With the enemy in our midst,” said the florid old soldier, “it behoves every true man—aye, and every true 

woman—to rally to the defence of the country; and all honour, say I, to noble ladies such as Mrs. Clifton 

Courtenay, who, laying aside their natural shrinking from publicity, come forward in such a crisis as the 

present to combat the forces of disorder and disloyalty now rampant in the land.” 

 

“But,” some listener would suggest, “I gathered from young Jocelyn that Mrs. Clifton Courtenay held 

somewhat advanced views on social and political questions.” 

 

“Jocelyn,” the Colonel would reply with scorn; “pah! There may have been a short space of time during 

which the fellow’s long hair and windy rhetoric impressed her. But I flatter myself I’ve put my spoke in Mr. 

Jocelyn’s wheel. Why, damme, sir, she’s consented to stand for Grand Dame of the Bermondsey Branch of 

the Primrose League next year. What’s Jocelyn to say to that, the scoundrel!” 

 

What Jocelyn said was:— 

 

“I know the woman is weak. But I do not blame her; I pity her. When the time comes, as soon it will, when 

woman is no longer a puppet, dancing to the threads held by some brainless man—when a woman is not 
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threatened with social ostracism for daring to follow her own conscience instead of that of her nearest male 

relative—then will be the time to judge her. It is not for me to betray the confidence reposed in me by a 

suffering woman, but you can tell that interesting old fossil, Colonel Maxim, that he and the other old women 

of the Bermondsey Branch of the Primrose League may elect Mrs. Clifton Courtenay for their President, and 

make the most of it; they have only got the outside of the woman. Her heart is beating time to the tramp of an 

onward-marching people; her soul’s eyes are straining for the glory of a coming dawn.” 

 

But they all agreed she was a charming woman. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/jerome-k-jerome/short-story/a-charming-woman 
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Killing cancer without toxic drugs 

Posted: 02 Sep 2020 07:00 AM PDT 

  

“The dose makes the poison!” This adage, attributed to Paracelsus, explains a basic principle of toxicology: a 

substance can produce a harmful effect only if it reaches a certain “toxic” concentration.[1] In reverse, it also 

means that a substance is not harmful below this toxic dose, and can even be vitally important for a biological 

system. Conventional chemotherapeutics are an excellent example of this principle at work. Many cancer 

drugs on the market today lead to severe side effects because they are administered to the patient at the high 

doses required to destroy cancer cells, but, unfortunately, these doses are also toxic to healthy cells. 

Over the past few decades, cancer has become a worldwide health issue with an ever-increasing growth rate 

of cancer patients each year.[2] Nowadays, the lifetime risk of developing or dying from cancer is steadily 

increasing as a result of longer life expectancy and changed living conditions. Therefore, cancer concerns 

humanity as a whole and constitutes one of the major public-health issue that research has to jump over in the 

near future.[2] 

So far, the treatment of advanced localised tumours is provided by systematically administrated 

chemotherapy, radiotherapy or surgery or most of the time a combination of those three.[2] The classical 

cytostatic chemotherapeutic drugs do not show specific accumulation into tumour tissues but rather spread 

throughout the whole body and lead to systemic toxicity. This results in typical side effects as nausea, 

vomiting diarrhoea, nerve and organ damages, and bone marrow suppression that significantly limit the 

therapeutic outcome. Therefore, the ability to efficiently deliver a drug to a tumour site is a key issue of 

chemotherapy that can be addressed by using nanotechnology.[3-7] 

Nanotechnology enables the creation of delivery vehicles able to overcome physiologically imposed barriers, 

allowing new approaches for reducing the unwanted side effects of systemic delivery, increasing targeting 

efficiency and so improving chemotherapy efficacy (Figure 1). These “nanocarriers“ are designed to navigate 

to a certain region of the body (through surface functionalization, size and shape manipulation, among 

others), loaded with toxic drugs that (theoretically) release at the target site. This Trojan Nano-Horse is 

required to disguise dangerous agents (e.g. drugs) to protect them from disruption by the immune system as 

they travel to tumour cells. Despite its many advantages, this system is imperfect: poor targeting, premature 

leakage, or build-up of nanocarrier residue leads also to serious side effects. 

Figure 1. Schematic representation of the nanoparticle-based drug delivery pathway to cancer cells. After 

intravenous administration, multifunctional nanoparticles (1) bind to the specific receptors overexpressed on 

cancer cell membrane, (2) are internalised via receptor-mediated endocytosis, (3) release, after having 

escaped endosomes, their cargo into the cytosol, (4) which ends up in the cell nucleus with high 

concentration. 

  

http://feedproxy.google.com/~r/MappingIgnorance/~3/X9kpjpzzHeI/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email
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The goal of our research was to create a new class of chemotherapeutic materials that take advantage of the 

ability of healthy cells to regulate their intracellular dose of certain compounds more effectively than cancer 

cells. Iron-based nanoparticles were established to deliver iron ions to cells throughout the body (without 

adding any of the other toxic substances that nanocarriers are usually laced with and therefore circumventing 

the negative side effects associated with current chemotherapeutics). 

Iron is one of the most important minerals in the human body. It is not only an integral component of the 

metabolic processes, including oxygen transport, but also for electron transport, and can be found in all cells 

throughout the human body. However, the iron ion is toxic to healthy cells above a threshold concentration as 

it can form free radicals. The only reason iron is not lethal to humans is because our cells have developed 

complex regulatory pathways (called feedback loops) that dictate how many iron ions are allowed to enter the 

cell and how quickly they must be removed. Consequently, the concentration of iron ions in human cells is 

controlled with a truly impressive degree of precision. 

Unlike healthy cells, cancer cells consume ions and molecules at much higher rates that facilitate the rapid 

cell growth characteristic of cancer, but which do not allow for proper regulation. In other words, the cancer 

cell is programmed to bring ions and molecules into the cell instead of pumping them out, making the cancer 

cell incapable of maintaining a healthy internal balance. 

We synthesised iron metal-organic framework (MOF) nanoparticles that are designed to respond to the 

chemical differences between the intra- and extra-cellular environments and release iron ions when they have 

passed into the cells. MOFs are a uniquely valuable class of hybrid materials in that their structure and 

composition can be controlled at the atomic level. [8, 9] As the name suggests, MOFs are made of metal 

ion/cluster (inorganic) and carbon based (organic) molecular building units that assemble into crystalline 

solids (Figure 2). A variety of different organic and inorganic units have been identified to date, giving 

material scientists an incredible degree of freedom when designing new MOFs because we can mix and match 

familiar units to create new pairings, and allowing us to tweak our designs by switching out one unit for 

another until we make a material with exactly the features we desire. The control we can exercise over MOFs 

makes them ideal candidates for our novel nanoparticle delivery system.[6,7,10] 

Figure 2. Schematic illustration of the concept underlying the synthesis of metal-organic frameworks (MOFs). 

