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Merck CEO Ken Frazier Discusses a COVID Cure, Racism, and Why Leaders Need to Walk the Talk 

13 JUL 2020|by Staff 

VIDEO: Ken Frazier, one of only four Black CEOs of Fortune 500 companies, speaks with Professor Tsedal 

Neeley about the search for a coronavirus vaccine, how racism at the workplace holds back America’s 

progress, and his own upbringing just one generation from slavery. 

 

As chairman and CEO of the leading vaccine producer in the world, pharmaceutical giant Merck & Co., Ken 

Frazier has one of the highest-profile positions in global business. 

But Frazier, who is leading one of the firms on a charge to develop a COVID-19 vaccine, is unique in another 

way: He is just one of four Black CEOs leading a Fortune 500 company. Frazier is also outspoken, having 

resigned from President Trump’s American Manufacturing Council to make a clear statement against “hatred, 

bigotry and group supremacy” that surfaced in protests at Charlottesville, Virginia. 

In the video below, Frazier provides insights into this turbulent period of American history with Tsedal 

Neeley (@tsedal), the Naylor Fitzhugh Professor of Business Administration at Harvard Business School. 

Topics ranged from corporate America’s role in hiring more African Americans to the experience of being 

raised just one generation away from slavery. 

Video 

Ken Frazier talks with Tsedal Neeley.) 

 

 

Interview Transcript 

Tsedal Neeley: Before we talk about vaccines and other important things, I'm interested to know what's it like 

to be Ken Frazier right now? 

Ken Frazier: I have to tell you, it is incredibly hectic. The good news is my family is well. My children are 

well, my spouse is well. We had our 35th anniversary dinner last night. All of that is good, but I'm busier than 

I've ever been. I find that these meetings that we have with technology take longer, they're harder to follow. 

I'm involved, in addition to running Merck, I co-chair the commission in New Jersey about re-opening the 

state. 

https://twitter.com/tsedal
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Corporate America is asking what it needs to do about racial inequality. And we are working on a lot of 

issues; education reform, criminal justice reform, other issues like that, health care reform, but the nexus 

between corporate America and what Black America needs and the most, in my opinion, is employment. And 

so if we can do something about the 5.5 million African Americans between 18 and 26 who have a high 

school degree or a GED, but no college and no job, we would make a big impact on this. We have to have the 

psychological armor to defend ourselves against the racism that's all around us. 

Neeley: George Floyd's death has reawakened corporate America to issues of racial justice. 

Frazier: Yes. We've been at these defining moments before and we've let them go by. Corporate America says 

all the right things, we'd make a few donations. You know, when I was growing up in the inner city and it was 

burning in the 60s, we used to call those pacification payments. It's really important that people take this 

seriously and step up to make the kind of dramatic change we need to have in our society. 

Neeley: You think this time is different? 

Frazier: I'm not sure. I hope it's different. I'll tell you a quick little story. I was on CNBC recently talking 

about this issue and my wife had a Zoom call for the kids and she thought the kids would praise me, but the 

kids did anything but praise me. My son said to me, "Dad, you're really good in sort of rational, intelligent 

discourse, but tell me, what does your acquired pragmatism do for African Americans?" That's a hard 

question, right? And so I had to say to him, "The only thing that this sort of learned pragmatism gives me is 

the opportunity to engage my colleagues who have the real power to make a difference in this country." And 

he said, "We'll see." So I guess he's right. We'll see. 

Neeley: So your son is as smart as I would expect any Frazier to be. That is brilliant. That's insightful. The 

question was (and) the reaction was. 

Frazier: Well, the good thing about being young is you can be radical in your thinking and you can be 

uncompromising in your principles. And I remember those days when I was uncompromisingly radical. And 

again, his question is, okay, so you've got me in the room now. You're one of four African American CEOs in 

the Fortune 500. Does it make any difference to our people that you're in the room? And that's his question. 

Neeley: all of us have to be present and contributing in important ways. You are now leading at a time when 

everyone knows that the way to eradicate this deadly virus that's upon us, COVID-19, is through vaccines. 

And there's so many approaches, Pfizer's doing this and Moderna is doing that. There are over a hundred, I 

think, companies working on this. 

Frazier: 160 different programs. 

Neeley: 160. What does it take to find a reliable vaccine? What can you tell ... Could you just help me 

understand what does it take? 

Frazier: Well, first of all, it takes a lot of time. I think the record for the fastest vaccine ever brought to market 

was Merck in the mumps vaccine. It took about four years. Our most recent vaccine for Ebola took five and a 
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half years. And why does it take so long? First of all, it requires a rigorous scientific assessment. And here we 

didn't even understand the virus itself or how the virus affects the immune system. We're starting there. We're 

starting with a spike protein as the antigen. What we're hoping to be able to do with these different approaches 

is to create a vaccine that we can study quickly that can be both safe and effective and can be durable. Those 

are three different issues. No one knows for sure whether or not any of these vaccine programs will produce a 

vaccine like that. What worries me the most is that the public is so hungry, so desperate to go back to 

normalcy, that they are pushing us to move things faster and faster. But ultimately, if you're going to use a 

vaccine in billions of people, you better know what that vaccine does. 

Neeley: This idea of reliable and safe and tested on humans, on people. 

Frazier: Yes. On large numbers of people. 

Neeley: On large numbers of people. 

Frazier: Yes. There are a lot of examples of vaccines in the past that have stimulated the immune system, but 

ultimately didn't confer protection. And unfortunately, there are some cases where it stimulated the immune 

system and not only it didn't confer protection, but actually helped the virus invade the cell because it was 

incomplete in terms of its immunogenic properties. We have to be very careful. 

Let me just give you one data point. In the last quarter century, there have only been seven, truly new 

vaccines introduced globally at the clinical practice. When I say new, that means that they were effective 

against a pathogen for which there had previously been no vaccine. There are only seven in the last quarter 

century, Merck has four, the rest of the world has three. I don't mean to boast. And there are lots of things that 

we've been working on since the eighties. We've been trying to get an HIV vaccine since the 1980s and we've 

been unsuccessful. 

Neeley: So, where does this leave us? 

Frazier: Let me start by saying, I think when people tell the public that there's going to be a vaccine by the 

end of 2020, for example, I think they do a grave disservice to the public. I think at the end of the day, we 

don't want to rush the vaccine before we've done rigorous science. We've seen in the past, for example, with 

the swine flu, that that vaccine did more harm than good. We don't have a great history of introducing 

vaccines quickly in the middle of a pandemic. We want to keep that in mind. 

The second point that I think is very important is I think when we do tell people that a vaccine's coming right 

away, we allow politicians to actually tell the public not to do the things that the public needs to do like wear 

the damn masks. Okay? We were so unprepared for this pandemic. It's not even funny on so many levels. 

I learned about it in mid-January or so, but fortunately our researchers who engage in disease surveillance 

knew about it before that. So it was known to the scientists before, but generally speaking, we've done a bad 

job in being prepared from the disease surveillance, to having the kind of protective equipment that we need 

to have. To having the kind of testing and tracing that we need to have. To scale up of our critical care centers 

that were overwhelmed immediately. And right now, it's critical for people to understand that while we hope 
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to have a vaccine post-HSCT, that they are the protection against the spread of this virus right now by good 

hygiene, using your mask, social distancing, etc. 

Neeley: So we through our behaviors, it's the best way in which to protect ourselves and others right now. 

Frazier: That's absolutely the case. 

Neeley: This is also a global pandemic, the scale and the scope of what's happening is mind blowing to me. 

And this needs a global solution so that we can reopen the global economy. What are the barriers to 

distributing, to producing, to manufacturing, reliable vaccines to the world? 

Frazier: So you're actually touching on something that is in my view, a bigger challenge than the science 

challenge of coming up with a safe and effective vaccine. For example, Merck gives away a drug called 

Mectizan for river blindness. That's one pill per person per year. And we found it's really hard to get that the 

last mile to the people who really need it. Okay? So I would say there are two big issues with respect to global 

distribution. First of all, we're living in a time of ultra-nationalism where countries want to take whatever is 

available and say, "I'm going to use it first in my own population," rather than using it first in the populations 

globally that are at the greatest risk. 

The second issue is this issue around manufacturing at scale. There's seven and a half billion people on the 

planet right now. And we've never had a vaccine that's been used in that larger population. So even if you 

have a vaccine, scaling it up to manufacture at those kinds of numbers, and then being able to figure out how 

to distribute it particularly in the areas of the world where people can't afford the vaccine, where the last mile 

challenge is greatest. That's going to be a huge issue for us. So what we're committed to is broad, equitable, 

affordable access, but that's a mouthful. 

Neeley: What does that mean? 

Frazier: It means that no matter where you are in the world, you should have access to this vaccine because it 

is a global pandemic. And my view is unless all of us are safe, none of us are safe. I mean, when you think 

about the world that we live in with climate change, with ecosystem disruption, with populations moving 

around the way they do with human mobility the way it is, this pandemic is just the first of many that we 

could experience as a species because those conditions are only going to get worse going forward. 

Neeley: The EU union has barred Americans from traveling to Europe. 

Frazier: Yes, because they see the spikes in this country, which goes back to the fact that we aren't doing the 

things that we could do to suppress the epidemic. We Americans, we value liberty. I know this is not a 

political science conversation, but the fact of the matter is if you think about the United States of America and 

its history, liberty has been a very strong theme in our politics. And I've always believed it's because 

historically, we've had these two big, beautiful oceans protecting us from the rest of the world. And so we 

could say it's all about my liberty. It's not about security or group security. Well, this virus doesn't really care 

about that. And if you're going to do it, if you're going to exercise your liberty at my personal expense, then 
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we can't control the pandemic. And the Europeans are looking at that and they're saying, "We don't want you 

bringing that into our shores." 

Neeley: And we're 4% of the world population and the infection rates here are astronomical. 

Frazier: I think they're like 25% of the world's infections. 

Neeley: It's scary. It's really, really scary. I mean, it's scary when it comes to thinking about sending children 

back to school in the fall. Will that happen? because of how people are adhering or not adhering. And reason 

it's so politicized So yes, this is not a political science discussion, but this has become a political scenario 

instead of a global health emergency that we need to manage. 

Frazier: Yes, we need politicians who have the will and the integrity to tell people the truth. The reality of the 

world is given what I said about vaccine development, the reality of the world is that this time next year very 

well may look like what we're experiencing now. And so when you think about sending children back to 

school, we're going to have to find a way to do that safely because parents are trapped if their children are at 

home. And in inner cities, for example, a lot of parents rely on the schools to feed their children: breakfast, 

lunch, and often snack after school. So we have to find a way to get daycare open. You have to find a way to 

get schools open, not to mention the fact that remote learning doesn't work for every child. Right? 

So some children need to be present in the classroom. They have special needs. And generally speaking, just 

think about it. Again, if you're looking at our population, there are a lot of people who don't have access to 

broadband much less the kind of devices that they need. So this idea that we can conduct education remotely, 

it will work for some children, the most advantaged children, but it will take disadvantaged populations and 

move them farther behind than they already are. 

Neeley: Deval Patrick and I in our recent conversation talked about even in Massachusetts, the so-called 

education Mecca of the world, there are many people who don't have access to broadband, to internet, to the 

digital tools, to things like Zoom 

Frazier: Yes. Yeah, absolutely. This whole pandemic, what it's done, it's unmasked the huge disparities that 

exist in our society already. I mean, the fact of the matter is this educational one we just talked about in terms 

of access to broadband and hardware. But you look at the disparities. I mean, the African American according 

to a study at Yale is 3.5 times more likely to die from COVID than a white. Somebody who's Latinx is three 

times more likely to die. So this has unmasked these huge structural elements of racism that existed in this 

country for a long time. And we need to step up to those structural elements that determine the lives of so 

many people. 

Neeley: This is the reason why I started doing these interviews and conversations. This very fact that you just 

shared. The staggering loss of life. But also those who have recovered from COVID, the damage to their 

bodies has been enormous to the point where we don't know if there'll ever be normalcy. We don't talk much 

about that, but the effects are huge. And this is striking Brown and Black communities at a staggering, 

alarming rate. 
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Frazier: Absolutely. 

Neeley: Unmasking is the right word. I want to pivot and ask you about George Floyd's devastating death. 

And we started to talk about this and how corporate America, we've awakened to issues of racial justice and 

wanting to participate and contribute. And so what advice do you have for the leaders who are sincerely 

interested in making a difference inside of their companies and outside of their companies? You talked about 

job creation earlier, but there's a lot that they can do inside as well. 

Frazier: Oh, absolutely. So my first piece of advice is act. It's really important that we not just engage in 

platitudes and nice statements. It's time to take action. And the reality of the world is, anytime you try to 

change the status quo on anything, you're going to get resistance. And that's what leadership is about. 

Leadership is about moving companies to places where their normal operating leaders would not take them. 

And as it relates to this issue in terms of the development advancement of African Americans inside corporate 

America, just look at the leadership teams. It's pathetic. There's almost no African American representation at 

the top. There's four of us in the Fortunate 500. 

I think these leaders have to take a strong stance. And what we have to be willing to do is to talk about the 

subtleties of race. It's really easy to lament when you see something as brutal and aggressive and blatant as 

what happened in Minneapolis. But the subtleties of racism in terms of the belief, for example, that African 

Americans, as a group are not as capable as whites are. And the fact that if an African American is trying to 

move forward in a corporation, because he or she belongs to that disadvantaged group, they have to be better 

in order to get to the same place. People don't want to admit that, especially companies that believe they have 

a "merit system." 

So we have to be willing to take the position that if we're not racist, we need to challenge a process, a system, 

a custom that allows African Americans to advance, not at the same rate as everybody else. As I say, at the 

end of the day, if you're complacent with the status quo, you're complicit in the racism that the status quo 

hides. 

Neeley: So what's an example of acting? Say, someone heard you completely buys into what you're saying, 

has no clue what she or he should. 

Frazier: Well, I already talked about the need for companies to reexamine how they hire- 

Neeley: The hiring. 

Frazier: Harvard Business School, I think put out a study a few years ago, showing that something like 30% 

of all hiring for what's called sort of bachelor's level jobs are for skill sets that don't require a bachelor's. So 

that alone exclude something like 70% of African Americans for no reason. 

Within companies, again, I think if you look at the progress of African American professionals and other 

employees inside companies, you can see that at middle management, there's a ceiling, and they don't 

progress beyond that ceiling. And so CEOs need to actively intervene to bring people in. I'll use myself as an 

example. The only reason I'm the CEO of Merck is when I was minding my business practicing law in 
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Philadelphia, representing this company among others, the CEO of Merck, my predecessor, three times 

removed, called me into his office, said, "I'm two years from retirement. I can't seem to get my colleagues, my 

white colleagues to promote any African Americans. Guess what, I'm going to make your career. I'm going to 

take a lawyer. I'm going to bring him inside the company. I'm going to give him a job in the business and I'm 

going to mentor him." And on my best day as CEO, I'm simply channeling what Roy Vagelos taught me in 

1993 and 1994. 

Neeley: You look at your EXCOMM and you say, wow, what would be extraordinary in other companies is 

the right beautiful representation. When you look at your company, you've done it. 

Frazier: I'm pleased that 30 percent of my senior team is African American. You aren't going to find that any 

place else. And by the way, back to the middle management, I'll be honest, when we're not perfect at Merck. 

When I look at people two or three salary grades below the senior team, the African American representation 

is terrible. And even though we've said, for example, that you should put people on the final slate for hiring, 

they get put on that slate over and over again, and they don't get hired. 

So we've got our own issues, but at least on the senior team, I would actually say at the top 10 people in the 

company, white males are only four of that 10. We have three African Americans. We have one Asian 

American, we have two women. So we've done a good job on diversity at the top, but we haven't had the pull 

through at the levels below that I think we need to have. And I take responsibility for that. 

Neeley: You do? 

Frazier: I do. 

Neeley: And will you act to change it? 

Frazier: Yeah. So I couldn't place a system where we actually had targets. And again, we had this idea about 

putting people on the slate. Now that I look at it three or four years afterwards, we haven't made the progress. 

So now I need to ensure that everyone on my team comes forward with a very clear plan for their part of the 

company for how we are going to start to advance African Americans in that part of the company. And that's 

what we're doing, and we're going to have to tie it to people's compensation in a clearer way. 

Neeley: That's amazing. Those are clear examples that I'm sure people will appreciate hearing about and get 

courage from, because it takes courage, it takes courage. Your predecessor had courage. And what you're 

doing, to me, has always been a demonstration of courage. What advice do you have for professionals of 

color? 

Frazier: Well, the first piece of advice is a piece of advice that I got from my dad. My dad was born in the 

year 1900. So he grew up in a country where segregation in the South, he grew up in the South where 

segregation was acceptable, where lynching was acceptable. And the thing that he taught me more than 

anything else was to not listen to what society was saying to me about my own abilities. And I think the fact 

of the matter is there are all these subtle messages that young African American professionals get that tell 
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them that they're not quite good enough. They don't measure up. They don't deserve to be where they need to 

be. 

We have to have the psychological armor to defend ourselves against the racism that's all around us, that's the 

first piece of advice. The second piece of advice I give is that, you really can't plan your career. You have to 

take advantage of all the opportunities that you have before you. And I believe that at least in my own 

instance, what helped me a lot was that I wanted a certain level of autonomy and accountability. And when 

you do that, you get more responsibility because you are willing to go outside the lane of what most people 

do. 

So I say, pick a place where you're going to get mentored, where you can have a certain level of 

accountability, but the most important thing is do not let society tell you that you're not good enough. You're 

more than good enough. 

Neeley : You have to be impervious to those forces because they're there, they're there in subtle ways and 

sometimes not so subtle ways. And I often talk about many Black professionals, brown professionals, are very 

much alone. The numbers are so few and they have to push through that and find support and community 

somehow. 

Frazier: And it's harder for this generation, as I was saying, because my father grew up in a country where 

discrimination and racism were blatant. He could defend himself better than my children can because they're 

growing up in a country which pretends not to be racist. And so when they're confronted with it, it hurts them 

more because they have no armor. 

And so I would ask people to recognize that even the people who say they're not racist, it's sort of humorous 

to me when people say to me, "I don't see color. I don't even notice that you're a Black man." Every minute of 

my life, I realize I'm a Black man. How they don't realize it is beyond me. But I really think it's important for 

young African Americans to have their own communities, to reinforce one another so that they can deal with 

that incoming. 

Neeley: Whether it's inside of their workplace or outside? 

Frazier: Yes. For me, it was always broader. I was a lawyer in a law firm in Philadelphia, But I can think of 

all the African American great lawyers like Bill Coleman, who was a terrific lawyer, wrote the Brown vs 

Board brief in 1954. He took an interest in me for reasons that I don't quite understand and I could emulate 

him. And so I think it's important. Mentorship is really important. There are two kinds of mentors, I think. 

There are the mentors you have around the work you're doing. And then there's the mentors about what it's 

like to be a Black person and to overcome the slings and arrows of racism. 

Neeley: Well, the reason he took interest in you is, I can predict, so you and I have something in common that 

I don't think we've talked about before, and you started college at 16. I started college at 15 and many people 

took interest along the way. And when they see someone who's eager, who's enthusiastic, who loves to learn, 

they gravitate towards folks like that. That's been a gift for me. Can I ask you to tell us about your father and 

your grandfather? 
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Frazier: Sure. I consider myself to be blessed in a lot of ways, I had great ancestors. But I'm unusual in the 

sense that if my father were alive today, he would be 120 years old. He was born in 1900. My father 

Otis Frazier 's father, Richard Frazier , was born in 1861. And so I have only one generation between me and 

slavery, which is quite unusual for someone at this stage. And my father only had a third grade education and 

what passed for third grade education for an African American child in South Carolina, between 1906 to 

1909. But he was self-taught. He had immaculate habits of speech and dress and behavior, and he was his 

own man. And he gave me the single most important piece of advice I've ever had when I was growing up in 

the inner city. 

And here it is, he would say to me, Kenny, what other people think about you is none of your damn business. 

And the sooner you learn that, the better off you'll be. And I didn't understand that because of course I wanted 

to be popular with my peers, but now I can see when you're running a company like Merck and Wall Street is 

criticizing you because you don't do what they want you to do, I can hear my father saying, you know what 

they think about you is none of your damn business. 

Neeley: Like goosebumps. That's incredible. And the same thing, as you talked about this armor, that is an 

armor of armors. 

Frazier: I think it is. And the other thing that I do think going back to the jobs thing that we were talking 

about, one of the issues that we have in our community is this large number of unemployed people. And I 

grew up in a house. My dad was a janitor, very humble job. But I grew up every morning hearing his 

footsteps in the hall and going down to the bathroom and then going down the stairs and going out to work 

every morning winter, spring, summer, fall, without fail. And one of my strongest childhood memories is 

because I was bused to school, I was the first one into the bathroom after he'd left. So I never would see him 

in the morning because he was already gone. But my enduring memory of childhood is the smell of his 

shaving cream. 

And that is what it meant to be a man to me, was to get up every morning, go to work, take care of your 

family, take your family to church on Sunday and to make sure that your children understood the importance 

of education and opportunity. And so, while I was born in a really tough inner city neighborhood, I always tell 

people I had the good fortune to be born in my mother and my father's house. More my father, because my 

mother died when I was really young and I was raised by a father who was not sentimental about his children, 

but had high standards. And it helped me a lot to have to live up to my father's standards, which I'm still living 

up to. 

Neeley: What would your father, what would your grandfather, what would they say that in 2020, COVID-19 

shows up, devastates African Americans and you, you are one of the leading producers of the solution to save 

so many African lives and African American lives. What would they say? 

Frazier: I think I know, because my father would say it to me when I was growing up. His father was a 

sharecropper and his father sent him north hoping that he would not become a sharecropper. So when I was 

growing up, he would say to me, Kenny, this is not really your life. This is his story. And the question is, are 

you going to play your part? Are you going to write your chapter? So I do think that as an African American 

CEO in corporate America, I really have a responsibility looking back at those two people and what they went 

through to give me this opportunity. So I hope that they would say, you did your part, you cared about your 
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people, you represented. They used to be what they called race men, if you get my drift. Okay. And we don't 

use that expression anymore. A race man was a man who cared about his people. I hope they would say that I 

was a race man. 

Neeley: I don't know any other way to end. I can talk to you for hours and hours. You're the Renaissance man 

to me. Thank you so much for spending this time with me. I appreciate you. You inspire me and rooting for 

you as we patiently wait, patiently wait for what's to come. 

Frazier: Thank you for saying that, but Professor recognize that you are iconic as an African American 

woman, who is a professor at Harvard Business School. You represent something about individual excellence 

and our young people need to see this exemplar as they come through Harvard Business School, which I can 

imagine having gone to school on the other side of the river, can be its own challenge. 

Neeley: I thank you so much for those kind words. I feel the exact same way about you and the fact that we 

need to be out there for that purpose as well. Thank you so much 

 

 

https://hbswk.hbs.edu/item/merck-ceo-ken-frazier-speaks-about-a-covid-cure-racism-and-why-leaders-need-

to-walk-the-talk  



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                    No. 545 december 2020 

 

13 

Amanda Palmer Reads “Einstein’s Mother” by Tracy K. Smith 

“Was he mute a while, or all tears. Did he raise his hands to his ears so he could scream scream scream.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

The forces of chance that chisel reality out of the bedrock of possibility — this improbable planet, this 

improbable life — leave ghostly trails of what-ifs, questions asked and unanswered, unanswerable. Why do 
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you, this particular you, exist? Why does the universe? And once the dice have fallen in favor of existence, 

there are so many possible points of entry into life, so many possible fractal paths through it — so many ways 

to live and die even the most ordinary life, a life of quiet and unwitnessed beauty, washed unremembered into 

the river of time after this chance constellation of atoms disbands into stardust. There are, after all, infinitely 

many kinds of beautiful lives. 

Every once in a very long while, chance deals a life out of the ordinary, islanded in the rapids of collective 

memory as one of lasting and profound legacy — a life that has seen far beyond the horizon of its own 

creaturely limits, into the deepest truths of the universe. Such lives are exceedingly rare — think how few of 

the billions of humans who ever lived are remembered and studied and revered a mere hundred years hence, 

how few the Euclids and Shakespeares and Sapphos. 

Albert Einstein (March 14, 1879–April 18, 1955) lived one such life. Yet in such rare lives, the shimmering 

public contribution eclipses the private darknesses of life’s living, filling the opacity with our guesses, some 

generous and some not, none of which verifiable. We hardly know ourselves, after all — we can never really 

know who anyone is in their innermost being, much less how they came to be that way: What was the rarest 

genius like as a child — one among many in a classroom, in a city, in a civilization? What troubled and 

thrilled the pliant young mind, that neural bundle of pure potential about to burst into genius? 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/01/figuring/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/01/figuring/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/04/13/picture-book-biographies/
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Art by Vladimir Radunsky from On a Beam of Light: A Story of Albert Einstein by Jennifer Berne 

That is what Pulitzer-winning poet Tracy K. Smith takes up in a short, stunning poem titled “Einstein’s 

Mother” — a preview of the fourth annual Universe in Verse, streaming worldwide on April 25, 2020. 

(Smith, whose father worked on the Hubble Space Telescope as one of NASA’s first black engineers, read 

her gorgeous ode to our longing to know a universe we might never fully know at the inaugural Universe in 

Verse, shortly before being elected Poet Laureate of the United States.) 

Tracy K. Smith (Photograph: Rachel Eliza Griffiths) 

Smith writes: 

I’ve often heard that Albert Einstein struggled as a child. He came to language late, was unsuited to the 

classroom setting. And yet, in the narrative of Einstein’s life, his genius is often tied to the difficult or 

confounding features of his child self. My poem bears witness to the occasional challenges of motherhood. 

Sometimes narratives like Einstein’s offer me hope; more often, I fear they urge me toward a kind of magical, 

and potentially counterproductive, thinking. 

Originally published in the Academy of American Poets’ wondrous lifeline of a newsletter, poem-a-day, 

“Einstein’s Mother” is read here by Amanda Palmer in the company of her own bundle of pure human 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/04/13/picture-book-biographies/
https://www.brainpickings.org/the-universe-in-verse/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/05/12/tracy-k-smith-life-on-mars/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/05/29/the-universe-in-verse/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/05/29/the-universe-in-verse/
https://poets.org/poem/einsteins-mother
https://poets.org/poem-a-day
https://www.patreon.com/amandapalmer
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potential, with original music by the generous and talented multi-instrumentalist Jherek Bischoff — a quilt of 

collaboration across the fabric of spacetime Einstein revealed, as the three of us found ourselves scattered tens 

of thousands of kilometers across the globe in our respective quarantine quarters while stitching The Universe 

in Verse together. 

EINSTEIN’S MOTHER 

by Tracy K. Smith 

Was he mute a while, 

or all tears. Did he raise 

his hands to his ears so 

he could scream scream 

scream. Did he eat only 

with his fists. Did he eat 

as if something inside of him 

would never be fed. Did he 

arch his back and hammer 

his heels into the floor 

the minute there was 

something he sought. 

And did you feel yourself 

caught there, wanting 

to let go, to run, to 

be called back to wherever 

your two tangled souls 

had sprung from. Did you ever 

feel as though something 

were rising up inside you. 

A fire-white ghost. Did you 

feel pity. And for whom. 

Join us for the 2020 Universe in Verse, livestreaming around the world on April 25, for more poems 

celebrating the science of the universe, the people who make it, and the questions we live with, read by a 

glorious human constellation, including Neil Gaiman, Patti Smith, Elizabeth Gilbert, Rosanne Cash, 

astronauts, artists, astrophysicists, and other rare makers of meaning and seekers of truth. 

Complement with another preview of the 2020 Universe in Verse — astronomer and poet Rebecca Elson’s 

sublime poem “Antidotes to Fear of Death,” read by the poetic astrophysicist Janna Levin — then sit back and 

savor the full recording of the 2019 Universe in Verse (which closed with a poem titled “Einstein’s 

Daughter”) and Amanda’s soulful readings from universes past: “The Mushroom Hunters” and “After 

Silence” by Neil Gaiman, originally composed for the 2017 and 2018 shows, and “Hubble Photographs: After 

Sappho” by Adrienne Rich from the 2019 show. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/18/einsteins-mother-tracy-k-smith-amanda-

palmer/?mc_cid=da389048f1&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

https://www.jherekbischoff.com/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/05/29/eddington-einstein-janna-levin/
https://www.brainpickings.org/the-universe-in-verse/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/10/antidotes-to-fear-of-death-rebecca-elson/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/14/universe-in-verse-2019/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/11/25/the-mushroom-hunters-animation-neil-gaiman/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/02/07/after-silence-neil-gaiman-rachel-carson/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/02/07/after-silence-neil-gaiman-rachel-carson/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/04/26/amanda-palmer-hubble-photographs-adrienne-rich/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/04/26/amanda-palmer-hubble-photographs-adrienne-rich/
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Happiness and the evolution of brain size 

Serotonin can act as a growth factor for the stem cells in the fetal human brain that determine brain size 

Max-Planck-Gesellschaft 

Serotonin can act as a growth factor for the stem cells in the fetal human brain that determine brain size. 

FULL STORY 

 

During human evolution, the size of the brain increased, especially in a particular part called the neocortex. 

The neocortex enables us to speak, dream and think. In search of the causes underlying neocortex expansion, 

researchers at the Max Planck Institute of Molecular Cell Biology and Genetics in Dresden, together with 

colleagues at the University Hospital Carl Gustav Carus Dresden, previously identified a number of molecular 

players. These players typically act cell-intrinsically in the so-called basal progenitors, the stem cells in the 

developing neocortex with a pivotal role in its expansion. The researchers now report an additional, novel role 

of the happiness neurotransmitter serotonin which is known to function in the brain to mediate satisfaction, 

self-confidence and optimism -- to act cell-extrinsically as a growth factor for basal progenitors in the 

developing human, but not mouse, neocortex. Due to this new function, placenta-derived serotonin likely 

contributed to the evolutionary expansion of the human neocortex. 

The research team of Wieland Huttner at the Max Planck Institute of Molecular Cell Biology and Genetics, 

who is one of the institute's founding directors, has investigated the cause of the evolutionary expansion of the 

human neocortex in many studies. A new study from his lab focuses on the role of the neurotransmitter 

serotonin in this process. Serotonin is often called the happiness neurotransmitter because it transmits 

messages between nerve cells that contribute to well-being and happiness. However, a potential role of such 

neurotransmitters during brain development has not yet been explored in detail. In the developing embryo, the 

placenta produces serotonin, which then reaches the brain via the blood circulation. This is true for humans as 

well as mice. Yet, the function of this placenta-derived serotonin in the developing brain has been unknown. 

The postdoctoral researcher Lei Xing in the Huttner group had studied neurotransmitters during his doctoral 

work in Canada. When he started his research project in Dresden after that, he was curious to investigate their 

role in the developing brain. Lei Xing says: "I exploited datasets generated by the group in the past and found 

that the serotonin receptor HTR2A was expressed in fetal human, but not embryonic mouse, neocortex. 

Serotonin needs to bind to this receptor in order to activate downstream signaling. I asked myself if this 

receptor could be one of the keys to the question of why humans have a bigger brain." To explore this, the 

researchers induced the production of the HTR2A receptor in embryonic mouse neocortex. "Indeed, we found 

that serotonin, by activating this receptor, caused a chain of reactions that resulted in the production of more 

basal progenitors in the developing brain. More basal progenitors can then increase the production of cortical 

neurons, which paves the way to a bigger brain," continues Lei Xing. 

Significance for brain development and evolution 
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"In conclusion, our study uncovers a novel role of serotonin as a growth factor for basal progenitors in highly 

developed brains, notably human. Our data implicate serotonin in the expansion of the neocortex during 

development and human evolution," summarizes Wieland Huttner, who supervised the study. He continues: 

"Abnormal signaling of serotonin and a disturbed expression or mutation of its receptor HTR2A have been 

observed in various neurodevelopmental and psychiatric disorders, such as Down syndrome, attention deficit 

hyperactivity disorder and autism. Our findings may help explain how malfunctions of serotonin and its 

receptor during fetal brain development can lead to congenital disorders and may suggest novel approaches 

for therapeutic avenues." 

 

Story Source: 

Materials provided by Max-Planck-Gesellschaft. Note: Content may be edited for style and length. 

