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How Trumbull Park Exposed the Brutal Legacy of Segregation 

Frank London Brown’s 1959 novel, which presents a powerful story of white supremacist hatred, has been 

selected for the Chicago Literary Hall of Fame. 

 

The cover of Trumbull Park by Frank London Brown 

Regnery Publishing 

By: Kathleen Rooney  

Last spring, I served on the Chicago Literary Hall of Fame selection committee, the panel of writers tasked 

with choosing the new class of inductees for the organization, whose mission is to “preserve Chicago’s great 

literary heritage.” 

First on the alphabetical list of finalists was an author I’d never heard of, the Black urban realist Frank 

London Brown. When I read nominator and short story writer Rachel Swearingen’s recommendation, I was 

immediately intrigued by this remarkable man, a former union organizer, a Ph.D. candidate at the University 

https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/kathleen-rooney/
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of Chicago, and a journalist for such publications as Ebony and the Chicago Defender. His short stories—

including “Night March,” about a group of Southern Black men’s efforts to prevent a lynching—appeared 

regularly in the Chicago Review and other small magazines. “More Man Than Myth,” his seminal 1958 

profile of the jazz pianist Thelonious Monk, in Downbeat is, as Michael D. Hill notes in Writers of the Black 

Chicago Renaissance, “filled with sharp insights and impeccable scene-setting” and “foreshadows the writer’s 

bolder experiments with multi-voiced, single-subject narration.” 

Weekly Newsletter 

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

Subscribe
 

Privacy Policy   Contact Us 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/25293314?mag=how-trumbull-park-exposed-the-brutal-legacy-of-segregation
https://www.press.uillinois.edu/books/catalog/57bsh8gh9780252036392.html
https://www.press.uillinois.edu/books/catalog/57bsh8gh9780252036392.html
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Frank London Brown via DPLA 

 

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

Brown covered the Emmett Till murder trial in Mississippi, and was a witness of and participant in many of 

the crucial incidents of the Civil Rights movement of the 1950s and 1960s. His work, Swearingen wrote, was 

“arguably dangerous, as he earned an infamous ‘index card’ from the FBI in 1955,” meaning that the agency 

perceived him as a threat to national security. Born in Kansas City in 1927, he died of leukemia in Chicago in 

1962, at the age of 35. Over the course of his short life, he posed a threat to the myths of security held forth by 

the so-called American Dream, a false promise available only to an increasingly limited swath of Americans. 

https://dp.la/item/fbbff5fad78a21e1be897b977c5fe599?q=Frank%20London%20Brown


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 546 january 2021 

 

6 

Trumbull Park, Brown’s only novel published before his death, dramatizes the courage, dignity, and struggle 

of middle-class Black families integrating an all-white public housing project on Chicago’s far South Side. 

Drawing on his family’s own experience of abuse from both white residents and the police supposedly there 

to protect them, Brown presents a powerful story of white supremacist hatred characterized by riots, death 

threats, brickbats, and nightly window-breakings and bombings. In real life, the project was first integrated in 

1953. Brown and his family lived there from 1954 to 1957, and it took until 1963 for Black families to be able 

to walk freely there without a police escort. 

Although a recent episode of the HBO series Lovecraft Country made mention of the most intense period of 

rioting in Trumbull Park from 1953-1954, both the incident itself and the novel it inspired remain little known 

and under-discussed. Now, six decades later, Brown’s candidacy for the Hall of Fame serves as a reminder 

that Trumbull Park remains as relevant as ever, underscoring the brutal legacy of segregation even in the 

North, which likes to think of itself as more evolved. 

Occupying roughly 20 acres in a neighborhood known as South Deering, the Trumbull Park Homes were built 

in 1938 under FDR’s Public Works Administration. The sturdy beige-and-brown-brick homes consist of low-

density two-story rowhouses and three-story apartment buildings. As Arnold R. Hirsch writes in The Journal 

of American History, by the mid-1950s the 462-unit project housed more than 1,700 people. But deliberate as 

the project was in its design and layout, its integration occurred accidentally. 

“Nearly 50 white teenagers bombarded” the apartment with “racial epithets, stones, and paving bricks.” 

Betty Howard, “an exceptionally fair-skinned African American, had made the application for the unit at 

10630 Bensley Avenue.” Because she looked white, her paperwork was approved. As Hirsch observes: 

“Procedures heretofore effective in preventing the integration of the project had broken down.” Out of an 

unspoken policy of maintaining segregation, the CHA headquarters staff “had usually been able to check the 

racial identity of its residents discreetly, and by locating their present residences. But Howard’s current 

address was not associated with an identifiably Black neighborhood and Donald Howard’s status as a veteran 

meant the waiver of the CHA’s customary home visit.” 

Howard’s neighbors only ascertained her family’s racial identity after her husband and children, more visibly 

Black, all moved in without incident on July 30, 1953. By August 5, whites detected the inadvertent 

integration and reacted with stunning violence. That night, “nearly 50 white teenagers bombarded” the 

apartment with “racial epithets, stones, and paving bricks.” By August 9, “crowds of between one and two 

thousand were congregating around the dwelling.” 

For context, this initial outburst occurred roughly one year before the Brown v. Board of Education decision, 

and as Hirsch explains, “[t]he result was nearly a decade of sporadic violence.” The bombs used by the white 

mob were aerial fireworks that detonated in blinding white flashes and deafening thunder, sometimes more 

than 100 in a single night. No organized white opposition to the racist violence materialized, and even places 

that tacitly accepted integration were targeted: a white-owned liquor store that continued to serve Black 

customers got burnt to the ground less than a month after the Black family’s arrival. 

In Brown’s novel Trumbull Park, a character named Arthur Davis stands in for the real-life Don Howard. He 

tells the novel’s protagonist, a characted named Buggy Martin: 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/2082185?mag=how-trumbull-park-exposed-the-brutal-legacy-of-segregation
https://daily.jstor.org/how-trumbull-park-exposed-the-brutal-legacy-of-segregation/?utm_term=Exposed%20the%20Brutal%20Legacy%20of%20Segregation&utm_campaign=jstordaily_10222020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
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Don’t call those bastards a crowd! I’ve told you over and over again! They’re not a crowd. They’re a mob! A 

crowd is somebody put next to somebody else. A goddamn crowd goes shopping, goes to Soldier’s Field to a 

DuSable-Phillips football game—a bunch of people all at the same place at the same time. But this bunch of 

crazy son-of-a-bitches are together for just one thing—to get me! They hate me. 

The speech reflects a real threat that residents of Trumbull Park felt. Black residents had to sign police logs to 

enter and exit their homes, and had to commute into and out of Trumbull Park in a paddy wagon, 

accompanied by armed officers. The police played up the indignity and humiliation by treating them like 

criminals. 

When I drove by the park in late August of 2020, the site sat peaceful and quiet, sun-soaked in the summer 

heat, the titular park looking well maintained. Ironically, this park was named in 1917 in honor of Lyman 

Trumbull, Illinois Supreme Court Justice, U.S. Senator, and active supporter of the emancipation of enslaved 

people. 

Following a brief nod to anti-Black violence so severe that it garnered national coverage in a 1954 issue 

of Time magazine, as well as a march on City Hall by the Chicago Negro Chamber of Commerce, the current 

City of Chicago listing for the project concludes cheerfully: “Today, the scene at Trumbull Park Homes is 

much more tranquil. The outdoor common area features beautifully landscape grounds, repaved walkways 

and grilling pits perfect for summer barbecues.” 
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Trumbull Park, 1974 via DPLA 

This glossing over of the site’s convulsive history illustrates why Brown’s Trumbull Park remains more vital 

than ever. Nonfiction accounts offer the facts and figures, names and dates, but Brown’s deeply affecting, 

character-based, and voice-driven rendition achieves an unforgettable pathos and a poignancy that feels fresh 

many decades later. In “Bearing Witness in Black Chicago: A View of Selected Fiction by Richard Wright, 

Frank London Brown, and Ronald Fair,” in the CLA Journal, Maryemma Graham writes that Brown’s work 

“adds immeasurably to our vision of urban life and the consequences of urban development in a society bound 

by racial and class divisions.” Like his fellow authors Richard Wright and Ronald Fair, Brown “presented a 

city, a microcosm for society, whose physical and social decadence and political corruption cried out for 

radical social change.” 

Brown provides his profoundly personal look at the incidents of Trumbull Park by giving readers the reluctant 

hero, everyman Buggy Martin. Buggy, his pregnant wife Helen, and their daughters, Louella and Diane, 

initially move to the project not out of any crusade, but simply to escape the odious and deadly Gardener 

Building, run by a heartless slumlord. The building, Buggy says, “was old—real old, like Mr. Gardener, and 

rotten. Rotten from the inside out. Rotten toilets. Rotten window sills. Rotten lamp cords. Rotten porches.” 

Brown opens the novel with the heart-rending scene of an inquisitive toddler named Babydoll falling through 

a decaying railing to her death, prompting the Martins to seek less dangerous conditions. 

https://dp.la/item/22cdd3126811939e373b2ed844419749
https://www.jstor.org/stable/44322096?mag=how-trumbull-park-exposed-the-brutal-legacy-of-segregation
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As Graham notes, Brown knew whereof he wrote. His own family arrived in one of the waves of the Great 

Migration, between 1910 and 1940, when Chicago’s Black population increased from 44,000 to 278,000—a 

growth of 530 percent. As Black people settled in Chicago, she writes, “they found their havens in 

overcrowded, overpriced, and deteriorating housing.” 

Gradually, over the course of the book’s 432 pages, through conversations with his wife, his fellow Black 

families in Trumbull Park, his white colleague at his factory job, and the police officers who disdain their task 

of defending the integrators, Buggy becomes the leader of the resistance against white oppression. 

At one of the frequent meetings of Black residents Brown depicts, Buggy notes: 

The men looked even more stunned and stepped-on than the women; and it made me mad to see such despair. 

Yes, I guess that’s what I saw—despair, sitting like a big fat man on top of all these people. I pulled myself 

away from them in my mind. I pulled and pulled until I was far enough away from them to be angry at them 

for feeling only sadness and not boiling, scalding anger. 

By the novel’s end, we see Buggy’s anger put to concrete use when he decides to stage an impromptu walk-

in. 

Equally satisfying as Brown’s depiction of this righteous anger is his portrayal of Black love and solidarity. 

As Buggy asks one Saturday evening, “We knew the bombs were going to start going off any minute […]. 

But do you know what we did that night?” Deftly, he answers in a single-sentence paragraph: “We partied!” 

adding that: 

Terry and Norman thawed out, and those two went with Arthur and Kevin—in the squad car, of course—and 

got a few cans of Bud and a few Pepsi-Colas, and I went home after some records, and we put the kids in 

Carl’s bedroom on his kids’ beds, and had a real, live Saturday night party! 

Often, books from the past, even the ones with the best intentions regarding social justice, fall short of what 

contemporary readers might hope. Feminist texts may be shot through with subtle racism, and anti-racist texts 

might be marbled with misogyny. But Brown’s approach is refreshingly intersectional, emphasizing the 

centrality of the Black women of Trumbull Park. Buggy complains of the motley crew of fellow Black 

residents they have as allies, and how fractious even that group can be. Helen looks at him seriously and says, 

“It’s too bad we can’t pick the people to help us fight, Buggy. But it always seems that the most likely ones 

never come through, and the least likely ones always do. What’ll we do—refuse help because it’s not from the 

right people?” 

So too does Brown depict the fraught entanglement of Black communities with law enforcement. When 

Buggy and his brother go to visit their dying father in County Hospital, he notices his sibling flexing and at 

first is perplexed, but: 

Then I remembered. Ricky was a policeman, and a policeman has to let the world know he’s around. Testing, 

testing, always testing—they all do it, the cops. Testing—got to make sure that people respect them, fear 

them. Ask a question, call somebody back, take an apple off the fruit stand. Free beer, free cigars, free 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 546 january 2021 

 

10 

Christmas presents from the merchants on the beat. I had seen all these things, but I hadn’t thought much 

about them, until I saw Ricky the cop. 

When I checked the book out from the library—only available in a hard-to-find 2005 university press 

edition—and read it last summer, I wondered: why aren’t more people reading this book? Even though it was 

effusively praised at the time of its 1959 publication by Gwendolyn Brooks and Langston Hughes, why does 

it not have the classic status it so richly deserves? Why, when it comes to the question of the great Chicago 

novel do we tend to hear the same set of names—Bellow, Algren, Sinclair—over and over with no mention of 

Brown? 

It sold 25,000 copies upon its initial publication, but in spite of positive attention in the Chicago Sunday 

Tribune and the Christian Century, as Hill observes, the novel “has received very little long-term notice” and 

that “whatever the reasons, any objective estimate must conclude that scholars, whether of regional or African 

American literature have neglected Trumbull Park.” Critic Sterling Stuckey wrote that “along with Lorraine 

Hansberry’s Raisin in the Sun and Ossie Davis’ Purely Victorious, [it] signaled the advent of a new and 

brilliant flowering of creative effort on the part of Negro writers.” Yet in 1974 in The Dark and Feeling, 

Clarence Major declared that Brown “will remain a minor writer occupying a small place in the literary 

history of black Chicago.” 

As Mary Helen Washington writes in her introduction to the recent reprint, the book’s minor status may be 

because Trumbull Park “defies categorization.” She notes that “[d]espite the echoes we hear of Richard 

Wright in the story of class exploitation and urban racial violence, Trumbull Park represents a break with the 

tradition of social protest as defined by Wright in the 1930s and 1940s” because Brown neither “focuses on 

black victimization nor is he interested in appealing to or threatening a white audience.” Rather, Buggy is 

written specifically to appeal to a Black audience, or, as Brown himself wrote, “If I could get the Negro 

reader to identify himself with this man, then, at the end of the novel, the reader would be sworn to courage—

if the trick I tried to pull on Negro readers worked—” 

Perhaps unsurprisingly, the Kirkus Review‘s take on Trumbull Park is condescending and dismissive: “Like 

many novels by Negro writers this is more a sociological study than an exercise of the novel’s art—detailed, 

overly long, lacking in narrative strength—but effective on its own terms.” This review is also incorrect, for 

Brown’s novel is effective on every level: a dynamic protagonist, a compelling plot, killer dialogue, and 

timeless themes. 

The few other mainstream reviews of the novel from 1959 bear that dismissiveness out as well. Thoroughly 

missing the point, the New York Times claims: 

Mr. Brown does not deal with the inner psychology of the white people in Trumbull Park. Someday perhaps a 

writer will rise far enough above the battle to have the deepest sympathy for ‘Buggy’ Martin—and at the 

same time understand the misgivings, the fears and frustrations on the other side. 

History—while often presented as fully knowable, monolithic, and objectively true—is full of subjectivity 

and gaps, lacunae both deliberate and careless. With this recent summer of racial reckoning whose echoes 

continue to rock America’s understanding of who it has been and who it wants to be, Trumbull Park remains 

as resonant now as it was at the time of its publication. It is high time that it be given the attention it deserves, 
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especially by white audiences who need to not be so easily comforted by the idea that they themselves are not 

the beneficiaries of structural inequalities whose roots form the very foundation of America. Frank London 

Brown is—I’m happy to report—poised to be inducted into the Chicago Literary Hall of Fame. 
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Paul Bunyan 

by W.B. Laughead 

 

The story of Paul Bunyan and his big Blue Ox Babe have been told for generations, beginning with campfire 

"whoppers" shared by loggermen long before the story was ever written down. There are a number of Paul 

Bunyan statues across the northern US to commemorate this quintessential American legend. We offer the 

first published Paul Bunyan story entitled The Marvelous Exploits of Paul Bunyan (1922), rather than the 

popularized story you may remember. The story was "told in the Camps of the White Pine Lumbermen for 

Generations During Which Time the Loggers Have Pioneered the Way Through the North Woods From 

Maine to California. Collected from Various Sources and Embellished for Publication." That's a tall-tale, as 

sure as Paul could clear a forest. We look forward to adding the story of John Henry, an African-American 

folk legend, when it enters the public domain. 

 

 

Scholars Say He is the Only American Myth. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/wb-laughead
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Paul Bunyan is the hero of lumbercamp whoppers that have been handed down for generations. These stories, 

never heard outside the haunts of the lumberjack until recent years, are now being collected by learned 

educators and literary authorities who declare that Paul Bunyan is "the only American myth." 

The best authorities never recounted Paul Bunyan's exploits in narrative form. They made their statements 

more impressive by dropping them casually, in an off hand way, as if in reference to actual events of common 

knowledge. To overawe the greenhorn in the bunkshanty, or the paper-collar stiffs and home guards in the 

saloons, a group of lumberjacks would remember meeting each other in the camps of Paul Bunyan. With 

painful accuracy they established the exact time and place, "on the Big Onion the winter of the blue snow" or 

"at Shot Gunderson's camp on the Tadpole the year of the sourdough drive." They elaborated on the old 

themes and new stories were born in lying contests where the heights of extemporaneous invention were 

reached. 

In these conversations the lumberjack often took on the mannerisms of the French Canadian. This was 

apparently done without special intent and no reason for it can be given except for a similarity in the mock 

seriousness of their statements and the anti-climax of the bulls that were made, with the braggadocio of the 

habitant. Some investigators trace the origin of Paul Bunyan to Eastern Canada. Who can say? 

Paul Bunyan came to Westwood, California, in 1913 at the suggestion of some of the most prominent loggers 

and lumbermen in the country. When the Red River Lumber Company announced their plans for opening up 

their forests of Sugar Pine and California White Pine, friendly advisors shook their heads and said, 
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"Better send for Paul Bunyan." 

Apparently here was the job for a Superman,—quality-and-quantity-production on a big scale and great 

engineering difficulties to be overcome. Why not Paul Bunyan? This is a White Pine job and here in the High 

Sierras the winter snows lie deep, just like the country where Paul grew up. Here are trees that dwarf the 

largest "cork pine" of the Lake States and many new stunts were planned for logging, milling and 

manufacturing a product of supreme quality—just the job for Paul Bunyan. 

The Red River people had been cutting White Pine in Minnesota for two generations; the crews that came 

west with them were old heads and every one knew Paul Bunyan of old. Paul had followed the White Pine 

from the Atlantic seaboard west to the jumping-off place in Minnesota, why not go the rest of the way? 

Paul Bunyan's picture had never been published until he joined Red River and this likeness, first issued in 

1914 is now the Red River trademark. It stands for the quality and service you have the right to expect from 

Paul Bunyan. 
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***** When and where did this mythical Hero get his start? Paul Bunyan is known by his mighty works, his 

antecedents and personal history are lost in doubt. You can prove that Paul logged off North Dakota and 

grubbed the stumps, not only by the fact that there are no traces of pine forests in that State, but by the 

testimony of oldtimers who saw it done. On the other hand, Paul's parentage and birth date are unknown. Like 

Topsy, he jes' growed. 

Nobody cared to know his origin until the professors got after him. As long as he stayed around the camps his 

previous history was treated with the customary consideration and he was asked no questions, but when he 

broke into college it was all off. Then he had to have ancestors, a birthday and all sorts of vital statistics. 

Now Paul is a regular myth and students of folklore make scientific research of "The Paul Bunyan Legend". 

His first appearance in print was in the booklets published by The Red River Lumber Company in 1914 and 

1916, these stories are reprinted in the present volume, with additions. Paul has followed the wanderings of 

pioneering workmen and performed new wonders in the oil fields, on big construction jobs and in the wheat 

fields but the stories in this book deal only with his work in the White Pine camps where he was born and 

raised. Care has been taken to preserve the atmosphere of the old style camps. 

So now we will get on with Paul's doings and in the language of the four-horse skinner, "Let's dangle!" 

Babe, the big blue ox constituted Paul Bunyan's assets and liabilities. History disagrees as to when, where and 

how Paul first acquired this bovine locomotive but his subsequent record is reliably established. Babe could 

pull anything that had two ends to it. 

Babe was seven axehandles wide between the eyes according to some authorities; others equally dependable 

say forty-two axehandles and a plug of tobacco. Like other historical contradictions this comes from using 

different standards. Seven of Paul's axehandles were equal to a little more than forty-two of the ordinary kind. 

When cost sheets were figured on Babe, Johnny Inkslinger found that upkeep and overhead were expensive 

but the charges for operation and depreciation were low and the efficiency was very high. How else could 

Paul have hauled logs to the landing a whole section (640 acres) at a time? He also used Babe to pull the 

kinks out of the crooked logging roads and it was on a job of this kind that Babe pulled a chain of three-inch 

links out into a straight bar. 

They could never keep Babe more than one night at a camp for he would eat in one day all the feed one crew 

could tote to camp in a year. For a snack between meals he would eat fifty bales of hay, wire and all and six 

men with picaroons were kept busy picking the wire out of his teeth. Babe was a great pet and very docile as a 

general thing but he seemed to have a sense of humor and frequently got into mischief, He would sneak up 

behind a drive and drink all the water out of the river, leaving the logs high and dry. It was impossible to build 

an ox-sling big enough to hoist Babe off the ground for shoeing, but after they logged off Dakota there was 

room for Babe to lie down for this operation. 

Once in a while Babe would run away and be gone all day roaming all over the Northwestern country. His 

tracks were so far apart that it was impossible to follow him and so deep that a man falling into one could 
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only be hauled out with difficulty and a long rope. Once a settler and his wife and baby fell into one of these 

tracks and the son got out when he was fifty-seven years old and reported the accident. These tracks, today 

form the thousands of lakes in the "Land of the Sky-Blue Water." 

Because he was so much younger than Babe and was brought to camp when a small calf, Benny was always 

called the Little Blue Ox although he was quite a chunk of an animal. Benny could not, or rather, would not 

haul as much as Babe nor was he as tractable but he could eat more. 

Paul got Benny for nothing from a farmer 

near Bangor, Maine. There was not enough milk for the little fellow so he had to be weaned when three days 

old. The farmer only had forty acres of hay and by the time Benny was a week old he had to dispose of him 

for lack of food. The calf was undernourished and only weighed two tons when Paul got him. Paul drove from 

Bangor out to his headquarters camp near Devil's Lake, North Dakota that night and led Benny behind the 

sleigh. Western air agreed with the little calf and every time Paul looked back at him he was two feet taller. 
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When they arrived at camp Benny was given a good feed of buffalo milk and flapjacks and put into a barn by 

himself. Next morning the barn was gone. Later it was discovered on Benny's back as he scampered over the 

clearings. He had outgrown his barn in one night. 

Benny was very notional and would never pull a load unless there was snow on the ground so after the spring 

thaws they had to white wash the logging roads to fool him. 

Gluttony killed Benny. He had a mania for pancakes and one cook crew of two hundred men was kept busy 

making cakes for him. One night he pawed and bellowed and threshed his tail about till the wind of it blew 

down what pine Paul had left standing in Dakota. At breakfast time he broke loose, tore down the cook shanty 

and began bolting pancakes. In his greed he swallowed the red-hot stove. Indigestion set in and nothing could 

save him. What disposition was made of his body is a matter of dispute. One oldtimer claims that the outfit he 

works for bought a hind quarter of the carcass in 1857 and made corned beef of it. He thinks they have several 

carloads of it, left. 

Another authority states that the body of Benny was dragged to a safe distance from the North Dakota camp 

and buried. When the earth was shoveled back it made a mound that formed the Black Hills in South Dakota. 

***** The custodian and chaperon of Babe, the Big Blue Ox, was Brimstone Bill. He knew all the tricks of 

that frisky giant before they happened. 

"I know oxen," the old bullwhacker used to say, "I've worked 'em and fed 'em and doctored 'em ever since the 

ox was invented. And Babe, I know that pernicious old reptyle same as if I'd abeen through him with a 

lantern." 

Bill compiled "The Skinner's Dictionary," a hand book for teamsters, and most of the terms used in directing 

draft animals (except mules) originated with him. His early religious training accounts for the fact that the 

technical language of the teamster contains so many names of places and people spoken of in the Bible. 

The buckskin harness used on Babe and Benny when the weather was rainy was made by Brimstone Bill. 