IBUs stand for inorganic building block units and OBUs stand for organic building block units. [11]  

Our smart iron-based MOF nanoparticles address all shortcomings of current nanocarries by using exclusively 

non-toxic components, giving our particles the power to eradicate cancerous cells without affecting healthy 

ones – Killing cancer without being toxic! 

Unlike traditional nanocarriers which are just vessels loaded with drug cargo, we have synthesized 

nanoparticles that are both the cargo and the carrier – a nanocarrier without any toxic substances. The 

nanocarrier is uptaken by cancer cell and slowly degraded into its building blocks (Figure 3). The degradation 

products causes pyroptosis, a programmed cell death, in which the cell membrane is perforated (a cell 

“explosion“ can be overserved under the microscope, Figure 4). [12] 
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Figure 3. 

Graphical illustration of MOF nanoparticles that are uptaken by a cancer cells. The degradation of the MOF 

nanoparticles into their building blocks causes high osmotic pressure and induce an “explosion” of the 

cell. [12] 
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Video. Iron-based MOF nanoparticles with dye molecules were incubated with cancer cells. Directly after 

incubation, the particles are not visible as the dyes are trapped within the nanoparticles. About 40 h after 

incubation, dye was visible indicating that the iron-based MOF nanoparticles have degraded. Shortly 

afterwards, we observed a sudden spread of the dye all over the cell followed by a burst and “explosion“ of 

the entire cell.[12] 

This novel concept of nanoparticle-based therapy entirely without toxic substances may open up new ways of 

thinking about nanoparticles and their use in therapy. This solution (to kill cancer without cytotoxic drugs) 

will not only enable the expansion of nanotechnology into many other medical treatments, but will also help 

to decrease the cost of chemotherapy and reduce discomfort during cancer therapy. In addition, our approach 

may lead to the discovery of novel nanoparticle-based therapeutics and help to overcome the bottleneck that is 

currently strongly limiting the success of nanoparticles in therapy 
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The Transition 

by John Lee Clark 

Issue no. 228 (Spring 2019) 

an erasure of Edwin Arlington Robinson’s “The Old King’s New Jester” 

Your eyes, furtive, see faces obscuring sight. Your wrong 

Changes our dialectic regarding unstudied contrition. These reduced days 

Travel, vague but not with a determining must-know 

Glamour. You may give a returning ingredient one last— 

 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=9862108d8f&e=d538c8f2e0  
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A Native of Winby 

by Sarah Orne Jewett 

 

I. 

On the teacher's desk, in the little roadside school-house, there was a bunch of Mayflowers, beside a dented 

and bent brass bell, a small Worcester's Dictionary without any cover, and a worn morocco-covered Bible. 

These were placed in an orderly row, and behind them was a small wooden box which held some broken 

pieces of blackboard crayon. The teacher, whom no timid new scholar could look at boldly, wore her 

accustomed air of authority and importance. She might have been nineteen years old,--not more,--but for the 

time being she scorned the frivolities of youth. 

The hot May sun was shining in at the smoky small-paned windows; sometimes an outside shutter swung to 

with a creak, and eclipsed the glare. The narrow door stood wide open, to the left as you faced the desk, and 

an old spotted dog lay asleep on the step, and looked wise and old enough to have gone to school with several 

generations of children. It was half past three o'clock in the afternoon, and the primer class, settled into the 

apathy of after-recess fatigue, presented a straggling front, as they stood listlessly on the floor. As for the big 

boys and girls, they also were longing to be at liberty, but the pretty teacher, Miss Marilla Hender, seemed 

quite as energetic as when school was begun in the morning. 

The spring breeze blew in at the open door, and even fluttered the primer leaves, but the back of the room felt 

hot and close, as if it were midsummer. The children in the class read their lessons in those high-keyed, 

droning voices which older teachers learn to associate with faint powers of perception. Only one or two of 

them had an awakened human look in their eyes, such as Matthew Arnold delighted himself in finding so 

often in the school-children of France. Most of these poor little students were as inadequate, at that weary 

moment, to the pursuit of letters as if they had been woolly spring lambs on a sunny hillside. The teacher 

corrected and admonished with great patience, glancing now and then toward points of danger and 

insurrection, whence came a suspicious buzz of whispering from behind a desk-lid or a pair of widespread 

large geographies. Now and then a toiling child would rise and come down the aisle, with his forefinger firm 

upon a puzzling word as if it were an unclassified insect. It was a lovely beckoning day out-of-doors. The 

children felt like captives; there was something that provoked rebellion in the droning voices, the buzzing of 

an early wild bee against the sunlit pane, and even in the stuffy familiar odor of the place,--the odor of apples 

and crumbs of doughnuts and gingerbread in the dinner pails on the high entry nails, and of all the little gowns 

and trousers that had brushed through junipers and young pines on their way to school. 

The bee left his prisoning pane at last, and came over to the Mayflowers, which were in full bloom, although 

the season was very late, and deep in the woods there were still some graybacked snowdrifts, speckled with 

bits of bark and moss from the trees above. 

"Come, come, Ezra!" urged the young teacher, rapping her desk sharply. "Stop watchin' that common bee! 

You know well enough what those letters spell. You won't learn to read at this rate until you are a grown man. 

Mind your book, now; you ought to remember who went to this school when he was a little boy. You've heard 

folks tell about the Honorable Joseph K. Laneway? He used to be in primer just as you are now, and 't wasn't 

https://americanliterature.com/author/sarah-orne-jewett
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long before he was out of it, either, and was called the smartest boy in school. He's got to be a general and a 

Senator, and one of the richest men out West. You don't seem to have the least mite of ambition to-day, any of 

you!" 

The exhortation, entirely personal in the beginning, had swiftly passed to a general rebuke. Ezra looked 

relieved, and the other children brightened up as they recognized a tale familiar to their ears. Anything was 

better than trying to study in that dull last hour of afternoon school. 

"Yes," continued Miss Hender, pleased that she had at last roused something like proper attention, "you all 

ought to be proud that you are schoolmates of District Number Four, and can remember that the celebrated 

General Laneway had the same early advantages as you, and think what he has made of himself by 

perseverance and ambition." 

The pupils were familiar enough with the illustrious history of their noble predecessor. They were sure to be 

told, in lawless moments, that if Mr. Laneway were to come in and see them he would be mortified to death; 

and the members of the school committee always referred to him, and said that he had been a poor boy, and 

was now a self-made man,--as if every man were not self-made as to his character and reputation! 

At this point, young Johnny Spencer showed his next neighbor, in the back of his Colburn's Arithmetic, an 

imaginary portrait of their district hero, which caused them both to chuckle derisively. The Honorable Mr. 

Laneway figured on the flyleaf as an extremely cross-eyed person, with strangely crooked legs and arms and a 

terrific expression. He was outlined with red and blue pencils as to coat and trousers, and held a reddened 

scalp in one hand and a blue tomahawk in the other; being closely associated in the artist's mind with the early 

settlements of the far West. 