 

Journal Reference: 

1. Lei Xing, Nereo Kalebic, Takashi Namba, Samir Vaid, Pauline Wimberger, Wieland B. 

Huttner. Serotonin Receptor 2A Activation Promotes Evolutionarily Relevant Basal Progenitor 

Proliferation in the Developing Neocortex. Neuron, 2020; DOI: 10.1016/j.neuron.2020.09.034 

 

 

https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2020/10/201023123137.htm 
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Corresponding Foreignly 

by  

Frank O’Hara 

Issue no. 69 (Spring 1977) 

1 

You may flaunt my looseness, you know 

that I go whole weeks without, so, I 

get depressed because I’m so easily distracted 

from sex. It’s not something you can keep 

your mind on without losing it. 

2 

Certain eases appeal to me more than the flowering quinces 

and your black pear branches dripping white petals. 

I’m not a pastoral type any more, I take the subway 

back and forth from beds to days or bed-in-the-day-time 

and if pleased am a dirty flower at the end of ragtagging 

it. “I hear you were downtown last night. It was just like 

old times.’’ What a thing to say in an elevator. I’d feel 

rather more assured, though, if we were rolling in a field 

screaming above the records and the Japanese lanterns. 

I hate the country and its bells and its photographs. 

3 

When he went west we thought he’d be big in the movies 

with his humanity kick. The others went off to another party 

but we went home and forgot each other in a good talk. 

Then the radiators cracked and puffed and it did get warmer 

but I dreamt of an anxiety the size of a public building, 

something to race your car in and waken echoes. Did 

you mention that you saw me dancing with a sculpture last week 

in the Bowery? It was an audition and we called ourselves “The Bananas.” 

4 

Four little rats came into the house 

because it had grown so cold out, 

and they knew they’d be allowed the run 

of our lives in the winter 

when the weather doesn’t favor them. 

5 

I met him in Los Angeles 

and after weeks of feverish love 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=48b7efef0d&e=d538c8f2e0
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couldn’t remember what he looked like 

if he was farther away than the John. 

I wondered what he had done 

to me. He was like a shrike. 

I don’t know if it was really love 

and he’s left Los Angeles. 

6 

I have a tic of thinking about it, if 

they can really fine you for paying the rent 

late. His photograph would have to be moved 

to a new building, and by now it’s the size 

of a mural. It would take weeks. I won’t. 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=48b7efef0d&e=d538c8f2e0 
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After the Race 

by James Joyce 

 

Lexington 

Motor Company, 1920 

THE cars came scudding in towards Dublin, running evenly like pellets in the groove of the Naas Road. At 

the crest of the hill at Inchicore sightseers had gathered in clumps to watch the cars careering homeward and 

through this channel of poverty and inaction the Continent sped its wealth and industry. Now and again the 

clumps of people raised the cheer of the gratefully oppressed. Their sympathy, however, was for the blue cars 

-- the cars of their friends, the French. 

The French, moreover, were virtual victors. Their team had finished solidly; they had been placed second and 

third and the driver of the winning German car was reported a Belgian. Each blue car, therefore, received a 

double measure of welcome as it topped the crest of the hill and each cheer of welcome was acknowledged 

with smiles and nods by those in the car. In one of these trimly built cars was a party of four young men 

whose spirits seemed to be at present well above the level of successful Gallicism: in fact, these four young 

men were almost hilarious. They were Charles Segouin, the owner of the car; Andre Riviere, a young 

https://americanliterature.com/author/james-joyce
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electrician of Canadian birth; a huge Hungarian named Villona and a neatly groomed young man named 

Doyle. Segouin was in good humour because he had unexpectedly received some orders in advance (he was 

about to start a motor establishment in Paris) and Riviere was in good humour because he was to be appointed 

manager of the establishment; these two young men (who were cousins) were also in good humour because of 

the success of the French cars. Villona was in good humour because he had had a very satisfactory luncheon; 

and besides he was an optimist by nature. The fourth member of the party, however, was too excited to be 

genuinely happy. 

He was about twenty-six years of age, with a soft, light brown moustache and rather innocent-looking grey 

eyes. His father, who had begun life as an advanced Nationalist, had modified his views early. He had made 

his money as a butcher in Kingstown and by opening shops in Dublin and in the suburbs he had made his 

money many times over. He had also been fortunate enough to secure some of the police contracts and in the 

end he had become rich enough to be alluded to in the Dublin newspapers as a merchant prince. He had sent 

his son to England to be educated in a big Catholic college and had afterwards sent him to Dublin University 

to study law. Jimmy did not study very earnestly and took to bad courses for a while. He had money and he 

was popular; and he divided his time curiously between musical and motoring circles. Then he had been sent 

for a term to Cambridge to see a little life. His father, remonstrative, but covertly proud of the excess, had 

paid his bills and brought him home. It was at Cambridge that he had met Segouin. They were not much more 

than acquaintances as yet but Jimmy found great pleasure in the society of one who had seen so much of the 

world and was reputed to own some of the biggest hotels in France. Such a person (as his father agreed) was 

well worth knowing, even if he had not been the charming companion he was. Villona was entertaining also -- 

a brilliant pianist -- but, unfortunately, very poor. 

The car ran on merrily with its cargo of hilarious youth. The two cousins sat on the front seat; Jimmy and his 

Hungarian friend sat behind. Decidedly Villona was in excellent spirits; he kept up a deep bass hum of 

melody for miles of the road The Frenchmen flung their laughter and light words over their shoulders and 

often Jimmy had to strain forward to catch the quick phrase. This was not altogether pleasant for him, as he 

had nearly always to make a deft guess at the meaning and shout back a suitable answer in the face of a high 

wind. Besides Villona's humming would confuse anybody; the noise of the car, too. 

Rapid motion through space elates one; so does notoriety; so does the possession of money. These were three 

good reasons for Jimmy's excitement. He had been seen by many of his friends that day in the company of 

these Continentals. At the control Segouin had presented him to one of the French competitors and, in answer 

to his confused murmur of compliment, the swarthy face of the driver had disclosed a line of shining white 

teeth. It was pleasant after that honour to return to the profane world of spectators amid nudges and significant 

looks. Then as to money -- he really had a great sum under his control. Segouin, perhaps, would not think it a 

great sum but Jimmy who, in spite of temporary errors, was at heart the inheritor of solid instincts knew well 

with what difficulty it had been got together. This knowledge had previously kept his bills within the limits of 

reasonable recklessness, and if he had been so conscious of the labour latent in money when there had been 

question merely of some freak of the higher intelligence, how much more so now when he was about to stake 

the greater part of his substance! It was a serious thing for him. 

Of course, the investment was a good one and Segouin had managed to give the impression that it was by a 

favour of friendship the mite of Irish money was to be included in the capital of the concern. Jimmy had a 

respect for his father's shrewdness in business matters and in this case it had been his father who had first 

suggested the investment; money to be made in the motor business, pots of money. Moreover Segouin had the 
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unmistakable air of wealth. Jimmy set out to translate into days' work that lordly car in which he sat. How 

smoothly it ran. In what style they had come careering along the country roads! The journey laid a magical 

finger on the genuine pulse of life and gallantly the machinery of human nerves strove to answer the bounding 

courses of the swift blue animal. 

They drove down Dame Street. The street was busy with unusual traffic, loud with the horns of motorists and 

the gongs of impatient tram-drivers. Near the Bank Segouin drew up and Jimmy and his friend alighted. A 

little knot of people collected on the footpath to pay homage to the snorting motor. The party was to dine 

together that evening in Segouin's hotel and, meanwhile, Jimmy and his friend, who was staying with him, 

were to go home to dress. The car steered out slowly for Grafton Street while the two young men pushed their 

way through the knot of gazers. They walked northward with a curious feeling of disappointment in the 

exercise, while the city hung its pale globes of light above them in a haze of summer evening. 

In Jimmy's house this dinner had been pronounced an occasion. A certain pride mingled with his parents' 

trepidation, a certain eagerness, also, to play fast and loose for the names of great foreign cities have at least 

this virtue. Jimmy, too, looked very well when he was dressed and, as he stood in the hall giving a last 

equation to the bows of his dress tie, his father may have felt even commercially satisfied at having secured 

for his son qualities often unpurchaseable. His father, therefore, was unusually friendly with Villona and his 

manner expressed a real respect for foreign accomplishments; but this subtlety of his host was probably lost 

upon the Hungarian, who was beginning to have a sharp desire for his dinner. 

The dinner was excellent, exquisite. Segouin, Jimmy decided, had a very refined taste. The party was 

increased by a young Englishman named Routh whom Jimmy had seen with Segouin at Cambridge. The 

young men supped in a snug room lit by electric candle lamps. They talked volubly and with little reserve. 

Jimmy, whose imagination was kindling, conceived the lively youth of the Frenchmen twined elegantly upon 

the firm framework of the Englishman's manner. A graceful image of his, he thought, and a just one. He 

admired the dexterity with which their host directed the conversation. The five young men had various tastes 

and their tongues had been loosened. Villona, with immense respect, began to discover to the mildly surprised 

Englishman the beauties of the English madrigal, deploring the loss of old instruments. Riviere, not wholly 

ingenuously, undertook to explain to Jimmy the triumph of the French mechanicians. The resonant voice of 

the Hungarian was about to prevail in ridicule of the spurious lutes of the romantic painters when Segouin 

shepherded his party into politics. Here was congenial ground for all. Jimmy, under generous influences, felt 

the buried zeal of his father wake to life within him: he aroused the torpid Routh at last. The room grew 

doubly hot and Segouin's task grew harder each moment: there was even danger of personal spite. The alert 

host at an opportunity lifted his glass to Humanity and, when the toast had been drunk, he threw open a 

window significantly. 

That night the city wore the mask of a capital. The five young men strolled along Stephen's Green in a faint 

cloud of aromatic smoke. They talked loudly and gaily and their cloaks dangled from their shoulders. The 

people made way for them. At the corner of Grafton Street a short fat man was putting two handsome ladies 

on a car in charge of another fat man. The car drove off and the short fat man caught sight of the party. 

"Andre." 

"It's Farley!" 
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A torrent of talk followed. Farley was an American. No one knew very well what the talk was about. Villona 

and Riviere were the noisiest, but all the men were excited. They got up on a car, squeezing themselves 

together amid much laughter. They drove by the crowd, blended now into soft colours, to a music of merry 

bells. They took the train at Westland Row and in a few seconds, as it seemed to Jimmy, they were walking 

out of Kingstown Station. The ticket-collector saluted Jimmy; he was an old man: 

"Fine night, sir!" 

It was a serene summer night; the harbour lay like a darkened mirror at their feet. They proceeded towards it 

with linked arms, singing Cadet Roussel in chorus, stamping their feet at every: 

"Ho! Ho! Hohe, vraiment!" 

They got into a rowboat at the slip and made out for the American's yacht. There was to be supper, music, 

cards. Villona said with conviction: 

"It is delightful!" 

There was a yacht piano in the cabin. Villona played a waltz for Farley and Riviere, Farley acting as cavalier 

and Riviere as lady. Then an impromptu square dance, the men devising original figures. What merriment! 

Jimmy took his part with a will; this was seeing life, at least. Then Farley got out of breath and cried "Stop!" 

A man brought in a light supper, and the young men sat down to it for form's sake. They drank, however: it 

was Bohemian. They drank Ireland, England, France, Hungary, the United States of America. Jimmy made a 

speech, a long speech, Villona saying: "Hear! hear!" whenever there was a pause. There was a great clapping 

of hands when he sat down. It must have been a good speech. Farley clapped him on the back and laughed 

loudly. What jovial fellows! What good company they were! 

Cards! cards! The table was cleared. Villona returned quietly to his piano and played voluntaries for them. 

The other men played game after game, flinging themselves boldly into the adventure. They drank the health 

of the Queen of Hearts and of the Queen of Diamonds. Jimmy felt obscurely the lack of an audience: the wit 

was flashing. Play ran very high and paper began to pass. Jimmy did not know exactly who was winning but 

he knew that he was losing. But it was his own fault for he frequently mistook his cards and the other men had 

to calculate his I.O.U.'s for him. They were devils of fellows but he wished they would stop: it was getting 

late. Someone gave the toast of the yacht The Belle of Newport and then someone proposed one great game 

for a finish. 

The piano had stopped; Villona must have gone up on deck. It was a terrible game. They stopped just before 

the end of it to drink for luck. Jimmy understood that the game lay between Routh and Segouin. What 

excitement! Jimmy was excited too; he would lose, of course. How much had he written away? The men rose 

to their feet to play the last tricks. talking and gesticulating. Routh won. The cabin shook with the young 

men's cheering and the cards were bundled together. They began then to gather in what they had won. Farley 

and Jimmy were the heaviest losers. 
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He knew that he would regret in the morning but at present he was glad of the rest, glad of the dark stupor that 

would cover up his folly. He leaned his elbows on the table and rested his head between his hands, counting 

the beats of his temples. The cabin door opened and he saw the Hungarian standing in a shaft of grey light: 

"Daybreak, gentlemen!" 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/james-joyce/short-story/after-the-race 
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Recording Test Poem 

by Tom Clark 

 

Issue no. 48 (Fall 1969) 

Everything turns into tape. It (check one) 

        puts the multiples on a loop     (1) 

        reduces all numbers to one       (2) 

        or raises them to the infinite    (3) 

Did you check two (2) of the above?         Why? 

Noon. Random signals of varying intensity go pop! together 

                        creating WHITE NOISE 

                                                                         at this “point” 

                     1           = the unit which they share 

                     ½          = the width of the tape in inches 

                     2           = the number of possible directions  

                     3¾}  

                                  = the speed in inches per second 

                     7½} 

                    ERRORS IN RECORDING: 

The tape gets twisted into 56 kinds of 

Backward/forward Riemannian fuckup torques, 

Io-thumbed Disney-pig hair curler ring tails 

All caused by dumb mistakes in sorting. 

How do you tell direction in space 

From direction in time with your fingers? 

                                  Tape goes forward, time goes forward 

                                  Tape goes backward, time goes where? 

                                  Who knows where the time goes? 

                                  Maybe into Tape Storage ? 

CONTINUOUS TIME/TAPE BANKS 

                              If I can save you 

                              any time come on                (sings) 

                              give it to me I’ll 

                              keep it with mine 

                                    I mean: 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=3bc492bfd8&e=d538c8f2e0
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                                                MERRY-GO-ROUNDS! 

                          and firecracker wheels of peakless soaring suns. 

 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=3bc492bfd8&e=d538c8f2e0 
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34% of older adults in the US are prescribed potentially inappropriate drugs 

Source: 

University at Buffalo 

The prescription of potentially inappropriate medications to older adults is linked to increased 

hospitalizations, and it costs patients, on average, more than $450 per year, according to a new study. 

     

FULL STORY 

 

The prescription of potentially inappropriate medications to older adults is linked to increased 

hospitalizations, and it costs patients, on average, more than $450 per year, according to a new University at 

Buffalo study. 

The research, which sought to determine the impact of potentially inappropriate medications on health care 

utilization and costs in the United States, also found that more than 34% of adults age 65 and older were 

prescribed these problematic drugs. 

"Although efforts to de-prescribe have increased significantly over the last decade, potentially inappropriate 

medications continue to be prescribed at a high rate among older adults in the United States," says David 

Jacobs, PharmD, PhD, lead investigator and assistant professor of pharmacy practice in the UB School of 

Pharmacy and Pharmaceutical Sciences. 

Collin Clark, PharmD, first author on the paper and clinical assistant professor in the School of Pharmacy and 

Pharmaceutical Sciences, adds, "The average age of the U.S. population is rising, and older adults account for 

a disproportionate amount of prescription medications. Harm to older adults caused by potentially 

inappropriate medications is a major public health challenge." 

As the human body ages, the risk of experiencing harmful side effects from medications increases. Potentially 

inappropriate medications are drugs that should be avoided by older adults due to these risks outweighing the 

benefits of the medication, or when effective but lower risk alternative treatments are available. 

The study, which was published in August in the Journal of the American Geriatrics Society, used the 2011-

2015 Medical Expenditure Panel Survey -- conducted annually by the U.S. Public Health Service and the 

Centers for Disease Control and Prevention (CDC) -- to examine the prescription of 33 potentially 

inappropriate medications or classes of medications to adults 65 and older. 
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Among the potentially inappropriate medications examined were antidepressants, barbiturates, androgens, 

estrogens, nonsteroidal anti-inflammatory drugs, first-generation antihistamines, and antipsychotics. 

Among the 218 million-plus older adults surveyed, more than 34% were prescribed at least one potentially 

inappropriate medication. Those patients were, on average, prescribed twice as many drugs, were nearly twice 

as likely to be hospitalized or visit the emergency department, and were more likely to visit a primary care 

physician compared to older adults who were not prescribed potentially inappropriate medication. 

Patients who received these medications also spent an additional $458 on health care, including an extra $128 

on prescription drugs. 

"De-prescribing is currently at an early stage in the United States. Further work is needed to implement 

interventions that target unnecessary and inappropriate medications in older adults," says Jacobs. 

 

Story Source: 

Materials provided by University at Buffalo. Original written by Marcene Robinson. Note: Content may be 

edited for style and length. 

 

Journal Reference: 

1. Collin M. Clark, Amy L. Shaver, Leslie A. Aurelio, Steven Feuerstein, Robert G. Wahler, 

Christopher J. Daly, David M. Jacobs. Potentially Inappropriate Medications Are Associated with 

Increased Healthcare Utilization and Costs. Journal of the American Geriatrics Society, 2020; 

DOI: 10.1111/jgs.16743 

 

 

https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2020/10/201023095850.htm  
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A Country Doctor 

by Franz Kafka 

 

Translation by Ian Johnston 

 

I was in great difficulty. An urgent journey was facing me. A seriously ill man was waiting for me in a village 

ten miles distant. A severe snowstorm filled the space between him and me. I had a carriage—a light one, 

with large wheels, entirely suitable for our country roads. Wrapped up in furs with the bag of instruments in 

my hand, I was already standing in the courtyard ready for the journey; but the horse was missing—the horse. 

My own horse had died the previous night, as a result of overexertion in this icy winter. My servant girl was 

at that very moment running around the village to see if she could borrow a horse, but it was hopeless—I 

knew that—and I stood there useless, increasingly covered with snow, becoming all the time more immobile. 

The girl appeared at the gate, alone. She was swinging the lantern. Of course, who is now going to lend his 

horse for such a journey? I walked once again across the courtyard. I couldn’t see what to do. Distracted and 

tormented, I kicked my foot against the cracked door of the pig sty which had not been used for years. The 

door opened and banged to and fro on its hinges. A warmth and smell as if from horses came out. A dim stall 

lantern on a rope swayed inside. A man huddled down in the stall below showed his open blue-eyed face. 

“Shall I hitch up?” he asked, crawling out on all fours. I didn’t know what to say and merely bent down to see 

what was still in the stall. The servant girl stood beside me. “One doesn’t know the sorts of things one has 

stored in one’s own house,” she said, and we both laughed. “Hey, Brother, hey Sister,” the groom cried out, 

and two horses, powerful animals with strong flanks, shoved their way one behind the other, legs close to the 

bodies, lowering their well-formed heads like camels, and getting through the door space, which they 

completely filled, only through the powerful movements of their rumps. But right away they stood up straight, 

long legged, with thick steaming bodies. “Help him,” I said, and the girl obediently hurried to hand the wagon 

harness to the groom. But as soon as she was beside him, the groom puts his arms around her and pushes his 

face against hers. She screams out and runs over to me. On the girl’s cheek are red marks from two rows of 

teeth. “You brute,” I cry out in fury, “do you want the whip?” But I immediately remember that he is a 

stranger, that I don’t know where he comes from, and that he’s helping me out of his own free will, when 

everyone else is refusing to. As if he knows what I am thinking, he takes no offence at my threat, but turns 

around to me once more, still busy with the horses. Then he says, “Climb in,” and, in fact, everything is ready. 

I notice that I have never before traveled with such a beautiful team of horses, and I climb in happily. “But I’ll 

take the reins. You don’t know the way,” I say. “Of course,” he says; “I’m not going with you. I’m staying 

with Rosa.” “No,” screams Rosa and runs into the house, with an accurate premonition of the inevitability of 

her fate. I hear the door chain rattling as she sets it in place. I hear the lock click. I see how in addition she 

chases down the corridor and through the rooms putting out all the lights in order to make herself impossible 

to find. “You’re coming with me,” I say to the groom, "or I’ll give up the journey, no matter how urgent it is. 

It’s not my intention to give you the girl as the price of the trip.” “Giddy up,” he says and claps his hands. The 

carriage is torn away, like a piece of wood in a current. I still hear how the door of my house is breaking down 

and splitting apart under the groom’s onslaught, and then my eyes and ears are filled with a roaring sound 

which overwhelms all my senses at once. But only for a moment. Then I am already there, as if the farm yard 

https://americanliterature.com/author/franz-kafka
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of my invalid opens up immediately in front of my courtyard gate. The horses stand quietly. The snowfall has 

stopped, moonlight all around. The sick man’s parents rush out of the house, his sister behind them. They 

almost lift me out of the carriage. I get nothing from their confused talking. In the sick room one can hardly 

breathe the air. The neglected cooking stove is smoking. I want to push open the window, but first I’ll look at 

the sick man. Thin, without fever, not cold, not warm, with empty eyes, without a shirt, the young man under 

the stuffed quilt heaves himself up, hangs around my throat, and whispers in my ear, “Doctor, let me die.” I 

look around. No one has heard. The parents stand silently, leaning forward, and wait for my judgment. The 

sister has brought a stool for my handbag. I open the bag and look among my instruments. The young man 

constantly gropes at me from the bed to remind me of his request. I take some tweezers, test them in the 

candle light, and put them back. “Yes,” I think blasphemously, “in such cases the gods do help. They send the 

missing horse, even add a second one because it’s urgent, and even throw in a groom as a bonus.” Now for 

the first time I think once more of Rosa. What am I doing? How am I saving her? How do I pull her out from 

under this groom, ten miles away from her, with uncontrollable horses in the front of my carriage? These 

horses, who have now somehow loosened their straps, are pushing open the window from outside, I don’t 

know how. Each one is sticking its head through a window and, unmoved by the crying of the family, is 

observing the invalid. “I’ll go back right away,” I think, as if the horses were ordering me to journey back, but 

I allow the sister, who thinks I am in a daze because of the heat, to take off my fur coat. A glass of rum is 

prepared for me. The old man claps me on the shoulder; the sacrifice of his treasure justifies this familiarity. I 

shake my head. In the narrow circle of the old man’s thinking I was not well; that’s the only reason I refuse to 

drink. The mother stands by the bed and entices me over. I follow and, as a horse neighs loudly at the ceiling, 

lay my head on the young man’s chest, which trembles under my wet beard. That confirms what I know: the 

young man is healthy. His circulation is a little off, saturated with coffee by his caring mother, but he’s 

healthy and best pushed out of bed with a shove. I’m no improver of the world and let him lie there. I am 

employed by the district and do my duty to the full, right to the point where it’s almost too much. Badly paid, 

but I’m generous and ready to help the poor. I still have to look after Rosa, and then the young man may have 

his way, and I want to die, too. What am I doing here in this endless winter! My horse is dead, and there is no 

one in the village who’ll lend me his. I have to drag my team out of the pig sty. If they hadn’t happened to be 

horses, I’d have had to travel with pigs. That’s the way it is. And I nod to the family. They know nothing 

about it, and if they did know, they wouldn’t believe it. Incidentally, it’s easy to write prescriptions, but 

difficult to come to an understanding with people. Now, at this point my visit might have come to an end—

they have once more called for my help unnecessarily. I’m used to that. With the help of my night bell the 

entire region torments me, but that this time I had to sacrifice Rosa as well, this beautiful girl, who lives in my 

house all year long and whom I scarcely notice—this sacrifice is too great, and I must somehow in my own 

head subtly rationalize it away for the moment, in order not to leave this family who cannot, even with their 

best will, give me Rosa back again. But as I am closing up by hand bag and calling for my fur coat, the family 

is standing together, the father sniffing the glass of rum in his hand, the mother, probably disappointed in 

me—what more do these people really expect?—tearfully biting her lips, and the sister flapping a very bloody 

hand towel, I am somehow ready, in the circumstances, to concede that the young man is perhaps nonetheless 

sick. I go to him. He smiles up at me, as if I was bringing him the most nourishing kind of soup—ah, now 

both horses are whinnying, the noise is probably supposed to come from higher regions in order to illuminate 

my examination—and now I find out that, yes indeed, the young man is ill. On his right side, in the region of 

the hip, a wound the size of the palm of one’s hand has opened up. Rose coloured, in many different shadings, 

dark in the depths, brighter on the edges, delicately grained, with uneven patches of blood, open to the light 

like a mining pit. That’s what it looks like from a distance. Close up a complication is apparent. Who can look 

at that without whistling softly? Worms, as thick and long as my little finger, themselves rose coloured and 

also spattered with blood, are wriggling their white bodies with many limbs from their stronghold in the inner 

of the wound towards the light. Poor young man, there’s no helping you. I have found out your great wound. 
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You are dying from this flower on your side. The family is happy; they see me doing something. The sister 

says that to the mother, the mother tells the father, the father tells a few guests who are coming in on tip toe 

through the moonlight of the open door, balancing themselves with outstretched arms. “Will you save me?” 

whispers the young man, sobbing, quite blinded by the life inside his wound. That’s how people are in my 

region. Always demanding the impossible from the doctor. They have lost the old faith. The priest sits at 

home and tears his religious robes to pieces, one after the other. But the doctor is supposed to achieve 

everything with his delicate surgeon’s hand. Well, it’s what they like to think. I have not offered myself. If 

they use me for sacred purposes, I let that happen to me as well. What more do I want, an old country doctor, 

robbed of my servant girl! And they come, the family and the village elders, and are taking my clothes off. A 

choir of school children with the teacher at the head stands in front of the house and sings an extremely 

simple melody with the words 

 

Take his clothes off, then he’ll heal, 

and if he doesn’t cure, then kill him. 

It’s only a doctor; it’s only a doctor. 

Then I am stripped of my clothes and, with my fingers in my beard and my head tilted to one side, I look at 

the people quietly. I am completely calm and clear about everything and stay that way, too, although it is not 

helping me at all, for they are now taking me by the head and feet and dragging me into the bed. They lay me 

against the wall on the side of wound. Then they all go out of the room. The door is shut. The singing stops. 

Clouds move in front of the moon. The bedclothes lie warmly around me. In the open space of the windows 

the horses’ heads sway like shadows. “Do you know,” I hear someone saying in my ear, “my confidence in 

you is very small. You were only shaken out from somewhere. You don’t come on your own feet. Instead of 

helping, you give me less room on my deathbed. The best thing would be if I scratch your eyes out.” “Right,” 

I say, “it’s a disgrace. But now I’m a doctor. What am I supposed to do? Believe me, things are not easy for 

me either.” “Should I be satisfied with this excuse? Alas, I’ll probably have to be. I always have to make do. I 

came into the world with a beautiful wound; that was all I was furnished with.” “Young friend,” I say, “your 

mistake is that you have no perspective. I’ve already been in all the sick rooms, far and wide, and I tell you 

your wound is not so bad. Made in a tight corner with two blows from an axe. Many people offer their side 

and hardly hear the axe in the forest, to say nothing of the fact that it’s coming closer to them.” “Is that really 

so, or are you deceiving me in my fever?” “It is truly so. Take the word of honour of a medical doctor.” He 

took my word and grew still. But now it was time to think about my escape. The horses were still standing 

loyally in their place. Clothes, fur coat, and bag were quickly gathered up. I didn’t want to delay by getting 

dressed; if the horses rushed as they had on the journey out, I should, in fact, be springing out of that bed into 

my own, as it were. One horse obediently pulled back from the window. I threw the bundle into the carriage. 

The fur coat flew too far and was caught on a hook by only one arm. Good enough. I swung myself up onto 

the horse. The reins dragging loosely, one horse barely harnessed to the other, the carriage swaying behind, 

last of all the fur coat in the snow. “Giddy up,” I said, but there was no giddying up about it. We dragged 

slowly through the snowy desert like old men; for a long time the fresh but inaccurate singing of the children 

resounded behind us: 
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“Enjoy yourselves, you patients. 

The doctor’s laid in bed with you.” 

I’ll never come home at this rate. My flourishing practice is lost. A successor is robbing me, but to no avail, 

for he cannot replace me. In my house the disgusting groom is wreaking havoc. Rosa is his victim. I will not 

think it through. Naked, abandoned to the frost of this unhappy age, with an earthly carriage and unearthly 

horses, I drive around by myself, an old man. My fur coat hangs behind the wagon, but I cannot reach it, and 

no one from the nimble rabble of patients lifts a finger. Betrayed! Betrayed! Once one responds to a false 

alarm on the night bell, there’s no making it good again—not ever. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/franz-kafka/short-story/a-country-doctor 
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Acrostic : Georgiana Augusta Keats 

by John Keats 

 

    Give me your patience, sister, while I frame 

    Exact in capitals your golden name; 

    Or sue the fair Apollo and he will 

    Rouse from his heavy slumber and instill 

    Great love in me for thee and Poesy. 

    Imagine not that greatest mastery 

    And kingdom over all the Realms of verse, 

    Nears more to heaven in aught, than when we nurse 

    And surety give to love and Brotherhood. 

 

    Anthropophagi in Othello's mood; 

    Ulysses storm'd and his enchanted belt 

    Glow with the Muse, but they are never felt 

    Unbosom'd so and so eternal made, 

    Such tender incense in their laurel shade 

    To all the regent sisters of the Nine 

    As this poor offering to you, sister mine. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/john-keats
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    Kind sister! aye, this third name says you are; 

    Enchanted has it been the Lord knows where; 

    And may it taste to you like good old wine, 

    Take you to real happiness and give 

    Sons, daughters and a home like honied hive. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/john-keats/poem/acrostic-georgiana-augusta-keats 
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Monologue for an Onion 

by Sue Kwock Kim 

 

Issue no. 148 (Fall 1998) 

I do not mean to make you cry. 

I mean nothing, but this has not stopped you 

From peeling away my flesh, layer by layer. 

The tears clouding your eyes as the table fills 

With husks, ripped veils, all the debris of pursuit. 

Poor deluded human: you seek my heart. 

Things have no hearts. Within each skin of mine 

Lies another skin: I am pure onion—pure union 

Of outside and in, surface and secret core. 

Look at you, cutting and weeping. Idiot. 

Is this the way you move through life, your mind 

A questing knife, driven by your fantasy of truth. 

Of lasting union—slashing away skin after skin 

From things, ruin and tears your only signs 

Of progress? Enough is enough. 

You must not grieve that the world is glimpsed 

Through veils. How else should it be seen? 

How will you strip away the veil of the eye, the veil 

That you are, you who want to grasp the heart 

Of things, who long to know where meaning 

Lies. Smell what you hold in your hands: onion juice. 

Gashed peels, my stinging shreds. You are the one 

In pieces. Whatever you meant to love, in meaning to 

You changed yourself: you are not who you are. 

Your soul severed moment to moment by a blade 

Of fresh desire, the floor strewn with abandoned skins, 

And at your inmost circle, what? A core that is 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=1b6eeb1f6c&e=d538c8f2e0
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Not one. Poor fool, you are divided at the heart, 

Lost in its maze of chambers, blood, and love, 

A heart that will one day beat you to death. 

 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-
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A Dinner 

by Alexander Kielland 

 

A Dinner was published in Kielland's short story collection, Norse Tales and Sketches (1896), translated by 

R.L. Cassie. "Well on in the dinner, he hammered upon the table for silence, and said that he must give 

expression to a sentiment that lay at his heart, everybody instantly felt that something unusual was 

impending." 

 

Peder Severin Kroyer, Skagen painters dining at 

Brøndum's Hotel, 1883 

There was a large dinner-party at the merchant's. The judge had made a speech in honour of the home-coming 

of the student, the eldest son of the house, and the merchant had replied with another in honour of the judge; 

so far all was well and good. And yet one could see that the host was disquieted about something. He 

https://americanliterature.com/author/alexander-kielland
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answered inconsequentially, decanted Rhine wine into port, and betrayed absence of mind in all manner of 

ways. 

He was meditating upon a speech—a speech beyond the scope of the regulation after-dinner orations. This 

was something very remarkable; for the merchant was no speaker, and—what was still more remarkable—he 

knew it himself. 

When, therefore, well on in the dinner, he hammered upon the table for silence, and said that he must give 

expression to a sentiment that lay at his heart, everybody instantly felt that something unusual was impending. 

There fell such a sudden stillness upon the table, that one could hear the lively chatter of the ladies, who, in 

accordance with Norse custom, were dining in the adjoining rooms. 

At length the silence reached even them, and they crowded in the doorway to listen. Only the hostess held 

back, sending her husband an anxious look. 'Ah, dear me!' she sighed, half aloud, 'he is sure to make a muddle 

of it. He has already made all his speeches; what would he be at now?' 