When this harness got wet it would stretch so much that the oxen could travel clear to the landing and the load 

would not move from the skidway in the woods. Brimstone would fasten the harness with an anchor Big Ole 

made for him and when the sun came out and the harness shrunk the load would be pulled to the landing 

while Bill and the oxen were busy at some other job. 

The winter of the Blue Snow, the Pacific Ocean froze over and Bill kept the oxen busy hauling regular white 

snow over from China. M. H. Keenan can testify to the truth of this as he worked for Paul on the Big Onion 

that winter. It must have been about this time that Bill made the first ox yokes out of cranberry wood. 

Feeding Paul Bunyan's crews was a complicated job. At no two camps were conditions the same. The winter 

he logged off North Dakota he had 300 cooks making pancakes for the Seven Axemen and the little Chore-

boy. At headquarters on the Big Onion he had one cook and 462 cookees feeding a crew so big that Paul 

himself never knew within several hundred either way, how many men he had. 
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At Big Onion camp there was a lot of mechanical equipment and the trouble was a man who could handle the 

machinery cooked just like a machinist too. One cook got lost between the flour bin and the root cellar and 

nearly starved to death before he was found. 

Cooks came and went. Some were good and others just able to get by. Paul never kept a poor one, very long. 

There was one jigger who seemed to have learned to do nothing but boil. He made soup out of everything and 

did most of his work with a dipper. When the big tote-sled broke through the ice on Bull Frog Lake with a 

load of split peas, he served warmed up, lake water till the crew struck. His idea of a lunch box was a jug or a 

rope to freeze soup onto like a candle. Some cooks used too much grease. It was said of one of these that he 

had to wear calked shoes to keep from sliding out of the cook-shanty and rub sand on his hands when he 

picked anything up. 

There are two kinds of camp cooks, the Baking Powder Bums and the Sourdough Stiffs. Sourdough Sam 

belonged to the latter school. He made everything but coffee out of Sourdough. He had only one arm and one 

leg, the other members having been lost when his sourdough barrel blew up. Sam officiated at Tadpole River 

headquarters, the winter Shot Gunderson took charge. 

After all others had failed at Big Onion camp, Paul hired his cousin Big Joe who came from three weeks 

below Quebec. This boy sure put a mean scald on the chuck. He was the only man who could make pancakes 

fast enough to feed the crew. He had Big Ole, the blacksmith, make him a griddle that was so big you couldn't 

see across it when the steam was thick. The batter, stirred in drums like concrete mixers was poured on with 

cranes and spouts. The griddle was greased by colored boys who skated over the surface with hams tied to 

their feet. They had to have colored boys to stand the heat. 

At this camp the flunkeys wore roller skates and an idea of the size of the tables is gained from the fact that 

they distributed the pepper with four-horse teams. 

Sending out lunch and timing the meals was rendered difficult by the size of the works which required three 

crews—one going to work, one on the job and one coming back. Joe had to start the bull-cook out with the 

lunch sled two weeks ahead of dinner time. To call the men who came in at noon was another problem. Big 

Ole made a dinner horn so big that no one could blow it but Big Joe or Paul himself. The first time Joe blew it 

be blew down ten acres of pine. The Red River people wouldn't stand for that so the next time he blew 

straight up but this caused severe cyclones and storms at sea so Paul had to junk the horn and ship it East 

where later it was made into a tin roof for a big Union Depot. 

When Big Joe came to Westwood with Paul, he started something. About that time you may have read in the 

papers about a volcanic eruption at Mt. Lassen, heretofore extinct for many years. That was where Big Joe 

dug his bean-hole and when the steam worked out of the bean kettle and up through the ground, everyone 

thought the old hill had turned volcano. Every time Joe drops a biscuit they talk of earthquakes. 

It was always thought that the quality of the food at Paul's Camps had a lot to do with the strength and 

endurance of the men. No doubt it did, but they were a husky lot to start with. As the feller said about fish for 

a brain food, "It won't do you no good unless there is a germ there to start with." 
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There must have been something to the food theory for the chipmunks that ate the prune pits got so big they 

killed all the wolves and years later the settlers shot them for tigers. 

A visitor at one of Paul's camps was astonished to see a crew of men unloading four-horse logging sleds at the 

cook-shanty. They appeared to be rolling logs into a trap door from which poured clouds of steam. 

"That's a heck of a place to land logs," he remarked. 

"Them ain't logs," grinned a bull-cook, "them's sausages for the teamsters' breakfast." 

At Paul's camp up where the little Gimlet empties into the Big Auger, newcomers used to kick because they 

were never served beans. The bosses and the men could never be interested in beans. E. E. Terrill tells us the 

reason: 

Once when the cook quit they had to detail a substitute to the job temporarily. There was one man who was 

no good anywhere. He had failed at every job. Chris Crosshaul, the foreman, acting on the theory that every 

man is good somewhere, figured that this guy must be a cook, for it was the only job he had not tried. So he 

was put to work and the first thing he tackled was beans. He filled up a big kettle with beans and added some 

water. When the heat took hold the beans swelled up till they lifted off the roof and bulged out the walls. 

There was no way to get into the place to cook anything else, so the whole crew turned in to eat up the half 

cooked beans. By keeping at it steady they cleaned them up in a week and rescued the would-be-cook. After 

that no one seemed to care much for beans. 

It used to be a big job to haul prune pits and coffee grounds away from Paul's camps. It required a big crew of 

men and either Babe or Benny to do the hauling. Finally Paul decided it was cheaper to build new camps and 

move every month. 

The winter Paul logged off North Dakota with the Seven Axemen, the Little Chore Boy and the 300 cooks, he 

worked the cooks in three shifts—one for each meal. The Seven Axemen were hearty eaters; a portion of 

bacon was one side of a 1600-pound pig. Paul shipped a stern-wheel steamboat up Red River and they put it 

in the soup kettle to stir the soup. 

Like other artists, cooks are temperamental and some of them are full of cussedness but the only ones who 

could sass Paul Bunyan and get away with it were the stars like Big Joe and Sourdough Sam. The lunch 

sled,—most popular institution in the lumber industry! Its arrival at, the noon rendezvous has been hailed with 

joy by hungry men on every logging job since Paul invented it. What if the warm food freezes on your tin 

plate, the keen cold air has sharpened your appetite to enjoy it. The crew that toted lunch for Paul Bunyan had 

so far to travel and so many to feed they hauled a complete kitchen on the lunch sled, cooks and all. 

When Paul invented logging he had to invent all the tools and figure out all his own methods. There were no 

precedents. At the start his outfit consisted of Babe and his big axe. 

No two logging jobs can be handled exactly the same way so Paul adapted his operations to local conditions. 

In the mountains he used Babe to pull the kinks out of the crooked logging roads; on the Big Onion he began 
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the system of hauling a section of land at a time to the landings and in North Dakota he used the Seven 

Axemen. 

At that time marking logs was not thought of, Paul had no need for identification when there were no logs but 

his own. About the time he started the Atlantic Ocean drive others had come into the industry and although 

their combined cut was insignificant compared to Paul's, there was danger of confusion, and Paul had most to 

lose. 

At first Paul marked his logs by pinching a piece out of each log. When his cut grew so large that the marking 

had to be detailed to the crews, the "scalp" on each log was put on with an axe, for even in those days not 

every man could nip out the chunk with his fingers. 

The Grindstone was invented by Paul the winter he logged off North Dakota. Before that Paul's axemen had 

to sharpen their axes by rolling rocks down hill and running along side of them. When they got to "Big Dick," 

as the lumberjacks called Dakota, hills and rocks were so hard to find that Paul rigged up the revolving rock. 

This was much appreciated by the Seven Axemen as it enabled them to grind an axe in a week, but the 

grindstone was not much of a hit with the Little Chore Boy whose job it was to turn it. The first stone was so 

big that working at full speed, every time it turned around once it was payday. 

The Little Chore Boy led a strenuous life. He was only a kid and like all youngsters putting in their first 

winter in the woods, he was put over the jumps by the oldtimers. His regular work was heavy enough, 

splitting all the wood for the camp, carrying water and packing lunch to the men, but his hazers sent him on 

all kinds of wild goose errands to all parts of the works, looking for a "left-handed peavy" or a "bundle of 

cross-hauls." 

He had to take a lot of good natured roughneck wit about his size for he only weighed 800 pounds and a 

couple of surcingles made a belt for him. What he lacked in size he made up in grit and the men secretly 

respected his gameness. They said he might make a pretty good man if he ever got any growth, and 

considered it a necessary education to give him a lot of extra chores. 

Often in the evening, after his day's work and long hours put in turning the grindstone and keeping up fires in 

the camp stoves—that required four cords of wood apiece to kindle a fire, he could be found with one of Big 

Ole's small 600-pound anvils in his lap pegging up shoes with railroad spikes. 

It was a long time before they solved the problem of turning logging sleds around in the road. When a sled 

returned from the landing and put on a load they had to wait until Paul came along to pick up the four horses 

and the load and head them the other way. Judson M. Goss says he worked for Paul the winter he invented the 

round turn. 

All of Paul's inventions were successful except when he decided to run three ten-hour shifts a day and 

installed the Aurora Borealis. After a number of trials the plan was abandoned because the lights were not 

dependable. 
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"The Seven Axemen of the Red River" they were called because they had a camp on Red River with the 

three-hundred cooks and the Little Chore Boy. The whole State was cut over from the one camp and the 

husky seven chopped from dark to dark and walked to and from work. 

Their axes were so big it took a week to grind one of them. Each man had three axes and two helpers to carry 

the spare axes to the river when they got red hot from chopping. Even in those days they had to watch out for 

forest fires. The axes were hung on long rope handles. Each axeman would march through the timber whirling 

his axe around him till the hum of it sounded like one of Paul's for-and-aft mosquitoes, and at every step a 

quarter-section of timber was cut. 

The height, weight and chest measurement of the Seven Axemen are not known. Authorities differ. History 

agrees that they kept a cord of four-foot wood on the table for toothpicks. After supper they would sit on the 

deacon seat in the bunk shanty and sing "Shanty Boy" and "Bung Yer Eye" till the folks in the settlements 

down on the Atlantic would think another nor'wester was blowing up. 

Some say the Seven Axemen were Bay Chaleur men; others declare they were all cousins and came from 

down Machias way. Where they came from or where they went to blow their stake after leaving Paul's camp 

no one knows but they are remembered as husky lads and good fellows around camp. 

After the Seven Axemen had gone down the tote road, never to return, Paul Bunyan was at a loss to find a 

method of cutting down trees that would give him anything like the output he had been getting. Many trials 

and experiments followed and then Paul invented the two-man Saw. 

The first saw was made from a strip trimmed off in making Big Joe's dinner horn and was long enough to 

reach across a quarter section, for Paul could never think in smaller units. This saw worked all right in a level 

country, in spite of the fact that all the trees fell back on the saw, but in rough country only the trees on the 

hill tops were cut. Trees in the valleys were cut off in the tops and in the pot holes the saw passed over the 

trees altogether. 

It took a good man to pull this saw in heavy timber when Paul was working on the other end. Paul used to say 

to his fellow sawyer, "I don't care if you ride the saw, but please don't drag your feet." A couple of cousins of 

Big Ole's were given the job and did so well that ever afterward in the Lake States the saw crews have 

generally been Scandinavians. 

It was after this that Paul had Big Ole make the "Down-Cutter." This was a rig like a mowing machine. They 

drove around eight townships and cut a swath 500 feet wide. 

Paul Bunyan's Trained Ants are proving so successful that they may replace donkeys and tractors on the 

rugged slopes of the Sierras. Inspired by his success with Bees and Mosquitoes, Paul has developed a breed of 

Ants that stand six feet tall and weigh 200 pounds. 

To overcome their habit of hibernating all Winter, Paul supplied the Ants with Mackinaws made with three 

pairs of sleeves or legs. They eat nothing but Copenhagen Snuff. The Ants (or Uncles as they prefer to be 
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called) can run to the Westwood shops with a damaged locomotive quicker than the Wrecking Crew can come 

out. They do not patronize bootleggers or require time off to fix their automobiles. 

Lucy, Paul Bunyan's cow was not, so far as we can learn, related to either Babe or Benny. Statements that she 

was in any way their mother are without basis in fact. The two oxen had been in Paul's possession for a long 

time before Lucy arrived on the scene. 

No reliable data can be found as to the pedigree of this remarkable dairy animal. There are no official records 

of her butterfat fat production nor is it known where or how Paul got her. 

Paul always said that Lucy was part Jersey and part wolf. Maybe so. Her actions and methods of living 

seemed to justify the allegation of wolf ancestry, for she had an insatiable appetite and a roving disposition. 

Lucy ate everything in sight and could never be fed at the same camp with Babe or Benny. In fact, they quit 

trying to feed her at all but let her forage her own living. The Winter of the Deep Snow, when even the tallest 

White Pines were buried, Brimstone Bill outfitted Lucy with a set of Babe's old snowshoes and a pair of green 

goggles and turned her out to graze on the snowdrifts. At first she had some trouble with the new foot gear but 

once she learned to run them and shift gears without wrecking herself, she answered the call of the limitless 

snow fields and ran away all over North America until Paul decorated her with a bell borrowed from a buried 

church. 

In spite of short rations she gave enough milk to keep six men busy skimming the cream. If she had been kept 

in a barn and fed regularly she might have made a milking record. When she fed on the evergreen trees and 

her milk got so strong of White Pine and Balsam that the men used it for cough medicine and liniment, they 

quit serving the milk on the table and made butter out of it. By using this butter, to grease the logging roads 

when the snow and ice thawed off, Paul was able to run big logging sleds all summer. 

The family life of Paul Bunyan, from all accounts, has been very happy. A charming glimpse of Mrs. Bunyan 

is given by Mr. E. S. Shepard of Rhinelander, Wis., who tells of working in Paul's camp on Round River in 

'62, the Winter of the Black Snow. Paul put him wheeling prune pits away from the cook camp. After he had 

worked at this job for three months Paul had him haul them back again as Mrs. Bunyan, who was cooking at 

the camp, wanted to use them to make the hot fires necessary to cook her famous soft nosed pancakes. 

Mrs. Bunyan, at this time used to call the men to dinner by blowing into a woodpecker hole in an old hollow 

stub that stood near the door. In this stub there was a nest of owls that had one short wing and flew in circles. 

When Mr. Shepard made a sketch of Paul, Mrs. Bunyan, with wifely solicitude for his appearance, parted 

Paul's hair with a handaxe and combed it with an old cross-cut saw. 

From other sources we have fragmentary glimpses of Jean, Paul's youngest son. When Jean was three weeks 

old he jumped from his cradle one night and seizing an axe, chopped the four posts out from under his father's 

bed. The incident greatly tickled Paul, who used to brag about it to any one who would listen to him. "The 

boy is going to be a great logger some day," he would declare with fatherly pride. 

The last we heard of Jean he was working for a lumber outfit in the South, lifting logging trains past one 

another on a single track railroad. 
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What is camp without a dog? Paul Bunyan loved dogs as well as the next man but never would have one 

around that could not earn its keep. Paul's dogs had to work, hunt or catch rats. It took a good dog to kill the 

rats and mice in Paul's camp for the rodents picked up scraps of the buffalo milk pancakes and grew to be as 

big as two year old bears. 

Elmer, the moose terrier, practiced up on the rats when he was a small pup and was soon able to catch a 

moose on the run and finish it with one shake. Elmer loafed around the cook camp and if the meat supply 

happened to run low the cook would put the dog out the door and say, "Bring in a moose." Elmer would run 

into the timber, catch a moose and bring it in and repeat the performance until, after a few minutes work, the 

cook figured he had enough for a mess and would call the dog in. 

Sport, the reversible dog was really the best hunter. He was part wolf and part elephant hound and was raised 

on bear milk. One night when Sport was quite young, he was playing around in the horse barn and Paul, 

mistaking him for a mouse, threw a band axe at him. The axe cut the dog in two but Paul, instantly realizing 

what had happened, quickly stuck the two halves together, gave the pup first aid and bandaged him up. With 

careful nursing the dog soon recovered and then it was seen that Paul in his haste had twisted the two halves 

so that the hind legs pointed straight up. This proved to be an advantage for the dog learned to run on one pair 

of legs for a while and then flop over without loss of speed and run on the other pair. Because of this he never 

tired and anything he started after got caught. Sport never got his full growth. While still a pup he broke 

through four feet of ice on Lake Superior and was drowned. 

As a hunter, Paul would make old Nimrod himself look like a city dude lost from his guide. He was also a 

good fisherman. Old-timers tell of seeing Paul as a small boy, fishing off the Atlantic Coast. He would sail 

out early in the morning in his three-mast schooner and wade back before breakfast with his boat full of fish 

on his shoulder. 

About this time he got his shot gun that required four dishpans full of powder and a keg of spikes to load each 

barrel. With this gun he could shoot geese so high in the air they would spoil before reaching the ground. 

Tracking was Paul's favorite sport and no trail was too old or too dim for him to follow. He once came across 

the skeleton of a moose that had died of old age and, just for curiosity, picked up the tracks of the animal and 

spent the whole afternoon following its trail back to the place where it was born. 

The shaggy dog that spent most of his time pretending to sleep in front of Johnny Inkslinger's counter in the 

camp office was Fido, the watch dog. Fido was the bug-bear (not bearer, just bear) of the greenhorns. They 

were told that Paul starved Fido all winter and then, just before payday, fed him all the swampers, barn boys, 

and student bullcooks. The very marrow was frozen in their heads at the thought of being turned into dog 

food. Their fears were groundless for Paul would never let a dog go hungry or mistreat a human being. Fido 

was fed all the watch peddlers, tailors' agents, and camp inspectors and thus served a very useful purpose. 

It is no picnic to tackle the wilderness and turn the very forest itself into a commercial commodity delivered at 

the market. A logger needs plenty of brains and back bone. 

Paul Bunyan had his setbacks the same as every logger only his were worse. Being a pioneer he had to invent 

all his stuff as he went along. Many a time his plans were upset by the mistakes of some swivel-headed 
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strawboss or incompetent foreman. The winter of the blue snow, Shot Gunderson had charge in the Big 

Tadpole River country. He landed all of his logs in a lake and in the spring when ready to drive he boomed 

the logs three times around the lake before he discovered there was no outlet to it. High hills surrounded the 

lake and the drivable stream was ten miles away. Apparently the logs were a total loss. 

Then Paul came on the job himself and got busy. Calling in Sourdough Sam, the cook who made everything 

but coffee out of sourdough, he ordered him to mix enough sourdough to fill the big watertank. Hitching Babe 

to the tank he hauled it over and dumped it into the lake. When it "riz," as Sam said, a mighty lava-like stream 

poured forth and carried the logs over the hills to the river. There is a landlocked lake in Northern Minnesota 

that is called "Sourdough Lake" to this day. 

Chris Crosshaul was a careless cuss. He took a big drive down the Mississippi for Paul and when the logs 

were delivered in the New Orleans boom it was found that he had driven the wrong logs. The owners looked 

at the barkmarks and refused to accept them. It was up to Paul to drive them back upstream. 

No one but Paul Bunyan would ever tackle a job like that. To drive logs upstream is impossible, but if you 

think a little thing like an impossibility could stop him, you don't know Paul Bunyan. He simply fed Babe a 

good big salt ration and drove him to the upper Mississippi to drink. Babe drank the river dry and sucked all 

the water upstream. The logs came up river faster than they went down. 

***** Big Ole was the Blacksmith at Paul's headquarters camp on the Big Onion. Ole had a cranky 

disposition but he was a skilled workman. No job in iron or steel was too big or too difficult for him. One of 

the cooks used to make doughnuts and have Ole punch the holes. He made the griddle on which Big Joe cast 

his pancakes and the dinner horn that blew down ten acres of pine. Ole was the only man who could shoe 

Babe or Benny. Every time he made a set of shoes for Babe they had to open up another Minnesota iron mine. 

Ole once carried a pair of these shoes a mile and sunk knee deep into solid rock at every step. Babe cast a 

shoe while making a hard pull one day, and it was hurled for a mile and tore down forty acres of pine and 

injured eight Swedes that were swamping out skidways. Ole was also a mechanic and built the Downcutter, a 

rig like a mowing machine that cut down a swath of trees 500 feet wide. 

***** In the early days, whenever Paul Bunyan was broke between logging seasons, he traveled around like 

other lumberjacks doing any kind of pioneering work he could find. He showed up in Washington about the 

time The Puget Construction Co. was building Puget Sound and Billy Puget was making records moving dirt 

with droves of dirt throwing badgers. Paul and Billy got into an argument over who had shoveled the most. 

Paul got mad and said he'd show Billy Puget and started to throw the dirt back again. Before Billy stopped 

him he had piled up the San Juan Islands. 

When a man gets the reputation in the woods of being a "good man" it refers only to physical prowess. 

Frequently he is challenged to fight by "good men" from other communities. 

There was Pete Mufraw. "You know Joe Mufraw?" "Oui, two Joe Mufraw, one named Pete." That's the 

fellow. After Pete had licked everybody between Quebec and Bay Chaleur he started to look for Paul Bunyan. 

He bragged all over the country that he had worn out six pair of shoe-pacs looking for Paul. Finally he met up 

with him. 
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Paul was plowing with two yoke of steers and Pete Mufraw stopped at the brush-fence to watch the plow cut 

its way right through rocks and stumps. When they reached the end of the furrow Paul picked up the plow and 

the oxen with one arm and turned them around. Pete took one look and then wandered off down the trail 

muttering, "Hox an' hall! She's lift hox an' hall." 

Paul Bunyan started traveling before the steam cars were invented. He developed his own means of 

transportation and the railroads have never been able to catch up. Time is so valuable to Paul he has no time 

to fool around at sixty miles an hour. 

In the early days he rode on the back of Babe, the Big Blue Ox. This had its difficulties because he had to use 

a telescope to keep Babe's hind legs in view and the hooves of the ox created such havoc that after the 

settlements came into different parts of the country there were heavy damage claims to settle every trip. 

Snowshoes were useful in winter but one trip on the webs cured Paul of depending upon them for 

transcontinental hikes. He started from Minnesota for Westwood one Spring morning. There was still snow in 

the woods so Paul wore his snowshoes. He soon ran out of the snow belt but kept right on without reducing 

speed. Crossing the desert the heat became oppressive, his mackinaws grew heavy and the snowshoes dragged 

his feet but it was too late to turn back. 

When he arrived in California he discovered that the sun and hot sand had warped one of his shoes and pulled 

one foot out of line at every step, so instead of traveling on a bee line and hitting Westwood exactly, he came 

out at San Francisco. This made it necessary for him to travel an extra three hundred miles north. It was late 

that night when he pulled into Westwood and he had used up a whole day coming from Minnesota. 

Paul's fast foot work made him a "good man on the round stuff" and in spite of his weight he had no trouble 

running around on the floating logs, even the small ones. It was said that Paul could spin a log till the bark 

came off and then run ashore on the bubbles. He once threw a peavy handle into the Mississippi at St. Louis 

and standing on it, poled up to Brainerd, Minnesota. Paul was a "white water bucko" and rode water so rough 

it would tear an ordinary man in two to drink out of the river. 

***** Johnny Inkslinger was Paul's headquarters clerk. He invented bookkeeping about the time Paul 

invented logging. He was something of a genius and perfected his own office appliances to increase 

efficiency. His fountain pen was made by running a hose from a barrel of ink and with it he could "daub out a 

walk" quicker than the recipient of the pay-off could tie the knot in his tussick rope. 

One winter Johnny left off crossing the "t's" and dotting the "i's" and saved nine barrels of ink. The 

lumberjacks accused him of using a split pencil to charge up the tobacco and socks they bought at the 

wanagan but this was just bunkshanty talk (is this the origin of the classic term "the bunk"?) for Johnny never 

cheated anyone. 