There was a noise of wheels in the road near by, and, though Miss Hender had much more to say, everybody 

ceased to listen to her, and turned toward the windows, leaning far forward over their desks to see who might 

be passing. They caught a glimpse of a shiny carriage; the old dog bounded out, barking, but nothing passed 

the open door. The carriage had stopped; some one was coming to the school; somebody was going to be 

called out! It could not be the committee, whose pompous and uninspiring spring visit had taken place only 

the week before. 

Presently a well-dressed elderly man, with an expectant, masterful look, stood on the doorstep, glanced in 

with a smile, and knocked. Miss Marilla Hender blushed, smoothed her pretty hair anxiously with both hands, 

and stepped down from her little platform to answer the summons. There was hardly a shut mouth in the 

primer class. 

"Would it be convenient for you to receive a visitor to the school?" the stranger asked politely, with a fine 

bow of deference to Miss Hender. He looked much pleased and a little excited, and the teacher said,-- 

"Certainly; step right in, won't you, sir?" in quite another tone from that in which she had just addressed the 

school. 

The boys and girls were sitting straight and silent in their places, in something like a fit of apprehension and 

unpreparedness at such a great emergency. The guest represented a type of person previously unknown in 
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District Number Four. Everything about him spoke of wealth and authority. The old dog returned to the 

doorstep, and after a careful look at the invader approached him, with a funny doggish grin and a desperate 

wag of the tail, to beg for recognition. 

The teacher gave her chair on the platform to the guest, and stood beside him with very red cheeks, smoothing 

her hair again once or twice, and keeping the hard-wood ruler fast in hand, like a badge of office. "Primer 

class may now retire!" she said firmly, although the lesson was not more than half through; and the class 

promptly escaped to their seats, waddling and stumbling, until they all came up behind their desks, face 

foremost, and added themselves to the number of staring young countenances. After this there was a silence, 

which grew more and more embarrassing. 

"Perhaps you would be pleased to hear our first class in geography, sir?" asked the fair Marilla, recovering her 

presence of mind; and the guest kindly assented. 

The young teacher was by no means willing to give up a certainty for an uncertainty. Yesterday's lesson had 

been well learned; she turned back to the questions about the State of Kansota, and at the first sentence the 

mysterious visitor's dignity melted into an unconscious smile. He listened intently for a minute, and then 

seemed to reoccupy himself with his own thoughts and purposes, looking eagerly about the old school-house, 

and sometimes gazing steadily at the children. The lesson went on finely, and when it was finished Miss 

Hender asked the girl at the head of the class to name the States and Territories, which she instantly did, 

mispronouncing nearly all the names of the latter; then others stated boundaries and capitals, and the 

resources of the New England States, passing on finally to the names of the Presidents. Miss Hender glowed 

with pride; she had worked hard over the geography class in the winter term, and it did not fail her on this 

great occasion. When she turned bravely to see if the gentleman would like to ask any questions, she found 

that he was apparently lost in a deep reverie, so she repeated her own question more distinctly. 

"They have done very well,--very well indeed," he answered kindly; and then, to every one's surprise, he rose, 

went up the aisle, pushed Johnny Spencer gently along his bench, and sat down beside him. The space was 

cramped, and the stranger looked huge and uncomfortable, so that everybody laughed, except one of the big 

girls, who turned pale with fright, and thought he must be crazy. When this girl gave a faint squeak Miss 

Hender recovered herself, and rapped twice with the ruler to restore order; then became entirely tranquil. 

There had been talk of replacing the hacked and worn old school-desks with patent desks and chairs; this was 

probably an agent connected with that business. At once she was resolute and self-reliant, and said, "No 

whispering!" in a firm tone that showed she did not mean to be trifled with. The geography class was 

dismissed, but the elderly gentleman, in his handsome overcoat, still sat there wedged in at Johnny Spencer's 

side. 

"I presume, sir, that you are canvassing for new desks," said Miss Hender, with dignity. "You will have to see 

the supervisor and the selectmen." There did not seem to be any need of his lingering, but she had an ardent 

desire to be pleasing to a person of such evident distinction. "We always tell strangers--I thought, sir, you 

might be gratified to know--that this is the school-house where the Honorable Joseph K. Laneway first 

attended school. All do not know that he was born in this town, and went West very young; it is only about a 

mile from here where his folks used to live." 

At this moment the visitor's eyes fell. He did not look at pretty Marilla any more, but opened Johnny 

Spencer's arithmetic, and, seeing the imaginary portrait of the great General Laneway, laughed a little,--a very 
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deep-down comfortable laugh it was,--while Johnny himself turned cold with alarm, he could not have told 

why. 

It was very still in the school-room; the bee was buzzing and bumping at the pane again; the moment was one 

of intense expectation. 

The stranger looked at the children right and left. "The fact is this, young people," said he, in a tone that was 

half pride and half apology, "I am Joseph K. Laneway myself." 

He tried to extricate himself from the narrow quarters of the desk, but for an embarrassing moment found that 

he was stuck fast. Johnny Spencer instinctively gave him an assisting push, and once free the great soldier, 

statesman, and millionaire took a few steps forward to the open floor; then, after hesitating a moment, he 

mounted the little platform and stood in the teacher's place. Marilla Hender was as pale as ashes. 

"I have thought many times," the great guest began, "that some day I should come back to visit this place, 

which is so closely interwoven with the memories of my childhood. In my counting-room, on the fields of 

war, in the halls of Congress, and most of all in my Western home, my thoughts have flown back to the hills 

and brooks of Winby and to this little old school-house. I could shut my eyes and call back the buzz of voices, 

and fear my teacher's frown, and feel my boyish ambitions waking and stirring in my breast. On that bench 

where I just sat I saw some notches that I cut with my first jackknife fifty-eight years ago this very spring. I 

remember the faces of the boys and girls who went to school with me, and I see their grandchildren before 

me. I know that one is a Goodsoe and another a Winn by the old family look. One generation goes, and 

another comes. 

"There are many things that I might say to you. I meant, even in those early restricted days, to make my name 

known, and I dare say that you too have ambition. Be careful what you wish for in this world, for if you wish 

hard enough you are sure to get it. I once heard a very wise man say this, and the longer I live the more firmly 

I believe it to be true. But wishing hard means working hard for what you want, and the world's prizes wait 

for the men and women who are ready to take pains to win them. Be careful and set your minds on the best 

things. I meant to be a rich man when I was a boy here, and I stand before you a rich man, knowing the care 

and anxiety and responsibility of wealth. I meant to go to Congress, and I am one of the Senators from 

Kansota. I say this as humbly as I say it proudly. I used to read of the valor and patriotism of the old Greeks 

and Romans with my youthful blood leaping along my veins, and it came to pass that my own country was in 

danger, and that I could help to fight her battles. Perhaps some one of these little lads has before him a more 

eventful life than I have lived, and is looking forward to activity and honor and the pride of fame. I wish him 

all the joy that I have had, all the toil that I have had, and all the bitter disappointments even; for adversity 

leads a man to depend upon that which is above him, and the path of glory is a lonely path, beset by 

temptations and a bitter sense of the weakness and imperfection of man. I see my life spread out like a great 

picture, as I stand here in my boyhood's place. I regret my failures. I thank God for what in his kind 

providence has been honest and right. I am glad to come back, but I feel, as I look in your young faces, that I 

am an old man, while your lives are just beginning. When you remember, in years to come, that I came here 

to see the old school-house, remember that I said: Wish for the best things, and work hard to win them; try to 

be good men and women, for the honor of the school and the town, and the noble young country that gave you 

birth; be kind at home and generous abroad. Remember that I, an old man who had seen much of life, begged 

you to be brave and good." 
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The Honorable Mr. Laneway had rarely felt himself so moved in any of his public speeches, but he was 

obliged to notice that for once he could not hold his audience. The primer class especially had begun to flag in 

attention, but one or two faces among the elder scholars fairly shone with vital sympathy and a lovely 

prescience of their future. Their eyes met his as if they struck a flash of light. There was a sturdy boy who half 

rose in his place unconsciously, the color coming and going in his cheeks; something in Mr. Laneway's words 

lit the altar flame in his reverent heart. 