And he certainly did not begin well. He stammered, cleared his throat, got entangled among the usual toast 

expressions, such as 'I will not fail to—ahem—I am impelled to express my, my—that is, I would beg you, 

gentlemen, to assist me in—' 

The gentlemen sat and stared down into their glasses, ready to empty them upon the least hint of a conclusion. 

But none came. On the contrary, the speaker recovered himself. 

For something really lay at his heart. His joy and pride over his son, who had come home sound and well after 

having passed a respectable examination, the judge's flattering speech, the good cheer, the wine, the festive 

mood—all this put words into his mouth. And when he got over the fatal introductory phrases, the words 

came more and more fluently. 

It was the toast of 'The Young.' The speaker dwelt upon our responsibility towards children, and the many 

sorrows—but also the many joys—that the parents have in them. 

He was from time to time compelled to talk quickly to hide his emotion, for he felt what he said. 

And when he came to the grown-up children, when he imagined his dear son a partner in his business, and 

spoke of grandchildren and so on, his words acquired a ring of eloquence which astonished all his hearers, 

and his peroration was greeted with hearty applause. 

'For, gentlemen, it is in these children that we, as it were, continue our existence. We leave them not only our 

name, but also our work. And we leave them this, not that they may idly enjoy its fruits, but that they may 

continue it, extend it—yes, do it much better than their fathers were able to. For it is our hope that the rising 

generation may appropriate the fruits of the work of the age, that they may be freed from the prejudices that 

have darkened the past and partially darken the present; and, in drinking the health of the young, let us wish 

that, steadily progressing, they may become worthy of their sires—yes, let us say it—outgrow them. 
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'And only when we know that we leave the work of our generation in abler hands, can we calmly look 

forward to the time when we shall bid adieu to our daily task, and then we may confidently reckon upon a 

bright and glorious future for our dear Fatherland. A health to the Young!' 

The hostess, who had ventured nearer when she heard that the speech was going on well, was proud of her 

husband; the whole company was in an exhilarated humour, but the gladdest of all was the student. 

He had stood a little in awe of his father, whose severely patriarchal principles he well knew. He now heard 

that the old man was extremely liberal-minded towards youth, and he was very glad to be enabled to discourse 

with him upon serious matters. 

But, for the moment, it was only a question of jesting; à propos of the toast, there ensued one of those 

interesting table-talks, about who was really young and who old. After the company had arrived at this witty 

result, that the eldest were in reality the youngest, they adjourned to the dessert-table, which was laid in the 

ladies' room. 

But, no matter how gallant the gentlemen—especially those of the old school—may be towards the fair sex, 

neither feminine amiability nor the most recherché dessert has power to stop them for long on their way to the 

smoking-room. And soon the first faint aroma of cigars, so great a luxury to smokers, announced the 

beginning of that process which has obtained for our ladies the fame of being quite smoke-dried. 

The student and a few other young gentlemen remained for a time with the young ladies—under the strict 

surveillance of the elder ones. But little by little they also were swallowed up in the gray cloud which 

indicated the way that their fathers had taken. 

In the smoking-room they were carrying on a very animated conversation upon some matter of social politics. 

The host, who was speaking, supported his view with a number of 'historical facts,' which, however, were 

entirely unreliable. 

His opponent, a solicitor of the High Court, was sitting chuckling inwardly at the prospect of refuting these 

inaccurate statements, when the student entered the room. 

He came just in time to hear his father's blundering, and, in his jovial humour, in his delight over the new 

conception of his father that he had acquired after the toast, he said, with a cheery bluntness: 

'Excuse me, father, you are mistaken there. The circumstances are not at all as you state. On the contrary—' 

He got no further: the father laughingly slapped him on the shoulder, and said: 

'There, there! are you, too, trifling with newspapers! But really, you must not disturb us; we are in the middle 

of a serious discussion.' 

The son heard an irritating sniff from the gray cloud; he was provoked at the scorn implied in his interposition 

being regarded as disturbing a serious conversation. 
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He therefore replied somewhat sharply. 

The father, who instantly remarked the tone, suddenly changed his own manner. 

'Are you serious in coming here and saying that your father is talking nonsense?' 

'I did not say that; I only said that you were mistaken.' 

'The words are of little moment, but the meaning was there,' said the merchant, who was beginning to get 

angry. For he heard a gentleman say to his neighbour: 

'If this had only happened in my father's time!' 

One word now drew forth another, and the situation became extremely painful. 

The hostess, who had always an attentive ear for the gentlemen's conversation, as she knew her husband's 

hasty temper, immediately came and looked in at the door. 

'What is it, Adjunct [Footnote: Assistant-teacher.] Hansen?' 

'Ah,' replied Hansen, 'your son has forgotten himself a little.' 

'To his own father! He must have had too much to drink. Dear Hansen, try and get him out.' 

The Adjunct, who was more well-meaning than diplomatic, and who, besides (a rarer thing with old teachers 

than is generally supposed) was esteemed by his former pupils, went and took the student without ceremony 

by the arm, saying: 'Come, shall we two take a turn in the garden?' 

The young man turned round violently, but when he saw that it was the old teacher, and received, at the same 

time, a troubled, imploring glance from his mother, he passively allowed himself to be led away. 

While in the doorway, he heard the lawyer, whom he had never been able to endure, say something about the 

egg that would teach the hen to lay, which witticism was received with uproarious laughter. A thrill passed 

through him; but the Adjunct held him firmly, and out they went. 

It was long before the old teacher could get him sufficiently quieted to become susceptible to reason. The 

disappointment, the bitter sense of being at variance with his father, and, not least, the affront of being treated 

as a boy in the presence of so many—all this had to pour out for awhile. 

But at last he became calm, and sat down with his old friend, who now pointed out to him that it must be very 

painful to an elderly man to be corrected by a mere youth. 

'Yes, but I was right,' said the student, certainly for the twentieth time. 
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'Good, good! but yet you must not put on an air of wanting to be wiser than your own father.' 

'Why, my father himself said that he would have it so.' 

'What? When did your father say that?' The teacher almost began to believe that the wine had gone to the 

young gentleman's head. 

'At the table—in his speech.' 

'At the table—yes! In his speech—yes! But, don't you see, that is quite another matter. People allow 

themselves to say such things, especially in speeches; but it is by no means intended that these theories should 

be translated into practice. No, believe me, my dear boy, I am old, and I know humanity. The world must wag 

like this; we are not made otherwise. In youth one has his own peculiar view of life, but, young man, it is not 

the right one. Only when one has arrived at the calm restfulness of an advanced age does one see 

circumstances in the true light. And now I will tell you something, upon the truth of which you may 

confidently rely. When you come to your father's years and position, your opinions will be quite the same as 

his now are, and, like him, you will strive to maintain them and impress them upon your children.' 

'No, never! I swear it,' cried the young man, springing to his feet. And now he spoke in glowing terms, to the 

effect that for him right would always be right, that he would respect the truth, no matter whence it came, that 

he would respect the young, and so on. In short, he talked as hopeful youths are wont to talk after a good 

dinner and violent mental disturbance. 

He was beautiful, as he stood there with the evening sun shining upon his blonde hair, and his enthusiastic 

countenance turned upward. 

There was in his whole personality and in his words something transporting and convincing, something that 

could not fail to work an impression—that is to say, if anybody but the teacher had seen and heard him. 

For upon the teacher it made no impression whatever; he was old, of course. 

The drama of which he had that day been a witness he had seen many times. He himself had successively 

played both the principal rôles; he had seen many débutants like the student and many old players like the 

merchant. 

Therefore he shook his venerable head, and said to himself: 

'Yes, yes; it is all well enough. But just see if I am not right; he will become precisely the same as the rest of 

us.' 

And the teacher was right. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/alexander-kielland/short-story/a-dinner 

https://americanliterature.com/author/alexander-kielland/short-story/a-dinner
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A photonic picocavity in action 

Posted: 03 Sep 2020 07:00 AM PDT 

Light emission from emitters is a valuable piece of information in a variety of sensing and detection 

techniques, capable of labeling physical and biological processes which occur in the proximity of the emitter. 

Furthermore, quantum technologies are currently exploiting the statistics of single-emitters light emission 

aiming at turning particular emitters into fundamental units to sustain qubits-based quantum technology. In 

this context, molecular quantum emitters show the possibility of coupling with cavity photons due to their 

strong dipole moments, particularly when located in the proximity of nanoscale resonators such as in 

plasmonic nanocavities where ultraconfined effective cavity mode volumes can be achieved. This coupling 

boosts the interaction between the emitting molecular excitons and cavity plasmons, producing an 

enhancement or quenching of light emission, and even polaritonic hybridization of states. 

Molecular photoluminescence is a process driven by light which creates an electronic transition in a molecule, 

further relaxing and emitting a new photon of lower energy associated with the electronic transition from the 

unoccupied molecular orbital (LUMO) to the highest occupied molecular orbital (HOMO) of the molecule. In 

a sophistication of the nanoscale resonator concept, a research team from the University of Science and 

Technology of China (Hefei, China), in collaboration with researchers from the Max Planck Institute for the 

Science of Light (Erlangen, Germany) and from the Center for Materials Physics (San Sebastian, Spain) have 

engineered 1 a special type of atomic-scale cavity in a tunneling plasmonic junction, so-named “picocavity”, 

constituted by an atomic protrusion at the apex of a metallic tip, which allowed for exploring the properties of 

molecular emission and map them spatially with unprecedented resolution. 

Left: Schematics of the single molecule photoluminescence measurement setup. A picocavity formed by a 

silver tip with an atomic protrusion is located on top of a silver surface with a ZnPc molecule on it, separated 

by a NaCl layer. The tunneling picocavity scans the molecule and provides a tip position-dependent 

fluorescence map with atomic-scale resolution. Right: Single ZnPc photoluminescence map with 

submolecular resolution obtained with the setup on the left. 

By depositing a single zinc phthalocyanine (ZnPc) on a silver surface conveniently detached from the metal 

by three layers of NaCl in order to avoid non-radiative quenching, together with a precise positioning of the 

tunneling tip with respect to the molecule, researchers scanned the controllable picocavity over the molecule, 

mapping the light emitted with submolecular resolution, as observed in the figure. This special picocavity 

produces an effective enhancement of the light emission from the ZnPc molecule (Purcell effect) which 

depends on its actual position over the molecule within Ångstrom precision. As observed in the figure, the 

picocavity is able to map the light emission from a single ZnPc, resolving the four-fold symmetry of the 

molecule. 

The research team analyzed the dependence of the light emitted by the molecule for different positions of the 

tunneling tip, and derived the intensity and decay of the near field achieved at the picocavity, confirming the 

ultraconfined nature of this extreme photonic resonator. Compared to previous studies on single-molecule 

light emission from tunneling junctions (electroluminescence), in this work the excitation of the excitonic 

emission is purely optical (bias voltage below the emission threshold), thus these results fulfill the long-

standing dream of the scanning near-field microscopy (SNOM) community which has aimed for decades at 

http://feedproxy.google.com/~r/MappingIgnorance/~3/e-iVI_ZZ4CQ/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email
https://mail.google.com/mail/u/0/#m_-4694088509582698477_note-7163-1
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resolving the internal structure of a single molecule by the action of an extremely confined optical near field, 

as the one achieved in the picocavity. 
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Frogless 

by Margaret Atwood 

 

Issue no. 117 (Winter 1990) 

The sore trees cast their leaves 

too early. Each twig pinching 

shut like a jabbed clam. 

Soon there will be a hot gauze of snow 

searing the roots. 

Booze in the spring runoff, 

pure antifreeze; 

the stream worms drunk and burning. 

Tadpoles wrecked in the puddles. 

Here comes an eel with a dead eye 

grown from its cheek. 

Would you cook it? 

You would if. 

The people eat sick fish 

because there are no others. 

Then they get born wrong. 

This is not sport, sir. 

This is not good weather. 

This is not blue and green. 

This is home. 

Travel anywhere in a year, five years, 

and you’ll end up here. 

 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=593ef59ecc&e=d538c8f2e0 
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Memorial Day 

by Joyce Kilmer 

 

Memorial Day was published in Kilmer's collection, Trees and Other Poems (1914). 

 

George Matthews Harding, US Army artist, Village of Marne, 1918 

THE bugle echoes shrill and sweet, 

But not of war it sings to-day. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/joyce-kilmer
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The road is rhythmic with the feet 

Of men-at-arms who come to pray. 

 

The roses blossom white and red 

On tombs where weary soldiers lie; 

Flags wave above the honored dead 

And martial music cleaves the sky. 

 

Above their wreath-strewn graves we kneel, 

They kept the faith and fought the fight. 

Through flying lead and crimson steel 

They plunged for Freedom and the Right. 

 

May we, their grateful children, learn 

Their strength, who lie beneath this sod, 

Who went through fire and death to earn 

At last the accolade of God. 

 

In shining rank on rank arrayed 

They march, the legions of the Lord; 

He is their Captain unafraid, 
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The Prince of Peace . . .  

Who brought a sword. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/joyce-kilmer/poem/memorial-day 
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A new technique predicts how earthquakes would affect a city's hospitals 

Stanford School of Engineering 

Summary: 

An international research team has developed a methodology to help disaster preparedness officials in large 

cities make contingency plans on a region-wide basis to make sure that emergency responders can get patients 

to the hospital facilities that are likeliest to remain in commission after a quake. 

Share: 

     

FULL STORY 

 

In an increasingly urbanized world, population density often leads to more deaths and injuries when floods, 

typhoons, landslides and other disasters strike cities. 

But the risks to life and limb are compounded when earthquakes are the agent of destruction, because they not 

only kill and maim but can also cripple the hospitals needed to treat survivors. 

Now, an international research team led by the Stanford Blume Center for Earthquake Engineering has 

developed a methodology to help disaster preparedness officials in large cities make contingency plans on a 

region-wide basis to make sure that emergency responders can get patients to the hospital facilities that are 

likeliest to remain in commission after a quake. 

"Previously, most hospital preparedness plans could only look at smaller areas because they focused on single 

hospitals," said Anne Kiremidjian, professor of civil and environmental engineering at Stanford and a co-

author, with colleague Greg Deierlein, of a paper published in Nature Communications. 

Regional response to quakes is not completely new in quake-prone California, where after the 1994 

Northridge earthquake the Los Angeles County Emergency Medical Services Agency used shortwave and 

ham radios to coordinate the movement of patients among 76 hospitals in the damage zone. 

To assure hospital survivability, the California state legislature has mandated that all acute care hospitals are 

brought up to current seismic standards by 2030. "We need to ensure that hospitals remain operational to treat 

patients and avoid greater loss of life," Deierlein said. 

The new research provides disaster response officials in seismically active countries like Turkey, Chile, 

Indonesia or Peru with an effective but relatively simple way to create regional contingency plans: Start by 
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using statistical risk analysis models to estimate where deaths and injuries are likeliest to occur in populous 

metropolitan areas; apply building-specific performance assessment techniques to project how much damage 

different hospitals might suffer; and map out the best routes between hospitals should the need arise to move 

injured patients to less damaged facilities with available capacity. 

The new regional planning methodology comes at a time when the world is awakening to the consequences of 

population growth and dense urbanization. When the researchers looked at 21,000 disasters that have 

occurred worldwide since 1900, half of those with the largest injury totals occurred during the last 20 years. 

For example, the 7.6 magnitude earthquake that struck Izmit, Turkey, caused approximately 50,000 injuries 

and disrupted 10 major hospitals. 

Luis Ceferino, who coordinated the research as a PhD candidate in civil engineering at Stanford, said the 

paper focused on what happened in 2007, after an 8.0 magnitude earthquake struck the city of Pisco, about 

150 miles from Lima, Peru. Pisco lost more than half its total number of hospital beds in a few minutes. 

Ceferino also worked with two other two experts in hospital responses, professor Celso Bambarén from 

Universidad Peruana Cayetano Heredia in Peru and Judith Mitrani-Reiser of the U.S. National Institute of 

Standards and Technology, who gathered post-quake damage assessments from the Pisco temblor and the 8.8 

magnitude temblor that occurred in 2010 near Maule on the central coast of Chile, data that also helps to 

inform the new methodology. 

"Hospital systems are at the core of disaster resilience," said Ceferino, who will become an assistant professor 

of civil and urban engineering at New York University in 2021. "Cities need regional contingency plans to 

ensure that hospitals, doctors and medical teams are ready to care for our most vulnerable populations." 

make a difference: sponsored opportunity 

 

Story Source: 
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Ephraim Asili, Many Thousands Gone, 2014, 7:38 

by Anaïs Duplan 

 

Issue no. 227 (Winter 2018) 

             is that we should begin in transit,                      in or near a vessel, 

as we do here        and then we leave this place             and 

the skittering quality that follows                                        festive scene, song 

and 

        unaccompanied by diegetic sound,         has been replaced by this near- 

music, robs these scenes of their                                       reflective instead; 

the whole in this mood         Maybe it makes more sense to call it near- 

                                                                           silence, visually, a richness we learn 

                                                                 the musician is Joe McPhee 

the record of his we heard     and in migration, literal and      signaled 

                                by the previous traveler going to places that exist only 

                                                                so “romantic and incoherent” 

 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=10551a6bd9&e=d538c8f2e0  
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I Have a Dream 

by Martin Luther King, Jr. 

 

Martin Luther King, Jr. delivered his iconic speech, titled I Have a Dream, on August 28, 1963 from the steps 

of the Lincoln Memorial as the event of the March on Washington for Jobs and Freedom. It galvanized and 

broadened the appeal of the Civil Rights Movement. Retrieved from Gutenberg in the public domain. 

 

 

I am happy to join with you today in what will go down in history as the greatest demonstration for freedom 

in the history of our nation. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/martin-luther-king-jr
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Five score years ago, a great American, in whose symbolic shadow we stand today, signed the Emancipation 

Proclamation. This momentous decree came as a great beacon light of hope to millions of Negro slaves who 

had been seared in the flames of withering injustice. It came as a joyous daybreak to end the long night of 

their captivity. 
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But one hundred years later, the Negro still is not free. One hundred years later, the life of the Negro is still 

sadly crippled by the manacles of segregation and the chains of discrimination. One hundred years later, the 

Negro lives on a lonely island of poverty in the midst of a vast ocean of material prosperity. One hundred 

years later, the Negro is still languished in the corners of American society and finds himself in exile in his 

own land. And so we’ve come here today to dramatize a shameful condition. 

In a sense we’ve come to our nation’s capital to cash a check. When the architects of our republic wrote the 

magnificent words of the Constitution and the Declaration of Independence they were signing a promissory 

note to which every American was to fall heir. This note was a promise that all men, yes, black men as well as 

white men, would be guaranteed the unalienable rights of life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness. It is 

obvious today that America has defaulted on this promissory note insofar as her citizens of color are 

concerned. Instead of honoring this sacred obligation, America has given the Negro people a bad check, a 

check which has come back marked insufficient funds. 

But we refuse to believe that the bank of justice is bankrupt. We refuse to believe that there are insufficient 

funds in the great vaults of opportunity of this nation. And so we’ve come to cash this check, a check that will 

give us upon demand the riches of freedom and the security of justice. We have also come to this hallowed 

spot to remind America of the fierce urgency of now. This is no time to engage in the luxury of cooling off or 

to take the tranquilizing drug of gradualism. Now is the time to make real the promises of democracy. Now is 

the time to rise from the dark and desolate valley of segregation to the sunlit path of racial justice. Now is the 

time to lift our nation from the quicksands of racial injustice to the solid rock of brotherhood. Now is the time 

to make justice a reality for all of God’s children. It would be fatal for the nation to overlook the urgency of 

the moment. This sweltering summer of the Negro’s legitimate discontent will not pass until there is an 

invigorating autumn of freedom and equality. 1963 is not an end, but a beginning. And those who hope that 

the Negro needed to blow off steam and will now be content will have a rude awakening if the nation returns 

to business as usual. There will be neither rest nor tranquility in America until the Negro is granted his 

citizenship rights. The whirlwinds of revolt will continue to shake the foundations of our nation until the 

bright day of justice emerges. But there is something that I must say to my people, who stand on the warm 

threshold which leads into the palace of justice: in the process of gaining our rightful place, we must not be 

guilty of wrongful deeds. Let us not seek to satisfy our thirst for freedom by drinking from the cup of 

bitterness and hatred. We must forever conduct our struggle on the high plane of dignity and discipline. We 

must not allow our creative protest to degenerate into physical violence. (My Lord) Again and again, we must 

rise to the majestic heights of meeting physical force with soul force. The marvelous new militancy which has 

engulfed the Negro community must not lead us to a distrust of all white people, for many of our white 

brothers, as evidenced by their presence here today, have come to realize that their destiny is tied up with our 

destiny, and they have come to realize that their freedom is inextricably bound to our freedom. We cannot 

walk alone. 

And as we walk, we must make the pledge that we shall always march ahead. We cannot turn back. There are 

those who are asking the devotees of civil rights, “When will you be satisfied?” We can never be satisfied as 

long as the Negro is the victim of the unspeakable horrors of police brutality. We can never be satisfied as 

long as our bodies, heavy with the fatigue of travel, cannot gain lodging in the motels of the highways and the 

hotels of the cities. We cannot be satisfied as long as the Negro’s basic mobility is from a smaller ghetto to a 

larger one. We can never be satisfied as long as our children are stripped of their selfhood and robbed of their 

dignity by signs stating for whites only. We cannot be satisfied as long as a Negro in Mississippi cannot vote 
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and a Negro in New York believes he has nothing for which to vote. No, no, we are not satisfied and we will 

not be satisfied until justice rolls down like waters and righteousness like a mighty stream. 

I am not unmindful that some of you have come here out of great trials and tribulations. Some of you have 

come fresh from narrow jail cells. Some of you have come from areas where your quest for freedom left you 

battered by the storms of persecution and staggered by the winds of police brutality. You have been the 

veterans of creative suffering. Continue to work with the faith that unearned suffering is redemptive. Go back 

to Mississippi, go back to Alabama, go back to South Carolina, go back to Georgia, go back to Louisiana, go 

back to the slums and ghettos of our northern cities, knowing that somehow this situation can and will be 

changed. Let us not wallow in the valley of despair. 

I say to you today, my friends, so even though we face the difficulties of today and tomorrow, I still have a 

dream. It is a dream deeply rooted in the American dream. 

I have a dream that one day this nation will rise up and live out the true meaning of its creed: “We hold these 

truths to be self-evident, that all men are created equal.” 

I have a dream that one day on the red hills of Georgia, the sons of former slaves and the sons of former slave 

owners will be able to sit down together at the table of brotherhood. 

I have a dream that one day even the state of Mississippi, a state sweltering with the heat of injustice (Yeah), 

sweltering with the heat of oppression (Mhm), will be transformed into an oasis of freedom and justice. 

I have a dream that my four little children will one day live in a nation where they will not be judged by the 

color of their skin but by the content of their character. I have a dream today. 

I have a dream that one day down in Alabama, with its vicious racists, with its governor having his lips 

dripping with the words of “interposition” and “nullification”, one day right there in Alabama little black boys 

and black girls will be able to join hands with little white boys and white girls as sisters and brothers. I have a 

dream today. 

I have a dream that one day every valley shall be exalted, every hill and mountain shall be made low, the 

rough places will be made plain, and the crooked places will be made straight, and the glory of the Lord shall 

be revealed, and all flesh shall see it together. 

This is our hope. This is the faith that I go back to the South with. With this faith we will be able to hew out 

of the mountain of despair a stone of hope. With this faith we will be able to transform the jangling discords 

of our nation into a beautiful symphony of brotherhood. With this faith we will be able to work together, to 

pray together, to struggle together, to go to jail together, to stand up for freedom together, knowing that we 

will be free one day. 

This will be the day, this will be the day when all of God’s children will be able to sing with new meaning: 

“My country, ‘tis of thee, sweet land of liberty, of thee I sing. Land where my fathers died, land of the 

pilgrim’s pride, from every mountainside, let freedom ring!” 
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And if America is to be a great nation, this must become true. So let freedom ring from the prodigious hilltops 

of New Hampshire. Let freedom ring from the mighty mountains of New York. Let freedom ring from the 

heightening Alleghenies of Pennsylvania. Let freedom ring from the snow-capped Rockies of Colorado. Let 

freedom ring from the curvaceous slopes of California. But not only that: Let freedom ring from Stone 

Mountain of Georgia. Let freedom ring from Lookout Mountain of Tennessee. Let freedom ring from every 

hill and molehill of Mississippi. From every mountainside, let freedom ring. And when this happens (Let it 

ring, Let it ring), and when we allow freedom ring (Let it ring), when we let it ring from every village and 

every hamlet, from every state and every city, we will be able to speed up that day when all of God’s children, 

black men, and white men, Jews and Gentiles, Protestants and Catholics, will be able to join hands and sing in 

the words of the old Negro spiritual: “Free at last! Free at last! Thank God Almighty, we are free at last!" 

https://americanliterature.com/author/martin-luther-king-jr/essay/i-have-a-dream 
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Historiae 2 

by Antonella Anedda 

 

Issue no. 231 (Winter 2019) 

The book rotted by the rain, the clay that’s slipped, 

the earth screeches, plates collapse,  

the walls lose their grip on the paintings,  

nothing is aligned like the planets we think we understand.  

Within the shock announced this morning by the howling dogs  

their muzzles pointing toward an imaginary swarm of bees 

the floor slides toward the void. We, too, 

run away in the wake of a memory of the species 

(oh, storm made of fire and basil, 

of lamps and beds askew 

and you, mountain, gulping water and air) 

while the house breaks up and disappears. 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=1a1974e482&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=1a1974e482&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=1a1974e482&e=d538c8f2e0
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Research team discovers molecular processes in kidney cells that attract and feed COVID-19 

Michigan Medicine - University of Michigan 

Summary: 

What about the kidneys make them a hotspot for COVID-19's cytokine storm? A research team says it's the 

presence of a protein found on specialized renal transport cells. 

Share: 

     

FULL STORY 

 

Although the lungs are a common target for COVID-19's cytokine storm, so are the kidneys, making the 1 in 

4 U.S. adults with diabetes resulting in diabetic kidney disease at increased risk for virus mortality. 

But why are the kidneys so attractive to the coronavirus? 

Recently published in Kidney International, a national research team made up of kidney clinicians, 

bioinformaticians, a molecular biologist, pathologist and virologist found that a protein on the surface of some 

kidney cells, called angiotensin-converting enzyme 2 (ACE2), is the primary COVID-19 entry receptor and 

aids in the activation of its uncontrolled immune response. 

It also is responsible for the virus' duplication, leaving patients sicker, longer. 

Since higher levels of ACE2 expression on cells correlates with higher risk of serious COVID-19 illness, 

Matthias Kretzler, M.D., a study author and nephrologist at Michigan Medicine, sought out to learn more 

about which kidney cells create elevated levels of this protein and why, as well as if the molecular process of 

the vulnerable cells is similar to those in patients with COVID-19. 

Using machine learning technology developed by study author Olga Troyanskaya, Ph.D., from Princeton 

University, the researchers were able to identify and categorize groups of genes that produced higher ACE2 

expression levels in three different subject groups: healthy, living kidney donors (18 participants), those with 

diabetic kidney disease (44 participants) and those hospitalized with COVID-19 (13 participants.) 

After analyzing more than 110,000 different cells in the three groups, Kretzler and the team identified 

networks of molecules that result in higher levels of ACE2. 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                    No. 545 december 2020 

 

59 

"Being able to characterize these molecular processes may help scientists quickly identify and develop 

therapies to lessen the risk of serious illness for patients, or even prevent COVID-19 infection from damaging 

the kidney," Kretzler says. 

The groups shared a few molecular similarities, but one would become the focus of the researchers: ACE2 

was predominantly expressed in cells that also expressed markers of specialized transport epithelial cells in 

the proximal tubules. 

This area of the kidney is responsible for reabsorbing nutrients during the kidney's filtration process. 

Using machine learning technology 

Using kidney biopsies from the healthy kidneys and those with diabetic kidney disease, and kidney cells 

retrieved from the urine samples of COVID-19 patients, the machine learning technology allowed the 

research team to pinpoint in what kidney cells ACE2 is found and what characteristics these cells have. 

Cells that express the virus receptor, ACE2, were found to be "locked and loaded" for the virus, meaning 

many other proteins are found with ACE2 which interact with viruses during infection. 

This wasn't only true in the COVID-19 infected patients, but also in kidneys from patients with diabetes. 

When comparing the kidney cells of COVID-19 patients with those with diabetic kidney disease, similar 

molecular processes were activated in both that would trigger severe COVID-19 illness. 

"Diabetic kidney disease, by nature, primes kidney cells in a way that can make them vulnerable to COVID-

19," Kretzler says. "In conjunction with COVID-19 and its inflammatory nature, serious kidney damage can 

occur." 

What we know and don't know 

Discovering the importance of the proximal tubules epithelial cells in its relation to the severity of COVID-19 

illness opens a door for novel therapeutics to address COVID-19 and its related kidney injury. 

"We weren't sure before this study if medications commonly used to treat hypertension and diabetic kidney 

disease increase the risk of COVID-19 infection. There was a serious concern from colleagues and my 

patients about how these medications affect ACE2 in the kidney," Kretzler says. 

Now, the team can confidently conclude these medications won't harm those with diabetic kidney disease, 

providing reassurance for patients to continue to take these live saving medicines. 

However, further studies need to look at a population that has both diabetic kidney disease and COVID-19. 

Kretzler confirms these are underway. 
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"To help in the global research response to COVID-19, we made our data available to scientists around the 

world so that they can use the information from our patients to help identify novel ways to treat patients in the 

pandemic," Kretzler says. "Our team is focused now on learning how treatments given to COVID-19 patients 

affect kidney cells, so we can offer the best medications to patients with COVID-19 and kidney disease in the 

ongoing pandemic." 
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The Sands of Dee 

by Charles Kingsley 

 

The Sands of Dee was published in the anthology, The Oxford Book of English Verse (1900), compiled by 

the author Sir Arthur Quiller-Couch. 

 

'O MARY, go and call the cattle home, 

    And call the cattle home, 

    And call the cattle home, 

    Across the sands of Dee.' 

The western wind was wild and dark with foam, 

    And all alone went she. 

 

The western tide crept up along the sand, 

    And o'er and o'er the sand, 

    And round and round the sand, 

    As far as eye could see. 

The rolling mist came down and hid the land: 

    And never home came she. 

 

'O is it weed, or fish, or floating hair— 

    A tress of golden hair, 

https://americanliterature.com/author/charles-kingsley
https://americanliterature.com/author/arthur-quiller-couch/bio-books-stories
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    A drowned maiden's hair, 

    Above the nets at sea?' 

Was never salmon yet that shone so fair 

    Among the stakes of Dee. 

 

They row'd her in across the rolling foam, 

    The cruel crawling foam, 

    The cruel hungry foam, 

    To her grave beside the sea. 

But still the boatmen hear her call the cattle home, 

    Across the sands of Dee. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/charles-kingsley/poem/the-sands-of-dee 
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“I Came Upon The Poem...” 

by David Ignatow 

 

Issue no. 72 (Winter 1977) 

I came upon the poem the way the hunter discovers the animal in the bush, with shock. I leveled my sights 

and was about to shoot it when it spoke. “I’m here to be discovered. Place a leash around my neck and we’ll 

travel together to your house.” I lowered my weapon, amazed. The animal stepped out from its hiding and 

stood in front of me, waiting for me to recover. We then walked back to my house where I sprawled in my 

chair, unbelieving, the animal lying at my feet and looking up at me, not with adoration or servility but as an 

observer of another world than its own. 

I thought, if I should tell others about it they would think me touched. So I decided that when they came to 

visit me or I them I would have this animal at my side. It might ask for food or leave to do its toilet, an 

creature in disbelief, then back at me, finally to burst out. Was that speech they had heard from this animal at 

my feet? I’d have to nod solemnly, very much amused. Yes, speech, and the rest of the evening would go by 

in an uproar of excitement, delight, fear, delight, fear. 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=784b4bc796&e=d538c8f2e0  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=784b4bc796&e=d538c8f2e0
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.007 

by Rudyard Kipling 

 

A locomotive is, next to a marine engine, the most sensitive thing man ever made; and No. .007, besides 

being sensitive, was new. The red paint was hardly dry on his spotless bumper-bar, his headlight shone like a 

fireman's helmet, and his cab might have been a hard-wood-finish parlour. They had run him into the round-

house after his trial - he had said good-bye to his best friend in the shops, the overhead travelling-crane - the 

big world was just outside; and the other locos were taking stock of him. He looked at the semicircle of bold, 

unwinking headlights, heard the low purr and mutter of the steam mounting in the gauges - scornful hisses of 

contempt as a slack valve lifted a little - and would have given a month's oil for leave to crawl through his 

own driving-wheels into the brick ash-pit beneath him. .007 was an eight-wheeled "American" loco, slightly 

different from others of his type, and as he stood he was worth ten thousand dollars on the Company's books. 