Have you ever encountered the Mosquito of the North Country? You thought they were pretty well developed 

animals with keen appetites, didn't you? Then you can appreciate what Paul Bunyan was up against when he 

was surrounded by the vast swarms of the giant ancestors of the present race of mosquitoes, getting their first 

taste of human victims. The present mosquito is but a degenerate remnant of the species. Now they rarely 

weigh more than a pound or measure more than fourteen or fifteen inches from tip to tip. 
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Paul had to keep his men and oxen in the camps with doors and windows barred. Men armed with pikepoles 

and axes fought off the insects that tore the shakes off the roof in their efforts to gain entrance. The big buck 

mosquitoes fought among themselves and trampled down the weaker members of the swarm and to this alone 

Paul Bunyan and his crew owe their lives. 

Paul determined to conquer the mosquitoes before another season arrived. He thought of the big Bumble Bees 

back home and sent for several yoke of them. These, he hoped would destroy the mosquitoes. Sourdough Sam 

brought out two pair of bees, overland on foot. There was no other way to travel for the flight of the beasts 

could not be controlled. Their wings were strapped with surcingles, they checked their stingers with Sam and 

walking shoes were provided for them. Sam brought them through without losing a bee. 

The cure was worse than the original trouble. The Mosquitoes and the Bees made a hit with each other. They 

soon intermarried and their off-spring, as often happens, were worse than their parents. They had stingers 

fore-and-aft and could get you coming or going. 

Their bee blood caused their downfall in the long run. Their craving for sweets could only be satisfied by 

sugar and molasses in large quantities, for what is a flower to an insect with a ten-gallon stomach? One day 

the whole tribe flew across Lake Superior to attack a fleet of ships bringing sugar to Paul's camps. They 

destroyed the ships but ate so much sugar they could not fly and all were drowned. 

One pair of the original bees were kept at headquarters camp and provided honey for the pancakes for many 

years. 

***** If Paul Bunyan did not invent Geography be created a lot of it. The Great Lakes were first constructed 

to provide a water hole for Babe the Big Blue Ox. Just what year his work was done is not known but they 

were in use prior to the Year of the Two Winters. 

The Winter Paul Bunyan logged off North Dakota he hauled water for his ice roads from the Great Lakes. 

One day when Brimstone Bill had Babe hitched to one of the old water tanks and was making his early 

morning trip, the tank sprung a leak when they were half way across Minnesota. Bill saved himself from 

drowning by climbing Babe's tail but all efforts to patch up the tank were in vain so the old tank was 

abandoned and replaced by one of the new ones. This was the beginning of the Mississippi River and the truth 

of this is established by the fact that the old Mississippi is still flowing. 

The cooks in Paul's camps used a lot of water and to make things handy, they used to dig wells near the cook 

shanty. At headquarters on the Big Auger, on top of the hill near the mouth of the Little Gimlet, Paul dug a 

well so deep that it took all day for the bucket to fall to the water, and a week to haul it up. They had to run so 

many buckets that the well was forty feet in diameter. It was shored up with tamarac poles and when the camp 

was abandoned Paul pulled up this cribbing. Travelers who have visited the spot say that the sand has blown 

away until 178 feet of the well is sticking up into the air, forming a striking landmark. 

The Winter of the Deep Snow everything was buried. Paul had to dig down to find the tops of the tallest 

White Pines. He had the snow dug away around them and lowered his sawyers down to the base of the trees. 

When the tree was cut off he hauled it to the surface with a long parbuckle chain to which Babe, mounted on 
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snowshoes, was hitched. It was impossible to get enough stove pipe to reach to the top of the snow, so Paul 

had Big Ole make stovepipe by boring out logs with a long six-inch auger. 

The year of the Two Winters they had winter all summer and then in the fall it turned colder. One day Big Joe 

set the boiling coffeepot on the stove and it froze so quick that the ice was hot. That was right after Paul had 

built the Great Lakes and that winter they froze clear to the bottom. They never would have thawed out if Paul 

had not chopped out the ice and hauled it out on shore for the sun to melt. He finally got all the ice thawed but 

he had to put in all new fish. 

The next spring was the year the rain came up from China. It rained so hard and so long that the grass was all 

washed out by the roots and Paul had a great time feeding his cattle. Babe had to learn to eat pancakes like 

Benny. That was the time Paul used the straw hats for an emergency ration. 

When Paul's drive came down, folks in the settlements were astonished to see all the river-pigs wearing huge 

straw hats. The reason for this was soon apparent. When the fodder ran out every man was politely requested 

to toss his hat into the ring. Hundreds of straw hats were used to make a lunch for Babe. 

When Paul Bunyan took up efficiency engineering he went at the the job with all his customary thoroughness. 

He did not fool around clocking the crew with a stop watch, counting motions and deducting the ones used for 

borrowing chews, going for drinks, dodging the boss and preparing for quitting time. He decided to cut out 

labor altogether. 

"What's the use," said Paul, "of all this sawing, swamping, skidding, decking, grading and icing roads, 

loading, hauling and landing? The object of the game is to get the trees to the landing, ain't it? Well, why not 

do it and get it off your mind?" 

So he hitched Babe to a section of land and snaked in the whole 640 acres at one drag. At the landing the trees 

were cut off just like shearing a sheep and the denuded section hauled back to its original place. This 

simplified matters and made the work a lot easier. Six trips a day, six days a week just cleaned up a township 

for section 37 was never hauled back to the woods on Saturday night but was left on the landing to wash away 

in the early spring when the drive went out, 

Documentary evidence of the truth of this is offered by the United States government surveys. Look at any 

map that shows the land subdivisions and you will never find a township with more than thirty-six sections. 

The foregoing statement, previously published, has caused some controversy. Mr. T. S. Sowell of Miami, 

Florida wrote to us citing the townships in his State that have sections numbered 37 to 40. He said that the 

government survey had been complicated by the old Spanish land grants. We put the matter up to Paul 

Bunyan and from his camp near Westwood came this reply: 

Red River Advertising Department. 

Dear Sir: Yes sir, I remember those sections and a lot of bother they made me too. One winter when I was 

starting the White Pine business and snaking sections down to the Atlantic Ocean, a man from Florida came 
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along and ordered a bunch of sections delivered down to his place. He wanted to see if he could grow the 

same kind of White Pine down there. I yarded out a nice bunch of sections and next summer when my drive 

was in and I wasn't busy I took a crew of Canada Boys and Mainites and poled them down the coast. When I 

come to collect they said this man was gone looking for a Fountain of Youth or some fool thing. 

I don't know what luck he had with his White Pine ranch. I never seen them again. I had a lot of other things 

to tend to and clean forgot it till you sent me Mr. Sowell's letter. Maybe that man was a Spaniard I don't 

know. 

Yours respectively, P. Bunyan. ***** From 1917 to 1920 Paul Bunyan was busy toting the supplies and 

building camps for a bunch of husky young fellow-Americans who had a contract on the other side of the 

Atlantic, showing a certain prominent European (who is now logging in Holland) how they log in the United 

States. 

After his service overseas with the A. E. F., Paul couldn't get back to the States quick enough. Airplanes were 

too slow so Paul embarked in his Bark Canoe, the one he used on the Big Onion the year he drove logs 

upstream. When he threw the old paddle into high he sure rambled and the sea was covered with dead fish 

that broke their backs trying to watch him coming and going. 

As he shoved off from France, Paul sent a wireless to New York but passed the Statue of Liberty three lengths 

ahead of the message. From New York to Westwood he traveled on skis. When the home folks asked him if 

the Allegheney Mountains and the Rockies had bothered him, Paul replied, "I didn't notice any mountains but 

the trail was a little bumpy in a couple of spots." 

In the forests of the Red River Lumber Company Paul Bunyan can cut his lumber for many future years in the 

region where Nature found conditions exactly suited to the growth of pine of the finest texture and largest 

size. 

Early in the closing decade of the nineteenth century the Red River people took a long look into the future. 

Foreseeing the exhaustion of their Minnesota white pine, which came a quarter of a century later, they set out 

to find the pine that would take its place. Their search covered several years and reached all the important 

stands in the western States. This was well in advance of the westward movement of the industry and Red 

River had the pioneer's opportunity for choice and rejection. 

Sugar Pine, "cork pine's big brother," is botanically and physically true white pine, with all the family virtues. 

It is the largest of all pines. 

California Pine is the trade name for pinus ponderosa or western yellow pine from certain regions where 

conditions of growth have so modified the nature of the wood that it is more like white pine than it is like its 

botanical brothers that grow elsewhere. Some say this change is due to volcanic soil. Whatever the cause, 

California Pine from Red River's forest is exceptionally light, brightly colored, soft and even textured and 

second only to Sugar Pine in size. 
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Red River "Paul Bunyan's" California Pine and Sugar Pine meet the strict requirements of trades that have 

made white pine their standard. Where freedom from distortion is essential, as for example piano actions, 

organ pipes, foundry patterns and the best sash and doors, Red River pines are used. They finish economically 

with paints, stains and enamels and are highly valued as cores for fine hardwood veneers. They work easily, 

smoothly and cleanly with edged tools and do not nail-split. 

The durability of these California pines is shown by their sound condition in California buildings that have 

stood for generations, many of them in regions where climatic conditions are more conducive to decay than in 

the middle western and eastern states. 

Paul Bunyan tackled a real problem when he came to Westwood. The site of the mill and town was unbroken 

forest in 1913, sixty mountainous miles from the nearest railroad. Trails were graded into passable roads and 

materials and machinery were freighted in. When the railroad arrived in 1914 the first mill was in operation 

and the town well under construction. Town and plant had been detailed on the drafting boards in 

Minneapolis. Sanitary sewers, water system, electric lights and telephones were extended as the forest was 

cleared and Westwood, with a population of 5,000, enjoys all the facilities of a modern American community. 

The electrically operated sawmill has an annual capacity of 250 million board feet. Dry kilns, one of the 

largest plywood factories in the country, sash and door factory and re-manufacturing departments round out 

production of a complete line of lumber products. 

Red River operates its own logging railroad, 20 miles of which are electrified, hydro-electric plants and the 

foundry and machine shops, where many units of the logging and plant machinery are designed and built. 

Back in the early days, when his camps were so far from any where that the wolves following the tote-teams 

got lost in the woods, Paul Bunyan made no attempt to keep in touch with the trade. What's the use when 

every letter that comes in is about things that happened the year before? 

Since he came to Westwood Paul has renewed old friendships, formed new ones and kept close contact with 

the world. Everyone expects great things of Paul Bunyan and with the Red River outfit back of him he has the 

chance of his life to make good. Continuous production keeps a full assortment of stock on hand. Customers 

in all parts of America find Westwood a dependable source of supply. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/wb-laughead/short-story/paul-bunyan 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/wb-laughead/short-story/paul-bunyan
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The Paintings That Tried (and Failed) to Codify Race 

Casta paintings of the eighteenth century tried to show who was who in New Spain. But reality was much 

more complicated. 

 

An 18th century casta painting 

  

via Wikimedia Commons 

By: Carly Silver  

In the eighteenth century, Spanish colonizers in the Western Hemisphere asserted their superiority over 

indigenous and African people and their descendants in many ways, including visually. One genre of art, 

casta paintings, depicted people in New Spain in an idealized social structure from the Spanish point of view. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/File:Casta_painting_all.jpg
https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/carly-silver/
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As museum curator and art historian Diana DiPaolo Loren explains, Spaniards articulated hierarchy in 

relation to whiteness. They subscribed to the régimen de castas, a “system used to hierarchically grade 

individuals by racial criteria.” At the top of the ladder were European-born Spaniards, with people of African 

descent at the bottom. Indigenous people ranked slightly above those of African descent. 

But the system also recognized and graded mixed-race ancestry. The more Spanish ancestors you had, the 

higher your rank; with more African or indigenous ancestors, your position would decline. There were 

racialized terms for every rank, too. Casta paintings depicted these combinations, as well as the type of dress 

and activities deemed appropriate for each rank. 

The archaeological record shows that in real life, who wore what in New Spain was distinctly different from 

the visual ideal. 

White Spanish patrons appear engaged in high-class European dress and customs, while individuals with 

indigenous and African heritage are engaged in lower-status behaviors. For example, DiPaolo Loren notes, 

“Mixed-blood men and women were instructed to dress in the Bourbon fashion, mimicking fashions worn by 

elites but in plainer styles and fabrics. […] Native Americans in New Spain were to dress in their own 

fashions, not European styles.” These portraits also showed people from the (white) upper classes eating from 

“appropriate” dishes of porcelain; “lower classes” ate or drank from “plain earthenware bowls.” 

But according to DiPaolo Loren, the archaeological record shows that in real life, who wore what in New 

Spain was distinctly different from the visual ideal. 

Weekly Newsletter 

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

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

As a case study, DiPaolo Loren examined material culture from the Presidio Nuestra Señora del Pilar de Los 

Adaes, located in eastern Texas. People from many racial backgrounds lived there. Dress and ornamental 

items excavated from the governor’s house were largely characteristic of “a primarily high-status Spanish 

household,” as expected for a representative of the Spanish monarch. However, dress artifacts and clothing 

from other homes were not singularly representative of elite Spaniards, even though some of the residents 

likely fit into that category. 

In fact, “almost all individuals within these houses at Los Adaes had some ability to creatively configure dress 

styles.” For example, Spanish and French fabric seals appear alongside Native American glass beads, used in 

necklaces. Thus, individuals mixed and matched styles in order to construct their own unique, hybridized 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/25617423?mag=the-paintings-that-tried-and-failed-to-codify-race
https://www.jstor.org/stable/25617423?mag=the-paintings-that-tried-and-failed-to-codify-race
https://daily.jstor.org/the-paintings-that-tried-and-failed-to-codify-race/?utm_term=The%20Paintings%20That%20Tried%20%28and%20Failed%29%20to%20Codify%20Race&utm_campaign=jstordaily_10152020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/the-paintings-that-tried-and-failed-to-codify-race/?utm_term=The%20Paintings%20That%20Tried%20%28and%20Failed%29%20to%20Codify%20Race&utm_campaign=jstordaily_10152020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
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cultural identities—in opposition to the stratification of casta paintings. Depending on which cultural items 

they chose to incorporate into individual outfits, inhabitants of Los Adaes could change “their bodily 

appearance and the status of their body in colonial society.” Indeed, as DiPaolo Loren concludes, “painted 

images were an attempt to make concrete the practices that were actually fluid in everyday life.” 

 

Support JSTOR Daily! Join our new membership program on Patreon today. 
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New tool can diagnose strokes with a smartphone 

Penn State 

Summary: 

A new tool could diagnose a stroke based on abnormalities in a patient's speech ability and facial muscular 

movements, and with the accuracy of an emergency room physician -- all within minutes from an interaction 

with a smartphone. 

FULL STORY 

 

A new tool created by researchers at Penn State and Houston Methodist Hospital could diagnose a stroke 

based on abnormalities in a patient's speech ability and facial muscular movements, and with the accuracy of 

an emergency room physician -- all within minutes from an interaction with a smartphone. 

"When a patient experiences symptoms of a stroke, every minute counts," said James Wang, professor of 

information sciences and technology at Penn State. "But when it comes to diagnosing a stroke, emergency 

room physicians have limited options: send the patient for often expensive and time-consuming radioactivity-

based scans or call a neurologist -- a specialist who may not be immediately available -- to perform clinical 

diagnostic tests." 

Wang and his colleagues have developed a machine learning model to aid in, and potentially speed up, the 

diagnostic process by physicians in a clinical setting. 

"Currently, physicians have to use their past training and experience to determine at what stage a patient 

should be sent for a CT scan," said Wang. "We are trying to simulate or emulate this process by using our 

machine learning approach." 

The team's novel approach is the first to analyze the presence of stroke among actual emergency room 

patients with suspicion of stroke by using computational facial motion analysis and natural language 

processing to identify abnormalities in a patient's face or voice, such as a drooping cheek or slurred speech. 

The results could help emergency room physicians to more quickly determine critical next steps for the 

patient. Ultimately, the application could be utilized by caregivers or patients to make self-assessments before 

reaching the hospital. 

"This is one of the first works that is enabling AI to help with stroke diagnosis in emergency settings," added 

Sharon Huang, associate professor of information sciences and technology at Penn State. 
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To train the computer model, the researchers built a dataset from more than 80 patients experiencing stroke 

symptoms at Houston Methodist Hospital in Texas. Each patient was asked to perform a speech test to 

analyze their speech and cognitive communication while being recorded on an Apple iPhone. 

"The acquisition of facial data in natural settings makes our work robust and useful for real-world clinical use, 

and ultimately empowers our method for remote diagnosis of stroke and self-assessment," said Huang. 

Testing the model on the Houston Methodist dataset, the researchers found that its performance achieved 79% 

accuracy -- comparable to clinical diagnostics by emergency room doctors, who use additional tests such as 

CT scans. However, the model could help save valuable time in diagnosing a stroke, with the ability to assess 

a patient in as little as four minutes. 

"There are millions of neurons dying every minute during a stroke," said John Volpi, a vascular neurologist 

and co-director of the Eddy Scurlock Stroke Center at Houston Methodist Hospital. "In severe strokes it is 

obvious to our providers from the moment the patient enters the emergency department, but studies suggest 

that in the majority of strokes, which have mild to moderate symptoms, that a diagnosis can be delayed by 

hours and by then a patient may not be eligible for the best possible treatments." 

"The earlier you can identify a stroke, the better options (we have) for the patients," added Stephen T.C. 

Wong, John S. Dunn, Sr. Presidential Distinguished Chair in Biomedical Engineering at the Ting Tsung and 

Wei Fong Chao Center for BRAIN and Houston Methodist Cancer Center. "That's what makes an early 

diagnosis essential." 

Volpi said that physicians currently use a binary approach toward diagnosing strokes: They either suspect a 

stroke, sending the patient for a series of scans that could involve radiation; or they do not suspect a stroke, 

potentially overlooking patients who may need further assessment. 

"What we think in that triage moment is being either biased toward overutilization (of scans, which have risks 

and benefits) or underdiagnosis," said Volpi, a co-author on the paper. "If we can improve diagnostics at the 

front end, then we can better expose the right patients to the right risks and not miss patients who would 

potentially benefit." 

He added, "We have great therapeutics, medicines and procedures for strokes, but we have very primitive and, 

frankly, inaccurate diagnostics." 

Other collaborators on the project include Tongan Cai and Mingli Yu, graduate students working with Wang 

and Huang at Penn State; and Kelvin Wong, associate research professor of electronic engineering in 

oncology at Houston Methodist Hospital. 

Materials provided by Penn State. Original written by Jessica Hallman. Note: Content may be edited for style 

and length. 

https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2020/10/201022123120.htm 

https://news.psu.edu/story/636014/2020/10/20/research/new-tool-can-diagnose-strokes-smartphone
http://www.psu.edu/
https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2020/10/201022123120.htm
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You’re Gonna Write This 

by Patricia Smith 

Issue no. 228 (Spring 2019) 

but which verbs do you employ when it’s clear that you are trying  

to side-eye murder your mother, when you are the chilling moral 

of every blazing honor thy Sunday sermon, when you are nothing  

less than blasphemy blown wide? How you do lift the bleating 

cell to your ear when what you hope to hear is an awkward cough 

introducing some industrious RN’s practiced coo, an I’m so sorry 

to inform you followed by a flat trisyllable twang, the Alabama  

name of the woman who spent years drilling you with grammatically 

hilarious tenets and a Gospel so austere you wet the bed believing it? 

All you remember of those unrelenting lessons is a sky-eyed white 

man poised to both consecrate and slap you sinless, and a heaven  

spewing feral light just beyond your fingers. It was your mother 

who begged a confounded congregation to infuse you with the holy,  

so a bevy of bored elders mumbled a few maybes and shoved your 

nappy head into a plastic pool of tepid water, one quickly twitching  

a nipple while you flailed. But that drowning meant your mother 

loved you. That little drench whitened and reversed you, scoured you  

ripe for the Lord’s gold touch. You were forgiven for so brashly sporting 

your father’s face and its landscape of Negro nose, for the way you 

ruined your Delta mother’s practiced city body, crudely driving your  

 

slick and bloody head through her and out, straight into her damned  

business. You almost killed her, the story goes and goes. When your 

father died, she turned her wide back to your grief, unmothered you 

for ten years. She almost killed you, your story goes and goes. Then 

suddenly, teenier and wheezing, she was resurrected, fervently reclanging 

the bells of heaven, begging you to subsidize her dream gilded send-off, 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=4996e2df27&e=d538c8f2e0
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somehow trusting you to procure blooms and a choir all while you’re  

scanning her life for a plug to pull. And oh yes, the Lord—through 

your mother—says to please forgive your mother for the years she spent 

praying herself childless. But even with salvation all lined up, you can’t 

resist being her hellish spawn, as she survives, hardy and selfish as a roach. 

You perk up whenever her wee body goes ghostly, whisper to her about 

brisk dispersals, the sanctity of the pyre. But you cannot say dead and mean  

her—not yet—though she’s nameless in this story as it goes and goes. 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=4996e2df27&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=4996e2df27&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=4996e2df27&e=d538c8f2e0
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The Food and Drug Administation issued a warning on Oct. 15, 2020 to both health care professionals and 

women about the use of nonsteroidal anti-inflammatory drugs (NSAIDs) after 20 weeks of pregnancy. 

This comes after the FDA added its post-marketing surveillance data to the accumulating information 

appearing in medical journals. Consumers spent US$4.3 billion on more than 760 million bottles of 

NSAIDs in 2019. This includes those with brand names Motrin, Advil, Aleve, Ecotrin and Bayer Aspirin and 

generic versions with the names ibuprofen, naproxen and aspirin. 

Those numbers are in addition to the millions of prescriptions written for pain medications containing 

NSAIDs or NSAID/opioid combination products written for each year. All of this makes the warning a 

significant move, especially considering that pregnant women often experience aches and pains that might be 

alleviated by these drugs. 

I am a pharmacist and cardiovascular pharmacologist specializing in avoiding or reducing drug-induced 

diseases. A successful pregnancy is vital for a child’s eventual health, so it is important that pregnant women 

are aware of this newly discovered danger. 

What is the issue? 

Doctors and pharmacists have known for some time that NSAIDs can decrease kidney function in adults and 

permanently damage some people’s kidneys. Higher-dose NSAID therapy, longer-term treatment and use in 

pre-existing kidney dysfunction are especially dangerous to adults. The FDA now believes that this kidney 

risk extends to the fetus as well if the mother uses NSAIDs. 

The fetus is surrounded by a protective amniotic sac filled with fluid. This fluid is made by the mother up to 

the 20th week, but after that, the fetus’s own kidneys create a majority of the protective fluid. The FDA is 

aware of dozens of cases where physicians have detected low and possibly dangerous levels of amniotic fluid 

in mothers who were taking NSAIDs. In many of these cases, when the mother stopped taking the NSAID, 

the levels of amniotic fluid started going back toward normal but went down again when the NSAID was 

restarted. In some of those same mothers, low amniotic fluid levels were detected after the use of NSAIDs for 

only two days. But for other pregnant women, it took several weeks before low amniotic fluid levels were 

detected. 

In five cases, the FDA is aware of newborns who died of kidney failure shortly after birth. While this is a 

small number of cases overall, the FDA believes there are likely many other cases where NSAID-induced 

reductions in amniotic fluid levels are not being detected because both patients and physicians are unaware of 

the risk. 

https://www.fda.gov/media/142967/download
https://www.chpa.org/OTCsCategory.aspx
https://www.chpa.org/OTCsCategory.aspx
https://scholar.google.com/citations?user=lWAD9d8AAAAJ&hl=en
https://doi.org/10.1177/1060028019881692
https://doi.org/10.1185/030079908X280671
https://www.doi.org/10.3390/ph3041279
https://doi.org/10.1001/jamanetworkopen.2018.7896
https://doi.org/10.1016/j.amjmed.2006.02.015
https://doi.org/10.1002/j.1552-4604.1991.tb03743.x
https://www.medicalnewstoday.com/articles/307082
https://www.fda.gov/media/142967/download
https://www.fda.gov/media/142967/download
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A pregnant woman talking to her health care provider. BSIP/UIG Via Getty Images 

What should pregnant women do? 