Marilla Hender was pleased and a little dazed; she could not have repeated what her illustrious visitor had 

said, but she longed to tell everybody the news that he was in town, and had come to school to make an 

address. She had never seen a great man before, and really needed time to reflect upon him and to consider 

what she ought to say. She was just quivering with the attempt to make a proper reply and thank Mr. Laneway 

for the honor of his visit to the school, when he asked her which of the boys could be trusted to drive back his 

hired horse to the Four Corners. Eight boys, large and small, nearly every boy in the school, rose at once and 

snapped insistent fingers; but Johnny Spencer alone was desirous not to attract attention to himself. The 

Colburn's Intellectual Arithmetic with the portrait had been well secreted between his tight jacket and his 

shirt. Miss Hender selected a trustworthy freckled person in long trousers, who was half way to the door in an 

instant, and was heard almost immediately to shout loudly at the quiet horse. 

Then the Hero of District Number Four made his acknowledgments to the teacher. "I fear that I have 

interrupted you too long," he said, with pleasing deference. 

Marilla replied that it was of no consequence; she hoped he would call again. She may have spoken primly, 

but her pretty eyes said everything that her lips forgot. "My grandmother will want to see you, sir," she 

ventured to say. "I guess you will remember her,--Mis' Hender, she that was Abby Harran. She has often told 

me how you used to get your lessons out o' the same book." 

"Abby Harran's granddaughter?" Mr. Laneway looked at her again with fresh interest. "Yes, I wish to see her 

more than any one else. Tell her that I am coming to see her before I go away, and give her my love. Thank 

you, my dear," as Marilla offered his missing hat. "Good-by, boys and girls." He stopped and looked at them 

once more from the boys' entry, and turned again to look back from the very doorstep. 

"Good-by, sir,--good-by," piped two or three of the young voices; but most of the children only stared, and 

neither spoke nor moved. 

"We will omit the class in Fourth Reader this afternoon. The class in grammar may recite," said Miss Hender 

in her most contained and official manner. 

The grammar class sighed like a single pupil, and obeyed. She was very stern with the grammar class, but 

every one in school had an inner sense that it was a great day in the history of District Number Four. 

II. 

The Honorable Mr. Laneway found the outdoor air very fresh and sweet after the closeness of the school-

house. It had just that same odor in his boyhood, and as he escaped he had a delightful sense of playing truant 

or of having an unexpected holiday. It was easier to think of himself as a boy, and to slip back into boyish 
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thoughts, than to bear the familiar burden of his manhood. He climbed the tumble-down stone wall across the 

road, and went along a narrow path to the spring that bubbled up clear and cold under a great red oak. How 

many times he had longed for a drink of that water, and now here it was, and the thirst of that warm spring 

day was hard to quench! Again and again he stopped to fill the birchbark dipper which the school-children 

had made, just as his own comrades made theirs years before. The oak-tree was dying at the top. The pine 

woods beyond had been cut and had grown again since his boyhood, and looked much as he remembered 

them. Beyond the spring and away from the woods the path led across overgrown pastures to another road, 

perhaps three quarters of a mile away, and near this road was the small farm which had been his former home. 

As he walked slowly along, he was met again and again by some reminder of his youthful days. He had 

always liked to refer to his early life in New England in his political addresses, and had spoken more than 

once of going to find the cows at nightfall in the autumn evenings, and being glad to warm his bare feet in the 

places where the sleepy beasts had lain, before he followed their slow steps homeward through bush and brier. 

The Honorable Mr. Laneway had a touch of true sentiment which added much to his really stirring and 

effective campaign speeches. He had often been called the "king of the platform" in his adopted State. He had 

long ago grown used to saying "Go" to one man, and "Come" to another, like the ruler of old; but all his 

natural power of leadership and habit of authority disappeared at once as he trod the pasture slopes, calling 

back the remembrance of his childhood. Here was the place where two lads, older than himself, had killed a 

terrible woodchuck at bay in the angle of a great rock; and just beyond was the sunny spot where he had 

picked a bunch of pink and white anemones under a prickly barberry thicket, to give to Abby Harran in 

morning school. She had put them into her desk, and let them wilt there, but she was pleased when she took 

them. Abby Harran, the little teacher's grandmother, was a year older than he, and had wakened the earliest 

thought of love in his youthful breast. 

It was almost time to catch the first sight of his birthplace. From the knoll just ahead he had often seen the 

light of his mother's lamp, as he came home from school on winter afternoons; but when he reached the knoll 

the old house was gone, and so was the great walnut-tree that grew beside it, and a pang of disappointment 

shot through this devout pilgrim's heart. He never had doubted that the old farm was somebody's home still, 

and had counted upon the pleasure of spending a night there, and sleeping again in that room under the roof, 

where the rain sounded loud, and the walnut branches brushed to and fro when the wind blew, as if they were 

the claws of tigers. He hurried across the worn-out fields, long ago turned into sheep pastures, where the last 

year's tall grass and golden-rod stood gray and winter-killed; tracing the old walls and fences, and astonished 

to see how small the fields had been. The prosperous owner of Western farming lands could not help 

remembering those widespread luxuriant acres, and the broad outlooks of his Western home. 

It was difficult at first to find exactly where the house had stood; even the foundations had disappeared. At 

last in the long, faded grass he discovered the doorstep, and near by was a little mound where the great 

walnut-tree stump had been. The cellar was a mere dent in the sloping ground; it had been filled in by the 

growing grass and slow processes of summer and winter weather. But just at the pilgrim's right were some 

thorny twigs of an old rosebush. A sudden brightening of memory brought to mind the love that his mother--

dead since his fifteenth year--had kept for this sweetbrier. How often she had wished that she had brought it to 

her new home! So much had changed in the world, so many had gone into the world of light, and here the 

faithful blooming thing was yet alive! There was one slender branch where green buds were starting, and 

getting ready to flower in the new year. 