But if you had bought him at his own valuation, after half an hour's waiting in the darkish, echoing round-

house, you would have saved exactly nine thousand nine hundred and ninety-nine dollars and ninety-eight 

cents. 

A heavy Mogul freight, with a short cow-catcher and a fire-box that came down within three inches of the 

rail, began the impolite game, speaking to a Pittsburgh Consolidation, who was visiting. 

"Where did this thing blow in from?" he asked, with a dreamy puff of light steam. 

"it's all I can do to keep track of our makes," was the answer, "without lookin' after your back-numbers. Guess 

it's something Peter Cooper left over when he died." 

.007 quivered; his steam was getting up, but he held his tongue. Even a hand-car knows what sort of 

locomotive it was that Peter Cooper experimented upon in the far-away Thirties. It carried its coal and water 

in two apple-barrels, and was not much bigger than a bicycle. 

Then up and spoke a small, newish switching-engine, with a little step in front of his bumper-timber, and his 

wheels so close together that he looked like a broncho getting ready to buck. 

"Something's wrong with the road when a Pennsylvania gravelpusher tells us anything about our stock, I 

think. That kid's all right. Eustis designed him, and Eustis designed me. Ain't that good enough?" 

.007 could have carried the switching-loco round the yard in his tender, but he felt grateful for even this little 

word of consolation. 

"We don't use hand-cars on the Pennsylvania," said the Consolidation. "That - er - peanut-stand is old enough 

and ugly enough to speak for himself." 

https://americanliterature.com/author/rudyard-kipling
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"He hasn't bin spoken to yet. He's bin spoke at. Hain't ye any manners on the Pennsylvania?" said the 

switching-loco. 

"You ought to be in the yard, Poney," said the Mogul, severely. "We're all long-haulers here." 

"That's what you think," the little fellow replied. "You'll know more 'fore the night's out. I've bin down to 

Track 17, and the freight there - oh, Christmas!" 

"I've trouble enough in my own division," said a lean, light suburban loco with very shiny brake-shoes. "My 

commuters wouldn't rest till they got a parlourcar. They've hitched it back of all, and it hauls worsen a snow-

plough. I'll snap her off someday sure, and then they'll blame every one except their foolselves. They'll be 

askin' me to haul a vestibuled next!" 

"They made you in New Jersey, didn't they?" said Poney. "Thought so. Commuters and truck-wagons ain't 

any sweet haulin', but I tell you they're a heap better 'n cuttin' out refrigerator-cars or oil-tanks. Why, I've 

hauled -" 

"Haul! You?" said the Mogul, contemptuously. "It's all you can do to bunt a cold-storage car up the yard. 

Now, I - " he paused a little to let the words sink in - "I handle the Flying Freight - e-leven cars worth just 

anything you please to mention. On the stroke of eleven I pull out; and I'm timed for thirty-five an hour. 

Costly-perishable-fragile-immediate - that's me! Suburban traffic's only but one degree better than switching. 

Express freight's what pays." 

"Well, I ain't given to blowing, as a rule," began the Pittsburgh Consolidation. 

"No? You was sent in here because you grunted on the grade," Poney interrupted. 

"Where I grunt, you'd lie down, Poney: but, as I was saying, I don't blow much. Notwithstandin', if you want 

to see freight that is freight moved lively, you should see me warbling through the Alleghanies with thirty-

seven ore-cars behind me, and my brakemen fightin' tramps so's they can't attend to my tooter. I have to do all 

the holdin' back then, and, though I say it, I've never had a load get away from me yet. No, sir. Haulin's's one 

thing, but judgment and discretion's another. You want judgment in my business." 

"Ah! But - but are you not paralysed by a sense of your overwhelming responsibilities?" said a curious, husky 

voice from a corner. 

"Who's that?" .007 whispered to the Jersey commuter. 

"Compound-experiment-N.G. She's bin switchin' in the B. & A. yards for six months, when she wasn't in the 

shops. She's economical (I call it mean) in her coal, but she takes it out in repairs. Ahem! I presume you found 

Boston somewhat isolated, madam, after your New York season?" 

"I am never so well occupied as when I am alone." The Compound seemed to be talking from half-way up her 

smoke-stack. 
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"Sure," said the irreverent Poney, under his breath. "They don't hanker after her any in the yard." 

"But, with my constitution and temperament - my work lies in Boston - I find your outrecuidance - " 

"Outer which?" said the Mogul freight. "Simple cylinders are good enough for me." 

"Perhaps I should have said faroucherie," hissed the Compound. 

"I don't hold with any make of papier-mache wheel," the Mogul insisted. 

The Compound sighed pityingly, and said no more. 

"Git 'em all shapes in this world, don't ye?" said Poney. "that's Mass'chusetts all over. They half start, an' then 

they stick on a dead-centre, an' blame it all on other folk's ways o' treatin' them. Talkin' o' Boston, Comanche 

told me, last night, he had a hot-box just beyond the Newtons, Friday. That was why, he says, the 

Accommodation was held up. Made out no end of a tale, Comanche did." 

"If I'd heard that in the shops, with my boiler out for repairs, I'd know 't was one o' Comanche's lies," the New 

Jersey commuter snapped. "Hot-box! Him! What happened was they'd put an extra car on, and he just lay 

down on the grade and squealed. They had to send 127 to help him through. Made it out a hotbox, did he? 

Time before that he said he was ditched! Looked me square in the headlight and told me that as cool as - as a 

water-tank in a cold wave. Hot-box! You ask 127 about Comanche's hot-box. Why, Comanche he was side-

tracked, and 127 (he was just about as mad as they make 'em on account o' being called out at ten o'clock at 

night) took hold and snapped her into Boston in seventeen minutes. Hot-box! Hot fraud! that's what 

Comanche is." 

Then .007 put both drivers and his pilot into it, as the saying is, for he asked what sort of thing a hot-box 

might be? 

"Paint my bell sky-blue!" said Poney, the switcher. "Make me a surface-railroad loco with a hard-wood 

skirtin'-board round my wheels. Break me up and cast me into five-cent sidewalk-fakirs' mechanical toys! 

Here's an eight-wheel coupled 'American' don't know what a hot-box is! Never heard of an emergency-stop 

either, did ye? Don't know what ye carry jack-screws for? You're too innocent to be left alone with your own 

tender. Oh, you - you flatcar!" 

There was a roar of escaping steam before any one could answer, and .007 nearly blistered his paint off with 

pure mortification. 

"A hot-box," began the Compound, picking and choosing her words as though they were coal, "a hotbox is the 

penalty exacted from inexperience by haste. Ahem!" 

"Hot-box!" said the Jersey Suburban. "It's the price you pay for going on the tear. It's years since I've had one. 

It's a disease that don't attack shorthaulers, as a rule." 
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"We never have hot-boxes on the Pennsylvania," said the Consolidation. "They get 'em in New York - same 

as nervous prostration." 

"Ah, go home on a ferry-boat," said the Mogul. "You think because you use worse grades than our road 'u'd 

allow, you're a kind of Alleghany angel. Now, I'll tell you what you ... Here's my folk. Well, I can't stop. See 

you later, perhaps." 

He rolled forward majestically to the turn-table, and swung like a man-of-war in a tideway, till he picked up 

his track. "But as for you, you pea-green swiveling' coffee-pot (this to .007'), you go out and learn something 

before you associate with those who've made more mileage in a week than you'll roll up in a year. Costly-

perishable-fragile-immediate-that's me! S' long." 

"Split my tubes if that's actin' polite to a new member o' the Brotherhood," said Poney. "There wasn't any call 

to trample on ye like that. But manners was left out when Moguls was made. Keep up your fire, kid, an' burn 

your own smoke. 'Guess we'll all be wanted in a minute." 

Men were talking rather excitedly in the roundhouse. One man, in a dingy jersey, said that he hadn't any 

locomotives to waste on the yard. Another man, with a piece of crumpled paper in his hand, said that the yard-

master said that he was to say that if the other man said anything, he (the other man) was to shut his head. 

Then the other man waved his arms, and wanted to know if he was expected to keep locomotives in his hip-

pocket. Then a man in a black Prince Albert, without a collar, came up dripping, for it was a hot August night, 

and said that what he said went; and between the three of them the locomotives began to go, too - first the 

Compound; then the Consolidation; then .007. 

Now, deep down in his fire-box, .007 had cherished a hope that as soon as his trial was done, he would be led 

forth with songs and shoutings, and attached to a green-and-chocolate vestibuled flyer, under charge of a bold 

and noble engineer, who would pat him on his back, and weep over him, and call him his Arab steed. (The 

boys in the shops where he was built used to read wonderful stories of railroad life, and .007 expected things 

to happen as he had heard.) But there did not seem to be many vestibuled fliers in the roaring, rumbling, 

electric-lighted yards, and his engineer only said: 

"Now, what sort of a fool-sort of an injector has Eustis loaded on to this rig this time?" And he put the lever 

over with an angry snap, crying: "Am I supposed to switch with this thing, hey?" 

The collarless man mopped his head, and replied that, in the present state of the yard and freight and a few 

other things, the engineer would switch and keep on switching till the cows came home. .007 pushed out 

gingerly, his heart in his headlight, so nervous that the clang of his own bell almost made him jump the track. 

Lanterns waved, or danced up and down, before and behind him; and on every side, six tracks deep, sliding 

backward and forward, with clashings of couplers and squeals of hand-brakes, were cars - more cars than .007 

had dreamed of. There were oil-cars, and hay-cars, and stock-cars full of lowing beasts, and ore-cars, and 

potato-cars with stovepipe-ends sticking out in the middle; cold-storage and refrigerator cars dripping ice 

water on the tracks; ventilated fruit- and milk-cars; flatcars with truck-wagons full of market-stuff; flat-cars 

loaded with reapers and binders, all red and green and gilt under the sizzling electric lights; flat-cars piled 

high with strong-scented hides, pleasant hemlock-plank, or bundles of shingles; flat-cars creaking to the 

weight of thirty-ton castings, angle-irons, and rivet-boxes for some new bridge; and hundreds and hundreds 
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and hundreds of box-cars loaded, locked, and chalked. Men - hot and angry - crawled among and between and 

under the thousand wheels; men took flying jumps through his cab, when he halted for a moment; men sat on 

his pilot as he went forward, and on his tender as he returned; and regiments of men ran along the tops of the 

box-cars beside him, screwing down brakes, waving their arms, and crying curious things. 

He was pushed forward a foot at a time; whirled backward, his rear drivers clinking and clanking, a quarter of 

a mile; jerked into a switch (yard-switches are very stubby and unaccommodating), bunted into a Red D, or 

Merchant's Transport car, and, with no hint or knowledge of the weight behind him, started up anew. When 

his load was fairly on the move, three or four cars would be cut off, and .007 would bound forward, only to be 

held hiccupping on the brake. Then he would wait a few minutes, watching the whirled lanterns, deafened 

with the clang of the bells, giddy with the vision of the sliding cars, his brake-pump panting forty to the 

minute, his front coupler lying sideways on his cow-catcher, like a tired dog's tongue in his mouth, and the 

whole of him covered with half-burnt coal-dust. 

"'Tisn't so easy switching with a straight-backed tender," said his little friend of the round-house, bustling by 

at a trot. "But you're comin' on pretty fair. 'Ever seen a flyin' switch? No? Then watch me." 

Poney was in charge of a dozen heavy flat-cars. Suddenly he shot away from them with a sharp "Whutt !" A 

switch opened in the shadows ahead; he turned up it like a rabbit as it snapped behind him, and the long line 

of twelve-foot-high lumber jolted on into the arms of a full-sized road-loco, who acknowledged receipt with a 

dry howl. 

"My man's reckoned the smartest in the yard at that trick," he said, returning. "Gives me cold shivers when 

another fool tries it, though. That's where my short wheel-base comes in. Like as not you'd have your tender 

scraped off if you tried it." 

.007 had no ambitions that way, and said so. 

"No? Of course this ain't your regular business, but say, don't you think it's interestin'? Have you seen the 

yard-master? Well, he's the greatest man on earth, an' don't you forget it. When are we through? Why, kid, it's 

always like this, day an' night - Sundays an' week-days. See that thirty-car freight slidin' in four, no, five 

tracks off? She's all mixed freight, sent here to be sorted out into straight trains. That's why we're cuttin' out 

the cars one by one." He gave a vigorous push to a west-bound car as he spoke, and started back with a little 

snort of surprise, for the car was an old friend - an M. T. K. box-car. 

"Jack my drivers, but it's Homeless Kate! Why, Kate, ain't there no gettin' you back to your friends? There's 

forty chasers out for you from your road, if there's one. Who's holdin' you now?" 

"Wish I knew," whimpered Homeless Kate. "I belong in Topeka, but I've bin to Cedar Rapids; I've bin to 

Winnipeg; I've bin to Newport News; I've bin all down the old Atlanta and West Point; an' I've bin to Buffalo. 

Maybe I'll fetch up at Haverstraw. I've only bin out ten months, but I'm homesick - I'm just achin' homesick." 

"Try Chicago, Katie," said the switching-loco; and the battered old car lumbered down the track, jolting: "I 

want to be in Kansas when the sunflowers bloom." 
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"'Yard's full o' Homeless Kates an' Wanderin' Willies," he explained to .007. "I knew an old Fitchburg flat-car 

out seventeen months; an' one of ours was gone fifteen 'fore ever we got track of her. Dunno quite how our 

men fix it. 'Swap around, I guess. Anyway, I've done my duty. She's on her way to Kansas, via Chicago; but 

I'll lay my next boilerful she'll be held there to wait consignee's convenience, and sent back to us with wheat 

in the fall." 

Just then the Pittsburgh Consolidation passed, at the head of a dozen cars. 

"I'm goin' home," he said proudly. 

"Can't get all them twelve on to the flat. Break 'em in half, Dutchy!" cried Poney. But it was .007 who was 

backed down to the last six cars, and he nearly blew up with surprise when he found himself pushing them on 

to a huge ferry-boat. He had never seen deep water before, and shivered as the flat drew away and left his 

bogies within six inches of the black, shiny tide. 

After this he was hurried to the freight-house, where he saw the yard-master, a smallish, white-faced man in 

shirt, trousers, and slippers, looking down upon a sea of trucks, a mob of bawling truckmen, and squadrons of 

backing, turning, sweating, spark-striking horses. 

"That's shippers' carts loadin' on to the receivin' trucks," said the small engine, reverently. "But he don't care. 

He lets 'em cuss. He's the Czar-King-Boss! He says 'Please,' and then they kneel down an' pray. There's three 

or four strings o' today's freight to be pulled before he can attend to them. When he waves his hand that way, 

things happen." 

A string of loaded cars slid out down the track, and a string of empties took their place. Bales, crates, boxes, 

jars, carboys, frails, cases, and packages flew into them from the freight-house as though the cars had been 

magnets and they iron filings. 

"Ki-yah!" shrieked little Poney. "Ain't it great?" 

A purple-faced truckman shouldered his way to the yard-master, and shook his fist under his nose. The yard-

master never looked up from his bundle of freight receipts. He crooked his forefinger slightly, and a tall 

young man in a red shirt, lounging carelessly beside him, hit the truckman under the left ear, so that he 

dropped, quivering and clucking, on a hay-bale. 

"Eleven, seven, ninety-seven, L. Y. S.; fourteen ought ought three; nineteen thirteen; one one four; seventeen 

ought twenty-one M. B.; and the ten westbound. All straight except the two last. Cut 'em off at the junction. 

An' that's all right. Pull that string." The yard-master, with mild blue eyes, looked out over the howling 

truckmen at the waters in the moonlight beyond, and hummed: 

"All things bright and beautiful, 

All creatures great and small, 

All things wise and wonderful, 

The Lawd Gawd He made all!" 
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.007 moved out the cars and delivered them to the regular road-engine. He had never felt quite so limp in his 

life before. 

"Curious, ain't it?" said Poney, puffing, on the next track. "You an' me, if we got that man under our bumpers, 

we'd work him into red waste an' not know what we'd done; but-up there - with the steam hummin' in his 

boiler that awful quiet way ... " 

"I know," said .007. "Makes me feel as if I'd dropped my Fire an' was getting cold. He is the greatest man on 

earth." 

They were at the far north end of the yard now, under a switchtower, looking down on the four-track way of 

the main traffic. The Boston Compound was to haul .007's string to some far-away northern junction over an 

indifferent road-bed, and she mourned aloud for the ninety-six pound rails of the B. & A. 

"You're young; you're young," she coughed. "You don't realise your responsibilities." 

"Yes, he does," said Poney, sharply; "but he don't lie down under 'em." Then, with aside-spurt of steam, 

exactly like a tough spitting: "There ain't more than fifteen thousand dollars' worth o' freight behind her 

anyway, and she goes on as if 't were a hundred thousand - same as the Mogul's. Excuse me, madam, but 

you've the track .... She's stuck on a dead-centre again - bein' specially designed not to." 

The Compound crawled across the tracks on a long slant, groaning horribly at each switch, and moving like a 

cow in a snow-drift. There was a little pause along the yard after her tail-lights had disappeared; switches 

locked crisply, and every one seemed to be waiting. 

"Now I'll show you something worth," said Poney. "When the Purple Emperor ain't on time, it's about time to 

amend the Constitution. The first stroke of twelve is - " 

"Boom!" went the clock in the big yard-tower, and far away .007 heard a full, vibrating " Yah! Yah! Yah!" A 

headlight twinkled on the horizon like a star, grew an overpowering blaze, and whooped up the humming 

track to the roaring music of a happy giant's song: 

"With a michnai - ghignai - shtingal! Yah! Yah! Yah! 

Ein - zwei - drei - Mutter! Yah! Yah! Yah! 

She climb upon der shteeple, 

Und she frighten all der people. 

Singin' michnai - ghignai - shtingal! Yah! Yah!" 

The last defiant "yah! yah!" was delivered a mile and a half beyond the passenger-depot; but .007 had caught 

one glimpse of the superb six-wheel-coupled racing-locomotive, who hauled the pride and glory of the road - 

the gilt-edged Purple Emperor, the millionaires' south-bound express, laying the miles over his shoulder as a 

man peels a shaving from a soft board. The rest was a blur of maroon enamel, a bar of white light from the 

electrics in the cars, and a flicker of nickel-plated hand-rail on the rear platform. 
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"Ooh!" said .007. 

"Seventy-five miles an hour these five miles. Baths, I've heard; barber's shop; ticker; and a library and the, 

rest to match. Yes, sir; seventy-five an hour! But he'll talk to you in the round-house just as democratic as I 

would. And I - cuss my wheel-base! - I'd kick clean off the track at half his gait. He's the Master of our Lodge. 

Cleans up at our house. I'll introdooce you some day. He's worth knowin'! There ain't many can sing that 

song, either." 

.007 was too full of emotions to answer. He did not hear a raging of telephone-bells in the switch-tower, nor 

the man, as he leaned out and called to .007's engineer: "Got any steam?" 

"'Nough to run her a hundred mile out o' this, if I could," said the engineer, who belonged to the open road 

and hated switching. 

"Then get. The Flying Freight's ditched forty mile out, with fifty rod o' track ploughed up. No; no one's hurt, 

but both tracks are blocked. Lucky the wreckin'-car an' derrick are this end of the yard. Crew 'll be along in a 

minute. Hurry! You've the track." 

" Well, I could jest kick my little sawed-off self," said Poney, as .007 was backed, with a bang, on to a grim 

and grimy car like a caboose, but full of tools - a flatcar and a derrick behind it. "Some folks are one thing, 

and some are another; but you're in luck, kid. They push a wrecking-car. Now, don't get rattled. Your wheel-

base will keep you on the track, and there ain't any curves worth mentionin'. Oh, say! Comanche told me 

there's one section o' sawedged track that's liable to jounce ye a little. Fifteen an' a half out, after the grade at 

Jackson's crossin'. You'll know it by a farmhouse an' a windmill an' five maples in the dooryard. Windmill's 

west o' the maples. An' there's an eighty-foot iron bridge in the middle o' that section with no guard-rails. See 

you later. Luck! " 

Before he knew well what had happened, .007 was flying up the track into the dumb, dark world. Then fears 

of the night beset him. He remembered all he had ever heard of landslides, rain-piled boulders, blown trees, 

and strayed cattle, all that the Boston Compound had ever said of responsibility, and a great deal more that 

came out of his own head. With a very quavering voice he whistled for his first grade-crossing (an event in 

the life of a locomotive), and his nerves were in no way restored by the sight of a frantic horse and a white-

faced man in a buggy less than a yard from his right shoulder. Then he was sure he would jump the track; felt 

his flanges mounting the rail at every curve; knew that his first grade would make him lie down even as 

Comanche had done at the Newtons. He whirled down the grade to Jackson's crossing, saw the windmill west 

of the maples, felt the badly laid rails spring under him, and sweated big drops all over his boiler. At each 

jarring bump he believed an axle had smashed, and he took the eighty-foot bridge without the guard-rail like a 

hunted cat on the top of a fence. Then a wet leaf stuck against the glass of his headlight and threw a flying 

shadow on the track, so that he thought it was some little dancing animal that would feel soft if he ran over it; 

and anything soft underfoot frightens a locomotive as it does an elephant. But the men behind seemed quite 

calm. The wrecking-crew were climbing carelessly from the caboose to the tender - even jesting with the 

engineer, for he heard a shuffling of feet among the coal, and the snatch of a song, something like this: 

"Oh, the Empire State must learn to wait, 

And the Cannon-ball go hang! 
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When the West-bound's ditched, and the tool-car's hitched, 

And it's 'way for the Breakdown Gang (Tare-ra!) 

'Way for the Breakdown Gang!" 

"Say! Eustis knew what he was doin' when he designed this rig. She's a hummer. New, too." 

"Snff! Phew! She is new. That ain't paint. that's - " 

A burning pain shot through .007's right rear driver - a crippling, stinging pain. 

"This," said .007, as he flew, "is a hot-box. Now I know what it means. I shall go to pieces, I guess. My first 

road-run, too!" 

"Het a bit, ain't she?" the fireman ventured to suggest to the engineer. 

"She'll hold for all we want of her. We're 'most there. Guess you chaps back had better climb into your car," 

said the engineer, his hand on the brake lever. "I've seen men snapped off -" 

But the crew fled back with laughter. They had no wish to be jerked on to the track. The engineer half turned 

his wrist, and .007 found his drivers pinned firm. 

"Now it's come!" said .007, as he yelled aloud, and slid like a sleigh. For the moment he fancied that he would 

jerk bodily from off his underpinning. 

"That must be the emergency-stop that Poney guyed me about," he gasped, as soon as he could think. "Hot-

box-emergency-stop. They both hurt; but now I can talk back in the round-house." 

He was halted, all hissing hot, a few feet in the rear of what doctors would call a compound-comminuted car. 

His engineer was kneeling down among his drivers, but he did not call .007 his "Arab steed," nor cry over 

him, as the engineers did in the newspapers. He just bad worded .007, and pulled yards of charred cotton-

waste from about the axles, and hoped he might some day catch the idiot who had packed it. Nobody else 

attended to him, for Evans, the Mogul's engineer, a little cut about the head, but very angry, was exhibiting, 

by lantern-light, the mangled corpse of a slim blue pig. 

"T were n't even a decent-sized hog," he said. "'T were a shote." 

"Dangerousest beasts they are," said one of the crew. "Get under the pilot an' sort o' twiddle ye off the track, 

don't they? " 

"Don't they?" roared Evans, who was a red-headed Welshman. "You talk as if I was ditched by a hog every 

fool-day o' the week. I ain't friends with all the cussed half-fed shotes in the State o' New York. No, indeed! 

Yes, this is him - an' look what he's done!" 
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It was not a bad night's work for one stray piglet. The Flying Freight seemed to have flown in every direction, 

for the Mogul had mounted the rails and run diagonally a few hundred feet from right to left, taking with him 

such cars as cared to follow. Some did not. They broke their couplers and lay down, while rear cars frolicked 

over them. In that game, they had ploughed up and removed and twisted a good deal of the left-hand track. 

The Mogul himself had waddled into a corn-field, and there he knelt - fantastic wreaths of green twisted 

round his crankpins; his pilot covered with solid clods of field, on which corn nodded drunkenly; his fire put 

out with dirt (Evans had done that as soon as he recovered his senses); and his broken headlight half full of 

half-burnt moths. His tender had thrown coal all over him, and he looked like a disreputable buffalo who had 

tried to wallow in a general store. For there lay scattered over the landscape, from the burst cars, type-writers, 

sewing-machines, bicycles in crates, a consignment of silver-plated imported harness, French dresses and 

gloves, a dozen finely moulded hard-wood mantels, a fifteen-foot naphtha-launch, with a solid brass bedstead 

crumpled around her bows, a case of telescopes and microscopes, two coffins, a case of very best candies, 

some gilt-edged dairy produce, butter and eggs in an omelette, a broken box of expensive toys, and a few 

hundred other luxuries. A camp of tramps hurried up from nowhere, and generously volunteered to help the 

crew. So the brakemen, armed with coupler-pins, walked up and down on one side, and the freight-conductor 

and the fireman patrolled the other with their hands in their hip-pockets. A long-bearded man came out of a 

house beyond the corn-field, and told Evans that if the accident had happened a little later in the year, all his 

corn would have been burned, and accused Evans of carelessness. Then he ran away, for Evans was at his 

heels shrieking: "'T was his hog done it - his hog done it! Let me kill him! Let me kill him!" Then the 

wrecking-crew laughed; and the farmer put his head out of a window and said that Evans was no gentleman. 

But .007 was very sober. He had never seen a wreck before, and it frightened him. The crew still laughed, but 

they worked at the same time; and .007 forgot horror in amazement at the way they handled the Mogul 

freight. They dug round him with spades; they put ties in front of his wheels, and jack-screws under him; they 

embraced him with the derrick-chain and tickled him with crowbars; while .007 was hitched on to wrecked 

cars and backed away till the knot broke or the cars rolled clear of the track. By dawn thirty or forty men were 

at work, replacing and ramming down the ties, gauging the rails and spiking them. By daylight all cars who 

could move had gone on in charge of another loco; the track was freed for traffic; and .007 had hauled the old 

Mogul over a small pavement of ties, inch by inch, till his flanges bit the rail once more, and he settled down 

with a clank. But his spirit was broken, and his nerve was gone. 

"'T weren't even a hog," he repeated dolefully; "'t were a shote; and you - you of all of 'em - had to help me 

on." 

"But how in the whole long road did it happen?" asked .007, sizzling with curiosity. 

"Happen! It didn't happen! It just come! I sailed right on top of him around that last curve - thought he was a 

skunk. Yes; he was all as little as that. He hadn't more 'n squealed once 'fore I felt my bogies lift (he'd rolled 

right under the pilot), and I couldn't catch the track again to save me. Swivelled clean off, I was. Then I felt 

him sling himself along, all greasy, under my left leadin' driver, and, oh, Boilers! that mounted the rail. I 

heard my flanges zippin' along the ties, an' the next I knew I was playin' 'Sally, Sally Waters' in the corn, my 

tender shuckin' coal through my cab, an' old man Evans lyin' still an' bleedin' in front o' me. Shook? There 

ain't a stay or a bolt or a rivet in me that ain't sprung to glory somewhere," 

"Umm!" said .007. "What d' you reckon you weigh?" 
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"Without these lumps o' dirt I'm all of a hundred thousand pound." 

"And the shote?" 

"Eighty. Call him a hundred pound at the outside. He's worth about four 'n' a half dollars. Ain't it awful? Ain't 

it enough to give you nervous prostration? Ain't it paralysin'? Why, I come just around that curve - " and the 

Mogul told the tale again, for he was very badly shaken. 

"Well, it's all in the day's run, I guess," said .007, soothingly; "an' - an' a corn-field's pretty soft fallin'." 

"If it had bin a sixty-foot bridge, an' I could ha' slid off into deep water an' blown up an' killed both men, same 

as others have done, I wouldn't ha' cared; but to be ditched by a shote - an' you to help me out - in a corn-field 

- an' an old hayseed in his nightgown cussin' me like as if I was a sick truck-horse! ... Oh, it's awful! Don't call 

me Mogul! I'm a sewin'-machine. they'll guy my sand-box off in the yard." 

And .007, his hot-box cooled and his experience vastly enlarged, hauled the Mogul freight slowly to the 

roundhouse. 

"Hello, old man! Bin out all night, hain't ye?" said the irrepressible Poney, who had just come off duty. "Well, 

I must say you look it. Costly-perishable-fragile-immediate - that's you! Go to the shops, take them vine-

leaves out o' your hair, an' git 'em to play the hose on you." 

"Leave him alone, Poney, " said .007 severely, as he was swung on the turn-table, "or I'll - " 

"'Didn't know the old granger was any special friend o' yours, kid. He wasn't over-civil to you last time I saw 

him." 

"I know it; but I've seen a wreck since then, and it has about scared the paint off me. I'm not going to guy 

anyone as long as I steam - not when they're new to the business an' anxious to learn. And I'm not goin' to guy 

the old Mogul either, though I did find him wreathed around with roastin'-ears. 'T was a little bit of a shote - 

not a hog - just a shote, Poney - no bigger'n a lump of anthracite - I saw it - that made all the mess. Anybody 

can be ditched, I guess." 

"Found that out already, have you? Well, that's a good beginnin'." It was the Purple Emperor, with his high, 

tight, plate-glass cab and green velvet cushion, waiting to be cleaned for his next day's fly. 

"Let me make you two gen'lemen acquainted," said Poney. "This is our Purple Emperor, kid, whom you were 

admirin' and, I may say, envyin' last night. This is a new brother, worshipful sir, with most of his mileage 

ahead of him, but, so far as a serving-brother can, I'll answer for him.' 

"'Happy to meet you," said the Purple Emperor, with a glance round the crowded round-house. "I guess there 

are enough of us here to form a full meetin'. Ahem! By virtue of the authority vested in me as Head of the 

Road, I hereby declare and pronounce No. .007 a full and accepted Brother of the Amalgamated Brotherhood 

of Locomotives, and as such entitled to all shop, switch, track, tank, and round-house privileges throughout 
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my jurisdiction, in the Degree of Superior Flier, it bein' well known and credibly reported to me that our 

Brother has covered forty-one miles in thirty-nine minutes and a half on an errand of mercy to the afflicted. 

At a convenient time, I myself will communicate to you the Song and Signal of this Degree whereby you may 

be recognised in the darkest night. Take your stall, newly entered Brother among Locomotives! " 

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

Now, in the darkest night, even as the Purple Emperor said, if you will stand on the bridge across the 

freightyard, looking down upon the four-track way, at 2:30 A. M., neither before nor after, when the White 

Moth, that takes the overflow from the Purple Emperor, tears south with her seven vestibuled cream-white 

cars, you will hear, as the yard-clock makes the half-hour, a far-away sound like the bass of a violoncello, and 

then, a hundred feet to each word 

"With a michnai - ghignai - shtingal! Yah! Yah! Yah! 

Ein - zwei - drei - Mutter! Yah! Yah! Yah! 

She climb upon der shteeple, 

Und she frighten all der people, 

Singin' michnai - ghignai - shtingal! Yah! Yah!" 

That is .007 covering his one hundred and fifty-six miles in two hundred and twenty-one minutes 

https://americanliterature.com/author/rudyard-kipling/short-story/007 
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New imaging method reveals HIV's sugary shield in unprecedented detail 

Scripps Research Institute 

Summary: 

Scientists have devised a method for mapping in unprecedented detail the thickets of slippery sugar molecules 

that help shield HIV from the immune system. Mapping these shields will give researchers a more complete 

understanding of why antibodies react to some spots on the virus but not others, and may shape the design of 

new vaccines that target the most vulnerable sites on viruses. 

Share: 

     

FULL STORY 

 

Scientists from Scripps Research and Los Alamos National Laboratory have devised a method for mapping in 

unprecedented detail the thickets of slippery sugar molecules that help shield HIV from the immune system. 

Mapping these shields will give researchers a more complete understanding of why antibodies react to some 

spots on the virus but not others, and may shape the design of new vaccines that target the most vulnerable 

and accessible sites on HIV and other viruses. 