The FDA recommends that health care professionals limit prescribing NSAIDs or recommending over-the-

counter NSAIDs to women between 20 to 30 weeks of pregnancy and avoid it altogether after 30 weeks if at 

all possible. If NSAID treatment is necessary, they should use the lowest effective dose for the shortest 

duration possible. Health care professionals should consider ultrasound monitoring of amniotic fluid if 

NSAID treatment extends beyond 48 hours, and discontinue the NSAIDs if the amniotic fluid level is 

reduced. 

The best thing a pregnant woman considering an over the counter NSAID for pain can do is discuss it with 

her obstetrician first. Her obstetrician may recommend acetaminophen (Tylenol) as a viable alternative. Even 

then, however, there is some preliminary evidence that use of a higher dose or prolonged therapy with 

acetaminophen during pregnancy is linked to attention deficit disorder or autism as the child develops. 

Pharmacists are a wonderful resource to help patients identify which over-the-counter products contain 

acetaminophen or NSAIDs. This can sometimes be tricky because, in addition to regular pain relievers, they 

also exist in some over-the-counter cold and flu products and some sleep aids. 

https://www.gettyimages.com/detail/news-photo/photo-essay-at-the-maternity-of-saint-vincent-de-paul-news-photo/151052366?adppopup=true
https://www.fda.gov/drugs/drug-safety-and-availability/fda-recommends-avoiding-use-nsaids-pregnancy-20-weeks-or-later-because-they-can-result-low-amniotic
https://www.webmd.com/baby/amniotic-fluid-volume-assessment
https://www.fda.gov/drugs/drug-safety-and-availability/fda-drug-safety-communication-fda-has-reviewed-possible-risks-pain-medicine-use-during-pregnancy
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What about non-drug options? 

The use of dietary supplements for pain relief could be risky because the FDA does not adequately ensure 

manufacturing quality and the products could contain heavy metals, bacteria or mold. Dietary supplements are 

simply not regulated for safety and efficacy in the way that drugs are. In addition, the lack of safety data with 

dietary supplements does not mean that issues will not occur, just that the risks are unknown. 

[Deep knowledge, daily. Sign up for The Conversation’s newsletter.] 

Other non-drug therapies for aches and pains include hot packs, stretching exercises, massage therapy, 

visualization therapy and other techniques. Even if these non-drug techniques do not eliminate the pain, they 

could reduce the dose of the pain reliever or the length of therapy that is needed. Pregnant women can try 

some of these options and see what works for them. 

 

https://theconversation.com/why-the-fda-is-warning-pregnant-women-not-to-use-over-the-counter-pain-

relievers-

148411?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20newsletter%20from%20The%20Conversation%20fo

r%20October%2022%202020%20-

%201765917114&utm_content=Daily%20newsletter%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20October

%2022%202020%20-

%201765917114+Version+A+CID_ebfa8a42240e8e1992c4fd46cd232d9f&utm_source=campaign_monitor_

us&utm_term=Why%20the%20FDA%20is%20warning%20pregnant%20women%20not%20to%20use%20o

ver-the-counter%20pain%20relievers 

  

https://doi.org/10.1177/0004563212473276
https://theconversation.com/us/newsletters/the-daily-3?utm_source=TCUS&utm_medium=inline-link&utm_campaign=newsletter-text&utm_content=deepknowledge
https://biomedgrid.com/ebooks/non-drug-pain-management-opportunities-to-explore.pdf
https://biomedgrid.com/ebooks/non-drug-pain-management-opportunities-to-explore.pdf
https://theconversation.com/why-the-fda-is-warning-pregnant-women-not-to-use-over-the-counter-pain-relievers-148411?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20newsletter%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20October%2022%202020%20-%201765917114&utm_content=Daily%20newsletter%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20October%2022%202020%20-%201765917114+Version+A+CID_ebfa8a42240e8e1992c4fd46cd232d9f&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Why%20the%20FDA%20is%20warning%20pregnant%20women%20not%20to%20use%20over-the-counter%20pain%20relievers
https://theconversation.com/why-the-fda-is-warning-pregnant-women-not-to-use-over-the-counter-pain-relievers-148411?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20newsletter%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20October%2022%202020%20-%201765917114&utm_content=Daily%20newsletter%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20October%2022%202020%20-%201765917114+Version+A+CID_ebfa8a42240e8e1992c4fd46cd232d9f&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Why%20the%20FDA%20is%20warning%20pregnant%20women%20not%20to%20use%20over-the-counter%20pain%20relievers
https://theconversation.com/why-the-fda-is-warning-pregnant-women-not-to-use-over-the-counter-pain-relievers-148411?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20newsletter%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20October%2022%202020%20-%201765917114&utm_content=Daily%20newsletter%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20October%2022%202020%20-%201765917114+Version+A+CID_ebfa8a42240e8e1992c4fd46cd232d9f&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Why%20the%20FDA%20is%20warning%20pregnant%20women%20not%20to%20use%20over-the-counter%20pain%20relievers
https://theconversation.com/why-the-fda-is-warning-pregnant-women-not-to-use-over-the-counter-pain-relievers-148411?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20newsletter%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20October%2022%202020%20-%201765917114&utm_content=Daily%20newsletter%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20October%2022%202020%20-%201765917114+Version+A+CID_ebfa8a42240e8e1992c4fd46cd232d9f&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Why%20the%20FDA%20is%20warning%20pregnant%20women%20not%20to%20use%20over-the-counter%20pain%20relievers
https://theconversation.com/why-the-fda-is-warning-pregnant-women-not-to-use-over-the-counter-pain-relievers-148411?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20newsletter%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20October%2022%202020%20-%201765917114&utm_content=Daily%20newsletter%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20October%2022%202020%20-%201765917114+Version+A+CID_ebfa8a42240e8e1992c4fd46cd232d9f&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Why%20the%20FDA%20is%20warning%20pregnant%20women%20not%20to%20use%20over-the-counter%20pain%20relievers
https://theconversation.com/why-the-fda-is-warning-pregnant-women-not-to-use-over-the-counter-pain-relievers-148411?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20newsletter%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20October%2022%202020%20-%201765917114&utm_content=Daily%20newsletter%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20October%2022%202020%20-%201765917114+Version+A+CID_ebfa8a42240e8e1992c4fd46cd232d9f&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Why%20the%20FDA%20is%20warning%20pregnant%20women%20not%20to%20use%20over-the-counter%20pain%20relievers
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Elkhorn coral actively fighting off diseases on reef 

Findings showed coral has core immune response regardless of disease type 

University of Miami Rosenstiel School of Marine & Atmospheric Science 

As the world enters a next wave of the ongoing COVID-19 pandemic, we are aware now more than ever of 

the importance of a healthy immune system to protect ourselves from disease. This is not only true for 

humans but corals too, which are in an ongoing battle to ward off deadly diseases spreading on a reef. 

 

As the world enters a next wave of the ongoing COVID-19 pandemic, we are aware now more than ever of 

the importance of a healthy immune system to protect ourselves from disease. This is not only true for 

humans but corals too, which are in an ongoing battle to ward off deadly diseases spreading on a reef. 

A new study led by researchers at the University of Miami (UM) Rosenstiel School of Marine and 

Atmospheric Science looked at the immune system of elkhorn coral (Acropora palmata), an important reef-

building coral in the Caribbean, to better understand its response to diseases such as white band disease and 

rapid tissue loss. 

In the experiment, healthy corals were grafted to diseased ones. After one week, the corals were analyzed to 

study the coral's overall gene expression in response to disease, if they exhibited an immune response, and 

whether there were different signatures of gene expression for corals that didn't show signs of disease 

transmission. The researchers found that A. palmata has a core immune response to disease regardless of the 

type of disease, indicating that this particular coral species mounts an immune response to disease exposure 

despite differences in the disease type and virulence. 

"Our results show that elkhorn coral is not immunocompromised but instead is actually actively trying to fight 

off disease," said Nikki Traylor-Knowles, an assistant professor of marine biology and ecology at the UM 

Rosenstiel School and senior author of the study. "This gives me hope that the corals are fighting back with 

their immune system." 

Based upon these findings, the researchers suggest that corals that did not get disease may have tougher 

epithelia, a protective layer of cells covering external surfaces of their body. And, that the symbiotic 

dinoflagellate, Symbiodiniaceae, that live inside corals did not have differences in gene expression in 

response to disease, but over the course of the two-year study did develop differences. 

Coral disease is considered one of the major causes of coral mortality and disease outbreaks are expected to 

increase in frequency and severity due to climate change and other human-made stressors. The Caribbean 

branching coral Acropora palmata which has already seen an 80 percent decrease on reefs primarily due to 

disease, which has resulted in them being classified as threatened under the US Endangered Species Act. 
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"These corals are keystone species for Florida reefs, so understanding that their immune systems are active is 

an important component that can be useful for protecting reefs," said Traylor-Knowles. 

 

Story Source: 

Materials provided by University of Miami Rosenstiel School of Marine & Atmospheric Science. Original 

written by Diana Udel. Note: Content may be edited for style and length. 

 

Journal Reference: 

1. Benjamin D. Young, Xaymara M. Serrano, Stephanie M. Rosales, Margaret W. Miller, Dana 

Williams, Nikki Traylor-Knowles. Innate immune gene expression in Acropora palmata is consistent 

despite variance in yearly disease events. PLOS ONE, 2020; 15 (10): e0228514 

DOI: 10.1371/journal.pone.0228514 

 

 

https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2020/10/201023191025.htm 

  

https://news.miami.edu/rsmas/stories/2020/10/elkhorn-coral-actively-fighting-off-diseases-on-reef-study-finds-.html
http://www.rsmas.miami.edu/
http://dx.doi.org/10.1371/journal.pone.0228514
https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2020/10/201023191025.htm
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A Fragment of Stained Glass 

by D. H. Lawrence 

 

Beauvale is, or was, the largest parish in England. It is thinly populated, only just netting the stragglers from 

shoals of houses in three large mining villages. For the rest, it holds a great tract of woodland, fragment of old 

Sherwood, a few hills of pasture and arable land, three collieries, and, finally, the ruins of a Cistercian abbey. 

These ruins lie in a still rich meadow at the foot of the last fall of woodland, through whose oaks shines a blue 

of hyacinths, like water, in May-time. Of the abbey, there remains only the east wall of the chancel standing, a 

wild thick mass of ivy weighting one shoulder, while pigeons perch in the tracery of the lofty window. This is 

the window in question. 

The vicar of Beauvale is a bachelor of forty-two years. Quite early in life some illness caused a slight 

paralysis of his right side, so that he drags a little, and so that the right corner of his mouth is twisted up into 

his cheek with a constant grimace, unhidden by a heavy moustache. There is something pathetic about this 

twist on the vicar's countenance: his eyes are so shrewd and sad. It would be hard to get near to Mr Colbran. 

Indeed, now, his soul had some of the twist of his face, so that, when he is not ironical, he is satiric. Yet a man 

of more complete tolerance and generosity scarcely exists. Let the boors mock him, he merely smiles on the 

other side, and there is no malice in his eyes, only a quiet expression of waiting till they have finished. His 

people do not like him, yet none could bring forth an accusation against him, save, that "You never can tell 

when he's having you." 

I dined the other evening with the vicar in his study. The room scandalizes the neighbourhood because of the 

statuary which adorns it: a Laocoon and other classic copies, with bronze and silver Italian Renaissance work. 

For the rest, it is all dark and tawny. 

Mr Colbran is an archaeologist. He does not take himself seriously, however, in his hobby, so that nobody 

knows the worth of his opinions on the subject. 

"Here you are," he said to me after dinner, "I've found another paragraph for my great work." 

"What's that?" I asked. 

"Haven't I told you I was compiling a Bible of the English people--the Bible of their hearts--their 

exclamations in presence of the unknown? I've found a fragment at home, a jump at God from Beauvale." 

"Where?" I asked, startled. 

The vicar closed his eyes whilst looking at me. 

"Only on parchment," he said. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/d-h-lawrence
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Then, slowly, he reached for a yellow book, and read, translating as he went: 

"Then, while we chanted, came a crackling at the window, at the great east window, where hung our Lord on 

the Cross. It was a malicious covetous Devil wrathed by us, rended the lovely image of the glass. We saw the 

iron clutches of the fiend pick the window, and a face flaming red like fire in a basket did glower down on us. 

Our hearts melted away, our legs broke, we thought to die. The breath of the wretch filled the chapel. 

"But our dear Saint, etc., etc., came hastening down heaven to defend us. The fiend began to groan and bray--

he was daunted and beat off. 

"When the sun uprose, and it was morning, some went out in dread upon the thin snow. There the figure of 

our Saint was broken and thrown down, whilst in the window was a wicked hole as from the Holy Wounds 

the Blessed Blood was run out at the touch of the Fiend, and on the snow was the Blood, sparkling like gold. 

Some gathered it up for the joy of this House. . . ." 

"Interesting," I said. "Where's it from?" 

"Beauvale records--fifteenth century." 

"Beauvale Abbey," I said; "they were only very few, the monks. What frightened them, I wonder." 

"I wonder," he repeated. 

"Somebody climbed up," I supposed, "and attempted to get in." 

"What?" he exclaimed, smiling. 

"Well, what do you think?" 

"Pretty much the same," he replied. "I glossed it out for my book." 

"Your great work? Tell me." 

He put a shade over the lamp so that the room was almost in darkness. 

"Am I more than a voice?" he asked. 

"I can see your hand," I replied. He moved entirely from the circle of light. Then his voice began, sing-song, 

sardonic: 

"I was a serf in Rollestoun's Newthorpe Manor, master of the stables I was. One day a horse bit me as I was 

grooming him. He was an old enemy of mine. I fetched him a blow across the nose. Then, when he got a 
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chance, he lashed out at me and caught me a gash over the mouth. I snatched at a hatchet and cut his head. He 

yelled, fiend as he was, and strained for me with all his teeth bare. I brought him down. 

"For killing him they flogged me till they thought I was dead. I was sturdy, because we horse-serfs got plenty 

to eat. I was sturdy, but they flogged me till I did not move. The next night I set fire to the stables, and the 

stables set fire to the house. I watched and saw the red flame rise and look out of the window, I saw the folk 

running, each for himself, master no more than one of a frightened party. It was freezing, but the heat made 

me sweat. I saw them all turn again to watch, all rimmed with red. They cried, all of them when the roof went 

in, when the sparks splashed up at rebound. They cried then like dogs at the bagpipes howling. Master cursed 

me, till I laughed as I lay under a bush quite near. 

"As the fire went down I got frightened. I ran for the woods, with fire blazing in my eyes and crackling in my 

ears. For hours I was all fire. Then I went to sleep under the bracken. When I woke it was evening. I had no 

mantle, was frozen stiff. I was afraid to move, lest all the sores of my back should be broken like thin ice. I 

lay still until I could bear my hunger no longer. I moved then to get used to the pain of movement, when I 

began to hunt for food. There was nothing to be found but hips. 

"After wandering about till I was faint I dropped again in the bracken. The boughs above me creaked with 

frost. I started and looked round. The branches were like hair among the starlight. My heart stood still. Again 

there was a creak, creak, and suddenly a whoop, that whistled in fading. I fell down in the bracken like dead 

wood. Yet, by the peculiar whistling sound at the end, I knew it was only the ice bending or tightening in the 

frost. I was in the woods above the lake, only two miles from the Manor. And yet, when the lake whooped 

hollowly again, I clutched the frozen soil, every one of my muscles as stiff as the stiff earth. So all the night 

long I dare not move my face, but pressed it flat down, and taut I lay as if pegged down and braced. 

"When morning came still I did not move, I lay still in a dream. By afternoon my ache was such it enlivened 

me. I cried, rocking my breath in the ache of moving. Then again I became fierce. I beat my hands on the 

rough bark to hurt them, so that I should not ache so much. In such a rage I was I swung my limbs to torture 

till I fell sick with pain. Yet I fought the hurt, fought it and fought by twisting and flinging myself, until it was 

overcome. Then the evening began to draw on. All day the sun had not loosened the frost. I felt the sky chill 

again towards afternoon. Then I knew the night was coming, and, remembering the great space I had just 

come through, horrible so that it seemed to have made me another man, I fled across the wood. 

"But in my running I came upon the oak where hanged five bodies. There they must hang, bar-stiff, night after 

night. It was a terror worse than any. Turning, blundering through the forest, I came out where the trees 

thinned, where only hawthorns, ragged and shaggy, went down to the lake's edge. 

"The sky across was red, the ice on the water glistened as if it were warm. A few wild geese sat out like 

stones on the sheet of ice. I thought of Martha. She was the daughter of the miller at the upper end of the lake. 

Her hair was red like beech leaves in a wind. When I had gone often to the mill with the horses she had 

brought me food. 

"'I thought,' said I to her, ''twas a squirrel sat on your shoulder. 'Tis your hair fallen loose.' 

"'They call me the fox,' she said. 
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"'Would I were your dog,' said I. She would bring me bacon and good bread, when I called at the mill with the 

horses. The thought of cakes of bread and of bacon made me reel as if drunk. I had torn at the rabbit holes, I 

had chewed wood all day. In such a dimness was my head that I felt neither the soreness of my wounds nor 

the cuts of thorns on my knees, but stumbled towards the mill, almost past fear of man and death, panting with 

fear of the darkness that crept behind me from trunk to trunk. 

"Coming to the gap in the wood, below which lay the pond, I heard no sound. Always I knew the place filled 

with the buzz of water, but now it was silent. In fear of this stillness I ran forward, forgetting myself, 

forgetting the frost. The wood seemed to pursue me. I fell, just in time, down by a shed wherein were housed 

the few wintry pigs. The miller came riding in on his horse, and the barking of dogs was for him. I heard him 

curse the day, curse his servant, curse me, whom he had been out to hunt, in his rage of wasted labour, curse 

all. As I lay I heard inside the shed a sucking. Then I knew that the sow was there, and that the most of her 

sucking pigs would be already killed for tomorrow's Christmas. The miller, from forethought to have young at 

that time, made profit by his sucking pigs that were sold for the mid-winter feast. 

"When in a moment all was silent in the dusk, I broke the bar and came into the shed. The sow grunted, but 

did not come forth to discover me. By and by I crept in towards her warmth. She had but three young left, 

which now angered her, she being too full of milk. Every now and again she slashed at them and they 

squealed. Busy as she was with them, I in the darkness advanced towards her. I trembled so that scarce dared I 

trust myself near her, for long dared not put my naked face towards her. Shuddering with hunger and fear, I at 

last fed of her, guarding my face with my arm. Her own full young tumbled squealing against me, but she, 

feeling her ease, lay grunting. At last I, too, lay drunk, swooning. 

"I was roused by the shouting of the miller. He, angered by his daughter who wept, abused her, driving her 

from the house to feed the swine. She came, bowing under a yoke, to the door of the shed. Finding the pin 

broken she stood afraid, then, as the sow grunted, she came cautiously in. I took her with my arm, my hand 

over her mouth. As she struggled against my breast my heart began to beat loudly. At last she knew it was I. I 

clasped her. She hung in my arms, turning away her face, so that I kissed her throat. The tears blinded my 

eyes, I know not why, unless it were the hurt of my mouth, wounded by the horse, was keen. 

"'They will kill you,' she whispered. 

"'No,' I answered. 

"And she wept softly. She took my head in her arms and kissed me, wetting me with her tears, brushing me 

with her keen hair, warming me through. 

"'I will not go away from here,' I said. 'Bring me a knife, and I will defend myself.' 

"'No,' she wept. 'Ah, no!' 

"When she went I lay down, pressing my chest where she had rested on the earth, lest being alone were worse 

emptiness than hunger. 
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"Later she came again. I saw her bend in the doorway, a lanthorn hanging in front. As she peered under the 

redness of her falling hair, I was afraid of her. But she came with food. We sat together in the dull light. 

Sometimes still I shivered and my throat would not swallow. 

"'If,' said I, 'I eat all this you have brought me, I shall sleep till somebody finds me.' 

"Then she took away the rest of the meat. 

"'Why,' said I, 'should I not eat?' She looked at me in tears of fear. 

"'What?' I said, but still she had no answer. I kissed her, and the hurt of my wounded mouth angered me. 

"'Now there is my blood,' said I, 'on your mouth.' Wiping her smooth hand over her lips, she looked thereat, 

then at me. 

"'Leave me,' I said, 'I am tired.' She rose to leave me. 

"'But bring a knife,' I said. Then she held the lanthorn near my face, looking as at a picture. 

"'You look to me,' she said, 'like a stirk that is roped for the axe. Your eyes are dark, but they are wide open.' 

"'Then I will sleep,' said I, 'but will not wake too late.' 

"'Do not stay here,' she said. 

"'I will not sleep in the wood,' I answered, and it was my heart that spoke, 'for I am afraid. I had better be 

afraid of the voice of man and dogs, than the sounds in the woods. Bring me a knife, and in the morning I will 

go. Alone will I not go now.' 

"'The searchers will take you,' she said. 

"'Bring me a knife,' I answered. 

"'Ah, go,' she wept. 

"'Not now--I will not--' 

"With that she lifted the lanthorn, lit up her own face and mine. Her blue eyes dried of tears. Then I took her 

to myself, knowing she was mine. 

"'I will come again,' she said. 
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"She went, and I folded my arms, lay down and slept. 

"When I woke, she was rocking me wildly to rouse me. 

"'I dreamed,' said I, 'that a great heap, as if it were a hill, lay on me and above me.' 

"She put a cloak over me, gave me a hunting-knife and a wallet of food, and other things I did not note. Then 

under her own cloak she hid the lanthorn. 

"'Let us go,' she said, and blindly I followed her. 

"When I came out into the cold someone touched my face and my hair. 

"'Ha!' I cried, 'who now--?' Then she swiftly clung to me, hushed me. 

"'Someone has touched me,' I said aloud, still dazed with sleep. 

"'Oh hush!' she wept. ''Tis snowing.' The dogs within the house began to bark. She fled forward, I after her. 

Coming to the ford of the stream she ran swiftly over, but I broke through the ice. Then I knew where I was. 

Snowflakes, fine and rapid, were biting at my face. In the wood there was no wind nor snow. 

"'Listen,' said I to her, 'listen, for I am locked up with sleep.' 

"'I hear roaring overhead,' she answered. 'I hear in the trees like great bats squeaking.' 

"'Give me your hand,' said I. 

"We heard many noises as we passed. Once as there uprose a whiteness before us, she cried aloud. 

"'Nay,' said I, 'do not untie thy hand from mine,' and soon we were crossing fallen snow. But ever and again 

she started back from fear. 

"'When you draw back my arm,' I said, angry, 'you loosed a weal on my shoulder.' 

"Thereafter she ran by my side, like a fawn beside its mother. 

"'We will cross the valley and gain the stream,' I said. 'That will lead us on its ice as on a path deep into the 

forest. There we can join the outlaws. The wolves are driven from this part. They have followed the driven 

deer.' 

"We came directly on a large gleam that shaped itself up among flying grains of snow. 
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"'Ah!' she cried, and she stood amazed. 

"Then I thought we had gone through the bounds into faery realm, and I was no more a man. How did I know 

what eyes were gleaming at me between the snow, what cunning spirits in the draughts of air? So I waited for 

what would happen, and I forgot her, that she was there. Only I could feel the spirits whirling and blowing 

about me. 

"Whereupon she clung upon me, kissing me lavishly, and, were dogs or men or demons come upon us at that 

moment, she had let us be stricken down, nor heeded not. So we moved forward to the shadow that shone in 

colours upon the passing snow. We found ourselves under a door of light which shed its colours mixed with 

snow. This Martha had never seen, nor I, this door open for a red and brave issuing like fires. We wondered. 

"'It is faery,' she said, and after a while, 'Could one catch such--Ah, no!' 

"Through the snow shone bunches of red and blue. 

"'Could one have such a little light like a red flower--only a little, like a rose-berry scarlet on one's breast!--

then one were singled out as Our Lady.' 