The afternoon wore late, and still the gray-haired man lingered. He might have laughed at some one else who 

gave himself up to sad thoughts, and found fault with himself, with no defendant to plead his cause at the bar 

of conscience. It was an altogether lonely hour. He had dreamed all his life, in a sentimental, self-satisfied 
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fashion, of this return to Winby. It had always appeared to be a grand affair, but so far he was himself the only 

interested spectator at his poor occasion. There was even a dismal consciousness that he had been undignified, 

perhaps even a little consequential and silly, in the old school-house. The picture of himself on the war-path, 

in Johnny Spencer's arithmetic, was the only tribute that this longed-for day had held, but he laughed aloud 

delightedly at the remembrance and really liked that solemn little boy who sat at his own old desk. There was 

another older lad, who sat at the back of the room, who reminded Mr. Laneway of himself in his eager youth. 

There was a spark of light in that fellow's eyes. Once or twice in the earlier afternoon, as he drove along, he 

had asked people in the road if there were a Laneway family in that neighborhood, but everybody had said no 

in indifferent fashion. Somehow he had been expecting that every one would know him and greet him, and 

give him credit for what he had tried to do, but old Winby had her own affairs to look after, and did very well 

without any of his help. 

Mr. Laneway acknowledged to himself at this point that he was weak and unmanly. There must be some old 

friends who would remember him, and give him as hearty a welcome as the greeting he had brought for them. 

So he rose and went his way westward toward the sunset. The air was growing damp and cold, and it was time 

to make sure of shelter. This was hardly like the visit he had meant to pay to his birthplace. He wished with 

all his heart that he had never come back. But he walked briskly away, intent upon wider thoughts as the fresh 

evening breeze quickened his steps. He did not consider where he was going, but was for a time the busy man 

of affairs, stimulated by the unconscious influence of his surroundings. The slender gray birches and pitch 

pines of that neglected pasture had never before seen a hat and coat exactly in the fashion. They may have 

been abashed by the presence of a United States Senator and Western millionaire, though a piece of New 

England ground that had often felt the tread of his bare feet was not likely to quake because a pair of smart 

shoes stepped hastily along the school-house path. 

III. 

There was an imperative knock at the side door of the Hender farmhouse, just after dark. The young school-

mistress had come home late, because she had stopped all the way along to give people the news of her 

afternoon's experience. Marilla was not coy and speechless any longer, but sat by the kitchen stove telling her 

eager grandmother everything she could remember or could imagine. 

"Who's that knocking at the door?" interrupted Mrs. Hender. "No, I'll go myself; I'm nearest." 

The man outside was cold and foot-weary. He was not used to spending a whole day unrecognized, and, after 

being first amused, and even enjoying a sense of freedom at escaping his just dues of consideration and 

respect, he had begun to feel as if he were old and forgotten, and was hardly sure of a friend in the world. 

Old Mrs. Hender came to the door, with her eyes shining with delight, in great haste to dismiss whoever had 

knocked, so that she might hear the rest of Marilla's story. She opened the door wide to whoever might have 

come on some country errand, and looked the tired and faint-hearted Mr. Laneway full in the face. 

"Dear heart, come in!" she exclaimed, reaching out and taking him by the shoulder, as he stood humbly on a 

lower step. "Come right in, Joe. Why, I should know you anywhere! Why, Joe Laneway, you same boy!" 

In they went to the warm, bright, country kitchen. The delight and kindness of an old friend's welcome and 

her instant sympathy seemed the loveliest thing in the world. They sat down in two old straight-backed 
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kitchen chairs. They still held each other by the hand, and looked in each other's face. The plain old room was 

aglow with heat and cheerfulness; the tea-kettle was singing; a drowsy cat sat on the wood-box with her paws 

tucked in; and the house dog came forward in a friendly way, wagging his tail, and laid his head on their 

clasped hands. 

"And to think I haven't seen you since your folks moved out West, the next spring after you were thirteen in 

the winter," said the good woman. "But I s'pose there ain't been anybody that has followed your career closer 

than I have, accordin' to their opportunities. You've done a great work for your country, Joe. I'm proud of you 

clean through. Sometimes folks has said, 'There, there, Mis' Hender, what be you goin' to say now?' but I've 

always told 'em to wait. I knew you saw your reasons. You was always an honest boy." The tears started and 

shone in her kind eyes. Her face showed that she had waged a bitter war with poverty and sorrow, but the look 

of affection that it wore, and the warm touch of her hard hand, misshapen and worn with toil, touched her old 

friend in his inmost heart, and for a minute neither could speak. 

"They do say that women folks have got no natural head for politics, but I always could seem to sense what 

was goin' on in Washington, if there was any sense to it," said grandmother Hender at last. 

"Nobody could puzzle you at school, I remember," answered Mr. Laneway, and they both laughed heartily. 

"But surely this granddaughter does not make your household? You have sons?" 

"Two beside her father. He died; but they're both away, up toward Canada, buying cattle. We are getting 

along considerable well these last few years, since they got a mite o' capital together; but the old farm wasn't 

really able to maintain us, with the heavy expenses that fell on us unexpected year by year. I've seen a great 

sight of trouble, Joe. My boy John, Marilla's father, and his nice wife,--I lost 'em both early, when Marilla was 

but a child. John was the flower o' my family. He would have made a name for himself. You would have 

taken to John." 

"I was sorry to hear of your loss," said Mr. Laneway. "He was a brave man. I know what he did at 

Fredericksburg. You remember that I lost my wife and my only son?" 

There was a silence between the friends, who had no need for words now; they understood each other's heart 

only too well. Marilla, who sat near them, rose and went out of the room. 

"Yes, yes, daughter," said Mrs. Hender, calling her back, "we ought to be thinkin' about supper." 

"I was going to light a little fire in the parlor," explained Marilla, with a slight tone of rebuke in her clear 

girlish voice. 

"Oh, no, you ain't,--not now, at least," protested the elder woman decidedly. "Now, Joseph, what should you 

like to have for supper? I wish to my heart I had some fried turnovers, like those you used to come after when 

you was a boy. I can make 'em just about the same as mother did. I'll be bound you've thought of some old-

fashioned dish that you'd relish for your supper." 
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"Rye drop-cakes, then, if they wouldn't give you too much trouble," answered the Honorable Joseph, with 

prompt seriousness, "and don't forget some cheese." He looked up at his old playfellow as she stood beside 

him, eager with affectionate hospitality. 

"You've no idea what a comfort Marilla's been," she stopped to whisper. "Always took right hold and helped 

me when she was a baby. She's as good as made up already to me for my having no daughter. I want you to 

get acquainted with Marilla." 

The granddaughter was still awed and anxious about the entertainment of so distinguished a guest when her 

grandmother appeared at last in the pantry. 

"I ain't goin' to let you do no such a thing, darlin'," said Abby Hender, when Marilla spoke of making 

something that she called "fairy gems" for tea, after a new and essentially feminine recipe. "You just let me 

get supper to-night. The Gen'ral has enough kickshaws to eat; he wants a good, hearty, old-fashioned supper,-

-the same country cooking he remembers when he was a boy. He went so far himself as to speak of rye drop-

cakes, an' there ain't one in a hundred, nowadays, knows how to make the kind he means. You go an' lay the 

table just as we always have it, except you can get out them old big sprigged cups o' my mother's. Don't put 

on none o' the parlor cluset things." 