The sugar molecules, or "glycans," are loose and stringy, and function as shields because they are difficult for 

antibodies to grip and block access to the protein surface. The shields form on the outermost spike proteins of 

HIV and many other viruses, including SARS-CoV-2, the coronavirus that causes COVID-19, because these 

viruses have evolved sites on their spike proteins where glycan molecules -- normally abundant in cells -- will 

automatically attach. 

"We now have a way to capture the full structures of these constantly fluctuating glycan shields, which to a 

great extent determine where antibodies can and can't bind to a virus such as HIV," says the study's lead 

author Zachary Berndsen, PhD, a postdoctoral research associate in the structural biology lab of Scripps 

Research Professor Andrew Ward, PhD. 

The same wavy flexibility that makes these sugary molecules resistant to antibodies has made them 

impossible for researchers to capture with traditional atomic-scale imaging. In the new study, which appears 

in the Proceedings of the National Academy of Sciences, the scientists developed techniques that, for the first 

time, allow these elusive molecules to be mapped in great detail on the surface of the HIV spike protein, 

known as "Env." 
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The Scripps Research team collaborated with the lab of Gnana Gnanakaran, PhD, staff scientist at Los 

Alamos National Laboratory, which is equipped with high-performance computing resources that enabled 

fresh approaches for modeling the glycans. 

The researchers combined an atomic-scale imaging method called cryo-electron microscopy (cryo-EM) with 

sophisticated computer modeling and a molecule-identifying technique called site-specific mass spectrometry. 

Cryo-EM relies on averaging tens or hundreds of thousands of individual snapshots to create a clear image, 

thus highly flexible molecules like glycans will appear only as a blur, if they show up at all. 

But by integrating cryo-EM with the other technologies, the researchers were able to recover this lost glycan 

signal and use it to map sites of vulnerability on the surface of Env. 

"This is the first time that cryo-EM has been used along with computational modeling to describe the viral 

shield structure in atomic detail," says Srirupa Chakraborty, PhD, co-lead author and post-doctoral researcher 

in the Gnanakaran lab at Los Alamos National Laboratory. 

The new combined approach revealed the glycans' structure and dynamic nature in extreme detail and helped 

the team better understand how these complex dynamics affect the features observed in the cryo-EM maps. 

From this wealth of information, the team observed that individual glycans do not just wiggle around 

randomly on the spike protein's surface, as once was thought, but instead clump together in tufts and thickets. 

"There are chunks of glycans that seem to move and interact together," Berndsen says. "In between these 

glycan microdomains is where antibodies apparently have the opportunity to bind." 

Experimental HIV vaccines rely on modified, lab-made Env proteins to elicit antibody responses. In principle, 

these vaccines' effectiveness depends in part on the positioning and extent of the shielding glycans on these 

lab-made viral proteins. Therefore, Berndsen and colleagues applied their method to map the glycans on a 

modified HIV Env protein, BG505 SOSIP.664, which is used in an HIV vaccine currently being evaluated in 

clinical trials. 

"We found spots on the surface of this protein that normally would be covered with glycans but weren't -- and 

that may explain why antibody responses to that site have been noted in vaccination trials," Berndsen says. 

That finding, and others in the study, showed that Env's glycan shield can vary depending on what type of cell 

is being used to produce it. In HIV's infections of humans, the virus uses human immune cells as factories to 

replicate its proteins. But viral proteins used to make vaccines normally are produced in other types of 

mammalian cells. 

In another surprise discovery, the team observed that when they used enzymes to slowly remove glycans from 

HIV Env, the entire protein began to fall apart. Berndsen and colleagues suspect that Env's glycan shield, 

which has been considered merely a defense against antibodies, may also have a role in managing Env's shape 

and stability, keeping it poised for infection. 
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The team expect that their new glycan-mapping methods will be particularly useful in the design and 

development of vaccines -- and not only for HIV. Many of the techniques can be applied directly to other 

glycan-shielded viruses such as influenza viruses and coronaviruses, and can be extended to certain cancers in 

which glycans play a key role, the researchers say. 

 

Story Source: 

Materials provided by Scripps Research Institute. Note: Content may be edited for style and length. 
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The Citizen 

by Pablo Neruda 

 

Issue no. 57 (Spring 1974) 

I went into the tool shops 

in all innocence 

to buy a simple hammer 

or some vague scissors. 

I should never have done it. 

Since then and restlessly 

I devote my time to steel, 

to the most shadowy tools: 

hoes bring me to my knees, 

horseshoes enslave me. 

I am troubled all week, 

chasing aluminum clouds, 

elaborate screws, 

bars of silent nickel, 

unnecessary door-knockers, 

and now the tool shops 

are aware of my addiction — 

they see me come into the cave 

with my wild madman’s eyes 

and see that I pine for 

curious smoky things 

which no one would want to buy 

and which I only goggle at. 

For in the addict’s dream 

sprout stainless steel flowers, 

endless iron blades, 

eye-droppers of oil, 

water-dippers of zinc, 

saws of marine cut. 

It’s like the inside of a star, 

the light in these toolshops — 

there in their own splendour 

are the essential nails, 

the invincible latchkeys, 

the bubbles in spirit levels 

and the tangles of wire. 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=275a668eb0&e=d538c8f2e0
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They have a whale’s heart, 

these tool shops of the port — 

they’ve swallowed all the seas, 

all the bones of ships, 

waves and ancient tides 

come together there 

and leave behind in that stomach 

barrels which rumble about, 

ropes like gold arteries, 

anchors as heavy as planets, 

long and intricate chains 

like intestines of the whale itself 

and harpoons it swallowed, swimming 

east from the Gulf of Penas. 

Once I entered, I never left 

and never stopped going back; 

and I’ve never got away from 

the aura of tool shops. 

It’s like my home ground, 

it teaches me useless things, 

it drowns me like nostalgia. 

What can I do? There are single men 

in hotels, in bachelor rooms; 

there are patriots with drums 

and inexhaustible fliers 

who rise and fall in the air. 

I am not in your world. 

I’m a dedicated citizen, 

I belong to the tool shops. 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=275a668eb0&e=d538c8f2e0  
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A Clump of Lilacs 

by Aleksandr I. Kuprin 

 

A Clump of Lilacs is featured in Kuprin's collection, A Slav Soul and Other Stories (1916). 

 

Nikolai Yevgrafovitch Almazof hardly waited for his wife to open the door to him; he went straight to his 

study without taking off his hat or coat. His wife knew in a moment by his frowning face and nervously-bitten 

underlip that a great misfortune had occurred. 

She followed him in silence. Almazof 

stood still for a moment when he reached the study, and stared gloomily into one corner, then he dashed his 

https://americanliterature.com/author/aleksandr-i-kuprin
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portfolio out of his hand on to the floor, where it lay wide open, and threw himself into an armchair, irritably 

snapping his fingers together. 

He was a young and poor army officer attending a course of lectures at the staff office academy, and had just 

returned from a class. To-day he had taken in to the professor his last and most difficult practical work, a 

survey of the neighbourhood. 

So far all his examinations had gone well, and it was only known to God and to his wife what fearful labour 

they had cost him.... To begin with, his very entrance into the academy had seemed impossible at first. Two 

years in succession he had failed ignominiously, and only in the third had he by determined effort overcome 

all hindrances. If it hadn't been for his wife he would not have had sufficient energy to continue the struggle; 

he would have given it up entirely. But Verotchka never allowed him to lose heart, she was always 

encouraging him ... she met every drawback with a bright, almost gay, front. She denied herself everything so 

that her husband might have all the little things so necessary for a man engaged in mental labour; she was his 

secretary, draughtsman, reader, lesson-hearer, and note-book all in one. 

For five minutes there was a dead silence, broken only by the sorry sound of their old alarm clock, familiar 

and tiresome ... one, two, three-three—two clear ticks, and the third with a hoarse stammer. Almazof still sat 

in his hat and coat, turning to one side in his chair.... Vera stood two paces from him, silent also, her beautiful 

mobile face full of suffering. At length she broke the stillness with the cautiousness a woman might use when 

speaking at the bedside of a very sick friend: 

"Well, Kolya, what about the work? Was it bad?" 

He shrugged his shoulders without speaking. 

"Kolya, was it rejected? Tell me; we must talk it over together." 

Almazof turned to his wife and began to speak irritably and passionately, as one generally does speak when 

telling of an insult long endured. 

"Yes, yes. They've rejected it, if you want to know. Can't you see they have? It's all gone to the devil! All that 

rubbish"—he kicked the portfolio with his foot—"all that rubbish had better be thrown into the fire. That's 

your academy. I shall be back in the regiment with a bang next month, disgraced. And all for a filthy spot ... 

damn it!" 

"What spot, Kolya?" asked she. "I don't understand anything about it." 

She sat down on the side of his chair and put her arm round his neck. He made no resistance, but still 

continued to stare into the corner with an injured expression. 

"What spot was it, Kolya?" asked his wife once more. 
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"Oh, an ordinary spot—of green paint. You know I sat up until three o'clock last night to finish my drawing. 

The plan was beautifully done. Everyone said so. Well, I sat there last night and I got so tired that my hand 

shook, and I made a blot—such a big one.... I tried to erase it, but I only made it worse.... I thought and 

thought what I had better do, and I made up my mind to put a clump of trees in that place.... It was very 

successful, and no one could guess there had been a blot. Well, to-day I took it in to the professor. 'Yes, yes,' 

said he, 'that's very well. But what have you got here, lieutenant; where have these bushes sprung from?' Of 

course, I ought to have told him what had happened. Perhaps he would only have laughed ... but no, he 

wouldn't, he's such an accurate German, such a pedant. So I said, 'There are some trees growing there.' 'Oh, 

no, no,' said he. 'I know this neighbourhood as well as I know the five fingers of my own hand; there can't be 

any trees there.' So, my word against his, we had a great argument about it; many of our officers were there 

too, listening. 'Well,' he said at last, 'if you're so sure that there are trees in this hollow, be so good as to ride 

over with me to-morrow and see. I'll prove to you that you've either done your work carelessly, or that you've 

copied it from a three versts to the inch map....'" 

"But why was he so certain that no bushes were there?" 

"Oh, Lord, why? What childish questions you do ask! Because he's known this district for twenty years; he 

knows it better than his own bedroom. He's the most fearful pedant in the world, and a German besides.... 

Well, of course, he'll know in the end that I was lying and so discussed the point with him...." 

All the time he spoke he kept picking up burnt matches from the ash-tray on the table in front of him, and 

breaking them to little bits. When he ceased speaking, he threw the pieces on the floor. It was quite evident 

that, strong man though he was, he was very near weeping. 

For a long while husband and wife sat there silent. Then suddenly Verotchka jumped up from her seat. 

"Listen, Kolya," said she. "We must go this very minute. Make haste and get ready." 

Nikolai Yevgrafovitch wrinkled up his face as if he were suffering some intolerable pain. 

"Oh, don't talk nonsense, Vera," he said. "You don't think I can go and put matters right by apologising, do 

you? That would be asking for punishment. Don't be foolish, please!" 

"No, it's not foolishness," said Vera, stamping her toot. "Nobody wants you to go and apologise. But, don't 

you see, if there aren't any silly old trees there we'd better go and put some." 

"Put some—trees!" exclaimed Nikolai Yevgrafovitch, his eyes staring. 

"Yes, put some there. If you didn't speak the truth, then you must make it true. Come along, get ready. Give 

me my hat ... and coat. No, not there; in the cupboard.... Umbrella!" 

And while Almazof, finding his objections entirely ignored, began to look for the hat and coat, Vera opened 

drawers and brought out various little boxes and cases. 
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"Earrings.... No, they're no good. We shan't get anything on them. Ah, here's this ring with the valuable stone. 

We'll have to buy that back some time. It would be a pity to lose it. Bracelet ... they won't give much for that 

either, it's old and bent.... Where's your silver cigar-case, Kolya?" 

In five minutes all their valuables were in her hand-bag, and Vera, dressed and ready, looked round for the 

last time to assure herself she hadn't overlooked anything. 

"Let us go," she said at last, resolutely. 

"But where?" Almazof tried again to protest. "It's beginning to get dark already, and the place is ten versts 

away." 

"Stupid! Come along." 

First of all they went to the pawnshop. The pawnbroker had evidently got accustomed long ago to the sight of 

people in distress, and could not be touched by it. He was so methodical about his work, and took so long to 

value the things, that Vera felt she should go crazy. What specially vexed her was that the man should test her 

ring with acid, and then, after weighing it, he valued it at three roubles only. 

"But it's a real brilliant," said poor Vera. "It cost thirty-seven roubles, and then it was a bargain." 

The pawnbroker closed his eyes with the air of a man who is frankly bored. 

"It's all the same to us, madam," said he, putting the next article into the scales. "We don't take the stones into 

consideration, only the metals." 

To Vera's astonishment, her old and bent bracelet was more valuable. Altogether they got about twenty-three 

roubles, and that was more than was really necessary. 

When they got to the gardener's house, the white Petersburg night had already spread over the heavens, and a 

pearly light was in the air. The gardener, a Tchekh, a little old man with gold eyeglasses, had only just sat 

down to supper with his family. He was much surprised at their request, and not altogether willing to take 

such a late order. He was doubtless suspicious of a practical joke, and answered dryly to Vera's insistent 

demands: 

"I'm very sorry. But I can't send my workmen so far at night. If it will do to-morrow morning, I'm quite at 

your service." 

There was no way out of the difficulty but to tell the man the whole story of the unfortunate blot, and this 

Verotchka did. He listened doubtfully at first, and was almost unfriendly, but when Vera began to tell him of 

her plan to plant some bushes on the place, he became more attentive and smiled sympathetically several 

times. 
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"Oh, well, it's not much to do," he agreed, when Vera had finished her story. "What sort of bushes do you 

want?" 

However, when they came to look at his plants, there was nothing very suitable. The only thing possible to 

put on the spot was a clump of lilacs. 

It was in vain for Almazof to try and persuade his wife to go home. She went all the way with him, and stayed 

all the time the bushes were planted, feverishly fussing about and hindering the workmen. She only consented 

to go home when she was assured that the turf under the bushes could not be distinguished from the rest of the 

grass round about. 

Next day Vera felt it impossible to remain in the house. She went out to meet her husband. Quite a long way 

off she knew, by a slight spring in his walk, that everything had gone well.... True, Almazof was covered in 

dust, and he could hardly move from weariness and hunger, but his face shone with the triumph of victory. 

"It's all right! Splendid!" cried he when within ten paces of his wife, in answer to the anxious expression on 

her face. "Just think, we went together to those bushes, and he looked and looked at them—he even plucked a 

leaf and chewed it. 'What sort of a tree is this?' says he." 

"'I don't know, your Excellency,' said I. 

"'It's a little birch, I suppose,' says he. 

"'Yes, probably, your Excellency.'" 

Then he turned to me and held out his hand. 

"'I beg your pardon, lieutenant,' he says. 'I must be getting old, that I didn't remember those bushes.' He's a 

fine man, that professor, and he knows a lot. I felt quite sorry to deceive him. He's one of the best professors 

we have. His learning is simply wonderful. And how quick and accurate he is in marking the plans—

marvellous!" 

But this meant little to Vera. She wanted to hear over and over again exactly what the professor had said 

about the bushes. She was interested in the smallest details—the expression on the professor's face, the tone 

of his voice when he said he must be growing old, exactly how Kolya felt.... 

They went home together as if there had been no one in the street except themselves, holding each other by 

the hand and laughing at nothing. The passers-by stopped to look at them; they seemed such a strange couple. 

Never before had Nikolai Yevgrafovitch enjoyed his dinner so much as on that day. After dinner, when Vera 

brought a glass of tea to him in the study, husband and wife suddenly looked at one another, and both 

laughed. 
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"What are you laughing at?" asked Vera. 

"Well, why did you laugh?" said her husband. 

"Oh, only foolishness. I was thinking all about those lilacs. And you?" 

"Oh, mine was foolishness too—and the lilacs. I was just going to say that now the lilac will always be my 

favourite flower...." 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/aleksandr-i-kuprin/short-story/a-clump-of-lilacs 
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All Day the Light is Clear 

by Tess Gallagher 
Issue no. 103 (Summer 1987) 

Today I wished without mercy 

in the bloodless nations of the mind 

that a city had gone down with you 

as in a war fought —not 

on foreign soil, but here 

in the part of the country I can’t 

do without. Then, if I wept for you 

inexplicably, as I have 

on street corners, I could say the name 

of that city and ignite in the memories 

of strangers a companion 

sorrow. “Yes,” they would say, “Yes, 

we know,” giving again that name 

like a fountain 

in some dusty village where the women pause, 

dash water across their brows, 

and pass on. 

And though I shame such power and force it 

from my mind, you enter this street 

as a touch on the shoulder, a stare that 

speaks, or in the brief nods 

between workers at change of shift. 

I lean on their conquering faces. 

I add you to the heap, to the beautiful 

multitude for whom only singing 

and silence may serve, those 

of our city—city of the unmiraculous, 

undiminished belonging, toward which 

in the green fields —as did the women 

of Leningrad — I bow, bow again 

and make no sound. 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=6d251e8e39&e=d538c8f2e0 
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Nitrous oxide emissions pose an increasing climate threat, study finds 

University of East Anglia 

Summary: 

Rising nitrous oxide emissions are jeopardizing the climate goals of the Paris Agreement, according to a 

major new study. The growing use of nitrogen fertilizers in the production of food worldwide is increasing 

atmospheric concentrations of nitrous oxide -- a greenhouse gas 300 times more potent than carbon dioxide 

that remains in the atmosphere for more than 100 years. 

     

FULL STORY 

 

 

Tractor spraying field (stock image). 

Credit: © eleonimages / stock.adobe.com 
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Rising nitrous oxide (N2O) emissions are jeopardizing the climate goals of the Paris Agreement, according to 

a major new study by an international team of scientists. 

The growing use of nitrogen fertilizers in the production of food worldwide is increasing atmospheric 

concentrations of N2O -- a greenhouse gas 300 times more potent than carbon dioxide (CO2) that remains in 

the atmosphere for more than 100 years. 

Published today in the journal Nature, the study was led Auburn University, in the US, and involved scientists 

from 48 research institutions in 14 countries -- including the University of East Anglia (UEA) in the UK -- 

under the umbrella of the Global Carbon Project and the International Nitrogen Initiative. 

The aim was to produce the most comprehensive assessment to date of all global sources and sinks of N2O. 

Their findings show N2O emissions are increasing faster than any emission scenario developed by the 

Intergovernmental Panel on Climate Change (IPCC), consistent with greenhouse gas scenarios that lead to 

global mean temperature increases well above 3°C from pre-industrial levels. The Paris Agreement aims to 

limit warming to less than 2°C but ideally no more than 1.5°C. 

The study points to an alarming trend affecting climate change: N2O has risen 20 per cent from pre-industrial 

levels -- from 270 parts per billion (ppb) in 1750 to 331ppb in 2018 -- with the fastest growth observed in the 

last 50 years due to emissions from human activities. 

Prof Hanqin Tian, director of the International Center for Climate and Global Change Research at Auburn 

University's School of Forestry and Wildlife Sciences, co-led the study. 

"The dominant driver of the increase in atmospheric nitrous oxide comes from agriculture, and the growing 

demand for food and feed for animals will further increase global nitrous oxide emissions," said Prof Tian. 

"There is a conflict between the way we are feeding people and stabilizing the climate." 

Like CO2, N2O is a long-lived greenhouse gas and is also currently the most significant human-induced agent 

depleting the stratospheric ozone layer, which protects Earth from most of the Sun's harmful ultraviolet 

radiation 

Lead UK author Dr Parvadha Suntharalingam, of UEA's School of Environmental Sciences, said: "This study 

presents the most comprehensive and detailed picture to date, of N2O emissions and their impact on climate. 

"This new analysis identifies the factors driving the steadily increasing atmospheric levels of N2O, and 

highlights the urgent need to develop effective mitigation strategies if we are to limit global warming and 

meet climate goals." 

The study presents a comprehensive global N2O inventory that incorporates both natural and human-related 

sources, and accounts for the interaction between nitrogen additions to the earth system and the biochemical 

processes that control N2O emissions. It covers 21 natural and human-related sectors between 1980 and 2016. 
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Human-induced emissions, which are dominated by nitrogen additions to croplands, increased by 30 per cent 

over the past four decades to 7.3 teragrams of nitrogen per year. 

The analysis also reveals an emerging N2O-climate 'feedback' resulting from interactions between nitrogen 

additions to crops for food production and global warming, further enhancing emissions derived from 

agriculture. 

The study found that the largest contributors to global N2O emissions come from East Asia, South Asia, 

Africa and South America. Emissions from synthetic fertilizers dominate releases in China, India and the US, 

while emissions from the application of livestock manure as fertilizer dominates releases in Africa and South 

America. The highest growth rates in emissions are in emerging economies, particularly Brazil, China and 

India, where crop production and livestock numbers have increased. 

However, N2O emissions in Europe decreased in agriculture and the chemical industry. This was due to a 

combination of factors, including voluntary measures to remove N2O from flue gases in the Nylon industry 

and the introduction of an emissions trading scheme, as well as agriculture in many Western European 

countries moving to more efficient use of fertilizer to reduce environmental impacts such as pollution of 

groundwater and surface water. Policies on nitrogen fertilizer usage were also introduced. 

Study co-leader Dr Josep 'Pep' Canadell, of the Commonwealth Scientific and Industrial Research 

Organisation (CSIRO) in Australia, is executive director of the Global Carbon Project. He said: "This new 

analysis calls for a full-scale rethink in the ways we use and abuse nitrogen fertilizers globally and urges us to 

adopt more sustainable practices in the way we produce food, including the reduction of food waste. 

"These findings underscore the urgency and opportunities to mitigate nitrous oxide emissions worldwide to 

avoid the worst of climate impacts." 

 

Story Source: 

Materials provided by University of East Anglia. Note: Content may be edited for style and length. 
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How the Widow Won the Deacon 

by William James Lampton 

 

How the Widow Won the Deacon (1911) was featured in The Best American Humorous Short Stories. 

 

Sleigh Ride, unknown artist 

Of course the Widow Stimson never tried to win Deacon Hawkins, nor any other man, for that matter. A 

widow doesn't have to try to win a man; she wins without trying. Still, the Widow Stimson sometimes 

wondered why the deacon was so blind as not to see how her fine farm adjoining his equally fine place on the 

outskirts of the town might not be brought under one management with mutual benefit to both parties at 

interest. Which one that management might become was a matter of future detail. The widow knew how to 

run a farm successfully, and a large farm is not much more difficult to run than one of half the size. She had 

also had one husband, and knew something more than running a farm successfully. Of all of which the deacon 

https://americanliterature.com/author/william-james-lampton


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                    No. 545 december 2020 

 

93 

was perfectly well aware, and still he had not been moved by the merging spirit of the age to propose 

consolidation. 

This interesting situation was up for discussion at the Wednesday afternoon meeting of the Sisters' Sewing 

Society. 

"For my part," Sister Susan Spicer, wife of the Methodist minister, remarked as she took another tuck in a 

fourteen-year-old girl's skirt for a ten-year-old—"for my part, I can't see why Deacon Hawkins and Kate 

Stimson don't see the error of their ways and depart from them." 

"I rather guess she has," smiled Sister Poteet, the grocer's better half, who had taken an afternoon off from the 

store in order to be present. 

"Or is willing to," added Sister Maria Cartridge, a spinster still possessing faith, hope, and charity, 

notwithstanding she had been on the waiting list a long time. 

"Really, now," exclaimed little Sister Green, the doctor's wife, "do you think it is the deacon who needs 

urging?" 

"It looks that way to me," Sister Poteet did not hesitate to affirm. 

"Well, I heard Sister Clark say that she had heard him call her 'Kitty' one night when they were eating ice-

cream at the Mite Society," Sister Candish, the druggist's wife, added to the fund of reliable information on 

hand. "'Kitty,' indeed!" protested Sister Spicer. "The idea of anybody calling Kate Stimson 'Kitty'! The deacon 

will talk that way to 'most any woman, but if she let him say it to her more than once, she must be getting 

mighty anxious, I think." 

"Oh," Sister Candish hastened to explain, "Sister Clark didn't say she had heard him say it twice.'" 

"Well, I don't think she heard him say it once," Sister Spicer asserted with confidence. 

"I don't know about that," Sister Poteet argued. "From all I can see and hear I think Kate Stimson wouldn't 

object to 'most anything the deacon would say to her, knowing as she does that he ain't going to say anything 

he shouldn't say." 

"And isn't saying what he should," added Sister Green, with a sly snicker, which went around the room softly. 

"But as I was saying—" Sister Spicer began, when Sister Poteet, whose rocker, near the window, commanded 

a view of the front gate, interrupted with a warning, "'Sh-'sh." 

"Why shouldn't I say what I wanted to when—" Sister Spicer began. 
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"There she comes now," explained Sister Poteet, "and as I live the deacon drove her here in his sleigh, and 

he's waiting while she comes in. I wonder what next," and Sister Poteet, in conjunction with the entire society, 

gasped and held their eager breaths, awaiting the entrance of the subject of conversation. 

Sister Spicer went to the front door to let her in, and she was greeted with the greatest cordiality by 

everybody. 

"We were just talking about you and wondering why you were so late coming," cried Sister Poteet. "Now take 

off your things and make up for lost time. There's a pair of pants over there to be cut down to fit that poor 

little Snithers boy." 

The excitement and curiosity of the society were almost more than could be borne, but never a sister let on 

that she knew the deacon was at the gate waiting. Indeed, as far as the widow could discover, there was not 

the slightest indication that anybody had ever heard there was such a person as the deacon in existence. 

"Oh," she chirruped, in the liveliest of humors, "you will have to excuse me for today. Deacon Hawkins 

overtook me on the way here, and here said I had simply got to go sleigh-riding with him. He's waiting out at 

the gate now." 

"Is that so?" exclaimed the society unanimously, and rushed to the window to see if it were really true. 

"Well, did you ever?" commented Sister Poteet, generally. 

"Hardly ever," laughed the widow, good-naturedly, "and I don't want to lose the chance. You know Deacon 

Hawkins isn't asking somebody every day to go sleighing with him. I told him I'd go if he would bring me 

around here to let you know what had become of me, and so he did. Now, good-by, and I'll be sure to be 

present at the next meeting. I have to hurry because he'll get fidgety." 

The widow ran away like a lively schoolgirl. All the sisters watched her get into the sleigh with the deacon, 

and resumed the previous discussion with greatly increased interest. 

But little recked the widow and less recked the deacon. He had bought a new horse and he wanted the 

widow's opinion of it, for the Widow Stimson was a competent judge of fine horseflesh. If Deacon Hawkins 

had one insatiable ambition it was to own a horse which could fling its heels in the face of the best that Squire 

Hopkins drove. In his early manhood the deacon was no deacon by a great deal. But as the years gathered in 

behind him he put off most of the frivolities of youth and held now only to the one of driving a fast horse. No 

other man in the county drove anything faster except Squire Hopkins, and him the deacon had not been able 

to throw the dust over. The deacon would get good ones, but somehow never could he find one that the squire 

didn't get a better. The squire had also in the early days beaten the deacon in the race for a certain pretty girl 

he dreamed about. But the girl and the squire had lived happily ever after and the deacon, being a philosopher, 

might have forgotten the squire's superiority had it been manifested in this one regard only. But in horses, 

too—that graveled the deacon. 
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"How much did you give for him?" was the widow's first query, after they had reached a stretch of road that 

was good going and the deacon had let him out for a length or two. 

"Well, what do you suppose? You're a judge." 

"More than I would give, I'll bet a cookie." 

"Not if you was as anxious as I am to show Hopkins that he can't drive by everything on the pike." 

"I thought you loved a good horse because he was a good horse," said the widow, rather disapprovingly. 

"I do, but I could love him a good deal harder if he would stay in front of Hopkins's best." 

"Does he know you've got this one?" 

"Yes, and he's been blowing round town that he is waiting to pick me up on the road some day and make my 

five hundred dollars look like a pewter quarter." 

"So you gave five hundred dollars for him, did you?" laughed the widow. 

"Is it too much?" 

"Um-er," hesitated the widow, glancing along the graceful lines of the powerful trotter, "I suppose not if you 

can beat the squire." 

"Right you are," crowed the deacon, "and I'll show him a thing or two in getting over the ground," he added 

with swelling pride. 

"Well, I hope he won't be out looking for you today, with me in your sleigh," said the widow, almost 

apprehensively, "because, you know, deacon, I have always wanted you to beat Squire Hopkins." 

The deacon looked at her sharply. There was a softness in her tones that appealed to him, even if she had not 

expressed such agreeable sentiments. Just what the deacon might have said or done after the impulse had been 

set going must remain unknown, for at the crucial moment a sound of militant bells, bells of defiance, jangled 

up behind them, disturbing their personal absorption, and they looked around simultaneously. Behind the bells 

was the squire in his sleigh drawn by his fastest stepper, and he was alone, as the deacon was not. The widow 

weighed one hundred and sixty pounds, net—which is weighting a horse in a race rather more than the law 

allows. 

But the deacon never thought of that. Forgetting everything except his cherished ambition, he braced himself 

for the contest, took a twist hold on the lines, sent a sharp, quick call to his horse, and let him out for all that 

was in him. The squire followed suit and the deacon. The road was wide and the snow was worn down 

smooth. The track couldn't have been in better condition. The Hopkins colors were not five rods behind the 
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Hawkins colors as they got away. For half a mile it was nip and tuck, the deacon encouraging his horse and 

the widow encouraging the deacon, and then the squire began creeping up. The deacon's horse was a good 

one, but he was not accustomed to hauling freight in a race. A half-mile of it was as much as he could stand, 

and he weakened under the strain. 

Not handicapped, the squire's horse forged ahead, and as his nose pushed up to the dashboard of the deacon's 

sleigh, that good man groaned in agonized disappointment and bitterness of spirit. The widow was mad all 

over that Squire Hopkins should take such a mean advantage of his rival. Why didn't he wait till another time 

when the deacon was alone, as he was? If she had her way she never would, speak to Squire Hopkins again, 

nor to his wife, either. But her resentment was not helping the deacon's horse to win. 

Slowly the squire pulled closer to the front; the deacon's horse, realizing what it meant to his master and to 

him, spurted bravely, but, struggle as gamely as he might, the odds were too many for him, and he dropped to 

the rear. The squire shouted in triumph as he drew past the deacon, and the dejected Hawkins shrivelled into a 

heap on the seat, with only his hands sufficiently alive to hold the lines. He had been beaten again, humiliated 

before a woman, and that, too, with the best horse that he could hope to put against the ever-conquering 

squire. Here sank his fondest hopes, here ended his ambition. From this on he would drive a mule or an 

automobile. The fruit of his desire had turned to ashes in his mouth. 

But no. What of the widow? She realized, if the deacon did not, that she, not the squire's horse, had beaten the 

deacon's, and she was ready to make what atonement she could. As the squire passed ahead of the deacon she 

was stirred by a noble resolve. A deep bed of drifted snow lay close by the side of the road not far in front. It 

was soft and safe and she smiled as she looked at it as though waiting for her. Without a hint of her purpose, 

or a sign to disturb the deacon in his final throes, she rose as the sleigh ran near its edge, and with a spring 

which had many a time sent her lightly from the ground to the bare back of a horse in the meadow, she 

cleared the robes and lit plump in the drift. The deacon's horse knew before the deacon did that something had 

happened in his favor, and was quick to respond. With his first jump of relief the deacon suddenly revived, his 

hopes came fast again, his blood retingled, he gathered himself, and, cracking his lines, he shot forward, and 

three minutes later he had passed the squire as though he were hitched to the fence. For a quarter of a mile the 

squire made heroic efforts to recover his vanished prestige, but effort was useless, and finally concluding that 

he was practically left standing, he veered off from the main road down a farm lane to find some spot in 

which to hide the humiliation of his defeat. The deacon, still going at a clipping gait, had one eye over his 

shoulder as wary drivers always have on such occasions, and when he saw the squire was off the track he 

slowed down and jogged along with the apparent intention of continuing indefinitely. Presently an idea struck 

him, and he looked around for the widow. She was not where he had seen her last. Where was she? In the 

enthusiasm of victory he had forgotten her. He was so dejected at the moment she had leaped that he did not 

realize what she had done, and two minutes later he was so elated that, shame on him! he did not care. With 

her, all was lost; without her, all was won, and the deacon's greatest ambition was to win. But now, with 

victory perched on his horse-collar, success his at last, he thought of the widow, and he did care. He cared so 

much that he almost threw his horse off his feet by the abrupt turn he gave him, and back down the pike he 

flew as if a legion of squires were after him. 