"I flung off my cloak and my burden to climb up the face of the shadow. Standing on rims of stone, then in 

pockets of snow, I reached upward. My hand was red and blue, but I could not take the stuff. Like colour of a 

moth's wing it was on my hand, it flew on the increasing snow. I stood higher on the head of a frozen man, 

reached higher my hand. Then I felt the bright stuff cold. I could not pluck it off. Down below she cried to me 

to come again to her. I felt a rib that yielded, I struck at it with my knife. There came a gap in the redness. 

Looking through I saw below as it were white stunted angels, with sad faces lifted in fear. Two faces they had 

each, and round rings of hair. I was afraid. I grasped the shining red, I pulled. Then the cold man under me 

sank, so I fell as if broken on to the snow. 

"Soon I was risen again, and we were running downwards towards the stream. We felt ourselves eased when 

the smooth road of ice was beneath us. For a while it was resting, to travel thus evenly. But the wind blew 

round us, the snow hung upon us, we leaned us this way and that, towards the storm. I drew her along, for she 

came as a bird that stems lifting and swaying against the wind. By and by the snow came smaller, there was 

not wind in the wood. Then I felt nor labour, nor cold. Only I knew the darkness drifted by on either side, that 

overhead was a lane of paleness where a moon fled us before. Still, I can feel the moon fleeing from me, can 

feel the trees passing round me in slow dizzy reel, can feel the hurt of my shoulder and my straight arm torn 

with holding her. I was following the moon and the stream, for I knew where the water peeped from its 

burrow in the ground there were shelters of the outlaw. But she fell, without sound or sign. 

"I gathered her up and climbed the bank. There all round me hissed the larchwood, dry beneath, and laced 

with its dry-fretted cords. For a little way I carried her into the trees. Then I laid her down till I cut flat hairy 

boughs. I put her in my bosom on this dry bed, so we swooned together through the night. I laced her round 

and covered her with myself, so she lay like a nut within its shell. 
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"Again, when morning came, it was pain of cold that woke me. I groaned, but my heart was warm as I saw the 

heap of red hair in my arms. As I looked at her, her eyes opened into mine. She smiled--from out of her smile 

came fear. As if in a trap she pressed back her head. 

"'We have no flint,' said I. 

"'Yes--in the wallet, flint and steel and tinder box,' she answered. 

"'God yield you blessing,' I said. 

"In a place a little open I kindled a fire of larch boughs. She was afraid of me, hovering near, yet never 

crossing a space. 

"'Come,' said I, 'let us eat this food.' 

"'Your face,' she said, 'is smeared with blood.' 

"I opened out my cloak. 

"'But come,' said I, 'you are frosted with cold.' 

"I took a handful of snow in my hand, wiping my face with it, which then I dried on my cloak. 

"'My face is no longer painted with blood, you are no longer afraid of me. Come here then, sit by me while we 

eat.' 

"But as I cut the cold bread for her, she clasped me suddenly, kissing me. She fell before me, clasped my 

knees to her breast, weeping. She laid her face down to my feet, so that her hair spread like a fire before me. I 

wondered at the woman. 'Nay,' I cried. At that she lifted her face to me from below. 'Nay,' I cried, feeling my 

tears fall. With her head on my breast, my own tears rose from their source, wetting my cheek and her hair, 

which was wet with the rain of my eyes. 

"Then I remembered and took from my bosom the coloured light of that night before. I saw it was black and 

rough. 

"'Ah,' said I, 'this is magic.' 

"'The black stone!' she wondered. 

"'It is the red light of the night before,' I said. 

"'It is magic,' she answered. 
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"'Shall I throw it?' said I, lifting the stone, 'shall I throw it away, for fear?' 

"'It shines!' she cried, looking up. 'It shines like the eye of a creature at night, the eye of a wolf in the 

doorway.' 

"''Tis magic,' I said, 'let me throw it from us.' But nay, she held my arm. 

"'It is red and shining,' she cried. 

"'It is a bloodstone,' I answered. 'It will hurt us, we shall die in blood.' 

"'But give it to me,' she answered. 

"'It is red of blood,' I said. 

"'Ah, give it to me,' she called. 

"'It is my blood,' I said. 

"'Give it,' she commanded, low. 

"'It is my life-stone,' I said. 

"'Give it me,' she pleaded. 

"'I gave it her. She held it up, she smiled, she smiled in my face, lifting her arms to me. I took her with my 

mouth, her mouth, her white throat. Nor she ever shrank, but trembled with happiness. 

"What woke us, when the woods were filling again with shadow, when the fire was out, when we opened our 

eyes and looked up as if drowned, into the light which stood bright and thick on the tree-tops, what woke us 

was the sound of wolves. . . ." 

"Nay," said the vicar, suddenly rising, "they lived happily ever after." 

"No," I said. 

 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/d-h-lawrence/short-story/a-fragment-of-stained-glass 

https://americanliterature.com/author/d-h-lawrence/short-story/a-fragment-of-stained-glass
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Polish Posters in the RISD Library Collection 

Posters are part of a tradition of object-based learning at the Rhode Island School of Design. 

 

A poster advertising the IV Review of Polish Short Films, organized by the Zygzakiem Cinema Club in 

Warsaw, January 11-14, 1976. 

Poster Collection, RISD Graphic Design and Illustration Archive 

By: The Editors  

At the Rhode Island School of Design, students learn by studying design and artwork of the past. The 

collection of Polish posters in the RISD Library Graphic Design and Illustration Archive is one source of 

inspiration for student work. As visual and resource material librarian Mark Pompelia explains, the posters are 

“part of a tradition of object-based learning.” Professor and critic Jacek Mrowczyk uses them to teach 

composition, typography, image-text relation, and illustration, among other things. He tells us that those 

featured below are by Polish designers and were donated to RISD by Polish theorist Szymon Bojko. You can 

now browse the collection on JSTOR and find more work by these designers. 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/10.2307/community.9511479
https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/the-editors/
https://www.jstor.org/site/risd/posters/
https://www.jstor.org/site/risd/posters/
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A poster advertising Piotr Szulkin’s 1980 film “Golem”, presented by Polish Film and starring Marek 

Walczewski 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/community.9511477?mag=polish-posters-from-the-risd-library-graphic-design-and-illustration-archive
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A poster advertising IV Theater Confrontations – Polish Classics at Kochanowski Theater in Opole, 1978 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/community.9511486?mag=polish-posters-from-the-risd-library-graphic-design-and-illustration-archive
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A poster for the XVIth International Puppet Theatre Festival, Poland, 1994 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/community.9511489?mag=polish-posters-from-the-risd-library-graphic-design-and-illustration-archive
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A poster advertising a student hostel, the Hotel Almatur in Wroclaw, Poland 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/community.9511490?mag=polish-posters-from-the-risd-library-graphic-design-and-illustration-archive
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A poster for a performance of the ballet Coppelia, by Leo Delibes, at the Grand Theater in Warsaw 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/community.9511497?mag=polish-posters-from-the-risd-library-graphic-design-and-illustration-archive
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A poster for a circus in Poland 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/community.9511510?mag=polish-posters-from-the-risd-library-graphic-design-and-illustration-archive
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A poster advertising a group exhibition by Hungarian artists, organized by the Office of Artistic Exhibitions 

in Sopot (Poland), August 19700 

 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/community.9511515?mag=polish-posters-from-the-risd-library-graphic-design-and-illustration-archive
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A poster of Jimi Hendrix designed by Waldemar Swierzy 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/community.9511524?mag=polish-posters-from-the-risd-library-graphic-design-and-illustration-archive
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A poster for the Association of Polish Artists district of Warsaw, 1948 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/community.19078181?mag=polish-posters-from-the-risd-library-graphic-design-and-illustration-archive
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A poster for the Cuban documentary Luanda is not San Pablo, directed by Santiago Alvarez 

Thanks also to Alecia Underhill, Materials + Picture Collections Supervisor at RISD, for her help on this 

piece. 

 

https://daily.jstor.org/polish-posters-from-the-risd-library-graphic-design-and-illustration-

archive/?utm_term=Polish%20Posters%20in%20the%20RISD%20Library%20Collection&utm_campaign=jst

ordaily_10152020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/community.20493919?mag=polish-posters-from-the-risd-library-graphic-design-and-illustration-archive
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“Today, Another Universe”: Jane Hirshfield Reads Her Stunning Perspectival Poem of Consolation by 

Calibration 

Steadying solace for those times when we “go to sleep in one world and wake in another.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

It is our biological destiny to exist — and then not. Each of us eventually returns their stardust to the universe, 

to be constellated into some other ephemeral emissary of spacetime. Eventually, our entire species will go the 

way of the dinosaurs and the dodo and the Romantics; eventually, our home star will live out its final 

moments in a wild spin before collapsing into a white dwarf, taking with it everything we have ever known — 

Beethoven’s Ode to Joy and the guillotine and the perfect Fibonacci sequence of the pine cone. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0525657800/braipick-20
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Meanwhile, in this blink of existence bookended by nothingness, we busy ourselves with survival and with 

searching for beauty, for truth, for assurance between the bookends. The feeling of that search is what we call 

meaning; the people who light our torches to help us see better, who transmit our discoveries from one 

consciousness to another, are what we call artists. Artists are also the ones who help reconcile us to the 

fragility that comes with our creaturely nature and strews our search with so much suffering. Suffering — 

biological and psychological, in private and en masse — has always accompanied our species, as it has every 

species. But we alone have coped by transmuting our suffering into beauty, by making symphonies and 

paintings and poems out of our fragility — beauty that does not justify the suffering, but does make it more 

bearable, does help the sufferers next to us and after us, in space and in time, suffer less, in ways the 

originating consciousness can never quantify in the receiving, never estimate their reach across the sweep of 

centuries and sufferings. 

 

“Perspective” by Maria Popova 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/01/figuring/
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Few search-artists have served as greater agents of transmutation than Jane Hirshfield — a poet of 

optimism and of lucidity, a champion of science and an ordained Buddhist, a poet who could write “So few 

grains of happiness / measured against all the dark / and still the scales balance,” a poet who can balance and 

steady us against those times when we “go to sleep in one world and wake in another” with her wondrous new 

collection Ledger (public library). 

As we wake in another, searching for sense and stability, practicing the practice of life within chaos theory, I 

asked Jane to read for us one of the most beautiful and perspectival poems from this miraculous book — a 

poem of consolation by way of calibration; an invitation to broaden our perspective — scientific, temporal, 

and humanistic — and weigh the immediate against the eternal. 

TODAY, ANOTHER UNIVERSE 

by Jane Hirshfield 

The arborist has determined: 

senescence      beetles      canker 

quickened by drought 

                           but in any case 

not prunable   not treatable   not to be propped. 

And so. 

The branch from which the sharp-shinned hawks and their mate-cries. 

The trunk where the ant. 

The red squirrels’ eighty-foot playground. 

The bark   cambium   pine-sap   cluster of needles. 

The Japanese patterns      the ink-net. 

The dapple on certain fish. 

Today, for some, a universe will vanish. 

First noisily, 

then just another silence. 

The silence of after, once the theater has emptied. 

Of bewilderment after the glacier, 

the species, the star. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/14/jane-hirshfield-optimism-kelli-anderson-animation/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/14/jane-hirshfield-optimism-kelli-anderson-animation/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/04/18/jane-hirshfield-on-the-fifth-day/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/10/23/the-weighing-jane-hirshfield/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/10/23/the-weighing-jane-hirshfield/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0525657800/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/ledger-poems/oclc/1104222012&referer=brief_results
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Something else, in the scale of quickening things, 

will replace it, 

this hole of light in the light, the puzzled birds swerving around it. 

A quarter century later, the poem echoes Hirshfield’s short, stunning poem “Jasmine” from her indispensable 

1997 collection The Lives of the Heart — one of the truest, most beautiful perspectives ever polished in 

language: 

JASMINE 

by Jane Hirshfield 

Almost the twenty-first century” — 

how quickly the thought will grow dated, 

even quaint. 

Our hopes, our future, 

will pass like the hopes and futures of others. 

And all our anxieties and terrors, 

nights of sleeplessness, 

griefs, 

will appear then as they truly are — 

Stumbling, delirious bees in the tea scent of jasmine. 

Complement this fragment of Hirshfield’s altogether re-saning Ledger with other poetic masterpieces of 

perspective — “Singularity” by Marie Howe, “A Brave and Starling Truth” by Maya 

Angelou, “Immortality” by Lisel Mueller, “Cold Solace” by Anna Belle Kaufman, “The Mushroom 

Hunters” by Neil Gaiman, “When I Am Among the Trees” by Mary Oliver, “You Can’t Have It All” by 

Barbara Ras, “The Everlasting Self” by Tracy K. Smith, “Theories of Everything” by Rebecca Elson — then 

revisit physicist Brian Greene on the poetry of existence and the wellspring of meaning in our ephemeral lives 

amid an impartial universe. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/03/15/today-another-universe-jane-hirshfield-ledger-

jasmine/?mc_cid=614bca7dfd&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0060951699/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0525657800/braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/22/singularity-marie-howe-stephen-hawking/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/09/a-brave-and-startling-truth-maya-angelou/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/02/24/immortality-in-passing-lisel-mueller/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/02/03/emily-levine-cold-solace-anna-belle-kaufman/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/11/25/the-mushroom-hunters-animation-neil-gaiman/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/11/25/the-mushroom-hunters-animation-neil-gaiman/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/09/23/amanda-palmer-mary-oliver-when-i-am-among-the-trees/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/02/07/you-cant-have-it-all-barbara-ras-emily-levine/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/06/06/the-everlasting-self-tracy-k-smith/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/04/29/regina-spektor-reads-rebecca-elson/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/02/21/brian-greene-until-the-end-of-time/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/02/21/brian-greene-until-the-end-of-time/
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Noise, pollution and other stressors from trucks and drilling can harm residents’ health 

In Colorado, an upcoming vote on new setback rules is expected to widen the buffer 

zone. Milehightraveler/iistock via Getty 

When fracking moves into the neighborhood, mental health risks rise 

October 22, 2020 8.24am EDT 

Author 

1. Stephanie Malin 

Associate Professor of Sociology; Co-Founder and Steering Committee Member, Center for Environmental 

Justice at CSU, Colorado State University 

Disclosure statement 

Stephanie Malin receives funding from the National Science Foundation, the Colorado Water Center, the 

National Institute for Environmental Health Sciences (a branch of NIH), the Rural Sociological Society, and 

CSU School of Global Environmental Sustainability. 

Partners 

https://www.gettyimages.com/detail/photo/homes-and-natural-gas-drill-rig-frederick-colorado-royalty-free-image/181097775
https://theconversation.com/profiles/stephanie-malin-318393
https://theconversation.com/profiles/stephanie-malin-318393
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Colorado State University provides funding as a member of The Conversation US. 

View all partners 

 

We believe in the free flow of information 

Republish our articles for free, online or in print, under a Creative Commons license. 

Hydraulic fracturing has boomed in the U.S. over the past decade, but unless you live near it, you may not 

realize just how close fracking wells can be to homes and schools. In Colorado, the wellbore – the hole drilled 

to extract oil or gas – can be 500 feet from someone’s house under current state rules. In some states, 

like Texas, drilling can be even closer. 

For people living in these areas, that means noise, pollution and other stressors that can harm physical and 

mental health. 

People with homes near fracking operations describe vibrations that can make sleep difficult and disturb their 

pets. Truck traffic around wellpads adds to the noise, dust and other airborne pollutants, creating another layer 

of industrial disruption. 

One woman I spoke with had a 30-foot-high sound wall put up around her property, but the parade of 

semitrucks at all hours still rattled her home, and the sound wall couldn’t keep out the noise. When she 

opened her bedroom curtains, all she saw was a brown wall where she used to have mountain views. 

As a social scientist who studies extractive industries and their environmental justice and health impacts, I 

have spent years in communities with unconventional oil and gas activity, visiting homes and well sites. 

My research shows that living near fracking sites can lead to chronic stress and self-reported depression. 

These effects often relate to systemic problems associated with the industry. 

https://theconversation.com/institutions/colorado-state-university-1267
https://theconversation.com/us/partners
https://www.sciencedirect.com/science/article/abs/pii/S0301421513007507
https://news.berkeley.edu/story_jump/noise-pollution-from-fracking-may-harm-human-health/
https://www.fractracker.org/2014/09/truck-counts/
https://pubmed.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/31136715/
https://pubmed.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/31136715/
https://scholar.google.com/citations?user=9cA_KYAAAAAJ&hl=en
https://doi.org/10.1016/j.erss.2020.101720
https://theconversation.com/institutions/colorado-state-university-1267
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Consequences of the fracking boom 

The boom in hydraulic fracturing started around 2010 and made the U.S. the No. 1 producer of 

hydrocarbons globally. In Colorado, fracking has since helped quadruple oil production and increased natural 

gas production. 

But that growth has come with consequences. By 2017, researchers estimated 4.7 million people lived within 

1 mile of an unconventional oil or gas well in the U.S. 

 

Hydraulic fracturing uses water, sand and chemicals to fracture rock deep underground and release oil and gas 

inside. Vectormine via Getty Images 

https://www.eia.gov/todayinenergy/detail.php?id=36292
https://www.eia.gov/todayinenergy/detail.php?id=36292
https://doi.org/10.1289/EHP1535
https://www.gettyimages.com/detail/illustration/hydraulic-fracturing-flat-schematic-vector-royalty-free-illustration/948054748
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Health studies have found respiratory difficulties like coughing and wheezing in people living and working 

near fracking sites. Other studies have found increases in endocrine-disrupting chemicals that can 

affect pregnant women and children, including raising the risks of birth defects and childhood cancers. 

Emissions of methane, a potent greenhouse gas that contributes to climate change, have also spiked around oil 

and gas activity. 

Less well understood have been the effects on mental health. 

In a new study on the mental health effects, I examined multiple communities across northern Colorado, 

surveyed hundreds of households and visited people’s homes, schools and wellpads. 

Two drivers of stress and mental health harm stood out: 

 First, people report chronic stress and depression related to their uncertainty about environmental 

and public health risks – and inadequate access to useful information about it. 

 Second, stress and depression relate to people’s experiences of political powerlessness – particularly 

their inability to control the activity, where it occurs, and how it is regulated. 

Previous studies have suggested links to depression and lower quality of life, as well as social 

psychological impacts, such as increased tensions within communities, but these studies typically used 

surveys or government data. This new research looked closer at people’s experiences. 

[Deep knowledge, daily. Sign up for The Conversation’s newsletter.] 

Fearing the unknown 

Imagine you live in northern Colorado. A company notifies you that it will start drilling in the open space in 

your subdivision that you can see from your backyard or deck. You try to find information about the health or 

environmental risks, but that information is locked behind a publisher’s paywall or it is buried in hundreds of 

pages full of technical language. 

One of the people I interviewed, a 45-year-old teacher who has lived in his community his entire life, talked 

about stress from the uncertainties of living near fracking: “What’s stressful is the unknowns and how this 

industry is operating behind a curtain all the time. … When you don’t know the chemicals they’re pumping 

down. You don’t know where they’re getting the water. You don’t know how much these tanks are leaking. 

… To me, that is stressful, the not knowing.” 

Other people reported feeling stress over uncertainties about long-term impacts. A retired former city worker 

said: “We’re lab rats right now. They’re learning about it as they’re going. … We don’t know what the 

impacts are going to be 20 years down the line.” 

https://www.ceh.org/latest/press-releases/fracking-chemicals-linked-to-respiratory-health-risks/
https://www.biologicaldiversity.org/campaigns/fracking/pdfs/Colborn_2011_Natural_Gas_from_a_public_health_perspective.pdf
https://www.cpr.org/2019/07/19/cu-anschutz-study-suggests-link-between-oil-and-gas-developments-and-child-heart-defects/
https://doi.org/10.1289/ehp.1306722
https://doi.org/10.1371/journal.pone.0170423
https://bg.copernicus.org/articles/16/3033/2019/
https://www.nationalgeographic.com/environment/2019/08/fracking-boom-tied-to-methane-spike-in-earths-atmosphere/
https://www.nationalgeographic.com/environment/2019/08/fracking-boom-tied-to-methane-spike-in-earths-atmosphere/
https://doi.org/10.1016/j.erss.2020.101720
https://doi.org/10.1038/s41598-018-29747-2
https://doi.org/10.1016/j.exis.2017.10.009
https://doi.org/10.3390/ijerph17041186
https://doi.org/10.3390/ijerph17041186
https://doi.org/10.1111/grow.12204
https://theconversation.com/us/newsletters/the-daily-3?utm_source=TCUS&utm_medium=inline-link&utm_campaign=newsletter-text&utm_content=deepknowledge
https://www.coloradoindependent.com/2016/11/02/fractured-triple-creek-extraction-oil-and-gas/
https://news.yale.edu/2016/01/06/toxins-found-fracking-fluids-and-wastewater-study-shows
http://doi.org/10.1126/sciadv.aar5982
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Urban business areas have also had drilling next door. Jeremy Buckingham, CC BY 

Many people feel powerless to do anything about it. In Colorado, people typically have only three minutes to 

talk during public meetings, while the companies have more time to present their cases. 

A middle-aged woman living with a wellpad about 1,000 feet from her deck explained why public meetings 

felt so exclusive: “This was a public hearing … and they turned it over to [an oil company] to give their 

slideshow. … [The oil company] proceeded to do about a two-hour presentation, so there was no time for 

public input. So four or five people out of a hundred people who wanted to protest got a chance to talk. It’s 

very hard to be heard.” 

These patterns emerged across my data. 

About 90% of the people I interviewed reported increased, chronic stress related to nearby fracking 

operations, and 75% reported feeling long-term depression – particularly because of the uncertainty about the 

impacts and feeling powerless to stop it. 

What can be done about it? 

Governments could help address some of these systemic problems fairly quickly. 

https://www.flickr.com/photos/62459458@N08/7603258544
http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by/4.0/
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The first step is to provide easy-to-understand, accurate information about the environmental and public 

health risks, as well as the economic risks and benefits. 

Governments can also give people more meaningful opportunities to participate in zoning and other decisions 

about how, when and where hydraulic fracturing takes place. 

Fixing the health and environment risks that underlie the stress is more challenging. The Colorado Oil and 

Gas Conservation Commission is expected in early November to finalize new drilling rules that include 

a 2,000-foot setback from homes, the widest statewide rule in the country, but wells could still be built closer. 

People I’ve interviewed have reported feeling a sense of empowerment by organizing with others to fight for 

more local control. But solutions aren’t only the responsibility of governments or the public; companies must 

be accountable, too. 