Marilla went off crestfallen and demurring. She had a noble desire to show Mr. Laneway that they knew how 

to have things as well as anybody, and was sure that he would consider it more polite to be asked into the best 

room, and to sit there alone until tea was ready; but the illustrious Mr. Laneway was allowed to stay in the 

kitchen, in apparent happiness, and to watch the proceedings from beginning to end. The two old friends 

talked industriously, but he saw his rye drop-cakes go into the oven and come out, and his tea made, and his 

piece of salt fish broiled and buttered, a broad piece of honeycomb set on to match some delightful thick 

slices of brown-crusted loaf bread, and all the simple feast prepared. There was a sufficient piece of Abby 

Hender's best cheese; it must be confessed that there were also some baked beans, and, as one thing after 

another appeared, the Honorable Joseph K. Laneway grew hungrier and hungrier, until he fairly looked pale 

with anticipation and delay, and was bidden at that very moment to draw up his chair and make himself a 

supper if he could. What cups of tea, what uncounted rye drop-cakes, went to the making of that successful 

supper! How gay the two old friends became, and of what old stories they reminded each other, and how late 

the dark spring evening grew, before the feast was over and the straight-backed chairs were set against the 

kitchen wall! 

Marilla listened for a time with more or less interest, but at last she took one of her school-books, with slight 

ostentation, and went over to study by the lamp. Mrs. Hender had brought her knitting-work, a blue woolen 

stocking, out of a drawer, and sat down serene and unruffled, prepared to keep awake as late as possible. She 

was a woman who had kept her youthful looks through the difficulties of farm life as few women can, and this 

added to her guest's sense of homelikeness and pleasure. There was something that he felt to be sisterly and 

comfortable in her strong figure; he even noticed the little plaid woolen shawl that she wore about her 

shoulders. Dear, uncomplaining heart of Abby Hender! The appealing friendliness of the good woman made 

no demands except to be allowed to help and to serve everybody who came in her way. 

Now began in good earnest the talk of old times, and what had become of this and that old schoolmate; how 

one family had come to want and another to wealth. The changes and losses and windfalls of good fortune in 

that rural neighborhood were made tragedy and comedy by turns in Abby Hender's dramatic speech. She grew 
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younger and more entertaining hour by hour, and beguiled the grave Senator into confidential talk of national 

affairs. He had much to say, to which she listened with rare sympathy and intelligence. She astonished him by 

her comprehension of difficult questions of the day, and by her simple good sense. Marilla grew hopelessly 

sleepy, and departed, but neither of them turned to notice her as she lingered a moment at the door to say 

good-night. When the immediate subjects of conversation were fully discussed, however, there was an 

unexpected interval of silence, and, after making sure that her knitting stitches counted exactly right, Abby 

Hender cast a questioning glance at the Senator to see if he had it in mind to go to bed. She was reluctant to 

end her evening so soon, but determined to act the part of considerate hostess. The guest was as wide awake 

as ever: eleven o'clock was the best part of his evening. 

"Cider?" he suggested, with an expectant smile, and Abby Hender was on her feet in a moment. When she 

had brought a pitcher from the pantry, he took a candle from the high shelf and led the way. 

"To think of your remembering our old cellar candlestick all these years!" laughed the pleased woman, as she 

followed him down the steep stairway, and then laughed still more at his delight in the familiar look of the 

place. 

"Unchanged as the pyramids!" he said. "I suppose those pound sweetings that used to be in that farthest bin 

were eaten up months ago?" 

It was plain to see that the household stores were waning low, as befitted the time of year, but there was still 

enough in the old cellar. Care and thrift and gratitude made the poor farmhouse a rich place. This woman of 

real ability had spent her strength from youth to age, and had lavished as much industry and power of 

organization in her narrow sphere as would have made her famous in a wider one. Joseph Laneway could not 

help sighing as he thought of it. How many things this good friend had missed, and yet how much she had 

been able to win that makes everywhere the very best of life! Poor and early widowed, there must have been a 

constant battle with poverty on that stony Harran farm, whose owners had been pitied even in his early 

boyhood, when the best of farming life was none too easy. But Abby Hender had always been one of the 

leaders of the town. 

"Now, before we sit down again, I want you to step into my best room. Perhaps you won't have time in the 

morning, and I've got something to show you," she said persuasively. 

It was a plain, old-fashioned best room, with a look of pleasantness in spite of the spring chill and the stiffness 

of the best chairs. They lingered before the picture of Mrs. Hender's soldier son, a poor work of a poorer artist 

in crayons, but the spirit of the young face shone out appealingly. Then they crossed the room and stood 

before some bookshelves, and Abby Hender's face brightened into a beaming smile of triumph. 

"You didn't expect we should have all those books, now, did you, Joe Laneway?" she asked. 

He shook his head soberly, and leaned forward to read the titles. There were no very new ones, as if times had 

been hard of late; almost every volume was either history, or biography, or travel. Their owner had reached 

out of her own narrow boundaries into other lives and into far countries. He recognized with gratitude two or 

three congressional books that he had sent her when he first went to Washington, and there was a life of 

himself, written from a partisan point of view, and issued in one of his most exciting campaigns; the sight of it 
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touched him to the heart, and then she opened it, and showed him the three or four letters that he had written 

her,--one, in boyish handwriting, describing his adventures on his first Western journey. 

"There are a hundred and six volumes now," announced the proud owner of such a library. "I lend 'em all I 

can, or most of them would look better. I have had to wait a good while for some, and some weren't what I 

expected 'em to be, but most of 'em's as good books as there is in the world. I've never been so situated that it 

seemed best for me to indulge in a daily paper, and I don't know but it's just as well; but stories were never 

any great of a temptation. I know pretty well what's goin' on about me, and I can make that do. Real life's 

interestin' enough for me." 

Mr. Laneway was still looking over the books. His heart smote him for not being thoughtful; he knew well 

enough that the overflow of his own library would have been delightful to this self-denying, eager-minded 

soul. "I've been a very busy man all my life, Abby," he said impulsively, as if she waited for some apology for 

his forgetfulness, "but I'll see to it now that you have what you want to read. I don't mean to lose hold of your 

advice on state matters." They both laughed, and he added, "I've always thought of you, if I haven't shown it." 

"There's more time to read than there used to be; I've had what was best for me," answered the woman gently, 

with a grateful look on her face, as she turned to glance at her old friend. "Marilla takes hold wonderfully and 

helps me with the work. In the long winter evenings you can't think what a treat a new book is. I wouldn't 

change places with the queen." 