He did not know what injury she might have sustained; She might have been seriously hurt, if not actually 

killed. And why? Simply to make it possible for him to win. The deacon shivered as he thought of it, and 

urged his horse to greater speed. The squire, down the lane, saw him whizzing along and accepted it profanely 

as an exhibition for his especial benefit. The deacon now had forgotten the squire as he had only so shortly 
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before forgotten the widow. Two hundred yards from the drift into which she had jumped there was a turn in 

the road, where some trees shut off the sight, and the deacon's anxiety increased momentarily until he reached 

this point. From here he could see ahead, and down there in the middle of the road stood the widow waving 

her shawl as a banner of triumph, though she could only guess at results. The deacon came on with a rush, and 

pulled up alongside of her in a condition of nervousness he didn't think possible to him. 

"Hooray! hooray!" shouted the widow, tossing her shawl into the air. "You beat him. I know you did. Didn't 

you? I saw you pulling ahead at the turn yonder. Where is he and his old plug?" 

"Oh, bother take him and his horse and the race and everything. Are you hurt?" gasped the deacon, jumping 

out, but mindful to keep the lines in his hand. "Are you hurt?" he repeated, anxiously, though she looked 

anything but a hurt woman. 

"If I am," she chirped, cheerily, "I'm not hurt half as bad as I would have been if the squire had beat you, 

deacon. Now don't you worry about me. Let's hurry back to town so the squire won't get another chance, with 

no place for me to jump." 

And the deacon? Well, well, with the lines in the crook of his elbow the deacon held out his arms to the 

widow and——. The sisters at the next meeting of the Sewing Society were unanimously of the opinion that 

any woman who would risk her life like that for a husband was mighty anxious. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/william-james-lampton/short-story/how-the-widow-won-the-deacon 
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Yellow 

by Kay Ryan 

 

Issue no. 103 (Summer 1987) 

Yellow is the most 

primary of the colors, 

owing nothing to any 

of the others. Many 

descendants come back 

repentant and sullied 

to celebrate yellow’s 

anniversary, but yellow 

is unapproachable, not 

antisocial but not 

interested in sitting 

at the table with 

tainted yolks or 

nouveaux chartreuses 

or any of the other 

abuses of the palette. 

Yellow’s indifferent 

to blue’s inducements 

and despises orange, 

red’s bastard coinage. 

He’s selfish, yes you 

could say he’s selfish: 

but it is Spring’s wish 

just at this brief 

first note before her 

fantasia to soft petal 

every shade but acacia. 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=17c35496dc&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=17c35496dc&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=17c35496dc&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=17c35496dc&e=d538c8f2e0
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Quantum measurement and the Arrow of Time 

Posted: 31 Aug 2020 07:00 AM PDT 

  

The question of the arrow of time has been on the table for centuries. The microscopic laws that determine the 

behaviour of matter (both in the classical and quantum regimes) are reversible. By seeing a video of a billiard 

board, with just a few balls, you will not be able to determine if the video is being played forward backwards. 

This usually changes when the number of particles increases. It is very easy to distinguish forward from 

backwards when you are breaking an initial position of sixteen balls. The reason for this distinction is purely 

probabilistic. There are many ways of breaking the rack, but very few combinations will end up forming the 

initial position again. Therefore, the backwards-in-time evolution is just unlikely. 

Quantum systems are usually composed of a small number of components. Even so, the same argument can 

be used to define a quantum arrow of time. If we follow the interpretation of Quantum Bayesianism a 

quantum state is just a recipe to calculate the outcome of measurements. These measurements are performed 

by making the system interact with a bigger, more complex environment (the measurement device). 

Furthermore, as isolation is an ideal and complicated thing to get the system should interact with an 

uncontrolled environment, forming what is usually called a Quantum Open System. This may introduce some 

stochasticity in the system and, as in our billiard game, some outcomes will be more likely to occur. This fact 

helps us to define a Quantum Arrow of Time. 

Recently, a superconducting circuit has been used in order to characterize an arrow of time in a quantum 

system 1. This circuit presents two possible states, forming what is called a qubit, and it interacts with a 

radiation field. The radiation field can be monitored giving information about the system state. 

http://feedproxy.google.com/~r/MappingIgnorance/~3/SrIHVAVF5hQ/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email
https://mail.google.com/mail/u/0/#m_-1824860996279051627_note-7132-1
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Figure 1. Sketch of the experiment performed in Harrington et al (2020). 

  

The measures performed in the system can be reversed, as well as the evolution of the system and the 

environment. For each trajectory of the system, defined as a series of outcomes obtained by the measures, the 

researchers define a magnitude that compares the probability of obtaining this trajectory if you are moving 

forward in comparison with the probability of having the same outcome if you are going back in time. This 

magnitude (Q), is bigger when a trajectory is more likely to happens in forward propagation. 
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Figure 2. See main text 

for an explanation. 

The experiment consisted of performing measures in the system with different time windows. In Figure 2 it is 

displayed the number of times a certain value of Q appeared in several experiments. There are almost only 

positive values of Q, meaning that the trajectories found are more compatible with a forward evolution than 

with a backwards one. Furthermore, when the time windows are made bigger, the system interacts with its 

environment for a longer time, and this makes higher values of the Q parameter more likely. 

Coming back to the billiard simile, monitoring the trajectory of a quantum system cannot tell you if it is going 

forward or backwards, but it can give you the chances of these two options. 
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Antidotes to Fear of Death: Astrophysicist Janna Levin Reads Astronomer and Poet Rebecca Elson’s 

Stunning Cosmic Salve for Our Creaturely Tremblings of Heart 

“We are all navigating an external world — but only through the prism of our own minds, our own subjective 

experience… The majesty of the universe is only ever conjured up in the mind.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

It is our biological wiring to exist — and then not; it is our psychological wiring to spend our lives running 

from this elemental fact on the hamster wheel of busyness and the hedonic treadmill of achievement, running 

from the disquieting knowledge that the atoms huddling for a cosmic blink around the shadow of a self will 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/03/18/figuring-shoreless-seeds-and-stardust/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1784106550/braipick-20
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one day disband and return to the “aloof stars” that made them. If we still ourselves for a moment, or are 

bestilled by circumstance, we glimpse that fact, then hasten to avert our gaze. We go on holding it as an 

abstraction, an unproven theorem; go on casting spells against the proof in stone and wood and promises; go 

on building houses and egos, signing thirty-year mortgages, trading the forged mint of forever as contractual 

currency in marital vows. And then one day, some certitude fissures — in the broken surface of a split lip, a 

split love, a split in Earth’s quaked crust; in the slow-burning wildfire of a pandemic, smoking its way across 

the globe until it blazes into a shared inferno; in the cold blade of a terminal diagnosis, sudden and close to 

the bone. We wake up to unalloyed reality with a scream, a silence, a hollow hallelujah. 

The astronomer and poet Rebecca Elson (January 2, 1960–May 19, 1999) was twenty-nine when she was 

diagnosed with non-Hodgkins lymphoma — a blood cancer that typically invades people in their sixties and 

seventies. Throughout the bodily brutality of the treatment, throughout the haunting uncertainty of life in 

remission, she met reality on its own terms — reality creaturely and cosmic, terms chance-dealt by impartial 

laws — and made of that terrifying meeting something uncommonly beautiful. 

Rebecca Elson, 1987 

When she returned her atoms to the universe, not yet forty, Elson bequeathed to this world 56 scientific 

papers and a slender, stunning book of poetry titled A Responsibility to Awe (public library) — verses spare 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/09/a-brave-and-startling-truth-maya-angelou/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/03/30/this-is-chance-genie-chance-jon-mooallem/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1784106550/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/responsibility-to-awe/oclc/1042080212&referer=brief_results
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and sublime, drawn from a consciousness pulling the balloon string of the infinite through the loop of its own 

finitude, life-affirming the way only the most intimate contact with death — which means with nature — can 

be. 

Elson’s crowning achievement in verse is the poem “Antidotes to Fear of Death,” beautifully brought to life 

here as a trailer of sorts for the 2020 Universe in Verse — our annual charitable celebration of the science and 

splendor of nature through poetry — by astrophysicist, novelist, Pioneer Works Director of Sciences, and 

devoted enchantress of poetry Janna Levin, with music by cellist, composer, and music revolutionary Zoë 

Keating based on her original soundtrack for The Edge of All We Know — the forthcoming documentary 

about the Event Horizon Telescope, which in 2019 captured humanity’s historic first glimpse of a black hole. 

(Janna works on black holes; Elson was among the select scientists tasked with studying the first images 

returned by the Hubble Space Telescope, that pioneering emblem of our most ambitious tool-making and our 

longing for intimate contact with the nature of reality.) 

Janna prefaces her reading with a Bohrsian reflection on the relationship between science and poetry, between 

the objective and the subjective, concluding with an exquisitely insightful and exquisitely phrased observation 

of how the tension between these seeming dipoles can dissolve upon closer inspection: 

We are all navigating an external world — but only through the prism of our own minds, our own subjective 

experience… The majesty of the universe is only ever conjured up in the mind. 

Please enjoy: 

ANTIDOTES TO FEAR OF DEATH 

by Rebecca Elson 

Sometimes as an antidote 

To fear of death, 

I eat the stars. 

Those nights, lying on my back, 

I suck them from the quenching dark 

Til they are all, all inside me, 

Pepper hot and sharp. 

Sometimes, instead, I stir myself 

Into a universe still young, 

Still warm as blood: 

No outer space, just space, 

The light of all the not yet stars 

Drifting like a bright mist, 

And all of us, and everything 

https://www.brainpickings.org/the-universe-in-verse/
http://pioneerworks.org/science
https://brainpickings.org/tag/janna-levin
http://zoekeating.com/
http://zoekeating.com/
http://www.blackholefilm.com/
https://pioneerworks.org/programs/scientific-controversies-no-18-event-horizon/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/02/01/niels-bohr-science-religion/
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Already there 

But unconstrained by form. 

And sometime it’s enough 

To lie down here on earth 

Beside our long ancestral bones: 

To walk across the cobble fields 

Of our discarded skulls, 

Each like a treasure, like a chrysalis, 

Thinking: whatever left these husks 

Flew off on bright wings. 

Couple with Regina Spektor reading Elson’s “Theories of Everything” at the 2019 Universe in Verse and 

Janna reading Maya Angelou’s cosmic clarion call to humanity at the 2018 Universe in Verse, then join us 

for the livestream of the 2020 show for more beauty and consolation by calibration of perspective, featuring 

Neil Gaiman premiering another original poem, Patti Smith bringing Emily Dickinson to life, astronaut 

Leland Melvin reading Neruda’s love letter to Earth’s forests, and thirty other magnificent constellations of 

atoms celebrating the majesty of the universe and the irreplicable splendor of our Pale Blue Dot. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/10/antidotes-to-fear-of-death-rebecca-

elson/?mc_cid=226c0dcc20&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/04/29/regina-spektor-reads-rebecca-elson/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/09/a-brave-and-startling-truth-maya-angelou/
https://www.brainpickings.org/the-universe-in-verse/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/10/antidotes-to-fear-of-death-rebecca-elson/?mc_cid=226c0dcc20&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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Thurnley Abbey 

by Perceval Landon 

 

Thurnley Abbey, published in Landon's book Raw Edges in 1908. It is considered by ghost story buffs to be 

one of the most terrifying stories published in English for its masterful portrayal of dread and waking 

nightmares. Often anthologized in collections of Gothic Fiction. We are pleased to showcase Landon's story 

in our Gothic, Ghost, Horror & Weird Library. 

 

Benjamin West, The witch of Endor conjures up the ghost of Samuel 

Three years ago I was on my way out to the East, and as an extra day in London was of some importance, I 

took the Friday evening mail-train to Brindisi instead of the usual Thursday morning Marseilles express. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/perceval-landon
https://americanliterature.com/gothic-literature-study-guide
https://americanliterature.com/gothic-ghost-horror-and-weird
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Many people shrink from the long forty-eight-hour train journey through Europe, and the subsequent rush 

across the Mediterranean on the nineteen-knot Isis or Osiris; but there is really very little discomfort on either 

the train or the mail-boat, and unless there is actually nothing for me to do, I always like to save the extra day 

and a half in London before I say goodbye to her for one of my longer tramps. This time--it was early, I 

remember, in the shipping season, probably about the beginning of September--there were few passengers, 

and I had a compartment in the P. & 0. Indian express to myself all the way from Calais. All Sunday I 

watched the blue waves dimpling the Adriatic, and the pale rosemary along the cuttings; the plain white 

towns, with their flat roofs and their bold 'duomos', and the grey-green gnarled olive orchards of Apulia. The 

journey was just like any other. We ate in the dining-car as often and as long as we decently could. We slept 

after luncheon; we dawdled the afternoon away with yellow-backed novels; sometimes we exchanged 

platitudes in the smoking-room, and it was there that I met Alastair Colvin. 

Colvin was a man of middle height, with a resolute, well-cut jaw; his hair was turning grey; his moustache 

was sun-whitened, otherwise he was clean-shaven--obviously a gentleman, and obviously also a preoccupied 

man. He had no great wit. When spoken to, he made the usual remarks in the right way, and I dare say he 

refrained from banalities only because he spoke less than the rest of us; most of the time he buried himself in 

the Wagon-lit Company's time-table, but seemed unable to concentrate his attention on any one page of it. He 

found that I had been over the Siberian railway, and for a quarter of an hour he discussed it with me. Then he 

lost interest in it, and rose to go to his compartment. But he came back again very soon, and seemed glad to 

pick up the conversation again. 

Of course this did not seem to me to be of any importance. Most travellers by train become a trifle infirm of 

purpose after thirty-six hours' rattling. But Colvin's restless way I noticed in somewhat marked contrast with 

the man's personal importance and dignity; especially ill suited was it to his finely made large hand with 

strong, broad, regular nails and its few lines. As I looked at his hand I noticed a long, deep, and recent scar of 

ragged shape. However, it is absurd to pretend that I thought anything was unusual. I went off at five o'clock 

on Sunday afternoon to sleep away the hour or two that had still to be got through before we arrived at 

Brindisi. 

Once there, we few passengers transhipped our hand baggage, verified our berths--there were only a score of 

us in all--and then, after an aimless ramble of half an hour in Brindisi, we returned to dinner at the Hotel 

International, not wholly surprised that the town had been the death of Virgil. If I remember rightly, there is a 

gaily painted hall at the International--I do not wish to advertise am-thine, but there is no other place in 

Brindisi at which to await the coming of the mails--and after dinner I was looking with awe at a trellis 

overgrown with blue vines, when Colvin moved across the room to my table. He picked up Il Secolo, but 

almost immediately gave up the pretence of reading it. He turned squarely to me and said: 

'Would you do me a favour?' 

One doesn't do favours to stray acquaintances on Continental expresses without knowing something more of 

them than I knew of Colvin. But I smiled in a noncommittal way, and asked him what he wanted. I wasn't 

wrong in part of my estimate of him; he said bluntly: 

'Will you let me sleep in your cabin on the Osiris?' And he coloured a little as he said it. 
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Now, there is nothing more tiresome than having to put up with a stable-companion at sea, and I asked him 

rather pointedly: 

'Surely there is room for all of us?' I thought that perhaps he had been partnered off with some mangy 

Levantine, and wanted to escape from him at all hazards. 

Colvin, still somewhat confused, said: 'Yes; I am in a cabin by myself. But you would do me the greatest 

favour if you would allow me to share yours.' 

This was all very well, but, besides the fact that I always sleep better when alone, there had been some recent 

thefts on board English liners, and I hesitated, frank and honest and self-conscious as Colvin was. Just then 

the mail-train came in with a clatter and a rush of escaping steam, and I asked him to see me again about at on 

the boat when we started. He answered me curtly--I suppose he saw the mistrust in my manner--'I am a 

member of White's. I smiled to myself as he said it, but I remembered in a moment that the man--if he were 

really what he claimed to be, and I make no doubt that he was--must have been sorely put to it before he 

urged the fact as a guarantee of his respectability to a total stranger at a Brindisi hotel. 

That evening, as we cleared the red and green harbour-lights of Brindisi, Colvin explained. This is his story in 

his own words. 

'When I was travelling in India some years ago, I made the acquaintance of a youngish man in the Woods and 

Forests. We camped out together for a week, and I found him a pleasant companion. John Broughton was a 

light-hearted soul when off duty, but a steady and capable man in any of the small emergencies that 

continually arise in that department. He was liked and trusted by the natives, and though a trifle over-pleased 

with himself when he escaped to civilization at Simla or Calcutta, Broughton's future was well assured in 

Government service, when a fair-sized estate was unexpectedly left to him, and he joyfully shook the dust of 

the Indian plains from his feet and returned to England. For five years he drifted about London. I saw him 

now and then. We dined together about every eighteen months, and I could trace pretty exactly the gradual 

sickening of Broughton with a merely idle life. He then set out on a couple of long voyages, returned as 

restless as before, and at last told me that he had decided to marry and settle down at his place, Burnley 

Abbey, which had long been empty. He spoke about looking after the property and standing for his 

constituency in the usual way. Vivien Wilde, his fiancée, had, I suppose, begun to take him in hand. She was 

a pretty girl with a deal of fair hair and rather an exclusive manner; deeply religious in a narrow school, she 

was still kindly and high-spirited, and I thought that Broughton was in luck. He was quite happy and full of 

information about his future. 

'Among other things, I asked him about Burnley Abbey. He confessed that he hardly knew the place. The last 

tenant, a man called Clarke, had lived in one wing for fifteen years and seen no one. He had been a miser and 

a hermit. It was the rarest thing for a light to be seen at the Abbey after dark. Only the barest necessities of life 

were ordered, and the tenant himself received them at the side-door. His one half-caste manservant, after a 

month's stay in the house, had abruptly left without warning, and had returned to the Southern States. One 

thing Broughton complained bitterly about: Clarke had wilfully spread the rumour among the villagers that 

the Abbey was haunted, and had even condescended to play childish tricks with spirit-lamps and salt in order 

to scare trespassers away at night. He had been detected in the act of this tomfoolery, but the story spread, and 

no one, said Broughton, would venture near the house except in broad daylight. The hauntedness of Burnley 
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Abbev was now, he said with a grin, part of the gospel of the countryside, but he and his young wife were 

going to change all that. Would I propose myself any time I liked? I, of course, said I would, and equally, of 

course, intended to do nothing of the sort without a definite invitation. 

'The house was put in thorough repair, though not a stick of the old furniture and tapestry were removed. 

Floors and ceilings were relaid: the roof was made watertight again, and the dust of half a century was 

scoured out. He showed me some photographs of the place. It was called an Abbey, though as a matter of fact 

it had been only the infirmary of the long-vanished Abbey of Closter some five miles away. The larger part of 

this building remained as it had been in pre-Reformation days, but a wing had been added in Jacobean times, 

and that part of the house had been kept in something like repair by Mr Clarke. He had in both the ground and 

first floors set a heavy timber door, strongly barred with iron, in the passage between the earlier and the 

Jacobean parts of the house, and had entirely neglected the former. So there had been a good deal of work to 

be done. 

'Broughton, whom I saw in London two or three times about this period, made a deal of fun over the positive 

refusal of the workmen to remain after sundown. Even after the electric light had been put into every room, 

nothing would induce them to remain, though, as Broughton observed, electric light was death on ghosts. The 

legend of the Abbey's ghosts had gone far and wide, and the men would take no risks. They went home in 

batches of five and six, and even during the daylight hours there was an inordinate amount of talking between 

one and another, if either happened to be out of sight of his companion. On the whole, though nothing of any 

sort or kind had been conjured up even by their heated imaginations during their five months' work upon the 

Abbey, the belief in the ghosts was rather strengthened than otherwise in Thurnley because of the men's 

confessed nervousness, and local tradition declared itself in favour of the ghost of an immured nun. 

"Good old nun!" said Broughton. 

'I asked him whether in general he believed in the possibility of ghosts, and, rather to my surprise, he said that 

he couldn't say he entirely disbelieved in them. A man in India had told him one mornang in camp that he 

believed that his mother was dead in England, as her vision had come to his tent the night before. He had not 

been alarmed, but had said nothing, and the figure vanished again. As a matter of fact, the next possible dak-

walla brought on a telegram announcing the mother's death. "There the thing was," said Broughton. But at 

Thurnley he was practical enough. He roundly cursed the idiotic selfishness of Clarke, whose silly antics had 

caused all the inconvenience. At the same time, he couldn't refuse to sympathize to some extent with the 

ignorant workmen. "My own idea," said he, "is that if a ghost ever does come in one's way, one ought to 

speak to it." 

'I agreed. Little as I knew of the ghost world and its conventions, I had always remembered that a spook was 

in honour bound to wait to be spoken to. It didn't seem much to do, and I felt that the sound of one's own 

voice would at any rate reassure oneself as to one's wakefulness. But there are few ghosts outside Europe--

few, that is, that a white man can see--and I had never been troubled with any. However, as I have said, I told 

Broughton that I agreed. 

'So the wedding took place, and I went to it in a tall hat which I bought for the occasion, and the new Mrs 

Broughton smiled very nicely at me afterwards. As it had to happen, I took the Orient Express that evening 

and was not in England again for nearly six months. Just before I came back I got a letter from Broughton. He 
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asked if I could see him in London or come to Thurnley, as he thought I should be better able to help him than 

anyone else he knew. His wife sent a nice message to me at the end, so I was reassured about at least one 

thing. I wrote from Budapest that I would come and sec him at Thurnley two days after my arrival in London, 

and as I sauntered out of the Pannonia into the Kerepesi Utcza to post my letters, I wondered of what earthly 

service I could be to Broughton. I had been out with him after tiger on foot, and I could imagine few men 

better able at a pinch to manage their own business. However, I had nothing to do, so after dealing with some 

small accumulations of business during my absence, I packed a kit-bag and departed to Euston. 

'I was met by Broughton's great limousine at Thurnley Road station, and after a drive of nearly seven miles 

we echoed through the sleepy streets of Thurnley village, into which the main gates of the park thrust 

themselves, splendid with pillars and spreadeagles and tom-cats rampant atop of them. I never was a herald, 

but I know that the Broughtons have the right to supporters--Heaven knows why! From the gates a quadruple 

avenue of beech-trees led inwards for a quarter of a mile. Beneath them a neat strip of fine turf edged the road 

and ran back until the poison of the dead beech-leaves killed it under the trees. There were many wheel-tracks 

on the road, and a comfortable little pony trap jogged past me laden with a country parson and his wife and 

daughter. Evidently there was some garden party going on at the Abbey. The road dropped away to the right 

at the end of the avenue, and I could see the Abbey across a wide pasturage and a broad lawn thickly dotted 

with guests. 

'The end of the building was plain. It must have been almost mercilessly austere when it was first built, but 

time had crumbled the edges and toned the stone down to an orange-lichened grey wherever it showed behind 

its curtain of magnolia, jasmine, and ivy. Further on was the three-storied Jacobean house, tall and handsome. 

There had not been the slightest attempt to adapt the one to the other, but the kindly ivy had glossed over the 

touching-point. There was a tall flèche in the middle of the building, surmounting a small bell tower. Behind 

the house there rose the mountainous verdure of Spanish chestnuts all the way up the hill. 

'Broughton had seen me coming from afar, and walked across from his other guests to welcome me before 

turning me over to the butler's care. This man was sandy-haired and rather inclined to be talkative. He could, 

however, answer hardly any questions about the house; he had, he said, only been there three weeks. Mindful 

of what Broughton had told me, I made no enquiries about ghosts, though the room into which I was shown 

might have justified anything. It was a very large low room with oak beams projecting from the white ceiling. 

Every inch of the walls, including the doors, was covered with tapestry, and a remarkably fine Italian fourpost 

bedstead, heavily draped, added to the darkness and dignity of the place. All the furniture was old, well made 

and dark. Underfoot there was a plain green pile carpet, the only new thing about the room except the electric 

light fittings and the jugs and basins. Even the looking-glass on the dressing-table was an old pyramidal 

Venetian glass set in heavy repoussé frame of tarnished silver. 

'After a few minutes' cleaning up, I went downstairs and out upon the lawn, where I greeted my hostess. The 

people gathered there were of the usual country type, all anxious to be pleased and roundly curious as to the 

new master of the Abbey. Rather to my surprise, and quite to my pleasure, I rediscovered Glenham, whom I 

had known well in old days in Barotseland: he lived quite close, as, he remarked with a grin. I ought to have 

known. "But," he added, "I don't live in a place like this." He swept his hand to the long, low lines of the 

Abbey in obvious admiration, and then, to my intense interest, muttered beneath his breath, "Thank God!" He 

saw that I had overheard him, and turning to me said decidedly, "Yes, 'thank God' I said, and I meant it. I 

wouldn't live at the Abbey for all Broughton's money." 
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'"But surely," I demurred, "you know that old Clarke was discovered in the very act of setting light to his bug-

a-boos?" 

'Glenham shrugged his shoulders. "Yes, I know about that. But there is something wrong with the place still. 

All I can say is that Broughton is a different man since he has lived here. I don't believe that he will remain 

much longer. But--you're staying here?--well, you'll hear all about it tonight. There's a big dinner, I 

understand." Be conversation turned off to old reminiscences, and Glenham soon after had to go. 

'Before I went to dress that evening I had twenty minutes' talk with Broughton in his library. There was no 

doubt that the man was altered, gravely altered. He was nervous and fidgety, and I found him looking at me 

only when my eye was off him. I naturally asked him what he wanted of me. I told him I would do anything I 

could, but that I couldn't conceive what he lacked that I could provide. He said with a lustreless smile that 

there was, however, something, and that he would tell me the following morning. It struck me that he was 

somehow ashamed of himself and perhaps ashamed of the part he was asking me to play. However, I 

dismissed the subject from my mind and went up to dress in my palatial room. As I shut the door a draught 

blew out the Queen of Sheba from the wall, and I noticed that the tapestries were not fastened to the wall at 

the bottom. I have always held very practical views about spooks, and it has often seemed to me that the slow 

waving in firelight of loose tapestry upon a wall would account for ninety-nine per cent of the stories one 

hears. Certainly the dignified undulation of this lady with her attendants and huntsmen--one of whom was 

untidily cutting the throat of a fallow deer upon the very steps on which King Solomon, a grey-faced Flemish 

nobleman with the order of the Golden Fleece, awaited his fair visitor--gave colour to my hypothesis. 

'Nothing much happened at dinner. The people were very much like those of the garden party. A young 

woman next to me seemed anxious to know what was being read in London. As she was far more familiar 

than I with the most recent magazines and literary supplements, I found salvation in being myself instructed 

in the tendencies of modern fiction. All true art, she said, was shot through and through with melancholy. 

How vulgar were the attempts at wit that marked so many modern books! From the beginning of literature it 

had always been tragedy that embodied the highest attainment of every age. To call such works morbid 

merely begged the question. No thoughtful man--she looked sternly at me through the steel rim of her glasses-

-could fail to agree with me. Of course, as one would, I immediately and properly said that I slept with Pett 

Ridge and Jacobs under my pillow at night, and that if Jorrocks weren't quite so large and cornery, I would 

add him to the company. She hadn't read any of them, so I was saved--for a time. But I remember grimly that 

she said that the dearest wish of her life was to be in some awful and soul-freezing situation of horror, and I 

remember that she dealt hardly with the hero of Nat Paynter's vampire story, between nibbles at her brown-

bread ice. She was a cheerless soul, and I couldn't help thinking that if there were many such in the 

neighbourhood, it was not surprising that old Glenham had been stuffed with some nonsense or other about 

the Abbey. Yet nothing could well have been less creeps than the glitter of silver and glass, and the subdued 

lights and cackle of conversation all round the dinner-table. 

'After the ladies had gone I found myself talking to the rural dean. He was a thin, earnest man, who at once 

turned the conversation to old Clarke's buffooneries. But, he said, Mr Broughton had introduced such a new 

and cheerful spirit, not only into the Abbey, but, he might say, into the whole neighbourhood, that he had 

great hopes that the ignorant superstitions of the past were from henceforth destined to oblivion. Thereupon 

his other neighbour, a portly gentleman of independent means and position, audibly remarked "Amen", which 

damped the rural dean, and we talked of partridges past, partridges present, and pheasants to come. At the 
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other end of the table Broughton sat with a couple of his friends, red-faced hunting men. Once I noticed that 

they were discussing me, but I paid no attention to it at the time. I remembered it a few hours later. 

'By eleven all the guests were gone, and Broughton, his wife, and I were alone together under the fine plaster 

ceiling of the Jacobean drawing-room. Mrs Broughton talked about one or two of the neighbours, and then, 

with a smile, said that she knew I would excuse her, shook hands with me, and went off to bed. I am not very 

good at analysing things, but I felt that she talked a little uncomfortably and with a suspicion of effort, smiled 

rather conventionally, and was obviously glad to go. These things seem trifling enough to repeat, but I had 

throughout the faint feeling that everything was not square. Under the circumstances, this was enough to set 

me wondering what on earth the service could be that I was to render--wondering also whether the whole 

business were not some ill-advised jest in order to make me come down from London for a mere shooting-

party. 

'Broughton said little after she had gone. But he was evidently labouring to bring the conversation round to 

the so-called haunting of the Abbey. As soon as I saw this, of course I asked him directly about it. He then 

seemed at once to lose interest in the matter. There was no doubt about it: Broughton was somehow a changed 

man, and to my mind he had changed in no way for the better. Mrs Broughton seemed no sufficient cause. He 

was clearly very fond of her, and she of him. I reminded him that he was going to tell me what I could do for 

him in the morning, pleaded my journey, lighted a candle, and went upstairs with him. At the end of the 

passage leading into the old house he grinned weakly and said, "Mind, if you sec a ghost, do talk to it; you 

said you would." He stood irresolutely a moment and then turned away. At the door of his dressing-room he 

paused once more: "I'm here," he called out, "if you should want anything. Good night," and he shut his door. 

'I went along the passage to my room, undressed, switched on a lamp beside my bed, read a few pages of The 

Jungle Book, and then, more than ready for sleep, turned the light off and went fast asleep. 

'Three hours later I woke up. There was not a breath of wind outside. There was not even a flicker of light 

from the fireplace. As I lay there, an ash tinkled slightly as it cooled, but there was hardly a gleam of the 

dullest red in the grate. An owl cried among the silent Spanish chesnuts on the slope outside. I idly reviewed 

the events of the day, hoping that I should fall off to sleep again before I reached dinner. But at the end I 

seemed as wakeful as ever. There was no help for it. I must read my Jungle Book again till I felt ready to go 

off, so I fumbled for the pear at the end of the cord that hung down inside the bed, and I switched on the 

bedside lamp. The sudden glory dazzled me for a moment. I felt under my pillow for my hook with half-shut 

eyes. Then, growing used to the light, I happened to look down to the foot of my bed. 

'I can never tell you really what happened then. Nothing I could ever confess in the most abject words could 

even faintly picture to you what I felt. I know that my heart stopped dead, and my throat shut automatically. 

In one instinctive movement I crouched back up against the head-boards of the bed, staring at the horror. The 

movement set my heart going again, and the sweat dripped from every pore. I am not a particularly religious 

man, but I had always believed that God would never allow any supernatural appearance to present itself to 

man in such a guise and in such circumstances that harm, either bodily or mental, could result to him. I can 

only tell you that at that moment both my life and my reason rocked unsteadily on their seats.' 

The other Osiris passengers had gone to bed. Only he and I remained leaning over the starboard railing, which 

rattled uneasily now and then under the fierce vibration of the over-engined mail-boat. Far over, there were 
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the lights of a few fishing-smacks riding out the night, and a great rush of white combing and seething water 

fell out and away from us overside. 

At last Colvin went on: 

'Leaning over the foot of my bed, looking at me, was a figure swathed in a rotten and tattered veiling. This 

shroud passed over the head, but left both eyes and the right side of the face bare. It then followed the line of 

the arm down to where the hand grasped the bed-end. The face was not entirely that of a skull, though the 

eyes and the flesh of the face were totally gone. There was a thin, dry skin drawn tightly over the features, and 

there was some skin left on the hand. One wisp of hair crossed the forehead. It was perfectly still. I looked at 

it, and it looked at me, and my brains turned dry and hot in my head. I had still got the pear of the electric 

lamp in my hand, and I played idly with it; only I dared not turn the light out again. I shut my eyes, only to 

open them in a hideous terror the same second. Be thing had not moved. My heart was thumping, and the 

sweat cooled me as it evaporated. Another cinder tinkled in the grate, and a panel creaked in the wall. 