 

 

https://theconversation.com/when-fracking-moves-into-the-neighborhood-mental-health-risks-rise-

146528?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20newsletter%20from%20The%20Conversation%20fo

r%20October%2022%202020%20-

%201765917114&utm_content=Daily%20newsletter%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20October

%2022%202020%20-

%201765917114+Version+A+CID_ebfa8a42240e8e1992c4fd46cd232d9f&utm_source=campaign_monitor_

us&utm_term=When%20fracking%20moves%20into%20the%20neighborhood%20mental%20health%20risk

s%20rise 

  

http://doi.org/10.1111/ruso.12198
https://coloradosun.com/2020/09/24/2000-foot-oil-and-gas-setback-colorado/
https://theconversation.com/when-fracking-moves-into-the-neighborhood-mental-health-risks-rise-146528?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20newsletter%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20October%2022%202020%20-%201765917114&utm_content=Daily%20newsletter%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20October%2022%202020%20-%201765917114+Version+A+CID_ebfa8a42240e8e1992c4fd46cd232d9f&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=When%20fracking%20moves%20into%20the%20neighborhood%20mental%20health%20risks%20rise
https://theconversation.com/when-fracking-moves-into-the-neighborhood-mental-health-risks-rise-146528?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20newsletter%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20October%2022%202020%20-%201765917114&utm_content=Daily%20newsletter%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20October%2022%202020%20-%201765917114+Version+A+CID_ebfa8a42240e8e1992c4fd46cd232d9f&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=When%20fracking%20moves%20into%20the%20neighborhood%20mental%20health%20risks%20rise
https://theconversation.com/when-fracking-moves-into-the-neighborhood-mental-health-risks-rise-146528?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20newsletter%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20October%2022%202020%20-%201765917114&utm_content=Daily%20newsletter%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20October%2022%202020%20-%201765917114+Version+A+CID_ebfa8a42240e8e1992c4fd46cd232d9f&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=When%20fracking%20moves%20into%20the%20neighborhood%20mental%20health%20risks%20rise
https://theconversation.com/when-fracking-moves-into-the-neighborhood-mental-health-risks-rise-146528?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20newsletter%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20October%2022%202020%20-%201765917114&utm_content=Daily%20newsletter%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20October%2022%202020%20-%201765917114+Version+A+CID_ebfa8a42240e8e1992c4fd46cd232d9f&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=When%20fracking%20moves%20into%20the%20neighborhood%20mental%20health%20risks%20rise
https://theconversation.com/when-fracking-moves-into-the-neighborhood-mental-health-risks-rise-146528?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20newsletter%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20October%2022%202020%20-%201765917114&utm_content=Daily%20newsletter%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20October%2022%202020%20-%201765917114+Version+A+CID_ebfa8a42240e8e1992c4fd46cd232d9f&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=When%20fracking%20moves%20into%20the%20neighborhood%20mental%20health%20risks%20rise
https://theconversation.com/when-fracking-moves-into-the-neighborhood-mental-health-risks-rise-146528?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20newsletter%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20October%2022%202020%20-%201765917114&utm_content=Daily%20newsletter%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20October%2022%202020%20-%201765917114+Version+A+CID_ebfa8a42240e8e1992c4fd46cd232d9f&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=When%20fracking%20moves%20into%20the%20neighborhood%20mental%20health%20risks%20rise
https://theconversation.com/when-fracking-moves-into-the-neighborhood-mental-health-risks-rise-146528?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20newsletter%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20October%2022%202020%20-%201765917114&utm_content=Daily%20newsletter%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20October%2022%202020%20-%201765917114+Version+A+CID_ebfa8a42240e8e1992c4fd46cd232d9f&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=When%20fracking%20moves%20into%20the%20neighborhood%20mental%20health%20risks%20rise
https://theconversation.com/when-fracking-moves-into-the-neighborhood-mental-health-risks-rise-146528?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20newsletter%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20October%2022%202020%20-%201765917114&utm_content=Daily%20newsletter%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20October%2022%202020%20-%201765917114+Version+A+CID_ebfa8a42240e8e1992c4fd46cd232d9f&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=When%20fracking%20moves%20into%20the%20neighborhood%20mental%20health%20risks%20rise
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A Horace to Horace 

by Ishion Hutchinson 

Issue no. 224 (Spring 2018) 

1 

Lost causes confound. Where are you, cousin,  

since you swung upside down the iron gate 

outside school? The earth is your sky—correct  

me, was. I blame the missionaries. I blame 

myself for getting the words below Annie Vallotton’s 

fluent drawings. You drew blank. Swung and swung.  

The hinges, gnashing in my ears, wing out 

her “maximum expression with a minimum  

of lines.” Impossible, but wait awhile. 

2 

Me? Undermine the upper classes? What 

upper classes, exactly? Copper isn’t gold, 

nor is there a meadow or a brook 

in those crannies wedged on hillside plots— 

schemes, excuse me—cinder blocks and grilles  

artillery-teetered like upholstered derelicts  

amid fruit trees. They, too, are survivors.  

They live off the blood franchise I refuse,  

with undue respect, to forgive and move on. 

3 

Even the best possible outcome, you flew 

an avenging angel’s speed, was possible— 

forgive me, is. Ivory shade burns your  

steep descent up the shortcut bearing 

our trampled anonymity, 

over frugal marigolds and devil’s horsewhips.  

When progress takes hold, in whatever form,  

it will be belated and advance nothing.  

I insist you stride on air. Fierce, tender. 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=a2a7075d79&e=d538c8f2e0 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=a2a7075d79&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=a2a7075d79&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=a2a7075d79&e=d538c8f2e0
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A common gene variant associated with short height in Peruvians 

Credit: Quinet, Wikimedia

 

Like intelligence, height is genetically determined, however there are thousands of genes implicated in height 

determination. That is why the finding 1 by researchers from Harvard Medical School of a gene variant 

responsible for shortening the average height of Peruvians in about 2.2 centimetres is so interesting. 

There are other rare gene variants known that cause much greater decreases to medium height but their impact 

on the population is small. People homozygous (carrying two copies) for this new variant, however, are 4.4 

cm shorter than the average of those not carrying it. That is probably why Peruvians are some of the shortest 

people in the world, with average heights ranging from 159 to 165 cm in men and women, respectively. 

A FBN1 gene variant responsible for up to 4 cm height decrease 

http://feedproxy.google.com/~r/MappingIgnorance/~3/m8KlAMTrNTw/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email
https://starvingneuron.com/en/noticias-genetica/intelligence-mishmash-genetic/
https://mail.google.com/mail/u/0/#m_-8138453806774413538_note-7328-1
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This variant affect the fibrillin-1 (FBN1) gene, which produces a protein part of bone, skin and other tissues. 

Even though some mutations in these genes lead to Marfan syndrome, in the 5% of Peruvians showing this 

variant there are no signs of disease. 

As curious as this finding is, there are yet no explanations as to why this variant was selected in Peruvians, 

but if someone would ask me, I’d say that probably the geography of the country could have helped natural 

selection. And the data seems to agree with my hypothesis, just not as I thought. Since the researchers found 

the gene variant more commonly present in the Peruvians living on the coast than in the Andes or the 

Amazonas, my idea that it might be an adaptation to mountain heights doesn’t fit any more. 

References 

1. S. Asgari et al (2020) A positively selected FBN1 missense variant reduces height in Peruvian 

individuals Nature doi: 10.1038/s41586-020-2302-0 ↩ 

The post A common gene variant associated with short height in Peruvians appeared first on Mapping 

Ignorance. 
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A Case for the Oracle 

by Henry Lawson 

 

The Oracle and I were camped together. The Oracle was a bricklayer by trade, and had two or three small 

contracts on hand. I was "doing a bit of house-painting". There were a plasterer, a carpenter, and a plumber -- 

we were all T'othersiders, and old mates, and we worked things together. It was in Westralia -- the Land of 

T'othersiders -- and, therefore, we were not surprised when Mitchell turned up early one morning, with his 

swag and an atmosphere of salt water about him. 

He'd had a rough trip, he said, and would take a spell that day and take the lay of the land and have something 

cooked for us by the time we came home; and go to graft himself next morning. And next morning he went to 

work, "labouring" for the Oracle. 

The Oracle and his mates, being small contractors and not pressed for time, had dispensed with the services of 

a labourer, and had done their own mixing and hod-carrying in turns. They didn't want a labourer now, but the 

Oracle was a vague fatalist, and Mitchell a decided one. So it passed. 

The Oracle had a "Case" right under his nose -- in his own employ, in fact; but was not aware of the fact until 

Mitchell drew his attention to it. The Case went by the name of Alfred O'Briar -- which hinted a mixed 

parentage. He was a small, nervous working-man, of no particular colour, and no decided character, 

apparently. If he had a soul above bricks, he never betrayed it. He was not popular on the jobs. There was 

something sly about Alf, they said. 

The Oracle had taken him on in the first place as a day-labourer, but afterwards shared the pay with him as 

with Mitchell. O'Briar shouted -- judiciously, but on every possible occasion -- for the Oracle; and, as he was 

an indifferent workman, the boys said he only did this so that the Oracle might keep him on. If O'Briar took 

things easy and did no more than the rest of us, at least one of us would be sure to get it into his head that he 

was loafing on us; and if he grafted harder than we did, we'd be sure to feel indignant about that too, and 

reckon that it was done out of nastiness or crawlsomeness, and feel a contempt for him accordingly. We found 

out accidentally that O'Briar was an excellent mimic and a bit of a ventriloquist, but he never entertained us 

with his peculiar gifts; and we set that down to churlishness. 

O'Briar kept his own counsel, and his history, if he had one; and hid his hopes, joys, and sorrows, if he had 

any, behind a vacant grin, as Mitchell hid his behind a quizzical one. He never resented alleged satire -- 

perhaps he couldn't see it -- and therefore he got the name of being a cur. As a rule, he was careful with his 

money, and was called mean -- not, however, by the Oracle, whose philosophy was simple, and whose 

sympathy could not realise a limit; nor yet by Mitchell. Mitchell waited. 

. . . . . 

https://americanliterature.com/author/henry-lawson
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O'Briar occupied a small tent by himself, and lived privately of evenings. When we began to hear two men 

talking at night in his tent, we were rather surprised, and wondered in a vague kind of way how any of the 

chaps could take sufficient interest in Alf to go in and yarn with him. In the days when he was supposed to be 

sociable, we had voted him a bore; even the Oracle was moved to admit that he was "a bit slow". 

 

But late one night we distinctly heard a woman's voice in O'Briar's tent. The Oracle suddenly became hard of 

hearing, and, though we heard the voice on several occasions, he remained exasperatingly deaf, yet 

aggressively unconscious of the fact. "I have got enough to do puzzling over me own whys and wherefores," 

he said. Mitchell began to take some interest in O'Briar, and treated him with greater respect. But our camp 

had the name of being the best-constructed, the cleanest, and the most respectable in the vicinity. The health 

officer and constable in charge had complimented us on the fact, and we were proud of it. And there were 

three young married couples in camp, also a Darby and Joan; therefore, when the voice of a woman began to 

be heard frequently and at disreputable hours of the night in O'Briar's tent, we got uneasy about it. And when 

the constable who was on night duty gave us a friendly hint, Mitchell and I agreed that something must be 

done. 

"Av coorse, men will be men," said the constable, as he turned his horse's head, "but I thought I'd mention it. 

O'Briar is a dacent man, and he's one of yer mates. Av coorse. There's a bad lot in that camp in the scrub over 

yander, and -- av coorse. Good-day to ye, byes." 
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. . . . . 

Next night we heard the voice in O'Briar's tent again, and decided to speak to Alf in a friendly way about it in 

the morning. We listened outside in the dark, but could not distinguish the words, though I thought I 

recognised the voice. 

"It's the hussy from the camp over there; she's got holt of that fool, and she'll clean him out before she's done," 

I said. "We're Alf's mates, any way it goes, and we ought to put a stop to it." 

"What hussy?" asked Mitchell; "there's three or four there." 

"The one with her hair all over her head," I answered. 

"Where else should it be?" asked Mitchell. "But I'll just have a peep and see who it is. There's no harm in 

that." 

He crept up to the tent and cautiously moved the flap. Alf's candle was alight; he lay on his back in his bunk 

with his arms under his head, calmly smoking. We withdrew. 

"They must have heard us," said Mitchell; "and she's slipped out under the tent at the back, and through the 

fence into the scrub." 

Mitchell's respect for Alf increased visibly. 

But we began to hear ominous whispers from the young married couples, and next Saturday night, which was 

pay-night, we decided to see it through. We did not care to speak to Alf until we were sure. He stayed in 

camp, as he often did, on Saturday evening, while the others went up town. Mitchell and I returned earlier 

than usual, and leaned on the fence at the back of Alf's tent. 

We were scarcely there when we were startled by a "rat-tat-tat" as of someone knocking at a door. Then an 

old woman's voice INSIDE the tent asked: "Who's there?" 

"It's me," said Alf's voice from the front, "Mr. O'Briar from Perth." 

"Mary, go and open the door!" said the old woman. (Mitchell nudged me to keep quiet.) 

"Come in, Mr. O'Breer," said the old woman. "Come in. How do you do? When did you get back?" 

"Only last night," said Alf. 

"Look at that now! Bless us all! And how did you like the country at all?" 

"I didn't care much for it," said Alf. We lost the thread of it until the old woman spoke again. 
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"Have you had your tea, Mr. O'Breer?" 

"Yes, thank you, Mrs. O'Connor." 

"Are you quite sure, man?" 

"Quite sure, thank you, Mrs. O'Connor." (Mitchell trod on my foot.) 

"Will you have a drop of whisky or a glass of beer, Mr. O'Breer?" 

"I'll take a glass of beer, thank you, Mrs. O'Connor." 

There seemed to be a long pause. Then the old woman said, "Ah, well, I must get my work done, and Mary 

will stop here and keep you company, Mr. O'Breer." The arrangement seemed satisfactory to all parties, for 

there was nothing more said for a while. (Mitchell nudged me again, with emphasis, and I kicked his shin.) 

Presently Alf said: "Mary!" And a girl's voice said, "Yes, Alf." 

"You remember the night I went away, Mary?" 

"Yes, Alf, I do." 

"I have travelled long ways since then, Mary; I worked hard and lived close. I didn't make my fortune, but I 

managed to rub a note or two together. It was a hard time and a lonesome time for me, Mary. The summer's 

awful over there, and livin's bad and dear. You couldn't have any idea of it, Mary." 

"No, Alf." 

"I didn't come back so well off as I expected." 

"But that doesn't matter, Alf." 

"I got heart-sick and tired of it, and couldn't stand it any longer, Mary." 

"But that's all over now, Alf; you mustn't think of it." 

"Your mother wrote to me." 

"I know she did" -- (very low and gently). 

"And do you know what she put in it, Mary?" 
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"Yes, Alf." 

"And did you ask her to put it in?" 

"Don't ask me, Alf." 

"And it's all true, Mary?" 

There was no answer, but the silence seemed satisfactory. 

"And be sure you have yourself down here on Sunday, Alf, me son." ("There's the old woman come back!" 

said Mitchell.) 

"An' since the girl's willin' to have ye, and the ould woman's willin' -- there's me hand on it, Alf, me boy. An' 

God bless ye both." ("The old man's come now," said Mitchell.) 

. . . . . 

"Come along," said Mitchell, leading the way to the front of the tent. 

"But I wouldn't like to intrude on them. It's hardly right, Mitchell, is it?" 

"That's all right," said Mitchell. He tapped the tent pole. 

"Come in," said Alf. Alf was lying on his bunk as before, with his arms under his head. His face wore a 

cheerful, not to say happy, expression. There was no one else in the tent. I was never more surprised in my 

life. 

"Have you got the paper, Alf?" said Mitchell. 

"Yes. You'll find it there at the foot of the bunk. There it is. Won't you sit down, Mitchell?" 

"Not to-night," said Mitchell. "We brought you a bottle of ale. We're just going to turn in." 

And we said "good-night". "Well," I said to Mitchell when we got inside, "what do you think of it?" 

"I don't think of it at all," said Mitchell. "Do you mean to say you can't see it now?" 

"No, I'm dashed if I can," I said. "Some of us must be drunk, I think, or getting rats. It's not to be wondered at, 

and the sooner we get out of this country the better." 

"Well, you must be a fool, Joe," said Mitchell. "Can't you see? ALF THINKS ALOUD." 
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"WHAT?" 

"Talks to himself. He was thinking about going back to his sweetheart. Don't you know he's a bit of a 

ventriloquist?" 

Mitchell lay awake a long time, in the position that Alf usually lay in, and thought. Perhaps he thought on the 

same lines as Alf did that night. But Mitchell did his thinking in silence. 

We thought it best to tell the Oracle quietly. He was deeply interested, but not surprised. "I've heerd of such 

cases before," he said. But the Oracle was a gentleman. "There's things that a man wants to keep to himself 

that ain't his business," he said. And we understood this remark to be intended for our benefit, and to indicate 

a course of action upon which the Oracle had decided, with respect to this case, and which we, in his opinion, 

should do well to follow. 

Alf got away a week or so later, and we all took a holiday and went down to Fremantle to see him off. 

Perhaps he wondered why Mitchell gripped his hand so hard and wished him luck so earnestly, and was 

surprised when he gave him three cheers. 

"Ah, well!" remarked Mitchell, as we turned up the wharf. 

"I've heerd of such cases before," said the Oracle, meditatively. "They ain't common, but I've hear'd of such 

cases before." 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/henry-lawson/short-story/a-case-for-the-oracle 
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Bombs and the Bikini Atoll 

The haute beachwear known as the bikini was named after a string of islands turned into a nuclear wasteland 

by atomic bomb testing. 

 

Operation Crossroads, Test Baker as seen from Bikini Atoll, July 25, 1946 

via JSTOR 

By: Lina Zeldovich  

 The Bikini Atoll—a series of limestone formations in the Pacific Ocean that comprise part of the Marshall 

Islands—is, or rather was, a tropical paradise. Between 1946 and 1958, the United States military detonated 

several nuclear bombs in the area, wiping out plants and wildlife, and leaving behind a toxic wasteland. That 

tumultuous history is now preserved in haunting photos, diaries, papers and studies, assembled by the 

University of Washington into the Lauren L. Donaldson Collection of Northern Pacific Ocean Radiological 

Surveys. These photos and documents are now free to browse on JSTOR. 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/community.28702316
https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/lina-zeldovich/
https://www.jstor.org/site/washington/donaldson-surveys/
https://www.jstor.org/site/washington/donaldson-surveys/
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The colonial history of the Bikini Atoll and the Marshall Islands is somewhat shorter than many other tropical 

nations. The first Christian missionaries arrived on the islands in 1857, the German traders in the 1860s, and 

the Japanese in 1914. Yet, up until the 1940s, the Bikinians remained relatively isolated. That changed in 

1945, when the USA took over and designated the Marshall Islands for nuclear testing. The atoll inhabitants 

were forced to move. 

As soon as the islands emerged and became habitable—around 3,500 years ago—humans began settling 

them. The explosions took minutes to destroy them. 

On March 7, 1946, the 167 Bikinians living on the atoll placed flowers on their ancestors’ graves, bade them 

farewell, and left their homeland for good. They were initially relocated to the Rongerik Atoll, which they 

believed to be inhabited by evil spirits; after much hardship they were relocated once again to the Kwajalein 

Atoll and later to the Kili Island. On 1 July 1946, over 42,000 US military personnel and civilians on 242 

naval ships, 156 planes and with 25,000 radiation recording devices watched the first Bikini Atoll nuclear test. 

Back then it was grandiosely described as a “terrifying pillar of water topped by an unfolding blossom of mist 

and radioactive debris.” About 5,400 experimental rats, goats, and pigs were brought along to study as part of 

the test program. 

Ralph F. Palumbo collecting algae specimens from the bottom of Bikini Lagoon, summer 1964 via JSTOR 

https://daily.jstor.org/bombs-and-the-bikini-atoll/?utm_term=Bombs%20and%20the%20Bikini%20Atoll&utm_campaign=jstordaily_10152020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/bombs-and-the-bikini-atoll/?utm_term=Bombs%20and%20the%20Bikini%20Atoll&utm_campaign=jstordaily_10152020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://www.jstor.org/stable/24026258?mag=bombs-and-the-bikini-atoll
https://www.jstor.org/stable/24026258?mag=bombs-and-the-bikini-atoll
https://www.jstor.org/stable/10.2307/community.28702300?mag=bombs-and-the-bikini-atoll
https://www.jstor.org/stable/10.2307/community.28702300?mag=bombs-and-the-bikini-atoll
https://www.jstor.org/stable/community.28702158?mag=bombs-and-the-bikini-atoll
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Four days after the initial test, Micheline Bernardini, a dancer from the Casino de Paris sported le bikini at the 

city’s public pool—a G-string with newspaper print. The name quickly made it into the fashion lexicon, 

despite the damage done to its namesake island chain. 

More explosions followed the first ones in 1946. Exploding bombs chewed out huge craters in the coral 

reefs—craters more than a mile in diameter. Eventually, in March 1954 the US military dropped the world’s 

first hydrogen bomb from a plane, which decimated three of the Bikini islands, creating a crater that measured 

two kilometers wide and 80 meters deep. Built over millions of years by living coral organisms that grew 

around the basalt core, the islands comprised a complex ecosystem that took a very long time to form. As 

soon as the islands emerged and became habitable—around 3,500 years ago—humans began settling them. 

The explosions took minutes to destroy them. 

Coconut crab being monitored by geiger counter, Bikini Island, August 18, 1964 via JSTOR 

While the physical devastation was easy to see, the long-lasting radioactive damage would take decades to 

observe. Years after the explosions, scientists continued studying the radiation effects on the atoll’s flora and 

fauna. They combed the atoll’s beaches for rats, crabs, and birds. They noticed that the giant Tridacna clams 

were gone from the area they inhabited before. They documented a variety of findings over time—a 

possibly mutated arrowroot plant and abnormally growing morning glory flowers, which they compared to 

the typically growing ones. The team also took surveys and documented radioactivity levels around the 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/10.2307/community.28702303?mag=bombs-and-the-bikini-atoll
https://www.jstor.org/stable/10.2307/community.28702303?mag=bombs-and-the-bikini-atoll
https://www.jstor.org/stable/community.28702212?mag=bombs-and-the-bikini-atoll
https://www.jstor.org/stable/10.2307/community.28702302?mag=bombs-and-the-bikini-atoll
https://www.jstor.org/stable/community.28701954?mag=bombs-and-the-bikini-atoll&tocId=100122887&tocType=collection&seq=1
https://www.jstor.org/stable/community.28701969?mag=bombs-and-the-bikini-atoll&tocId=100122887&tocType=collection&seq=1
https://www.jstor.org/stable/community.28701958?mag=bombs-and-the-bikini-atoll&tocId=100122887&tocType=collection&seq=1
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islands and in the marine wildlife, with a number of photographs in the University of Washington collection 

depicting scientists taking radiation readings from coconut crabs, and holding Geiger devices to the creatures 

fished out from the sea. The images of this collection are absurd—in one shot it looks like a scientist is 

interviewing a crab—and tragic. 

Native women and children with guitar, Likiep Atoll, August 20, 1949 via JSTOR 

Reclamation and clean-up procedures followed, and in 1968 President Lyndon Johnson promised 540 

Bikinians living on Kili and other islands that they would be able to return to their ancestral home. But 10 

years later, 139 repatriated Bikinians had to be evacuated from the atoll when tests showed that they had high 

radiation levels in their bodies. In 2016, a group of Columbia University researchers still deemed the Bikini 

Atoll’s radiation levels too high above the safety standards for residents to return. 

Weekly Newsletter 

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

Subscribe
 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/community.28702212?mag=bombs-and-the-bikini-atoll&tocId=100122887&tocType=collection&seq=1
https://www.jstor.org/stable/community.28702168?mag=bombs-and-the-bikini-atoll&tocId=100122887&tocType=collection&seq=1
https://www.jstor.org/stable/community.28701933?mag=bombs-and-the-bikini-atoll
https://phys.org/news/2016-06-bikini-atoll-safety-standard.html#:~:text=(Phys.org)%E2%80%94A,habitable%2C%20except%20for%20Bikini%20Atoll.
https://phys.org/news/2016-06-bikini-atoll-safety-standard.html#:~:text=(Phys.org)%E2%80%94A,habitable%2C%20except%20for%20Bikini%20Atoll.
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While the rest of the Marshall Islands involved in nuclear testing have been finally deemed habitable, the 

Bikini Atoll alone was not. And that perhaps is the biggest irony in the islands’ colonial history. The word 

Bikini translates from its original Marshallese “Pikinni” as “the lands of many coconuts” where Pik means 

“surface” and Ni stands for “coconut.” The image of the endless palm trees rising against the backdrop of the 

tropical sun setting into the azure waters is a perfect picture of pristine nature and utmost peace—the very 

antithesis of what the Bikini Atoll became. 

Browse the photos, diaries, papers and studies in the Lauren L. Donaldson Collection of Northern Pacific 

Ocean Radiological Surveys for free on JSTOR. 
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Arrow root plant showing possible mutations, Enjebi Island, Enewetak Atoll, summer 1949 
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Abnormal morning glory growing on Enjebi Island, Enewetak Atoll, summer 1949 

By: Unknown 

Unknown, University of Washington Libraries. Special Collections Division 

Normal and abnormal morning glory plants on Eniwetok Atoll, summer 1949 
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Coconut crab being monitored by geiger counter, Bikini Island, August 18, 1964 
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Kelshaw Bonham taking radiation readings from a crab aboard ship, Bikini Atoll, summer 1964 
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As concern mounts over the impacts of climate change, many experts are calling for greater use of 

electricity as a substitute for fossil fuels. Powered by advancements in battery technology, the number 

of plug-in hybrid and electric vehicles on U.S. roads is increasing. And utilities are generating a growing 

share of their power from renewable fuels, supported by large-scale battery storage systems. 