They had come back to the kitchen, and she stood before the cupboard, reaching high for two old gayly 

striped crockery mugs. There were some doughnuts and cheese at hand; their early supper seemed quite 

forgotten. The kitchen was warm, and they had talked themselves thirsty and hungry; but with what an 

unexpected tang the cider freshened their throats! Mrs. Hender had picked the apples herself that went to the 

press; they were all chosen from the old russet tree and the gnarly, red-cheeked, ungrafted fruit that grew 

along the lane. The flavor made one think of frosty autumn mornings on high hillsides, of north winds and 

sunny skies. "It 'livens one to the heart," as Mrs. Hender remarked proudly, when the Senator tried to praise it 

as much as it deserved, and finally gave a cheerful laugh, such as he had not laughed for many a day. 

"Why, it seems like drinking the month of October," he told her; and at this the hostess reached over, 

protesting that the striped mug was too narrow to hold what it ought, and filled it up again. 

"Oh, Joe Laneway, to think that I see you at last, after all these years!" she said. "How rich I shall feel with 

this evening to live over! I've always wanted to see somebody that I'd read about, and now I've got that to 

remember; but I've always known I should see you again, and I believe 't was the Lord's will." 

Early the next morning they said good-by. The early breakfast had to be hurried, and Marilla was to drive Mr. 

Laneway to the station, three miles away. It was Saturday morning, and she was free from school. 

Mr. Laneway strolled down the lane before breakfast was ready, and came back with a little bunch of pink 

anemones in his hand. Marilla thought that he meant to give them to her, but he laid them beside her 

grandmother's plate. "You mustn't put those in your desk," he said with a smile, and Abby Hender blushed 

like a girl. 
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"I've got those others now, dried and put away somewhere in one of my books," she said quietly, and Marilla 

wondered what they meant. 

The two old friends shook hands warmly at parting. "I wish you could have stayed another day, so I could 

have had the minister come and see you," urged Mrs. Hender regretfully. 

"You couldn't have done any more for me. I have had the best visit in the world," he answered, a little shaken, 

and holding her hand a moment longer, while Marilla sat, young and impatient, in the high wagon. "You're a 

dear good woman, Abby. Sometimes when things have gone wrong I've been sorry that I ever had to leave 

Winby." 

The woman's clear eyes looked straight into his; then fell. "You wouldn't have done everything you have for 

the country," she said. 

"Give me a kiss; we're getting to be old folks now," said the General; and they kissed each other gravely. 

A moment later Abby Hender stood alone in her dooryard, watching and waving her hand again and again, 

while the wagon rattled away down the lane and turned into the high-road. 

Two hours after Marilla returned from the station, and rushed into the kitchen. 

"Grandma!" she exclaimed, "you never did see such a crowd in Winby as there was at the depot! Everybody 

in town had got word about General Laneway, and they were pushing up to shake hands, and cheering same 

as at election, and the cars waited much as ten minutes, and all the folks was lookin' out of the windows, and 

came out on the platforms when they heard who it was. Folks say that he'd been to see the selectmen 

yesterday before he came to school, and he's goin' to build an elegant town hall, and have the names put up in 

it of all the Winby men that went to the war." Marilla sank into a chair, flushed with excitement. "Everybody 

was asking me about his being here last night and what he said to the school. I wished that you'd gone down 

to the depot instead of me." 

"I had the best part of anybody," said Mrs. Hender, smiling and going on with her Saturday morning work. 

"I'm real glad they showed him proper respect," she added a moment afterward, but her voice faltered. 

"Why, you ain't been cryin', grandma?" asked the girl. "I guess you're tired. You had a real good time, now, 

didn't you?" 

"Yes, dear heart!" said Abby Hender. "'T ain't pleasant to be growin' old, that's all. I couldn't help noticin' his 

age as he rode away. I've always been lookin' forward to seein' him again, an' now it's all over." 
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The ‘prehistory’ of philosophy of science (5): What a beautiful world! 

PHILOSOPHY OF SCIENCE 

ByJesús Zamora Bonilla  We shall conclude with this entry our discussion of Plato’s view of science, the 

main conclusions of the two former ones being, in the first place, the idea that ‘scientific knowledge’ 

(epistēmē) consists in the knowledge of eternal, intelligible Forms, whereas material things are imperfect 

copies of the former, and only graspable with an imperfect species of knowledge (‘opinion’, or dóxa), and, in 

the second place, that the ultimate foundation of scientific knowledge is the understanding of perfection itself, 

and, most specifically (applied to the knowledge of the material world), the understanding of how things, and 

the world, are teleologically organized. Of the immense literary production of Plato, there is only one of his 

‘dialogues’, apparently one of his last works (the Timaeus), where he offers a more or less detailed exposition 

of his views about ‘natural science’, and it is there where we must turn now our attention. 

Photo: Casey Horner / Unsplash 

https://mappingignorance.org/category/humanities-social-sciences/philosophy-of-science/
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/11/18/the-prehistory-of-philosophy-of-science-5-what-a-beautiful-world/#author
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/10/12/the-prehistory-of-philosophy-of-science-2-introducing-plato/
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/11/04/the-prehistory-of-philosophy-of-science-4-thank-goodness/
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/11/04/the-prehistory-of-philosophy-of-science-4-thank-goodness/
https://unsplash.com/@mischievous_penguins?utm_source=unsplash&utm_medium=referral&utm_content=creditCopyText
https://unsplash.com/s/photos/night-sky?utm_source=unsplash&utm_medium=referral&utm_content=creditCopyText


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                                 No. 544 december 2020 

 

149 

Of course, it is impossible to give in this short entry an insightful summary of all the richness (and intricacy, 

often bordering incomprehensibility) the Timaeus contains, including the famous legend of Atlantis and all 

the details about the creation of the body and soul of the World, the creation of gods and men, etc. I shall only 

concentrate in the aspects of Timaeus’ exposition that have the closest connection with the topic of our series, 

i.e., those that make clearer Plato’s philosophy of science. As it is well known, Plato introduces in this work a 

kind of mythological figure (the ‘Demiurge’, meaning ‘artisan’) as the responsible for the creation of the 

cosmos. The mythical character of Plato’s narrative does not allow to determine with certainty to what extent 

his description of the cosmogenetic process has to be understood more or less literally, or more or less 

figuratively, as only a kind of ‘allegory’ in the spirit of the ‘simile of the line’ we saw in the past couple of 

entries, or the classic ‘myth of the Cave’ also in The Republic. Be it as it may, the very fact that Plato feels 

compelled to frame his explanation into a mythological story gives us a clear hint of what he thought ‘natural 

science’ or ‘physics’ must (or can) consist in: nothing close to the ideal of exactitude and demonstrative 

rigour that mathematics had in his own times, or physics itself attained one century later with Archimedes 

(not to speak of Galilei or Newton), but only something that corresponds, at most, with a merely ‘literary’ 

standard of argumentation. After all, for Plato knowledge of the material world is intrinsically ‘imperfect’ 

knowledge, as we have repeatedly seen, and he seems not to have imagined the possibility of a ‘natural 

science’ more rigorous and accurate than that. 