'My reason failed me. For twenty minutes, or twenty seconds. I was able to think of nothing else but this 

awful figure, till there came, hurtling through the empty channels of my senses, the remembrance that 

Broughton and his friends had discussed me furtively at dinner. Be dim possibility of its being a hoax stole 

gratefully into my unhappy mind, and once there, one's pluck came creeping back along a thousand tiny veins. 

My first sensation was one of blind unreasoning thankfulness that my brain was going to stand the trial. I am 

not a timid man, but the best of us needs some human handle to steady him in time of extremity, and in this 

faint but growing hope that after all it might be only a brutal hoax, I found the fulcrum that I needed. At last I 

moved. 

'How I managed to do it I cannot tell you, but with one spring towards the foot of the bed I got within arm's-

length and struck out one fearful blow with my fist at the thing. It crumbled under it, and my hand was cut to 

the bone. With a sickening revulsion after my terror. I dropped half-fainting across the end of the bed. So it 

was merely a foul trick after all. No doubt the trick had been played many a tame before: no doubt Broughton 

and his friends had had some large bet among themselves as to what I should do when I discovered the 

gruesome thing. From my state of abject terror I found myself transported into an insensate anger. I shouted 

curses upon Broughton. I daved rather than climbed over the bed-end on to the sofa. I tore at the robed 

skeleton--how well the whole thing had been carried out, I thought--I broke the skull against the floor, and 

stamped upon its dry bones. I flung the head away under the bed, and rent the brittle bones of the trunk in 

pieces. I snapped the thin thigh-bones across my knee, and flung them in different directions. The shin-bones 

I set up against a stool and broke with my heel. I raged like a Berserker against the loathly thing, and stripped 

the ribs from the backbone and slung the breastbone against the cupboard. My fury increased as the work of 

destruction went on. I tore the frail rotten veil into twenty pieces, and the dust went up over everything, over 

the clean blotting-paper and the silver inkstand. At last my work was done. There was but a raffle of broken 

bones and strips of parchment and crumbling wool. Then, picking up a piece of the skull--it was the check and 

temple bone of the right side, I remember--I opened the door and went down the passage to Broughton's 

dressing-room. I remember still how my sweat-dripping pyjamas clung to me as I walked. At the door I 

kicked and entered. 

'Broughton was in bed. He had already turned the light on and seemed shrunken and horrified. For a moment 

he could hardly pull himself together. Then I spoke. I don't know what I said. Only I know that from a heart 
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full and over-full with hatred and contempt, spurred on by shame of my own recent cowardice, I let my 

tongue run on. He answered nothing. I was amazed at my own fluency. My hair still clung lankily to my wet 

temples, my hand was bleeding profusely, and I must have looked a strange sight. Broughton huddled himself 

up at the head of the bed just as I had. Still he made no answer, no defence. He seemed preoccupied with 

something besides my reproaches, and once or twice moistened his lips with his tongue. But he could say 

nothing though he moved his hands now and then, just as a baby who cannot speak moves its hands. 

'At last the door into Mrs Broughton's room opened and she came in, white and terrified. "What is it? What is 

it? Oh, in God's name! what is it?" she cried again and again, and then she went up to her husband and sat on 

the bed in her night-dress, and the two faced me. I told her what the matter was. I spared her husband not a 

word for her presence there. Yet he seemed hardly to understand. I told the pair that I had spoiled their 

cowardly joke for them. Broughton looked up. 

'"I have smashed the foul thing into a hundred pieces," I said. Broughton licked his lips again and his mouth 

worked. "By God!" I shouted, "it would serve you right if I thrashed you within an inch of your life. I will 

take care that not a decent man or woman of my acquaintance ever speaks to you again. And there," I added, 

throwing the broken piece of the skull upon the floor beside his bed, "there is a souvenir for you, of your 

damned work tonight!" 

'Broughton saw the bone, and in a moment it was his turn to frighten me. He squealed like a hare caught in a 

trap. He screamed and screamed till Mrs Broughton, almost as bewildered as myself, held on to him and 

coaxed him like a child to be quiet. But Broughton--and as he moved I thought that ten minutes ago I perhaps 

looked as terribly ill as he did--thrust her from him, and scrambled out of the bed on to the floor, and still 

screaming put out his hand to the hone. It had blood on it from my hand. He paid no attention to me whatever. 

In truth I said nothing. This was a new turn indeed to the horrors of the evening. He rose from the floor with 

the bone in his hand and stood silent. He seemed to be listening. "Time, time, perhaps," he muttered, and 

almost at the same moment fell at full length on the carpet, cutting his head against the fender. The bone flew 

from his hand and came to rest near the door. I picked Broughton up, haggard and broken, with blood over his 

face. He whispered hoarsely and quickly, "Listen. listen!" We listened. 

'After ten seconds' utter quiet, I seemed to hear something. I could not be sure, but at last there was no doubt. 

There was a quiet sound as of one moving along the passage. Little regular steps came towards us over the 

hard oak flooring. Broughton moved to where his wife sat, white and speechless, on the bed, and pressed her 

face into his shoulder. 

'Then, the last thing that I could see as he turned the light out, he fell forward with his own head pressed into 

the pillow of the bed. Something in their company, something in their cowardice, helped me, and I faced the 

open doorway of the room, which was outlined fairly clearly against the dimly lighted passage. I put out one 

hand and touched Mrs Broughton's shoulder in the darkness. But at the last moment I too failed. I sank on my 

knees and put my face in the bed. Only we all heard. The footsteps came to the door, and there they stopped. 

Be piece of bone was lying a yard inside the door. There was a rustle of moving stuff, and the thing was in the 

room. Mrs Broughton was silent: I could hear Broughton's voice praying, muffled an the pillow: I was cursing 

my own cowardice. Then the steps moved out again on the oak boards of the passage, and I heard the sounds 

dying away. In a flash of remorse I went to the door and looked out. At the end of the corridor I thought I saw 
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something that moved away. A moment later the passage was empty. I stood with my forehead against the 

jamb of the door almost physically sick. 

'"You can turn the light on," I said, and there was an answering flare. There was no bone at my feet. Mrs 

Broughton had fainted. Broughton was almost useless, and it took me ten minutes to bring her to. Broughton 

only said one thing worth remembering. For the most part he went on muttering prayers. But I was glad 

afterwards to recollect that he had said that thing. He said in a colourless voice, half as a question, half as a 

reproach, "You didn't speak to her." 

'We spent the remainder of the night together. Mrs Broughton actually fell off into in a kind of sleep before 

dawn, but she suffered so horribly in her dreams that I shook her into consciousness again. Never was dawn 

so long in coming. Three or four times Broughton spoke to himself. Mrs Broughton would then just tighten 

her hold on his arm, but she could say nothing. As for me, I can honestly say that I grew worse as the hours 

passed and the light strengthened. The two violent reactions had battered down my steadiness of view, and I 

felt that the foundations of my life had been built upon the sand. I said nothing, and after binding up my hand 

with a towel, I did not move. It was better so. They helped me and I helped them, and we all three knew that 

our reason had gone very near to ruin that night. At last, when the light came in pretty strongly, and the birds 

outside were chattering and singing, we felt that we must do something. Yet we never moved. You might 

have thought that we should particularly dislike being found as we were by the servants: yet nothing of that 

kind mattered a straw, and an overpowering listlessness bound us as we sat, until Chapman, Broughton's man, 

actually knocked and opened the door. None of us moved. Broughton, speaking hardly and stiffly, said, 

"Chapman you can come back in five minutes." Chapman, was a discreet man, but it would have made no 

difference to us if he had carried his news to the "room" at once. 

'We looked at each other and I said I must go back. I meant to wait outside till Chapman returned. I simply 

dared not re-enter my bedroom alone. Broughton roused himself and said that he would come with me. Mrs 

Broughton agreed to remain in her own room for five minutes if the blinds were drawn up and all the doors 

left open. 

'So Broughton and I, leaning stiffly one against the other, went down to my room. By the morning light that 

filtered past the blinds we could see our way, and I released the blinds. There was nothing wrong in the room 

from end to end, except smears of my own blood on the end of the bed, on the sofa, and on the carpet where I 

had torn the thing to pieces.' 

Colvin had finished his story. There was nothing to say. Seven bells stuttered out from the fo'c'sle, and the 

answering cry wailed through the darkness. I took him downstairs. 

'Of course I am much better now, but it is a kindness of you to let me sleep in your cabin.' 

THE END 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/perceval-landon/short-story/thurnley-abbey 

https://americanliterature.com/author/perceval-landon/short-story/thurnley-abbey
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Future VR could employ new ultrahigh-res display 

Source: 

Stanford University 

Summary: 

Repurposed solar panel research could be the foundation for a new ultrahigh-resolution microdisplay. The 

OLED display would feature brighter images with purer colors and more than 10,000 pixels per inch. 

     

FULL STORY 

 

By expanding on existing designs for electrodes of ultra-thin solar panels, Stanford researchers and 

collaborators in Korea have developed a new architecture for OLED -- organic light-emitting diode -- displays 

that could enable televisions, smartphones and virtual or augmented reality devices with resolutions of up to 

10,000 pixels per inch (PPI). (For comparison, the resolutions of new smartphones are around 400 to 500 

PPI.) 

Such high-pixel-density displays will be able to provide stunning images with true-to-life detail -- something 

that will be even more important for headset displays designed to sit just centimeters from our faces. 

The advance is based on research by Stanford University materials scientist Mark Brongersma in 

collaboration with the Samsung Advanced Institute of Technology (SAIT). Brongersma was initially put on 

this research path because he wanted to create an ultra-thin solar panel design. 

"We've taken advantage of the fact that, on the nanoscale, light can flow around objects like water," said 

Brongersma, who is a professor of materials science and engineering and senior author of the Oct. 

22 Science paper detailing this research. "The field of nanoscale photonics keeps bringing new surprises and 

now we're starting to impact real technologies. Our designs worked really well for solar cells and now we 

have a chance to impact next generation displays." 

In addition to having a record-setting pixel density the new "metaphotonic" OLED displays would also be 

brighter and have better color accuracy than existing versions, and they'd be much easier and cost-effective to 

produce as well. 

Hidden gems 
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At the heart of an OLED are organic, light-emitting materials. These are sandwiched between highly-

reflective and semi-transparent electrodes that enable current injection into the device. When electricity flows 

through an OLED, the emitters give off red, green or blue light. Each pixel in an OLED display is composed 

of smaller sub-pixels that produce these primary colors. When the resolution is sufficiently high, the pixels 

are perceived as one color by the human eye. OLEDs are an attractive technology because they are thin, light 

and flexible and produce brighter and more colorful images than other kinds of displays. 

This research aims to offer an alternative to the two types of OLED displays that are currently commercially 

available. One type -- called a red-green-blue OLED -- has individual sub-pixels that each contain only one 

color of emitter. These OLEDs are fabricated by spraying each layer of materials through a fine metal mesh to 

control the composition of each pixel. They can only be produced on a small scale, however, like what would 

be used for a smartphone. 

Larger devices like TVs employ white OLED displays. Each of these sub-pixels contains a stack of all three 

emitters and then relies on filters to determine the final sub-pixel color, which is simpler to fabricate. Since 

the filters reduce the overall output of light, white OLED displays are more power-hungry and prone to 

having images burn into the screen. 

OLED displays were on the mind of Won-Jae Joo, a SAIT scientist, when he visited Stanford from 2016 to 

2018. During that time, Joo listened to a presentation by Stanford graduate student Majid Esfandyarpour 

about an ultrathin solar cell technology he was developing in Brongersma's lab and realized it had 

applications beyond renewable energy. 

"Professor Brongersma's research themes were all very academically profound and were like hidden gems for 

me as an engineer and researcher at Samsung Electronics," said Joo, who is lead author of the Science paper. 

Joo approached Esfandyarpour after the presentation with his idea, which led to a collaboration between 

researchers at Stanford, SAI and Hanyang University in Korea. 

"It was quite exciting to see that a problem that we have already thought about in a different context can have 

such an important impact on OLED displays," said Esfandyarpour. 

A fundamental foundation 

The crucial innovation behind both the solar panel and the new OLED is a base layer of reflective metal with 

nanoscale (smaller than microscopic) corrugations, called an optical metasurface. The metasurface can 

manipulate the reflective properties of light and thereby allow the different colors to resonate in the pixels. 

These resonances are key to facilitating effective light extraction from the OLEDs. 

"This is akin to the way musical instruments use acoustic resonances to produce beautiful and easily audible 

tones," said Brongersma, who conducted this research as part of the Geballe Laboratory for Advanced 

Materials at Stanford. 
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For example, red emitters have a longer wavelength of light than blue emitters, which, in conventional RGB-

OLEDs, translates to sub-pixels of different heights. In order to create a flat screen overall, the materials 

deposited above the emitters have to be laid down in unequal thicknesses. By contrast, in the proposed 

OLEDs, the base layer corrugations allow each pixel to be the same height and this facilitates a simpler 

process for large-scale as well as micro-scale fabrication. 

In lab tests, the researchers successfully produced miniature proof-of-concept pixels. Compared with color-

filtered white-OLEDs (which are used in OLED televisions) these pixels had a higher color purity and a 

twofold increase in luminescence efficiency -- a measure of how bright the screen is compared to how much 

energy it uses. They also allow for an ultrahigh pixel density of 10,000 pixels-per-inch. 

The next steps for integrating this work into a full-size display is being pursued by Samsung, and Brongersma 

eagerly awaits the results, hoping to be among the first people to see the meta-OLED display in action. 

 

Story Source: 

Materials provided by Stanford University. Original written by Taylor Kubota. Note: Content may be edited 

for style and length. 

 

Journal Reference: 

1. Won-Jae Joo, Jisoo Kyoung, Majid Esfandyarpour, Sung-Hoon Lee, Hyun Koo, Sunjin Song, 

Young-Nam Kwon, Seok Ho Song, Jun Cheol Bae, Ara Jo, Myong-Jong Kwon, Sung Hyun Han, 

Sung-Han Kim, Sungwoo Hwang, Mark L. Brongersma. Metasurface-driven OLED displays beyond 

10,000 pixels per inch. Science, 2020 DOI: 10.1126/science.abc8530 
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Silent Auction 

by Zoë Hitzig 

 

Issue no. 232 (Spring 2020) 

Yes I helped decree it.  

In the white-walled  

room of before with  

strangers + veils. 

Don’t think I don’t think  

about it daily. Up here 

fumigating my oriel  

according to the Newer  

Ordering. I feel exactly  

how we got here. We 

thought. Then we did 

as we thought. Then  

answered + when we  

answered how we did  

as we thought 

what was was 

no one could afford 

the self-inducing  

covenant. You’d be  

surprised what little  

we, the slighter figures  

there among the rest,  

could do in the room,  

strobing like sight lines  

in the jet bridge. 

Now we’ll never see 

the men who appraise us  

through the one-way  

mirrors. Forevermore is  

bidding. Every time 

I enter the hall, leaving  

my liquid assets pooling  

in the center of my 

oriel, I feel less prepared  

for the day— + no 

I won’t know it’s coming— 

when they quit me here  

entirely + pooling 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=87484f86a8&e=d538c8f2e0
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https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=87484f86a8&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

in the trespasses of my  

last remaining asset. 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=87484f86a8&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=87484f86a8&e=d538c8f2e0
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An intriguing link between Kerker conditions and energy conservation from fundamental principles 

Posted: 22 Oct 2020 07:00 AM PDT 

A nanoantenna with balanced electric and magnetic dipole moments exhibits a directive radiation pattern with 

zero backscattering. This is known as the first Kerker condition after Kerker, Wang, and Giles, who predicted 

in 1983 that, under plane wave illumination, magnetic spheres with equal relative permittivity and 

permeability radiate no light in the backscattering direction. They also concluded that, for certain permittivity 

and permeability relations for nanospheres, this zero optical light scattering condition happened in the forward 

direction. 

Three decades later, a renewed version of these ideas was proposed for subwavelength dielectric spheres of 

high refractive index (HRI) materials, reinvigorating the interest on these light scattering conditions. 

Interestingly, the scattering properties of HRI nanospheres can be fully described by dipolar modes. At the 

first Kerker condition the electric and magnetic dipolar modes oscillate in phase with equal amplitude. This 

optical response drives to destructive interference between the scattered fields at the backscattering direction, 

which is commonly referred to as the zero optical backscattering condition. 

This anomalous light scattering condition was first experimentally measured in the limit of small particle in 

the microwave regime for ceramic spheres and, soon after, in the visible spectral range for HRI Si and GaAs 

nanospheres. 

However, recent results suggest that the concept of small particle is sufficient, but not necessary, to guarantee 

a dipolar response in the optical scattering of an object. Consequently, the mentioned backscattering 

anomalies could also be measured on larger dielectric particles. 

The absence of backscattered light emerges at the first Kerker condition for dipolar particles regardless of the 

incoming polarization. On the other hand, for cylindrically symmetric particles, the absence of backscattered 

light follows from the preservation of electromagnetic helicity. Conservation of helicity has proven crucial in 

many applications such as enhanced chiral light-matter interactions, or in the spin-orbit interactions of light. 

Remarkably, it has been reported that from a relatively simple far-field measurement of the electromagnetic 

helicity at a right angle, the radiation pattern of the dipolar particle is inferable. 

http://feedproxy.google.com/~r/MappingIgnorance/~3/hQZBT5amU4M/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email
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Now, a team of researchers analytically demonstrate 1 that either losses or optical gain inhibit the first Kerker 

condition for homogeneous spheres regardless of the particle’s size, incident wavelength, incoming 

polarization, and multipole order. It follows that dissipating spheres such as dielectric Mie spheres in the 

visible spectral range and plasmonic particles, such as metal spheres, cannot exhibit the first Kerker condition. 

For a germanium (Ge) sphere in the dipolar regime, the team quantifies the gradual drift from the ideal zero 

optical backscattering condition as the absorption rate is increased. Finally, that optical gain is mandatory to 

reach the zero forward light scattering condition is demonstrated. 

The researchers show that the electromagnetic helicity cannot be preserved after scattering by an arbitrary 

dielectric sphere in the presence of losses or optical gain. Hence, neither can the zero optical backscattering 

condition be fulfilled in that scenario. 

These results unveil a hidden connection between two symmetries from fundamental principles: energy 

conservation, mathematically expressed in terms of the optical theorem, and the electromagnetic duality, 

which is restored at the first Kerker condition. This intriguing link opens new insights into Mie theory. 

Author: César Tomé López is a science writer and the editor of Mapping Ignorance. 

https://mail.google.com/mail/u/0/#m_-2343272840920890056_note-7346-1
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Mie_scattering
http://about.me/cesar_tome
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Disclaimer: Parts of this article may be copied verbatim or almost verbatim from the referenced research 

paper. 
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Alibi Ike 

by Ring Lardner 

 

I 

HIS right name was Frank X. Farrell, and I guess the X stood for "Excuse me." Because he never pulled a 

play, good or bad, on or off the field, without apologizin' for it. 

"Alibi Ike" was the name Carey wished on him the first day he reported down South. O' course we all cut out 

the "Alibi" part of it right away for the fear he would overhear it and bust somebody. But we called him "Ike" 

right to his face and the rest of it was understood by everybody on the club except Ike himself. 

He ast me one time, he says: 

"What do you all call me Ike for? I ain't no Yid." 

"Carey give you the name," I says. "It's his nickname for everybody he takes a likin' to." 

"He mustn't have only a few friends then," says Ike. "I never heard him say 'Ike' to nobody else." 

But I was goin' to tell you about Carey namin' him. We'd been workin' out two weeks and the pitchers was 

showin' somethin' when this bird joined us. His first day out he stood up there so good and took such a reef at 

the old pill that he had everyone lookin'. Then him and Carey was together in left field, catchin' fungoes, and 

it was after we was through for the day that Carey told me about him. 

"What do you think of Alibi Ike?" ast Carey. 

"Who's that? " I says. 

"This here Farrell in the outfield," says Carey. 

"He looks like he could hit," I says. 

"Yes," says Carey, "but he can't hit near as good as he can apologize." 

Then Carey went on to tell me what Ike had been pullin' out there. He'd dropped the first fly ball that was hit 

to him and told Carey his glove wasn't broke in good yet, and Carey says the glove could easy of been Kid 

Gleason's gran'father. He made a whale of a catch out o' the next one and Carey says "Nice work!" or 

somethin' like that, but Ike says he could of caught the ball with his back turned only he slipped when he 

started after it and, besides that, the air currents fooled him. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/ring-lardner
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"I thought you done well to get to the ball," says Carey. 

"I ought to been settin' under it," says Ike. 

"What did you hit last year?" Carey ast him. 

"I had malaria most o' the season," says Ike. "I wound up with .356." 

"Where would I have to go to get malaria?" says Carey, but Ike didn't wise up. 

I and Carey and him set at the same table together for supper. It took him half an hour longer'n us to eat 

because he had to excuse himself every time he lifted his fork. 

"Doctor told me I needed starch," he'd say, and then toss a shoveful o' potatoes into him. Or, "They ain't much 

meat on one o' these chops," he'd tell us, and grab another one. Or he'd say: "Nothin' like onions for a cold," 

and then he'd dip into the perfumery. 

"Better try that apple sauce," says Carey. "It'll help your malaria." 

"Whose malaria?" says Ike. He'd forgot already why he didn't only hit .356 last year. 

I and Carey begin to lead him on. 

"Whereabouts did you say your home was?" I ast him. "I live with my folks," he says. "We live in Kansas 

City--not right down in the business part--outside a ways." 

"How's that come?" says Carey. "I should think you'd get rooms in the post office." 

But Ike was too busy curin' his cold to get that one. 

"Are you married?" I ast him. 

"No," he says. "I never run round much with girls, except to shows onct in a wile and parties and dances and 

roller skatin'." 

"Never take 'em to the prize fights, eh?" says Carey. 

"We don't have no real good bouts," says Ike. "Just bush stuff. And I never figured a boxin' match was a place 

for the ladies." 

Well, after supper he pulled a cigar out and lit it. I was just goin' to ask him what he done it for, but he beat 

me to it. 
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"Kind o' rests a man to smoke after a good work-out," he says. "Kind o' settles a man's supper, too." 

"Looks like a pretty good cigar," says Carey. 

"Yes," says Ike. "A friend o' mine give it to me--a fella in Kansas City that runs a billiard room." 

"Do you play billiards?" I ast him. 

"I used to play a fair game," he says. "I'm all out o' practice now--can't hardly make a shot." 

We coaxed him into a four-handed battle, him and Carey against Jack Mack and I. Say, he couldn't play 

billiards as good as Willie Hoppe; not quite. But to hear him tell it, he didn't make a good shot all evenin'. I'd 

leave him an awful-lookin' layout and he'd gather 'em up in one try and then run a couple o' hundred, and 

between every carom he'd say he'd put too much stuff on the ball, or the English didn't take, or the table 

wasn't true, or his stick was crooked, or somethin'. And all the time he had the balls actin' like they was Dutch 

soldiers and him Kaiser William. We started out to play fifty points, but we had to make it a thousand so as I 

and Jack and Carey could try the table. 

The four of us set round the lobby a wile after we was through playin', and when it got along toward bedtime 

Carey whispered to me and says: 

"Ike'd like to go to bed, but he can't think up no excuse." 

Carey hadn't hardly finished whisperin' when Ike got up and pulled it: 

"Well, good night, boys," he says. "I ain't sleepy, but I got some gravel in my shoes and it's killin' my feet." 

We knowed he hadn't never left the hotel since we'd came in from the grounds and changed our clo'es. So 

Carey says: 

"I should think they'd take them gravel pits out o' the billiard room." 

But Ike was already on his way to the elevator, limpin'. 

"He's got the world beat," says Carey to Jack and I. "I've knew lots o' guys that had an alibi for every mistake 

they made; I've heard pitchers say that the ball slipped when somebody cracked one off'n 'em; I've heard 

infielders complain of a sore arm after heavin' one into the stand, and I've saw outfielders tooken sick with a 

dizzy spell when they've misjudged a fly ball. But this baby can't even go to bed without apologizin', and I bet 

he excuses himself to the razor when he gets ready to shave." 

"And at that," says Jack, "he's goin' to make us a good man." 

"Yes," says Carey, "unless rheumatism keeps his battin' average down to .400." 
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Well, sir, Ike kept whalin' away at the ball all through the trip till everybody knowed he'd won a job. Cap had 

him in there regular the last few exhibition games and told the newspaper boys a week before the season 

opened that he was goin' to start him in Kane's place. 

"You're there, kid," says Carey to Ike, the night Cap made the 'nnouncement. "They ain't many boys that wins 

a big league berth their third year out." 

"I'd of been up here a year ago," says Ike, "only I was bent over all season with lumbago." 

II 

It rained down in Cincinnati one day and somebody organized a little game o' cards. They was shy two men to 

make six and ast I and Carey to play. 

"I'm with you if you get Ike and make it seven-handed," says Carey. 

So they got a hold of Ike and we went up to Smitty's room. 

"I pretty near forgot how many you deal," says Ike. "It's been a long wile since I played." 

I and Carey give each other the wink, and sure enough, he was just as ig'orant about poker as billiards. About 

the second hand, the pot was opened two or three ahead of him, and they was three in when it come his turn. 

It cost a buck, and he throwed in two. 

"It's raised, boys," somebody says. 

"Gosh, that's right, I did raise it," says Ike. 

"Takeout a buck if you didn't mean to tilt her," says Carey. 

"No," says Ike, "I'll leave it go." 

Well, it was raised back at him and then he made another mistake and raised again. They was only three left 

in when the draw come. Smitty'd opened with a pair o' kings and he didn't help 'em. Ike stood pat. The guy 

that'd raised him back was flushin' and he didn't fill. So Smitty checked and Ike bet and didn't get no call. He 

tossed his hand away, but I grabbed it and give it a look. He had king, queen, jack and two tens. Alibi Ike he 

must have seen me peekin', for he leaned over and whispered to me. 

"I overlooked my hand," he says. "I thought all the wile it was a straight." 

"Yes," I says, "that's why you raised twice by mistake." 
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They was another pot that he come into with tens and fours. It was tilted a couple o' times and two o' the 

strong fellas drawed ahead of Ike. They each drawed one. So Ike throwed away his little pair and come out 

with four tens. And they was four treys against him. Carey'd looked at Ike's discards and then he says: 

"This lucky bum busted two pair." 

"No, no, I didn't," says Ike. 

"Yes, yes, you did," says Carey, and showed us the two fours. "What do you know about that? " says Ike. "I'd 

of swore one was a five spot." 

Well, we hadn't had no pay day yet, and after a wile everybody except Ike was goin' shy. I could see him 

gettin' restless and I was wonderin' how he'd make the get-away. He tried two or three times. "I got to buy 

some collars before supper," he says. 

"No hurry," says Smitty. "The stores here keeps open all night in April." 

After a minute he opened up again. 

"My uncle out in Nebraska ain't expected to live," he says. "I ought to send a telegram." 

"Would that save him?" says Carey. 

"No, it sure wouldn't," says Ike, "but I ought to leave my old man know where I'm at." 

"When did you hear about your uncle?" says Carey. 

"Just this mornin'," says Ike. 

"Who told you? "ast Carey. 

"I got a wire from my old man," says Ike. 

"Well," says Carey, "your old man knows you're still here yet this afternoon if you was here this mornin'. 

Trains leavin' Cincinnati in the middle o' the day don't carry no ball clubs." 

"Yes," says Ike, "that's true. But he don't know where I'm goin' to be next week." 

"Ain't he got no schedule?" ast Carey. 

"I sent him one openin' day," says Ike, "but it takes mail a long time to get to Idaho." 
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"I thought your old man lived in Kansas City," says Carey. 

"He does when he's home," says Ike. 

"But now," says Carey, "I s'pose he's went to Idaho so as he can be near your sick uncle in Nebraska." 

"He's visitin' my other uncle in Idaho." 

"Then how does he keep posted about your sick uncle?" ast Carey. 

"He don't," says Ike. "He don't even know my other uncle's sick. That's why I ought to wire and tell him." 

"Good night!" says Carey. 

"What town in Idaho is your old man at?" I says. 

Ike thought it over. 

"No town at all," he says. "But he's near a town." 

"Near what town?" I says. 

"Yuma," says Ike. 

Well, by this time he'd lost two or three pots and he was desperate. We was playin' just as fast as we could, 

because we seen we couldn't hold him much longer. But he was tryin' so hard to frame an escape that he 

couldn't pay no attention to the cards, and it looked like we'd get his whole pile away from him if we could 

make him stick. 

The telephone saved him. The minute it begun to ring, five of us jumped for it. But Ike was there first. 

"Yes," he says, answerin' it. "This is him. I'll come right down." 

And he slammed up the receiver and beat it out o' the door without even sayin' good-by. 

"Smitty'd ought to locked the door," says Carey. 

"What did he win?" ast Carey. 

We figured it up--sixty-odd bucks. 

"And the next time we ask him to play," says Carey, "his fingers will be so stiff he can't hold the cards." 
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Well, we set round a wile talkin' it over, and pretty soon the telephone rung again. Smitty answered it. It was a 

friend of his'n from Hamilton and he wanted to know why Smitty didn't hurry down. He was the one that had 

called before and Ike had told him he was Smitty. 

"Ike'd ought to split with Smitty's friend," says Carey. 

"No," I says, "he'll need all he won. It costs money to buy collars and to send telegrams from Cincinnati to 

your old man in Texas and keep him posted on the health o' your uncle in Cedar Rapids, D. C." 

III 

And you ought to heard him out there on that field! They wasn't a day when he didn't pull six or seven, and it 

didn't make no difference whether he was goin' good or bad. If he popped up in the pinch he should of made a 

base hit and the reason he didn't was so-and-so. And if he cracked one for three bases he ought to had a home 

run, only the ball wasn't lively, or the wind brought it back, or he tripped on a lump o' dirt, roundin' first base. 

They was one afternoon in New York when he beat all records. Big Marquard was workin' against us and he 

was good. 

In the first innin' Ike hit one clear over that right field stand, but it was a few feet foul. Then he got another 

foul and then the count come to two and two. Then Rube slipped one acrost on him and he was called out. 

"What do you know about that!" he says afterward on the bench. "I lost count. I thought it was three and one, 

and I took a strike." 

"You took a strike all right," says Carey. "Even the umps knowed it was a strike." 

"Yes," says Ike, "but you can bet I wouldn't of took it if I'd knew it was the third one. The score board had it 

wrong." 

"That score board ain't for you to look at," says Cap. "It's for you to hit that old pill against." 

"Well," says Ike, "I could of hit that one over the score board if I'd knew it was the third." 

"Was it a good ball? " I says. 

"Well, no, it wasn't," says Ike. "It was inside." 

"How far inside?" says Carey. 

"Oh, two or three inches or half a foot," says Ike. 

"I guess you wouldn't of threatened the score board with it then," says Cap. 
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"I'd of pulled it down the right foul line if I hadn't thought he'd call it a ball," says Ike. 

Well, in New York's part o' the innin' Doyle cracked one and Ike run back a mile and a half and caught it with 

one hand. We was all sayin' what a whale of a play it was, but he had to apologize just the same as for gettin' 

struck out. 

"That stand's so high," he says, "that a man don't never see a ball till it's right on top o' you." 

"Didn't you see that one? "ast Cap. 

"Not at first," says Ike; "not till it raised up above the roof o' the stand." 

"Then why did you start back as soon as the ball was hit?" says Cap. 

"I knowed by the sound that he'd got a good hold of it," says Ike. 

"Yes," says Cap, "but how'd you know what direction to run in?" 

"Doyle usually hits 'em that way, the way I run," says Ike. 

"Why don't you play blindfolded?" says Carey. 

"Might as well, with that big high stand to bother a man," says Ike. "If I could of saw the ball all the time I'd 

of got it in my hip pocket." 

Along in the fifth we was one run to the bad and Ike got on with one out. On the first ball throwed to Smitty, 

Ike went down. The ball was outside and Meyers throwed Ike out by ten feet. 

You could see Ike's lips movin' all the way to the bench and when he got there he had his piece learned. 

"Why didn't he swing?" he says. 

"Why didn't you wait for his sign?" says Cap. 

"He give me his sign," says Ike. 

"What is his sign with you?" says Cap. 

"Pickin' up some dirt with his right hand," says Ike. 

"Well, I didn't see him do it," Cap says. 
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"He done it all right," says Ike. 

Well, Smitty went out and they wasn't no more argument till they come in for the next innin'. Then Cap 

opened it up. 

"You fellas better get your signs straight," he says. 

"Do you mean me? " says Smitty. 

"Yes," Cap says. "What's your sign with Ike?" 