These trends, coupled with a growing volume of battery-powered phones, watches, laptops, wearable devices 

and other consumer technologies, leave us wondering: What will happen to all these batteries once they wear 

out? 

Despite overwhelming enthusiasm for cheaper, more powerful and energy-dense batteries, manufacturers 

have paid comparatively little attention to making these essential devices more sustainable. In the U.S. only 

about 5% of lithium-ion batteries – the technology of choice for electric vehicles and many high-tech products 

– are actually recycled. As sales of electric vehicles and tech gadgets continue to grow, it is unclear who 

should handle hazardous battery waste or how to do it. 

As engineers who work on designing advanced materials, including batteries, we believe it is important to 

think about these issues now. Creating pathways for battery manufacturers to build sustainable production-to-

recycling manufacturing processes that meet both consumer and environmental standards can reduce the 

likelihood of a battery waste crisis in the coming decade. 

Spent batteries from electric vehicles can still power devices like streetlights, but there is not currently any 

requirement to reuse them. Recycling them is expensive and technically complex. 

Hazardous contents 
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Batteries pose more complex recycling and disposal challenges than metals, plastics and paper products 

because they contain many chemical components that are both toxic and difficult to separate. 

Some types of widely used batteries – notably, lead-acid batteries in gasoline-powered cars – have relatively 

simple chemistries and designs that make them straightforward to recycle. The common nonrechargeable 

alkaline or water-based batteries that power devices like flashlights and smoke alarms can be disposed 

directly in landfills. 

However, today’s lithium-ion batteries are highly sophisticated and not designed for recyclability. They 

contain hazardous chemicals, such as toxic lithium salts and transition metals, that can damage the 

environment and leach into water sources. Used lithium batteries also contain embedded electrochemical 

energy – a small amount of charge left over after they can no longer power devices – which can cause fires or 

explosions, or harm people that handle them. 

Moreover, manufacturers have little economic incentive to modify existing protocols to incorporate recycling-

friendly designs. Today it costs more to recycle a lithium-ion battery than the recoverable materials inside it 

are worth. 

 

Safer and simpler 

 

As a result, responsibility for handling battery waste frequently falls to third-party recyclers – companies that 

make money from collecting and processing recyclables. Often it is cheaper for them to store batteries than to 

treat and recycle them. 

https://www.britannica.com/science/transition-metal
https://www.epw.senate.gov/public/_cache/files/e/5/e5530917-434d-451c-8a6b-c5cdfad1b5ec/EED12407A6BF7DE6C86A4B39C25CF6A4.greenberger-testimony-07.17.2019.pdf
https://www.epw.senate.gov/public/_cache/files/e/5/e5530917-434d-451c-8a6b-c5cdfad1b5ec/EED12407A6BF7DE6C86A4B39C25CF6A4.greenberger-testimony-07.17.2019.pdf
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Recycling technologies that can break down batteries, such as pyrometallurgy, or burning, 

and hydrometallurgy, or acid leaching, are becoming more efficient and economical. But the lack of proper 

battery recycling infrastructure creates roadblocks along the entire supply chain. 

For example, transporting used batteries over long distances to recycling centers would typically be done by 

truck. Lithium batteries must be packaged and shipped according to the U.S. Department of 

Transportation’s Class 9 hazardous material regulations. Using a model developed by Argonne National 

Laboratory, we estimate that this requirement increases transport costs to more than 50 times that of regular 

cargo.  

While it will be challenging to bake recyclability into the existing manufacturing of conventional lithium-ion 

batteries, it is vital to develop sustainable practices for solid-state batteries, which are a next-generation 

technology expected to enter the market within this decade. 

A solid-state battery replaces the flammable organic liquid electrolyte in lithium-ion batteries with a 

nonflammable inorganic solid electrolyte. This allows the battery to operate over a much wider temperature 

range and dramatically reduces the risk of fires or explosions. Our team of nanoengineers is working to 

incorporate ease of recyclability into next-generation solid-state battery development before these batteries 

enter the market. 

Conceptually, recycling-friendly batteries must be safe to handle and transport, simple to dismantle, cost-

effective to manufacture and minimally harmful to the environment. After analyzing the options, we’ve 

chosen a combination of specific chemistries in next-generation all-solid-state batteries that meets these 

requirements. 

Our design strategy reduces the number of steps required to dismantle the battery, and avoids using 

combustion or harmful chemicals such as acids or toxic organic solvents. Instead, it employs only safe, low-

cost materials such as alcohol and water-based recycling techniques. This approach is scalable and 

environmentally friendly. It dramatically simplifies conventional battery recycling processes and makes it safe 

to disassemble and handle the materials. 

 

A proposed procedure for recycling solid-state battery packs directly and harvesting their materials for 

reuse. Tan et al., 2020, CC BY 

Compared to recycling lithium-ion batteries, recycling solid-state batteries is intrinsically safer since they’re 

made entirely of nonflammable components. Moreover, in our proposed design the entire battery can be 

recycled directly without separating it into individual components. This feature dramatically reduces the 

complexity and cost of recycling them. 

[Deep knowledge, daily. Sign up for The Conversation’s newsletter.] 
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Our design is a proof-of-concept technology developed at the laboratory scale. It is ultimately up to private 

companies and public institutions, such as national laboratories or state-run waste facilities, to apply these 

recycling principles on an industrial scale. 

Rules for battery recycling 

Developing an easy-to-recycle battery is just one step. Many challenges associated with battery recycling 

stem from the complex logistics of handling them. Creating facilities, regulations and practices for collecting 

batteries is just as important as developing better recycling technologies. China, South Korea and the 

European Union are already developing battery recycling systems and mandates. 

One useful step would be for governments to require that batteries carry universal tags, similar to the 

internationally recognized standard labels used for plastics and metals recycling. These could help to educate 

consumers and waste collectors about how to handle different types of used batteries. 

Markings could take the form of an electronic tag printed on battery labels with embedded information, such 

as chemistry type, age and manufacturer. Making this data readily available would facilitate automated 

sorting of large volumes of batteries at waste facilities. 

It is also vital to improve international enforcement of recycling policies. Most battery waste is not generated 

where the batteries were originally produced, which makes it hard to hold manufacturers responsible for 

handling it. 

Such an undertaking would require manufacturers and regulatory agencies to work together on newer 

recycling-friendly designs and better collection infrastructure. By confronting these challenges now, we 

believe it is possible to avoid or reduce the harmful effects of battery waste in the future. 

https://theconversation.com/designing-batteries-for-easier-recycling-could-avert-a-looming-e-waste-crisis-
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%201765917114+Version+A+CID_ebfa8a42240e8e1992c4fd46cd232d9f&utm_source=campaign_monitor_

us&utm_term=Designing%20batteries%20for%20easier%20recycling%20could%20avert%20a%20looming

%20e-waste%20crisis 
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Single-chain nanoparticles, a world of opportunities 

Posted: 15 Oct 2020 07:00 AM PDT 

One of the unique features of the chemistry of carbon (and, to some extent, silicon) is its ability to form long 

chains of atoms. Polymers are substances that have macromolecules composed of many repeating units 

(known as ‘mers’). Many naturally occurring substances are polymers, including rubber and many substances 

based on glucose, such as the polysaccharides cellulose and starch (in plants) and glycogen (in animals). 

Proteins, nucleic acids, and inorganic macromolecular substances (like polysiloxanes, commonly called 

silicones, or silicates) are other examples. 

One of the features of some of these natural polymers is that their overall three-dimensional structure may 

vary. Take the case of proteins. Proteins comprise carbon, hydrogen, oxygen, and nitrogen and most also 

contain sulphur. Protein molecules consist of one or several long chains (polypeptides) of amino acids linked 

in a characteristic sequence. This sequence is called the primary structure of the protein. These polypeptides 

may undergo coiling or pleating that results in the secondary structure. The three-dimensional shape of the 

coled or pleated polypeptides is called tertiary structure. There is still a quaternary structure, which is the 

structural relationship of the component polypeptides. These two last structures are key to the functionality of 

the protein. 

There is a rough analogy between the process of single-chain nanoparticles formation and the precise, specific 

folding of a polypeptide chain to its native, functional state. Single-chain nanoparticles are the result of 

folding individual synthetic polymer chains at high dilution by means of multiple intra-chain (reversible or 

irreversible) bonding interactions. Most single-chain nanoparticles result in a typical morphology in solution 

more akin to those displayed by intrinsically disordered proteins than those found in high-functional proteins 

like compact, globular enzymes. 

Folding a synthetic polymer chain restricts significantly its conformational degrees of freedom as exemplified 

by cyclic polymers. Upon ring closure through bonding of chain-ends in a linear chain, a great number of 

important properties drastically alter when compared to those displayed by the analogous uncycled 

macromolecule, such as density, refractive index, glass transition temperature, crystallization behaviour, 

hydrodynamic size and viscosity, as well as surface energy. 

Cyclotides are a natural case on point. They consist on cyclic polypeptides stabilized by intra-ring disulphide 

bonds, as naturally occurring in a variety of bacteria, fungi, and plants as well as animals. Because of their 

folded structure, cyclotides show remarkable properties in comparison to equivalent non-cyclic polypeptides 

such as improved enzymatic stability against proteases or increased bacterial cell membrane disruption 

capability. 

Schematic illustration of the synthesis of a single-chain nanoparticle (SCNP) via folding of an individual 

polymer (precursor) at high dilution in the presence of a catalyst (cat) by means of multiple intra-chain 

bonding. Isolated functional groups in the precursor and the resulting bonding pairs in the SCNP are coloured 

in red. Inert monomers are coloured in light blue. Source: A. Arbe, J. A. Pomposo, A. J. Moreno, F. Lo Verso, 

M. González-Burgos, I. Asenjo-Sanz, A. Iturrospe, A. Radulescu, O. Ivanova and J. Colmenero, Polymer, 

2016, 105, 532-544. 
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Likewise, the conformational degrees of freedom in single-chain nanoparticles are severely restricted giving 

rise to notorious local domain formation and, hence, to topological self-confinement effects –a class of 

topological effect resulting from the folding of a linear synthetic polymer chain to a single-chain nanoparticle. 

Interestingly, these effects are beneficial for the construction of efficient enzyme-mimetic catalysts, improved 

drug delivery nanosystems and innovative sensing nanomaterials, as a recent review article 1 shows. 

In this article, after considering the opportunities that internal confinement in single-chain nanoparticles offers 

for catalysis; encapsulation, transport and delivery of therapeutic cargos; sensing, targeting and bioimaging 

applications as well as other diverse advanced applications, the authors try to provide a unifying vision of 

what is the expected effect of external confinement – as exerted over single-chain nanoparticles by different 

geometrical constraints as well as in solution, in melt state, on surfaces and in membranes- on the size, shape 

and, hence, potential functionality / foreseen applications of single-chain nanoparticles. 

Some of these potential uses, especially those related to self-confinement, have already been established. 

Importantly, the authors anticipate a plethora of opportunities that open up arising from external confinement 

of single-chain nanoparticles: from innovative purification techniques and improved all-polymer 

nanocomposites, to smart responsive surfaces and new topological nanostructures. 

  

  

Author: César Tomé López is a science writer and the editor of Mapping Ignorance. 

Disclaimer: Parts of this article may be copied verbatim or almost verbatim from the referenced research 

paper. 

References 

1. Ester Verde-Sesto, Arantxa Arbe, Angel J. Moreno, Daniele Cangialosi, Angel Alegría, Juan 

Colmeneroabc and José A. Pomposo (2020) Single-chain nanoparticles: opportunities provided by 

internal and external confinement Materials Horizons doi: 10.1039/D0MH00846J ↩ 

The post Single-chain nanoparticles, a world of opportunities appeared first on Mapping Ignorance. 

 

 

http://feedproxy.google.com/~r/MappingIgnorance/~3/9LgXPckFpPg/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_mediu

m=email 

  

https://mail.google.com/mail/u/0/#m_-1947804995190822535_note-7318-1
http://about.me/cesar_tome
https://doi.org/10.1039/D0MH00846J
https://mail.google.com/mail/u/0/#m_-1947804995190822535_reference-7318-1
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/10/15/single-chain-nanoparticles-a-world-of-opportunities/
https://mappingignorance.org/
http://feedproxy.google.com/~r/MappingIgnorance/~3/9LgXPckFpPg/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email
http://feedproxy.google.com/~r/MappingIgnorance/~3/9LgXPckFpPg/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 546 january 2021 

 

97 

Nonbeing 

by Miraji 

 

 

Issue no. 233 (Summer 2020) 

 

 

Should the gusts of wind come this way then tell them 

There’s nothing here that they could take away with them 

There’s nothing here that someone could look at and think: 

If only this were ours, too 

 

There’s no traveler here, no destination, 

There’s no darkness here, nor illumination, there’s nothing here 

Here the burning footfalls of time are advancing one after the other  

Scorching everything, enflaming everything, erasing everything, 

Teaching everything that nothing is gained from living 

 

Should the gusts of wind come this way then tell them 

All these temples, these cities and villages 

Are just traces of the story of life 

 

But having gone to each door and looked,  

Having trampled every wall, having thought every window a heart, 

I learned this secret: 

Everywhere the burning footfalls of time are advancing one after the other, 

Erasing images in some places, creating new images to erase in others 

Who knows if the life that has passed would ever meet the life that is to come? 

Should the gusts of wind come this way then tell them: 

The snare of separation is cast everywhere, 

Time like an evil djinn stands everywhere 

As though a shoreless reflection of the universe,  

At times becoming deception of thought, at times unthinkingly the awareness of beauty 

Making the powerless gaze of the hunted realize: 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=9626581c9b&e=d538c8f2e0
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https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=9626581c9b&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

My trace of nonbeing is apparent from each thing,  

Nonbeing, too, begs me—it is alive and breathing from my might 

 

Should the gusts of wind come this way then tell them 

The scorching illumination of the story of life has also been erased, 

But in erasure it has not become darkness, 

That in this place there’s no darkness, no illumination, there’s nothing here. 

 

—translated by Krupa Shandilya, Zara Khadeeja Majoka & Noor Habib 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=9626581c9b&e=d538c8f2e0
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The New Colossus 

by Emma Lazarus 

 

You recognize Emma Lazarus' most famous sonnet, published in 1883, not necessarily by its title, but by its 

welcoming words, inscribed on the base of the Statue of Liberty: "Give me your tired, your poor, Your 

huddled masses yearning to breathe free." 

Lazarus' poem is often introduced to upper primary students. 

 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/emma-lazarus
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Not like the brazen giant of Greek fame, 

With conquering limbs astride from land to land; 

Here at our sea-washed, sunset gates shall stand 

A mighty woman with a torch, whose flame 

Is the imprisoned lightning, and her name 

Mother of Exiles. From her beacon-hand 

Glows world-wide welcome; her mild eyes command 

The air-bridged harbor that twin cities frame. 

"Keep, ancient lands, your storied pomp!" cries she 

With silent lips. "Give me your tired, your poor, 

Your huddled masses yearning to be free, 

The wretched refuse of your teeming shore. 

Send these, the homeless, tempest-tost to me, 

I lift my lamp beside the golden door!" 

--Emma Lazarus, 1883 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/emma-lazarus/poem/the-new-colossus 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/emma-lazarus/poem/the-new-colossus
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Marine biology: Sponges as biomonitors of micropollution 

Ludwig-Maximilians-Universität München 

Summary: 

Sponges are filter feeders that live on particulate matter -- but they can also ingest microscopic fragments of 

plastics and other pollutants of anthropogenic origin. They can therefore serve as useful bioindicators of the 

health of marine ecosystems. 

 

Sponges are filter feeders that live on particulate matter -- but they can also ingest microscopic fragments of 

plastics and other pollutants of anthropogenic origin. They can therefore serve as useful bioindicators of the 

health of marine ecosystems. 

Pollution of the world's oceans owing to anthropogenic input of plastics and other industrial wastes represents 

an increasing threat to the viability of marine ecosystems. -- And because such pollutants accumulate in fish, 

crustaceans and mollusks, they enter the food chain and can be ingested by human consumers. Microparticles 

with dimensions of less than 5 mm present a particularly insidious problem. This class of pollutants includes 

microplastics and textile fibers, as well as synthetic chemicals found in consumer products such as household 

cleansers and cosmetics. It is therefore imperative to develop methods for quantifying the magnitude of the 

threat in order to develop effective measures to mitigate it. In a new publication in the journal Environmental 

Pollution, a research team led by Ludwig-Maximilians-Universitaet (LMU) in Munich Professor Gert 

Wörheide (Department of Earth and Environmental Sciences, and GeoBio-Center) shows that marine sponges 

have great potential as bioindicators for the monitoring of microscopic pollutants in the seas. 

Sponges are sometimes referred to as the ocean's vacuum cleaners. They feed on tiny particles suspended in 

the currents, by filtering them from the seawater that passes through their highly porous tissues -- which are 

supported by mineralized skeletons in many species. To assess their utility as bioindicators for 

microparticulate pollutants, Wörheide and colleagues studied 15 samples of a type of mineralized sponges 

belonging to the class known as 'demosponges' from a coral reef off the coast of the island of Bangka in 

Northern Sulawesi (Indonesia). "We chose this site because Southeast Asia is a hotspot for plastic pollutants 

in the oceans," says Elsa B. Girard, lead author of the study. Girard recently graduated from the Master's 

Program in Geobiology and Paleobiology at LMU, and her contribution to the paper was part of her Master's 

thesis. "In light of the impact of global warming, and the overexploitation of marine resources, local sponge 

species could act as useful biomonitors of micropollutants, and help us to develop appropriate measures to 

reduce the deleterious effects of these substances on reef communities," she explains. 

In cooperation with specialists from the SNSB- Mineralogical State Collection in Munich and LMU's 

Department of Chemistry and Center for Nanoscience (CeNS), the biologists used two innovative methods to 

examine the samples collected from the reef. With the aid of two-photon excitation microscopy (TPE), they 

confirmed that sponges indeed incorporate microparticles into their tissues. Then they used Raman 

spectroscopy to characterize the nature of the particles themselves. The data obtained with the second 

technique revealed the presence of no less than 34 different types of microparticles in sponge tissues. The 
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spectrum ranged from plastics such as polystyrene to cotton and titanium dioxide (TiO2). TiO2 is used in dyes 

and paints, as well as being a component of sunscreen lotions. Furthermore, the variation in the composition 

of microparticles in the different samples appears to reflect spatial variations in particle type in the 

surrounding water. 

The researchers detected between 90 and 600 particles per gram of dried tissue in their sponge samples. 

"Since sponges can weigh up to several hundred grams, we estimate on the basis of these results that each can 

accumulate more than 10,000 particles," says Wörheide. "This makes them promising candidates for the task 

of monitoring the levels of anthropogenic microparticle pollution in the oceans." With the exception of 

mollusks, few other species have the properties required of marine bioindicators. According to the authors of 

the study, sponges have several other "qualifications" for the job. They are abundant and are continuously 

active as filter-feeders. Moreover, measurements of pollution levels can be carried out on tissue samples 

(biopsies) without affecting the viability of the organisms. 

 

Story Source: 

Materials provided by Ludwig-Maximilians-Universität München. Note: Content may be edited for style and 

length. 

 

Journal Reference: 

1. Elsa B. Girard, Adrian Fuchs, Melanie Kaliwoda, Markus Lasut, Evelyn Ploetz, Wolfgang W. 

Schmahl, Gert Wörheide. Sponges as bioindicators for microparticulate pollutants? Environmental 

Pollution, 2020; 115851 DOI: 10.1016/j.envpol.2020.115851 

 

 

https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2020/10/201023123135.htm 

  

https://www.en.uni-muenchen.de/news/newsarchiv/2020/woerheide_biomonitors.html
http://www.uni-muenchen.de/
http://dx.doi.org/10.1016/j.envpol.2020.115851
https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2020/10/201023123135.htm
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The Otherworldly Beauty of Jellyfish: How Ernst Haeckel Turned Personal Tragedy into Transcendent 

Art in the World’s First Encyclopedia of Medusae 

A story of transmuting the grief of one life into a celebration of the grandeur of Life. 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

UPDATE: Some of these treasures are now available as face masks, benefiting The Nature Conservancy. 

“I hope you are able to work hard on science & thus banish, as far as may be possible, painful 

remembrances,” Charles Darwin wrote in the spring of 1864 to a young and obscure German correspondent 

who had just sent him two folios of his stunningly illustrated studies of tiny single-celled marine organisms — 

a masterwork that enchanted Darwin as one of the most majestic things he had ever seen. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/06/19/vintage-science-face-masks
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/03/17/ernst-haeckel-radiolaria-film/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0226712168/braipick-20
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But Ernst Haeckel (February 16, 1834–August 9, 1919), who would go on to coin the term ecology and 

become a preeminent champion of evolution, could not banish the unbanishable: Months earlier, on his 

thirtieth birthday, Anna, the love of his life, had been snatched from him by a sudden death medicine failed to 

explain; the couple were about to be married that summer after a long engagement, having finally scraped 

together enough to start a family when Ernst received his first academic appointment. 

Anna Sethe and Ernst Haeckel shortly before her 

death. 

In the wake of his fathomless bereavement, the young marine biologist applied the Joan Didion method 

of dealing with grief by motion and headed for France. Pacing the beaches of Nice, his mind on an 

irretrievable elsewhere and his heart a menacing vacuity, he stopped mid-stride — something had clutched his 

attention with the claim only wonder can lay on the worst-stung soul: afloat near the surface of the tide pool 

was a jellyfish — a medusa species he had never seen before. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/12/05/joan-didion-on-grief/
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Thamnostylus Dinema (available as a print) 

Haeckel had fallen under the spell of medusae ten years earlier, at twenty, while accompanying a mentor on a 

fishing and research expedition. He had exulted in a letter to his parents: 

https://society6.com/product/jellyfish-by-ernst-haeckel-from-his-monograph-of-deep-sea-medusae-18792714892_print?sku=s6-13584799p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/jellyfish-by-ernst-haeckel-from-his-monograph-of-deep-sea-medusae-18792714892_print?sku=s6-13584799p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker?curator=brainpicker
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You cannot believe what new things I see and learn here every day; it exceeds by far my most exaggerated 

expectations and hopes. Everything that I studied for years in books, I see here suddenly with my own eyes, 

as if I were cast under a spell, and each hour, which brings me surprises and instruction, prepares wonderful 

memories for the future. 

 

Aequorea, Orchistoma, Zycocanna, Olindias (available as a print) 

https://society6.com/product/jellyfish-by-ernst-haeckel-from-his-monograph-of-deep-sea-medusae-18792714876_print?sku=s6-13584830p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/jellyfish-by-ernst-haeckel-from-his-monograph-of-deep-sea-medusae-18792714876_print?sku=s6-13584830p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Pectyllis Arctica (available as a print) 

https://society6.com/product/12709085_print?sku=s6-13584797p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/12709085_print?sku=s6-13584797p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Polybostricha (available as a print) 

 

https://society6.com/product/jellyfish-by-ernst-haeckel-from-his-monograph-of-deep-sea-medusae-18792714864_print?sku=s6-13584841p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/jellyfish-by-ernst-haeckel-from-his-monograph-of-deep-sea-medusae-18792714864_print?sku=s6-13584841p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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The jellyfish the boat pulled up staggered Haeckel’s imagination with both their otherworldly beauty and the 

unsolved scientific mysteries they held: He knew that polyps were thought to develop from jellyfish eggs and 

wondered whether this might suggest that these complex translucent marvels themselves evolved from such 

simple organisms. But when he posed “this rather forward question” to his mentor, he was surprised to 

receive only excited bafflement — the elder scientist admitted that the origin of the species was completely 

unknown. 