It is true that the Platonic Academy started the idea of astronomy as an attempt to ‘save the phenomena’, i.e., 

to explain the apparently irregular movements of the planets with the help of precise mathematical models, 

something that (as we shall see) led centuries later to the development of very precise theories and to the 

appreciation of exactitude, like in the case of Ptolemy, but Plato himself seems to have been satisfied with 

(and, more importantly, he seems to have considered that it was impossible to aspire to anything better than) a 

merely ‘qualitative’ and loose agreement between the mathematical constructions of cosmological theories 

and the astronomical observations (or ‘phenomena’). Hence, we have not to see in Plato’s view of natural 

science the notion that ‘accurate predictions’ (and still less ‘unexpected predictions’) is one of the goals 

of physics, nor even a reasonable goal. 

However, Plato’s efforts to ‘rationally explain’ the natural world led to some astounding ideas that (two 

millennia in the future) greatly influenced the development of modern physics, and that can only be 

interpreted as a work of absolute genius. We can start by recalling the final reflection of our last entry: how is 

it that (as in the Phaedrus), Plato frequently grumps about the lack of ‘rationality’ (in the sense of intentional 

design, or teleology) in other philosophers’ accounts of nature, but instead finds totally alright the absence of 

such ‘intentionality’ in mathematics? (I mean, couldn’t the natural world be as ‘rational’ as the ‘mathematical 

world’, without nothing in it resembling an ‘intentional order’?). The answer to this puzzle Plato allows us to 

glimpse is that ‘the Good’, the supreme Form, is exactly the same as ‘the Beauty’: the Demiurge’s ‘goal’ in 

giving shape to the world is nothing other than the desire of creating the most possibly beautiful cosmos. 

All other ‘goals’ or ‘plans’ we can find out within the universe, from the teleological organization of living 

beings, to the organization of political activities, just to quote a couple of prominent examples, are what they 

are, according to Plato, as the result of the most basic ‘goal’: that the universe must be as beauty as it can be. 

Taking this into account, it is not very important whether the ‘creation myth’ narrated by Plato in 

the Timaeus is understood literally or not, for what is relevant is the idea that beauty is the supreme force in 

the organization of the cosmos, and perhaps all the story of one god creating the earth, the sky, the people, 

etc., as a potter creates a vessel or a krater, may have been composed to be taken as just a metaphor. Hence, in 

philosophy of science, Plato is not only the founder of the teleological paradigm of scientific explanation (one 

that isn’t living its best moments, to say it all), but also the father of the idea that beauty is the most important 

virtue a scientific theory must have … because the ultimate truth about the universe must be perfectly 
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beautiful (another idea that, though not as popular now as it has been, hasn’t ceased to exert a powerful 

influence in fundamental physics). 

Timaeus offers many examples of how the search of the maximal beauty constrains the Demiurge’s efforts to 

shape a lovely world (from the parts of the human organism, to the sizes and organization of planetary orbits 

–which, obviously, include those of the moon and the sun in Plato’s geocentric system–), but probably the 

most exciting one is the argument that leads to Plato’s theory of matter: the Demiurge would have attempted 

to create solid bodies in the most simple and elegant way, which reduces to the construction of the two most 

simple right triangles from which the regular solids can emerge; these triangles are an isosceles whose acute 

angles are 45º (so that two of them joined by their hypotenuses form a square) and one whose smaller cathetus 

length is half of its hypotenuse (so that two of these triangles, joined by their bigger catheti, form an 

equilateral triangle). Leaving aside the question of why Plato didn’t see the equilateral triangle as ‘elementary 

enough’, so that it felt the need to ‘derivate’ it from a ‘simpler’ geometrical form (its half), it’s clear how 

these figures allow the construction of the four regular solids Plato considers in his cosmology: the 

tetrahedron (four equilateral triangles), the octahedron (eight), the icosahedron (twenty), and the cube (six 

squares). He had the inspiration of equating each one of these solids to one of the classical ‘elements’ first 

introduced by Empedocles, and persistent in almost all the scientific views of the world till modern times: in 

this order, fire, air, water and earth. 

Most surprisingly, Plato doesn’t feel totally happy with a theory according to which matter is organized 

according to a precise mathematical rule (a thesis that, no need to remember, is absolutely essential to modern 

particle physics), but insists in the fact that material things are intrinsically and necessarily imperfect (i.e., 

imperfect copies of true mathematical objects), and provides an astonishingly profound conjecture about what 

the ultimate cause of this imperfection could be. According to him, the lines and surfaces defining the 

‘elementary triangles’ cannot be perfect, eternally stable (we would say), because they are ‘made of’ an 

‘imperfect’ substrate he often calls ‘the receptacle’ (hypodokhê), or, most simply, ‘space’ (khôra, which 

perhaps translates better as ‘empty space’), and to which he very often refers with some feminine attributes as 

‘mother’ or ‘nurse’, as well as with the name ‘anánke’ (‘necessity’, probably in a sense closer to ‘need’ or 

‘lack’, nothing to do with ‘determinism’). This ‘receptacle’ is far from being comparable to the Euclidean 

absolute, and absolutely inert space of Newtonian mechanics, but is, instead, 

not only shaken by the things it contains [i.e., the atoms of the four elements], so that it lurches haphazardly 

all over the place, but its motion in turn further shakes them. This stirring causes them to be constantly 

moving in different directions and to become separated. It’s like when things are shaken and sifted by sieves 

or other devices for cleaning grain. (Timaeus, 53e). 

Hence, space is for Plato a kind of eternally moving but chaotic force that permanently ‘shakes’ in fortuitous 

ways the objects ‘made of’ it, i. e., the lines, surfaces and solids constituting the material atoms. Is not that 

wonderfully similar to contemporary ideas about ‘quantum space’ or ‘space-time foam’? I only leave this 

comparison for your consideration. 

The last and, from my point of view, more important aspect of Plato’s contribution to the development of the 

‘idea of science’, is the fact that with his geometric account of the ‘four elements’, he provides the first great 

example of what much later will become one of the identity signs of modern natural science: the idea of 

progress by theoretical unification (or ‘consilience’). After all, what Plato is achieving is nothing less than 

assembling a wonderfully unified framework of three of the most important insights of the natural 
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philosophers that came before him: Empedocles’ theory of the elements, Leucipus and Democritus’s theory of 

the atoms, and the Pythagorean conjecture that nature is made of numbers or mathematical entities. These 

three theories were before Plato totally unconnected to each other: for example, Democritus believed that 

atoms came in infinite different forms, their shapes having nothing ‘mathematically special’ at all. Instead, 

Plato provides a very simple explanation (implausible as it unavoidably sounds now to us) of why there are 

exactly those four elements, i.e., those four types of ‘atoms’ (though probably Plato would rather apply the 

term ‘atom’ to the edges of his polyhedra). We should wait till the time of an Isaac Newton to witness a 

comparable move in the history of science. 

By the way, if you are wondering what Plato thought about the fifth regular polyhedron (the dodecahedron of 

twelve regular pentagons), the only, and mysterious thing he says about it is that 

one other construction, a fifth, still remained, and this one the god used for the whole universe, decorating it 

with figures. (Timaeus 55c). 
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