"Slidin' my left hand up to the end o' the bat and back," says Smitty. 

"Do you hear that, Ike?" ast Cap. 

"What of it?" says Ike. 

"You says his sign was pickin' up dirt and he says it's slidin' his hand. Which is right?" 

"I'm right," says Smitty. "But if you're arguin' about him goin' last innin', I didn't give him no sign." 

"You pulled your cap down with your right hand, didn't you? " ast Ike. 

"Well, s'pose I did," says Smitty. "That don't mean nothin'. I never told you to take that for a sign, did I?" 

"I thought maybe you meant to tell me and forgot," says Ike. They couldn't none of us answer that and they 

wouldn't of been no more said if Ike had of shut up. But wile we was settin' there Carey got on with two out 

and stole second clean. 

"There!" says Ike. "That's what I was tryin' to do and I'd of got away with it if Smitty'd swang and bothered 

the Indian." 

"Oh!" says Smitty. "You was tryin' to steal then, was you? I thought you claimed I give you the hit and run." 

"I didn't claim no such a thing," says Ike. "I thought maybe you might of gave me a sign, but I was goin' 

anyway because I thought I had a good start." 

Cap prob'ly would of hit him with a bat, only just about that time Doyle booted one on Hayes and Carey come 

acrost with the run that tied. 

Well, we go into the ninth finally, one and one, and Marquard walks McDonald with nobody out. 
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"Lay it down," says Cap to Ike. 

And Ike goes up there with orders to bunt and cracks the first ball into that right-field stand! It was fair this 

time, and we're two ahead, but I didn't think about that at the time. I was too busy watchin' Cap's face. First he 

turned pale and then he got red as fire and then he got blue and purple, and finally he just laid back and busted 

out laughin'. So we wasn't afraid to laugh ourselfs when we seen him doin' it, and when Ike come in 

everybody on the bench was in hysterics. 

But instead o' takin' advantage, Ike had to try and excuse himself. His play was to shut up and he didn't know 

how to make it. 

"Well," he says, "if I hadn't hit quite so quick at that one I bet it'd of cleared the center-field fence." 

Cap stopped laughin'. 

"It'll cost you plain fifty," he says. 

"What for? " says Ike. 

"When I say 'bunt' I mean 'bunt,'" says Cap. 

"You didn't say 'bunt,'" says Ike. 

"I says 'Lay it down,'" says Cap. "If that don't mean 'bunt,' what does it mean?" 

"'Lay it down' means 'bunt' all right," says Ike, "but I understood you to say 'Lay on it.'" 

"All right," says Cap, "and the little misunderstandin' will cost you fifty." 

Ike didn't say nothin' for a few minutes. Then he had another bright idear. 

"I was just kiddin' about misunderstandin' you," he says. "I knowed you wanted me to bunt." 

"Well, then, why didn't you bunt?" ast Cap. 

"I was goin' to on the next ball," says Ike. "But I thought if I took a good wallop I'd have 'em all fooled. So I 

walloped at the first one to fool 'em, and I didn't have no intention o' hittin' it." 

"You tried to miss it, did you?" says Cap. 

"Yes," says Ike. 
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"How'd you happen to hit it?" ast Cap. 

"Well," Ike says, "I was lookin' for him to throw me a fast one and I was goin' to awing under it. But he come 

with a hook and I met it right square where I was swingin' to go under the fast one." 

"Great!" says Cap. "Boys," he says, "Ike's learned how to hit Marquard's curve. Pretend a fast one's comin' 

and then try to miss it. It's a good thing to know and Ike'd ought to be willin' to pay for the lesson. So I'm 

goin' to make it a hundred instead o' fifty." 

The game wound up 3 to 1. The fine didn't go, because Ike hit like a wild man all through that trip and we 

made pretty near a clean-up. The night we went to Philly I got him cornered in the car and I says to him: 

"Forget them alibis for a wile and tell me somethin'. What'd you do that for, swing that time against Marquard 

when you was told to bunt?" 

"I'll tell you," he says. "That ball he throwed me looked just like the one I struck out on in the first innin' and I 

wanted to show Cap what I could of done to that other one if I'd knew it was the third strike." 

"But," I says, "the one you struck out on in the first innin' was a fast ball." 

"So was the one I cracked in the ninth," says Ike. 

IV 

You've saw Cap's wife, o' course. Well, her sister's about twict as good-lookin' as her, and that's goin' some. 

Cap took his missus down to St. Louis the second trip and the other one come down from St. Joe to visit her. 

Her name is Dolly, and some doll is right. 

Well, Cap was goin' to take the two sisters to a show and he wanted a beau for Dolly. He left it to her and she 

picked Ike. He'd hit three on the nose that afternoon--off'n Sallee, too. 

They fell for each other that first evenin'. Cap told us how it come off. She begin flatterin' Ike for the star 

game he'd played and o' course he begin excusin' himself for not doin' better. So she thought he was modest 

and it went strong with her. And she believed everything he said and that made her solid with him--that and 

her make-up. They was together every mornin' and evenin' for the five days we was there. In the afternoons 

Ike played the grandest ball you ever see, hittin' and runnin' the bases like a fool and catchin' everything that 

stayed in the park. 

I told Cap, I says: "You'd ought to keep the doll with us and he'd make Cobb's figures look sick." 

But Dolly had to go back to St. Joe and we come home for a long serious. 
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Well, for the next three weeks Ike had a letter to read every day and he'd set in the clubhouse readin' it till 

mornin' practice was half over. Cap didn't say nothin' to him, because he was goin' so good. But I and Carey 

wasted a lot of our time tryin' to get him to own up who the letters was from. Fine chanct! 

"What are you readin'?" Carey'd say. "A bill?" 

"No," Ike'd say, "not exactly a bill. It's a letter from a fella I used to go to school with." 

"High school or college?" I'd ask him. 

"College," he'd say. 

"What college?" I'd say. 

Then he'd stall a wile and then he'd say: 

"I didn't go to the college myself, but my friend went there." 

"How did it happen you didn't go?" Carey'd ask him. 

"Well," he'd say, "they wasn't no colleges near where I lived." 

"Didn't you live in Kansas City?" I'd say to him. 

One time he'd say he did and another time he didn't. One time he says he lived in Michigan. 

"Where at? "says Carey. 

"Near Detroit," he says. 

"Well," I says, "Detroit's near Ann Arbor and that's where they got the university." 

"Yes," says Ike, "they got it there now, but they didn't have it there then." 

"I come pretty near goin' to Syracuse," I says, "only they wasn't no railroads runnin' through there in them 

days." 

"Where'd this friend o' yours go to college?" says Carey. 

"I forget now," says Ike. 

"Was it Carlisle? "ast Carey. 
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"No," says Ike, "his folks wasn't very well off." 

"That's what barred me from Smith," I says. 

"I was goin' to tackle Cornell's," says Carey, "but the doctor told me I'd have hay fever if I didn't stay up 

North." 

"Your friend writes long letters," I says. 

"Yes," says Ike; "he's tellin' me about a ball player." 

"Where does he play?" ast Carey. 

"Down in the Texas League--Fort Wayne," says Ike. 

"It looks like a girl's writin'," Carey says. 

"A girl wrote it," says Ike. "That's my friend's sister, writin' for him." 

"Didn't they teach writin' at this here college where he went?" says Carey. 

"Sure," Ike says, "they taught writin', but he got his hand cut off in a railroad wreck." 

"How long ago?" I says. 

"Right after he got out o' college," says Ike. 

"Well," I says, "I should think he'd of learned to write with his left hand by this time." 

"It's his left hand that was cut off," says Ike; "and he was lefthanded." 

"You get a letter every day," says Carey. "They're all the same writin'. Is he tellin' you about a different ball 

player every time he writes?" 

"No," Ike says. "It's the same ball player. He just tells me what he does every day." 

"From the size o' the letters, they don't play nothin' but double-headers down there," says Carey. 

We figured that Ike spent most of his evenin's answerin' the letters from his "friend's sister," so we kept tryin' 

to date him up for shows and parties to see how he'd duck out of 'em. He was bugs over spaghetti, so we told 

him one day that they was goin' to be a big feed of it over to Joe's that night and he was invited. 
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"How long'll it last?" he says. 

"Well," we says, "we're goin' right over there after the game and stay till they close up." 

"I can't go," he says, "unless they leave me come home at eight bells." 

"Nothin' doin'," says Carey. "Joe'd get sore." 

"I can't go then," says Ike. 

"Why not?" I ast him. 

"Well," he says, "my landlady locks up the house at eight and I left my key home." 

"You can come and stay with me," says Carey. 

"No," he says, "I can't sleep in a strange bed." 

"How do you get along when we're on the road?" says I. 

"I don't never sleep the first night anywheres," he says. "After that I'm all right." 

"You'll have time to chase home and get your key right after the game," I told him. 

"The key ain't home," says Ike. "I lent it to one o' the other fellas and he's went out o' town and took it with 

him." 

"Couldn't you borry another key off'n the landlady?" Carey ast him. 

"No," he says, "that's the only one they is." 

Well, the day before we started East again, Ike come into the clubhouse all smiles. 

"Your birthday?" I ast him. 

"No," he says. 

"What do you feel so good about?" I says. 

"Got a letter from my old man," he says. "My uncle's goin' to get well." 

"Is that the one in Nebraska?" says I 
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"Not right in Nebraska," says Ike. "Near there." 

But afterwards we got the right dope from Cap. Dolly'd blew in from Missouri and was goin' to make the trip 

with her sister. 

V 

Well, I want to alibi Carey and I for what come off in Boston. If we'd of had any idear what we was doin', 

we'd never did it. They wasn't nobody outside o' maybe Ike and the dame that felt worse over it than I and 

Carey. 

The first two days we didn't see nothin' of Ike and her except out to the park. The rest o' the time they was 

sight-seein' over to Cambridge and down to Revere and out to Brook-a-line and all the other places where the 

rubes go. 

But when we come into the beanery after the third game Cap's wife called us over. 

"If you want to see somethin' pretty," she says, "look at the third finger on Sis's left hand." 

Well, o' course we knowed before we looked that it wasn't goin' to be no hangnail. Nobody was su'prised 

when Dolly blew into the dinin' room with it--a rock that Ike'd bought off'n Diamond Joe the first trip to New 

York. Only o' course it'd been set into a lady's-size ring instead o' the automobile tire he'd been wearin'. 

Cap and his missus and Ike and Dolly ett supper together, only Ike didn't eat nothin', but just set there blushin' 

and spillin' things on the table-cloth. I heard him excusin' himself for not havin' no appetite. He says he 

couldn't never eat when he was clost to the ocean. He'd forgot about them sixty-five oysters he destroyed the 

first night o' the trip before. 

He was goin' to take her to a show, so after supper he went upstairs to change his collar. She had to doll up, 

too, and o' course Ike was through long before her. 

If you remember the hotel in Boston, they's a little parlor. where the piano's at and then they's another little 

parlor openin' off o' that. Well, when Ike come down Smitty was playin' a few chords and I and Carey was 

harmonizin'. We seen Ike go up to the desk to leave his key and we called him in. He tried to duck away, but 

we wouldn't stand for it. 

We ast him what he was all duded up for and he says he was goin' to the theayter. 

"Goin' alone?" says Carey. 

"No," he says, "a friend o' mine's goin' with me." 

"What do you say if we go along?" says Carey. 
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"I ain't only got two tickets," he says. 

"Well," says Carey, "we can go down there with you and buy our own seats maybe we can all get together." 

"No," says Ike. "They ain't no more seats. They're all sold out." 

"We can buy some off'n the scalpers," says Carey. 

"I wouldn't if I was you," says Ike. "They say the show's rotten." 

"What are you goin' for, then?" I ast. 

"I didn't hear about it bein' rotten till I got the tickets," he says. 

"Well," I says, "if you don't want to go I'll buy the tickets from you." 

"No," says Ike, "I wouldn't want to cheat you. I'm stung and I'll just have to stand for it." 

"What are you goin' to do with the girl, leave her here at the hotel?" I says. 

"What girl?" says Ike. 

"The girl you ett supper with," I says. 

"Oh," he says, "we just happened to go into the dinin' room together, that's all. Cap wanted I should set down 

with 'em." 

"I noticed." says Carey, "that she happened to he wearin' that rock you bought off'n Diamond Joe." 

"Yes." says Ike. "I lent it to her for a wile." 

"Did you lend her the new ring that goes with it?" I says. 

"She had that already," says Ike. "She lost the set out of it." 

"I wouldn't trust no strange girl with a rock o' mine," says Carey. 

"Oh, I guess she's all right," Ike says. "Besides, I was tired o' the stone. When a girl asks you for somethin', 

what are you goin' to do?" 

He started out toward the desk, but we flagged him. 
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"Wait a minute!" Carey says. "I got a bet with Sam here, and it's up to you to settle it." 

"Well," says Ike, "make it snappy. My friend'll be here any minute." 

"I bet," says Carey, "that you and that girl was engaged to be married." 

"Nothin' to it," says Ike. 

"Now look here," says Carey, "this is goin' to cost me real money if I lose. Cut out the alibi stuff and give it to 

us straight. Cap's wife just as good as told us you was roped." 

Ike blushed like a kid. 

"Well, boys," he says, "I may as well own up. You win, Carey." 

"Yatta boy!" says Carey. "Congratulations!" 

"You got a swell girl, Ike," I says. 

"She's a peach," says Smitty. 

"Well, I guess she's O. K.," says Ike. "I don't know much about girls." 

"Didn't you never run round with 'em?" I says. 

"Oh, yes, plenty of 'em," says Ike. "But I never seen none I'd fall for." 

"That is, till you seen this one," says Carey. 

"Well," says Ike, "this one's O. K., but I wasn't thinkin' about gettin' married yet a wile." 

"Who done the askin'--her?" says Carey. 

"Oh, no," says Ike, "but sometimes a man don't know what he's gettin' into. Take a good-lookin' girl, and a 

man gen'ally almost always does about what she wants him to." 

"They couldn't no girl lasso me unless I wanted to be lassoed," says Smitty. 

"Oh, I don't know," says Ike. "When a fella gets to feelin' sorry for one of 'em it's all off." 

Well, we left him go after shakin' hands all round. But he didn't take Dolly to no show that night. Some time 

wile we was talkin' she'd came into that other parlor and she'd stood there and heard us. I don't know how 
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much she heard. But it was enough. Dolly and Cap's missus took the midnight train for New York. And from 

there Cap's wife sent her on her way back to Missouri. 

She'd left the ring and a note for Ike with the clerk. But we didn't ask Ike if the note was from his friend in 

Fort Wayne, Texas. 

VI 

When we'd came to Boston Ike was hittin' plain .397. When we got back home he'd fell off to pretty near 

nothin'. He hadn't drove one out o' the infield in any o' them other Eastern parks, and he didn't even give no 

excuse for it. 

To show you how bad he was, he struck out three times in Brooklyn one day and never opened his trap when 

Cap ast him what was the matter. Before, if he'd whiffed oncet in a game he'd of wrote a book tellin' why. 

Well, we dropped from first place to fifth in four weeks and we was still goin' down. I and Carey was about 

the only ones in the club that spoke to each other, and all as we did was remind ourself o' what a boner we'd 

pulled. 

"It's goin' to beat us out o' the big money," says Carey. 

"Yes," I says. "I don't want to knock my own ball club, but it looks like a one-man team, and when that one 

man's dauber's down we couldn't trim our whiskers." 

"We ought to knew better," says Carey. 

"Yes," I says, "but why should a man pull an alibi for bein' engaged to such a bearcat as she was?" 

"He shouldn't," says Carey. "But I and you knowed he would or we'd never started talkin' to him about it. He 

wasn't no more ashamed o' the girl than I am of a regular base hit. But he just can't come clean on no subjec'." 

Cap had the whole story, and I and Carey was as pop'lar with him as an umpire. 

"What do you want me to do, Cap?" Carey'd say to him before goin' up to hit. 

"Use your own judgment," Cap'd tell him. "We want to lose another game." 

But finally, one night in Pittsburgh, Cap had a letter from his missus and he come to us with it. 

"You fellas," he says, "is the ones that put us on the bum, and if you're sorry I think they's a chancet for you to 

make good. The old lady's out to St. Joe and she's been tryin' her hardest to fix things up. She's explained that 

Ike don't mean nothin' with his talk; I've wrote and explained that to Dolly, too. But the old lady says that 

Dolly says that she can't believe it. But Dolly's still stuck on this baby, and she's pinin' away just the same as 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                    No. 545 december 2020 

 

142 

Ike. And the old lady says she thinks if you two fellas would write to the girl and explain how you was always 

kiddin' with Ike and leadin' him on, and how the ball club was all shot to pieces since Ike quit hittin', and how 

he acted like he was goin' to kill himself, and this and that, she'd fall for it and maybe soften down. Dolly, the 

old lady says, would believe you before she'd believe I and the old lady, because she thinks it's her we're sorry 

for, and not him." 

Well, I and Carey was only too glad to try and see what we could do. But it wasn't no snap. We wrote about 

eight letters before we got one that looked good. Then we give it to the stenographer and had it wrote out on a 

typewriter and both of us signed it. 

It was Carey's idear that made the letter good. He stuck in somethin' about the world's serious money that our 

wives wasn't goin' to spend unless she took pity on a "boy who was so shy and modest that he was afraid to 

come right out and say that he had asked such a beautiful and handsome girl to become his bride." 

That's prob'ly what got her, or maybe she couldn't of held out much longer anyway. It was four days after we 

sent the letter that Cap heard from his missus again. We was in Cincinnati. 

"We've won," he says to us. "The old lady says that Dolly says she'll give him another chance. But the old 

lady says it won't do no good for Ike to write a letter. He'll have to go out there." 

"Send him to-night," says Carey. 

"I'll pay half his fare," I says. 

"I'll pay the other half," says Carey. 

"No," says Cap, "the club'll pay his expenses. I'll send him scoutin'." 

"Are you goin' to send him to-night?" 

"Sure," says Cap. "But I'm goin' to break the news to him right now. It's time we win a ball game." 

So in the clubhouse, just before the game, Cap told him. And I certainly felt sorry for Rube Benton and Red 

Ames that afternoon! I and Carey was standin' in front o' the hotel that night when Ike come out with his 

suitcase. 

"Sent home?" I says to him. 

"No," he says, "I'm goin' scoutin'." 

"Where to? " I says. "Fort Wayne?" 

"No, not exactly," he says. 
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"Well," says Carey, "have a good time." 

"I ain't lookin' for no good time," says Ike. "I says I was goin' scoutin'." 

"Well, then," says Carey, "I hope you see somebody you like." 

"And you better have a drink before you go," I says. 

"Well," says Ike, "they claim it helps a cold." 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/ring-lardner/short-story/alibi-ike 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/ring-lardner/short-story/alibi-ike
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AI detects hidden earthquakes 

New technology finds long-hidden quakes, and possible clues about how earthquakes evolve 

Stanford University 

Summary: 

Tiny movements in Earth's outermost layer may provide a Rosetta Stone for deciphering the physics and 

warning signs of big quakes. New algorithms that work a little like human vision are now detecting these 

long-hidden microquakes in the growing mountain of seismic data. 

Share: 

     

FULL STORY 

 

Measures of Earth's vibrations zigged and zagged across Mostafa Mousavi's screen one morning in Memphis, 

Tenn. As part of his PhD studies in geophysics, he sat scanning earthquake signals recorded the night before, 

verifying that decades-old algorithms had detected true earthquakes rather than tremors generated by ordinary 

things like crashing waves, passing trucks or stomping football fans. 

"I did all this tedious work for six months, looking at continuous data," Mousavi, now a research scientist at 

Stanford's School of Earth, Energy & Environmental Sciences (Stanford Earth), recalled recently. "That was 

the point I thought, 'There has to be a much better way to do this stuff.'" 

This was in 2013. Handheld smartphones were already loaded with algorithms that could break down speech 

into sound waves and come up with the most likely words in those patterns. Using artificial intelligence, they 

could even learn from past recordings to become more accurate over time. 

Seismic waves and sound waves aren't so different. One moves through rock and fluid, the other through air. 

Yet while machine learning had transformed the way personal computers process and interact with voice and 

sound, the algorithms used to detect earthquakes in streams of seismic data have hardly changed since the 

1980s. 

That has left a lot of earthquakes undetected. 

Big quakes are hard to miss, but they're rare. Meanwhile, imperceptibly small quakes happen all the time. 

Occurring on the same faults as bigger earthquakes -- and involving the same physics and the same 
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mechanisms -- these "microquakes" represent a cache of untapped information about how earthquakes evolve 

-- but only if scientists can find them. 

In a recent paper published in Nature Communications, Mousavi and co-authors describe a new method for 

using artificial intelligence to bring into focus millions of these subtle shifts of the Earth. "By improving our 

ability to detect and locate these very small earthquakes, we can get a clearer view of how earthquakes 

interact or spread out along the fault, how they get started, even how they stop," said Stanford geophysicist 

Gregory Beroza, one of the paper's authors. 

Focusing on what matters 

Mousavi began working on technology to automate earthquake detection soon after his stint examining daily 

seismograms in Memphis, but his models struggled to tune out the noise inherent to seismic data. A few years 

later, after joining Beroza's lab at Stanford in 2017, he started to think about how to solve this problem using 

machine learning. 

The group has produced a series of increasingly powerful detectors. A 2018 model called PhaseNet, 

developed by Beroza and graduate student Weiqiang Zhu, adapted algorithms from medical image processing 

to excel at phase-picking, which involves identifying the precise start of two different types of seismic waves. 

Another machine learning model, released in 2019 and dubbed CRED, was inspired by voice-trigger 

algorithms in virtual assistant systems and proved effective at detection. Both models learned the fundamental 

patterns of earthquake sequences from a relatively small set of seismograms recorded only in northern 

California. 

In the Nature Communications paper, the authors report they've developed a new model to detect very small 

earthquakes with weak signals that current methods usually overlook, and to pick out the precise timing of the 

seismic phases using earthquake data from around the world. They call it Earthquake Transformer. 

According to Mousavi, the model builds on PhaseNet and CRED, and "embeds those insights I got from the 

time I was doing all of this manually." Specifically, Earthquake Transformer mimics the way human analysts 

look at the set of wiggles as a whole and then hone in on a small section of interest. 

People do this intuitively in daily life -- tuning out less important details to focus more intently on what 

matters. Computer scientists call it an "attention mechanism" and frequently use it to improve text 

translations. But it's new to the field of automated earthquake detection, Mousavi said. "I envision that this 

new generation of detectors and phase-pickers will be the norm for earthquake monitoring within the next 

year or two," he said. 

The technology could allow analysts to focus on extracting insights from a more complete catalog of 

earthquakes, freeing up their time to think more about what the pattern of earthquakes means, said Beroza, the 

Wayne Loel Professor of Earth Science at Stanford Earth. 

Hidden faults 
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Understanding patterns in the accumulation of small tremors over decades or centuries could be key to 

minimizing surprises -- and damage -- when a larger quake strikes. 

The 1989 Loma Prieta quake ranks as one of the most destructive earthquake disasters in U.S. history, and as 

one of the largest to hit northern California in the past century. It's a distinction that speaks less to 

extraordinary power in the case of Loma Prieta than to gaps in earthquake preparedness, hazard mapping and 

building codes -- and to the extreme rarity of large earthquakes. 

Only about one in five of the approximately 500,000 earthquakes detected globally by seismic sensors every 

year produce shaking strong enough for people to notice. In a typical year, perhaps 100 quakes will cause 

damage. 

In the late 1980s, computers were already at work analyzing digitally recorded seismic data, and they 

determined the occurrence and location of earthquakes like Loma Prieta within minutes. Limitations in both 

the computers and the waveform data, however, left many small earthquakes undetected and many larger 

earthquakes only partially measured. 

After the harsh lesson of Loma Prieta, many California communities have come to rely on maps showing fault 

zones and the areas where quakes are likely to do the most damage. Fleshing out the record of past 

earthquakes with Earthquake Transformer and other tools could make those maps more accurate and help to 

reveal faults that might otherwise come to light only in the wake of destruction from a larger quake, as 

happened with Loma Prieta in 1989, and with the magnitude-6.7 Northridge earthquake in Los Angeles five 

years later. 

"The more information we can get on the deep, three-dimensional fault structure through improved 

monitoring of small earthquakes, the better we can anticipate earthquakes that lurk in the future," Beroza said. 

Earthquake Transformer 

To determine an earthquake's location and magnitude, existing algorithms and human experts alike look for 

the arrival time of two types of waves. The first set, known as primary or P waves, advance quickly -- 

pushing, pulling and compressing the ground like a Slinky as they move through it. Next come shear or S 

waves, which travel more slowly but can be more destructive as they move the Earth side to side or up and 

down. 

To test Earthquake Transformer, the team wanted to see how it worked with earthquakes not included in 

training data that are used to teach the algorithms what a true earthquake and its seismic phases look like. The 

training data included one million hand-labeled seismograms recorded mostly over the past two decades 

where earthquakes happen globally, excluding Japan. For the test, they selected five weeks of continuous data 

recorded in the region of Japan shaken 20 years ago by the magnitude-6.6 Tottori earthquake and its 

aftershocks. 

The model detected and located 21,092 events -- more than two and a half times the number of earthquakes 

picked out by hand, using data from only 18 of the 57 stations that Japanese scientists originally used to study 
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the sequence. Earthquake Transformer proved particularly effective for the tiny earthquakes that are harder 

for humans to pick out and being recorded in overwhelming numbers as seismic sensors multiply. 

"Previously, people had designed algorithms to say, find the P wave. That's a relatively simple problem," 

explained co-author William Ellsworth, a research professor in geophysics at Stanford. Pinpointing the start 

of the S wave is more difficult, he said, because it emerges from the erratic last gasps of the fast-moving P 

waves. Other algorithms have been able to produce extremely detailed earthquake catalogs, including huge 

numbers of small earthquakes missed by analysts -- but their pattern-matching algorithms work only in the 

region supplying the training data. 

With Earthquake Transformer running on a simple computer, analysis that would ordinarily take months of 

expert labor was completed within 20 minutes. That speed is made possible by algorithms that search for the 

existence of an earthquake and the timing of the seismic phases in tandem, using information gleaned from 

each search to narrow down the solution for the others. 

"Earthquake Transformer gets many more earthquakes than other methods, whether it's people sitting and 

trying to analyze things by looking at the waveforms, or older computer methods," Ellsworth said. "We're 

getting a much deeper look at the earthquake process, and we're doing it more efficiently and accurately." 

The researchers trained and tested Earthquake Transformer on historic data, but the technology is ready to 

flag tiny earthquakes almost as soon as they happen. According to Beroza, "Earthquake monitoring using 

machine learning in near real-time is coming very soon." 

 

Story Source: 

Materials provided by Stanford University. Original written by Josie Garthwaite. Note: Content may be edited 

for style and length. 
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Beroza. Earthquake transformer—an attentive deep-learning model for simultaneous earthquake 
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Coronavirus in the brain 

Posted: 23 Nov 2020 07:00 AM PST 

To date, more than 50 million people have been infected with the new coronavirus, SARS-CoV-2, and more 

than 1,2 million have died. It is a global problem, affecting everyone, but we are still learning how it infects, 

how it behaves, what causes harm to humans. 

 

The virus is spread by the droplets produced by an infected person talking or breathing. By inhaling that air, 

the virus enters another person’s body and grabs receptors on the cells. An important point is that these 

receptors, the receptors for “angiotensin converting enzyme” ACE2, are not only in the cells of the respiratory 

system but also in other cell types such as neurons and glial cells. This makes the brain cells potentially 

targets of the virus and therefore vulnerable to SARS-CoV-2 infection. 

Most people who become infected with the coronavirus have no or very mild symptoms, but there is one part 

that shows a serious evolution. It usually starts out as something like the flu, but then they develop a 

pneumonia that leaves them struggling to breathe. The usual image is that it is a virus that attacks the 

respiratory tract, those whitish lung X-rays for pneumonia, but these other signs suggest something very 

dangerous: that the virus is able to reach the brain and attack directly the neurons. This could make it 

necessary for us to rethink some of the treatments for Covid-19 (1). An example: the body’s immune system 

fights against the virus. After looking at the responses against Covid-19 in the brain, antibodies against the 

coronavirus have been detected in the patients’ spinal fluid. This indicates that there may be some specific 

http://feedproxy.google.com/~r/MappingIgnorance/~3/tHhuAn8B2qE/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email
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immune response in the CNS of several or many patients and suggests that the virus can cause neurological 

damage, in the nervous system. 

This is a cause for concern. In the first wave, we already began to see patients with different symptoms. Some 

of them died without giving them time to be taken to the hospital or even taken down to the ICU, something 

that the health care providers commented on with horror. And then some would show unusual movements, 

headaches or dizziness. Others had seizures and others suffered brain haemorrhages or strokes, even young 

people with no underlying conditions, but the most common neurological symptoms have been loss of smell, 

anosmia and loss of taste, ageusia 1. 

  

The official symptoms listed by the World Health Organization initially included fever, tiredness, dry cough, 

sore throat, shortness of breath, aches and pains, and sometimes a runny nose or nausea or diarrhoea. But in 

response to increasing reports of people who have lost their sense of taste and smell, the WHO and the U.S. 

Centers for Disease Control and Prevention have expanded their list of symptoms to include loss of both of 

these senses. The temporary loss of smell is bearable, although quality of life is lost, many of our enjoyments, 

food, a walk in the country, are based on our smell. If it becomes permanent there are health risks such as 

eating bad food or not being aware of having left the kitchen gas on. In China a study of 214 patients showed 

that 5.1% had had anosmia and 5.9% had had ageusia. Although there are data that the numbers may be 

higher: a survey of 417 people treated in twelve European hospitals (Belgium, France, Spain and Italy) found 

that 85.6% and 88.0% of patients reported olfactory and gustatory dysfunctions, respectively. There was a 

significant association between both disorders 2. 

A group from Yale University in the United States has analyzed the neurotrophic effect of coronavirus in 

three ways: in mouse brains, in human nerve tissue from autopsies, and in organoids that would be like tiny 

artificial brains, microscopic balls of neurons and other cells 34. In other tissue, samples could be successively 

extracted and the evolution of the infection could be followed. However, since we are dealing with the brain, 

we have an added problem, which is that it is not possible to extract samples from a patient. Using human 

material postmortem also has its difficulties. Not everyone is willing to donate their own brain or that of a 

family member; that person has died in an extreme situation that can affect what is observed in their neurons 

and there is also prevention by pathologists because if the brain is removed, electric saws are used to open the 

skull and that can generate aerosols and contaminate the room and the equipment. It is not as easy as it seems. 

Several important things. One, is that the scientific community has begun to accept the theory of 

neuroinvasion, that the virus could be reaching the brain. After the same gateway that the coronavirus uses to 

enter the lungs, the ACE2 receptors, it uses them to infect the neurons and then, once inside them, it takes 

advantage of the machinery of the nerve cell to make copies of itself. And also, in the studies on the mice they 

were able to see that the blood supply of the brain is reorganized in response to the lack of oxygen that is 

generated by the situation in the lungs. And finally, something that has left scientists puzzled: after the 

coronavirus infects a certain neuron, something affects those around it, which are the ones that die. 

The hypothesis of these researchers is that the cell that is infected by the virus enters a kind of hypermetabolic 

state, it would be to say in a simple way, hyperactive and that would make it consume the nutrients that the 

cells around it need to survive. It is believed that after the viral infection the neurons adapt and modify their 

https://mail.google.com/mail/u/0/#m_7397787548925089380_note-7468-1
https://mail.google.com/mail/u/0/#m_7397787548925089380_note-7468-2
https://mail.google.com/mail/u/0/#m_7397787548925089380_note-7468-3
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metabolic routes. The response is similar to that seen in a stroke, where there is neural damage due to a 

problem in the blood supply and a reduced oxygen supply (1). 

The presence of coronavirus RNA in the cerebrospinal fluid of a patient with covid-19 supports the theory of 

a neurotropic process of SARS-CoV-2. However, it is not known how the virus reaches the neurons. Three 

possibilities are that it is a hematogenous spread, through the blood vessels, a process of neuronal retrograde 

spread, from the axons that innervate the parts of the body to the neurons located in the central nervous 

system or that it is through the olfactory system, where the olfactory receptor neurons are directly exposed to 

the air. 

We must think that it is possible that some of the people who survive Covid-19 are going to have long-term 

problems because of that neurological damage and are going to need neurorehabilitation for long periods. We 

hope that, as William Faulkner said in his Nobel Prize acceptance speech, humanity will prevail. 
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