 

Dipurena, Euphysa, Steenstupia (available as a print) 

https://society6.com/product/jellyfish-by-ernst-haeckel-from-his-monograph-of-deep-sea-medusae-18792714869_print?sku=s6-13584835p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/jellyfish-by-ernst-haeckel-from-his-monograph-of-deep-sea-medusae-18792714869_print?sku=s6-13584835p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Cannorhiza, Versura (available as a print) 

Now, a decade and a devastation later, Haeckel surrendered to this early enchantment to steady himself on the 

parallel bannisters of wonder and discovery, of aesthetic splendor and scientific challenge. In The Tragic 

Sense of Life: Ernst Haeckel and the Struggle over Evolutionary Thought (public library), Robert J. Richards 

https://society6.com/product/jellyfish-by-ernst-haeckel-from-his-monograph-of-deep-sea-medusae-18792714852_print?sku=s6-13584844p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0226712168/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0226712168/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/the-tragic-sense-of-life-ernst-haeckel-and-the-struggle-over-evolutionary-thought/oclc/682198367&referer=brief_results
https://society6.com/product/jellyfish-by-ernst-haeckel-from-his-monograph-of-deep-sea-medusae-18792714852_print?sku=s6-13584844p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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argues that “Haeckel’s science and his legacy for modern evolutionary theory display the features they do 

because of his tragic sense of life,” and considers how this young man’s deeply human coping mechanism for 

his personal devastation shaped his scientific outlook and his artistic imagination: 

Ernst Haeckel experienced the passion for transcendence through a love that lifted him to ecstasy and then 

crushed him in despair. This experience invaded his insistently rational attitudes, even transforming his 

science into a means for escaping the grasping hand of mortality. 

[…] 

With the extinction of love came emptiness, a void that quickly filled with the miasma of great stridency, 

bitterness, and ineluctable sadness, which not even friends… could clear away. Through this acid mist, 

Haeckel resolved to devote himself single-mindedly to a cause that might transcend individual fragility. He 

would incessantly push the Darwinian ideal and oppose it to those who refused to look at life, to look at death, 

face on. 

Haeckel spent the next fifteen years studying and illustrating these strange and beautiful creatures — creatures 

evocative of trees and mushrooms, of ovaries and spaceships — naming the most beautiful of the species he 

encountered for his lost beloved: Mitrocoma Annae — “Anna’s headband.” 

 

A generation before his marine biology colleague and compatriot Carl Chun hired an artist to illustrate the 

world’s first encyclopedia of deep-sea cephalopods, Haeckel himself illustrated the world’s first encyclopedia 

of deep-sea jellyfish — a multi-part catalogue of more than six hundred medusa species. Tucked into his 

otherwise coolly scientific prose is a deeply personal ember of his grief: 

Mitrocoma Annae belongs to the most charming and delicate of all the medusae. It was first observed by me 

in April 1864, in the Bay of Villafranca near Nice… The movement of this wonderful Eucopide offered a 

magical view, and I enjoyed several happy hours watching the play of her tentacles, which hang like blond 

hair-ornaments from the rim of the delicate umbrella-cap and which with the softest movement would roll up 

into thick short spirals… I name this species, the princess of the Eucopiden, as a memorial to my 

unforgettable true wife, Anna Sethe. If I have succeeded, during my earthly pilgrimage in accomplishing 

something for natural science and humanity, I owe the greatest part to the ennobling influence of this gifted 

wife, who was torn from me through sudden death… 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/03/03/cephalopod-atlas-carl-chun/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/03/03/cephalopod-atlas-carl-chun/
https://archive.org/details/monographiederme1118haec/page/n7/mode/2up
https://archive.org/details/monographiederme1118haec/page/n7/mode/2up
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Mitrocoma (available as a print) 

https://society6.com/product/jellyfish-by-ernst-haeckel-from-his-monograph-of-deep-sea-medusae-18792714918_print?sku=s6-13596955p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/jellyfish-by-ernst-haeckel-from-his-monograph-of-deep-sea-medusae-18792714918_print?sku=s6-13596955p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Ulmaris, Undosa, Aurosa (available as a print) 

https://society6.com/product/jellyfish-by-ernst-haeckel-from-his-monograph-of-deep-sea-medusae-18792714850_print?sku=s6-13584849p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/jellyfish-by-ernst-haeckel-from-his-monograph-of-deep-sea-medusae-18792714850_print?sku=s6-13584849p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Floscula, Floresca (available as a print) 

https://society6.com/product/jellyfish-by-ernst-haeckel-from-his-monograph-of-deep-sea-medusae-18792714862_print?sku=s6-13584842p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/jellyfish-by-ernst-haeckel-from-his-monograph-of-deep-sea-medusae-18792714862_print?sku=s6-13584842p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Cunarcha Aeginoides (available as a print) 

https://society6.com/product/jellyfish-by-ernst-haeckel-from-his-monograph-of-deep-sea-medusae-18792714884_print?sku=s6-13584813p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/jellyfish-by-ernst-haeckel-from-his-monograph-of-deep-sea-medusae-18792714884_print?sku=s6-13584813p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Ephyra, Palephyra, Zonephyra, Nausicaa (available as a print) 

https://society6.com/product/jellyfish-by-ernst-haeckel-from-his-monograph-of-deep-sea-medusae-18792714865_print?sku=s6-13584839p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/jellyfish-by-ernst-haeckel-from-his-monograph-of-deep-sea-medusae-18792714865_print?sku=s6-13584839p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Pectis Antarctica (available as a print) 

https://society6.com/product/jellyfish-by-ernst-haeckel-from-his-monograph-of-deep-sea-medusae-18792714887_print?sku=s6-13584810p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/jellyfish-by-ernst-haeckel-from-his-monograph-of-deep-sea-medusae-18792714887_print?sku=s6-13584810p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Polycolpa Forskalii (available as a print) 

https://society6.com/product/jellyfish-by-ernst-haeckel-from-his-monograph-of-deep-sea-medusae-18792714886_print?sku=s6-13584811p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/jellyfish-by-ernst-haeckel-from-his-monograph-of-deep-sea-medusae-18792714886_print?sku=s6-13584811p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Tesserantha Connectens (available as a print) 

https://society6.com/product/jellyfish-by-ernst-haeckel-from-his-monograph-of-deep-sea-medusae-18792714883_print?sku=s6-13584815p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/jellyfish-by-ernst-haeckel-from-his-monograph-of-deep-sea-medusae-18792714883_print?sku=s6-13584815p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Periphylla Mirabilis (available as a print) 

https://society6.com/product/jellyfish-by-ernst-haeckel-from-his-monograph-of-deep-sea-medusae-18792714880_print?sku=s6-13584816p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/jellyfish-by-ernst-haeckel-from-his-monograph-of-deep-sea-medusae-18792714880_print?sku=s6-13584816p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Leonura Terminalis (available as a print) 

https://society6.com/product/jellyfish-by-ernst-haeckel-from-his-monograph-of-deep-sea-medusae-18792714879_print?sku=s6-13584820p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/jellyfish-by-ernst-haeckel-from-his-monograph-of-deep-sea-medusae-18792714879_print?sku=s6-13584820p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Tetranema, Dissonema, Thaumantias, Cosmetira, Melicertella, Polyorchis (available as a print) 

https://society6.com/product/jellyfish-by-ernst-haeckel-from-his-monograph-of-deep-sea-medusae-18792714872_print?sku=s6-13584832p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/jellyfish-by-ernst-haeckel-from-his-monograph-of-deep-sea-medusae-18792714872_print?sku=s6-13584832p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Tessera, Depastrella (available as a print) 

https://society6.com/product/jellyfish-by-ernst-haeckel-from-his-monograph-of-deep-sea-medusae-18792714870_print?sku=s6-13584833p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/jellyfish-by-ernst-haeckel-from-his-monograph-of-deep-sea-medusae-18792714870_print?sku=s6-13584833p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Pericolpa (available as a print) 

https://society6.com/product/jellyfish-by-ernst-haeckel-from-his-monograph-of-deep-sea-medusae-18792714867_print?sku=s6-13584837p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/jellyfish-by-ernst-haeckel-from-his-monograph-of-deep-sea-medusae-18792714867_print?sku=s6-13584837p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Periphylla (available as a print) 

When Haeckel, almost fifty, was able to built a house of his own in Jena, he adorned its walls with frescoes of 

medusae and called it Villa Medusa. 

https://society6.com/product/jellyfish-by-ernst-haeckel-from-his-monograph-of-deep-sea-medusae-18792714866_print?sku=s6-13584838p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/jellyfish-by-ernst-haeckel-from-his-monograph-of-deep-sea-medusae-18792714866_print?sku=s6-13584838p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Codonium, Sarsia, Dicodonium, Amphicodon, Amalthaea (available as a print) 

https://society6.com/product/jellyfish-by-ernst-haeckel-from-his-monograph-of-deep-sea-medusae-1879_print?sku=s6-13584855p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/jellyfish-by-ernst-haeckel-from-his-monograph-of-deep-sea-medusae-1879_print?sku=s6-13584855p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Drymonema Victoria (available as a print) 

Anyone who has suffered savaging personal loss knows intimately that moment — a moment that can last 

months, years, a lifetime — when it seems like the only way to lose one’s suffering is to lose oneself. Perhaps 

https://society6.com/product/jellyfish-by-ernst-haeckel-from-his-monograph-of-deep-sea-medusae-18792714877_print?sku=s6-13584822p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/jellyfish-by-ernst-haeckel-from-his-monograph-of-deep-sea-medusae-18792714877_print?sku=s6-13584822p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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what drew Haeckel to these particular creatures was their particular evolutionary biology, which dissolves the 

very notion of a self. In their complex life-cycles, the concept of individuality ceases to make sense — the 

psychological reality of our human existence, in which we spend our lives trying to discern where we end and 

the rest of the world begins, is a physiological reality for jellyfish. (The great scientist and poet Lewis Thomas 

would explore this a century after Haeckel in The Medusa and the Snail — one of the profoundest, most 

beautiful things ever written about the paradoxes of the self.) Some jellyfish species pulse into existence via a 

process of alternating generation — the adult animals swim untethered and reproduce sexually, but the larvae 

that emerge from their fertilized eggs become hydra-like creatures that root to the seafloor, asexually 

sprouting buds that then restart the cycle by developing into the drifting, mate-seeking grown jellyfish. Some 

exist as specialized parts of a vast colonial animal, in which individuals become organs — reproductive, 

digestive, motive — of this collective being. 

For Haeckel, much of the medusae’s enchantment and consolation radiated from this very unselfing. Likening 

them to bouquets of flowers endowed with “an intricate structure indicating a most interesting and rather 

advanced division of labor,” he wrote: 

Think of a delicate slim bouquet of flowers, the leaves and colored buds of which are as transparent as glass, a 

bouquet that winds through the water in a graceful and lively fashion — then you’ll have an idea of these 

wonderful, beautiful, and delicate colonial animals. 

In this flowering collectivism Haeckel found not only solace for the aches of the self but affirmation of the 

central ideas that animated him into becoming one of the most ardent and effective advocates for Darwin’s 

evolutionary theory against the era’s ferocious tide of dogmatic opposition. Darwin, who had waded through 

his own fathomless loss when his daughter Annie died despite his every effort to save her, placed at the center 

of his scientific work the notion of natural selection — the survival and improvement of the species through 

the demise of the individual. Such an understanding, scientific or personal, renders death not a slight by fate 

but an ally of nature, part of the impartial laws holding the universe together — mortality unmoored from 

morality and metaphysics. “There is grandeur in this view of life,” Darwin whispered to himself in the closing 

pages of a book bellowing a new scientific truth that A century later, picking up where Haeckel left off and 

wresting ecology from the insular vernacular of science to embed it into the popular lexicon, Rachel Carson 

— another visionary marine biologist who lived between the tragic and the transcendent — reaffirmed that 

grandeur in a pioneering masterwork of scientific poetics, writing that “the lifespan of a particular plant or 

animal appears, not as drama complete in itself, but only as a brief interlude in a panorama of endless 

change.” 

forever changed humanity’s understanding of nature. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/01/figuring/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/01/figuring/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/10/25/lewis-thomas-the-medusa-and-the-snail-self/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/03/13/letters-of-consolation/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/01/27/rachel-carson-silent-spring-dorothy-freeman/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/02/28/undersea-rachel-carson/
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Pteronema, Gemmaria, Ctenaria, Dendronema (available as a print) 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/03/26/ernst-haeckel-

medusae/?mc_cid=03c8b60353&mc_eid=d1c16ac662

https://society6.com/product/jellyfish-by-ernst-haeckel-from-his-monograph-of-deep-sea-medusae-18792714868_print?sku=s6-13584836p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Broken heart, disconnected brain 

NEUROBIOLOGY 

ByRosa García-Verdugo November 25, 2020 0 comments 

 

https://mappingignorance.org/category/science/neurobiology/
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/11/25/broken-heart-disconnected-brain/#author
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Going through a break up is kind of traumatic. We all have felt it sometime, not only your heart is broken but 

your brain feels like out of sync and incapable of proper functioning. Well, this is not just an impression, new 

research has found there is a relationship between a broken heart and a disconnected brain. 

A new study 1 published in the journal Neuroimage Clinical examined the brains of 69 people who had 

recently suffered a break up and found that there is indeed something not quite working as it should there. 

Obviously getting your heart broken can get you a bit depressed and the researchers measured the levels of 

depression of the participants on several scales and compared them with the patterns of brain activation seen 

in brain scans. 

What resulted from the combination of these two data sources was the following correlation: those people 

who felt more desperate also shown the biggest deficits in terms of integration. This is the brain’s capacity to 

gather information from all relevant brain regions in order to make decisions according to the circumstances 

or our environment. Obviously, lacking on this capacity does not pan well for daily life. 

Furthermore, the researchers found a correlation among depressive symptoms and decreased brain regional 

specialization, which would in turn lead to a sort of chaotic brain soup which would reduce cognitive 

performance. In other words, your brain would not just know where to start dealing with a problem. Like 

when you have a long to-do list and everything results distracting, when your heart is broken your brain is 

disconnected. 

What we can learn from this study are a couple of things: first, there is a proof now that brains are not capable 

of normal functioning under strenuous emotional circumstances and that not dealing with depressive 

symptoms affects cognitive abilities to points which might be all but incapacitating. 

References 

1. Alonso Martínez, S. et al. (2020) Reduced spatio-temporal brain dynamics are associated with 

increased depressive symptoms after a relationship breakup Neuroimage 

Clinical doi: 10.1016/j.nicl.2020.102299 ↩ 
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Rosa studied Biochemistry at University of Oviedo and, after working for a while in immunology at the 

Center for Biological Research (CIB) and another brief period of systems biology at the Center for Genomic 

Regulation (CRG), she eventually got her PhD in systems neurobiology at the Max-Planck-Institute of 

Neurobiology in Munich. Her research deals with neuronal plasticity in mouse visual cortex and big 2-photon 

microscopes. 

 Website 

 @starvingneuron 

 

https://mappingignorance.org/2020/11/25/broken-heart-disconnected-

brain/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28M

apping+Ignorance%29 

  

http://starvingneuron.com/
https://twitter.com/starvingneuron
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/11/25/broken-heart-disconnected-brain/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/11/25/broken-heart-disconnected-brain/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/11/25/broken-heart-disconnected-brain/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 546 january 2021 

 

133 

Terry Southern’s Lucid Absurdities 

From his novels Candy and The Magic Christian to his work on Dr. Strangelove and Barbarella, Terry 

Southern sought to expose madness. 

 

  

Jonathan Aprea/Getty 

By: Eric Been  

 “The whole world is watching!” the protestors roared in unison, as Americans tuned into the evening news to 

witness the carnage erupting at the 1968 Democratic National Convention in Chicago. Baton-wielding cops 

cracked heads, according to the historian Melvin Small, tear-gassed the once-peaceful demonstrators, and 

National Guard members marched around Grant Park with M1 Garand rifles, complete with bayonets. 

That spring, Martin Luther King, Jr. and Robert F. Kennedy were assassinated, while the Vietnam War rolled 

on. When the convention came around in late August, Richard Nixon had already locked in the Republican 

https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/eric-been/
https://www.jstor.org/stable/3190075?mag=terry-southerns-lucid-absurdities
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nod, while Hubert Humphrey was vying for the other side of the ballot against Eugene McCarthy, the anti-war 

senator from Minnesota. 

Weekly Newsletter 

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

Subscribe
 

Privacy Policy   Contact Us 

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

Humphrey (ultimately the winner of the Democratic side of the ticket) wouldn’t break with President Lyndon 

Johnson and his pro-war stance on Vietnam (Johnson had decided not to run for a second term), and, as such, 

a protest was inevitable. Hippies, Yippies, Students for a Democratic Society (SDS) members, and college-

aged kids descended en masse to the city to show their disenchantment. 

Among the swirl were Esquire’s three correspondents—the satirist Terry Southern, Naked Lunch author 

William S. Burroughs, and the French writer Jean Genet. The magazine “parachuted them in” to give an eye-

witness account of the events. “Going there wasn’t our idea,” Southern said decades later, adding: “You have 

no idea how wild the police were. They were totally out of control. I mean, it was a police riot, that’s what it 

was.” The writer would later be called to testify in the conspiracy trial of the so-called Chicago Seven. 

* * * 

Southern captured the chaos in a subsequent article titled “Grooving in Chi.” At freewheeling turns, the work 

shifts around accounting the “rage [that] seemed to engender rage; the bloodier and the more brutal the cops 

were, the more their fury increased,” moving to him hanging with Allen Ginsberg while the poet chanted 

“om” in Lincoln Park in an effort to calm the demonstrators down, to Southern having drinks at a hotel bar 

with the writer William Styron. “There was a certain undeniable decadence,” Southern writes, “in the way we 

sat there, drinks in hand, watching the kids in the street get wiped out.” 

Southern wasn’t an overtly political writer, but politics always got into the blood of his work from the 

1950s and 60s. 

At one point, Southern witnessed the police using undercover provocateurs—“cops dressed like hippies 

whose job it was to incite the crowd to acts of violence which would justify police intervention or, failing that, 

to commit such acts themselves” (a practice, as it happens, that police still use today). Southern encapsulates 

the mindset of those who opposed the anti-war objectors, ending the piece by quoting a middle-aged man and 

Humphrey supporter. While standing next to the writer and viewing an officer beating “a thin blond boy 

around seventeen,” the bystander sides with the cop, telling Southern, “Hell… I’d sooner live in one of those 

damn police states as put up with that kind of thing.” 

https://about.jstor.org/privacy/
http://www.jstor.org/contact-us/
https://www.jstor.org/stable/24497870?mag=terry-southerns-lucid-absurdities
https://classic.esquire.com/article/1968/11/1/grooving-in-chi
https://daily.jstor.org/terry-southerns-lucid-absurdities/?utm_term=Terry%20Southern%27s%20Lucid%20Absurdities&utm_campaign=jstordaily_11262020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/terry-southerns-lucid-absurdities/?utm_term=Terry%20Southern%27s%20Lucid%20Absurdities&utm_campaign=jstordaily_11262020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://theintercept.com/2020/06/02/history-united-states-government-infiltration-protests/
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Southern wasn’t an overtly political writer, but politics always got into the blood of his work from the 1950s 

and 60s. For him, surreal satire was a form of social protest. In a Life magazine profile, Southern said his task 

was to “to astonish.” He added: “Not shock—shock is a worn-out word—but astonish. The world has no 

grounds for complacency. The Titanic couldn’t sink but it did. Where you find something worth blasting, I 

want to blast it.” The things he wanted imploded were, among other things, greed, sanctimony, frauds, 

moralism, and injustice. 

* * * 

Southern contained multitudes: He was a first-rate screenwriter, novelist, essayist, cultural tastemaker, critic, 

craftsman of the weird short-story, and a devotee of letter-writing (a mode he once called “the purest form of 

writing there is… because it’s writing to an audience of one”). One of Southern’s touchstones was the notion 

of the grotesque—he wanted to examine what disturbed people, pushing a macabre-showing mirror back in 

his audience’s face, and to muck through the modern American “freak show” at large. 

Born in the cotton-farming town of Alvarado, Texas, in 1924, Southern went on to become a U.S. Army 

demolitions expert in World War II. After earning an English degree at Northwestern University, he 

subsequently studied philosophy in Paris at the Sorbonne, via the G.I. Bill. In France, after finishing up at 

school in the early fifties, Southern stayed in the Latin Quarter for a stint—enticed by existentialism, the 

city’s jazz scene, and the literary crowd he fell into. 

Among his acquaintances and peers were Henry Miller, Samuel Beckett, and the founders of The Paris 

Review, George Plimpton and Peter Matthiessen. According to Matthiessen, he’s said the discovery of 

Southern’s short story “The Accident” was the “catalyst” for starting the literary publication—a piece that ran 

in the first issue (1953). 

By the 60s, Southern was an alternative culture icon and one of the best-known writers in America. He landed 

on the cover of The Beatles’ Sgt. Pepper’s Lonely Hearts Club Band, nested behind his friend Lenny Bruce 

and his hero Edgar Allan Poe. The critic Dwight Garner once called him the “countercultural Zelig.” In many 

ways, his work can be seen as an artistic bridge between the Beats and the subsequent Hippie Generation. 

Southern, however, never fit snugly into either camp. According to David Tully, author of the critical 

study Terry Southern and the American Grotesque (2010), Southern traced his literary lineage to writers like 

Poe, William Faulkner, and continental philosophy, while Beats like Jack Kerouac and Allen Ginsberg’s 

sensibility stemmed from Walt Whitman, Ralph Waldo Emerson, as well as Buddhism. “[A]rt,” Southern 

once said, “should be iconoclastic.” 

Southern’s reputation was as one of the leading “put-on” black humorists, then seen as a subversive 

sensibility, one that used irony to cast fury at society. Critics lumped Southern in with Thomas Pynchon, Kurt 

Vonnegut, and Joseph Heller. In 1967, The New Yorker called him “the greatest fake-out protractor in modern 

literature.” 

* * * 

https://www.nytimes.com/2015/12/16/books/review-in-yours-in-haste-and-adoration-terry-southerns-thoughts-spill-out.html
https://www.theguardian.com/film/2011/dec/22/zelig-film-review
https://www.newyorker.com/magazine/1967/06/24/the-put-on
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James Coburn, Ewa Aulin and others crowd on and around a hospital bed in a scene from the film Candy, 

1968. Getty 

Candy, a novel cowritten with Mason Hoffenberg, was Southern’s most famous title—a subversive “dirty 

book” loosely based on Voltaire’s Candide. First released in 1958 under the pen name Maxwell Kenton, it 

was swiftly banned in France (its publisher, the Paris-based Olympia Press, had also put out other scandalous 

volumes like Lolita and Naked Lunch). When it was finally re-released in 1964 in the U.S. (now under the 

coauthors real names), Candy became a bestseller. So much so, the title ended up being scrutinized by J. 

Edgar Hoover’s FBI for being a work of pornography. In a memorandum, the agency ultimately determined 

the book was a “satirical parody of the pornographic books which currently flood our newsstands,” and as 

such, should be left alone. 

Also in 1958, Southern put out Flash and Filigree, a derisive, surrealistic novel that’s a send up of, among a 

slew of other things, the medical and entertainment industries. One of the main characters is “the world’s 

foremost dermatologist,” Dr. Frederick Eichner, who meets Felix Treevly, a trickster figure who takes 
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Eichner through a series of crazed follies. Probably the most memorable one is Eichner stumbling into a 

television studio where a quiz TV show, called What’s My Disease, is taping. Contestants are pushed out on 

stage and a logic-professor host wonders whether they have a serious ailment. “Is it elephantiasis?,” he 

quizzes one participant after several queries from the audience. It happens to be the right answer. Here, it 

could be argued, Southern’s narrative presages the tawdry side of today’s reality shows, particularly the 

notion of using another’s suffering as a form of entertainment. 

Southern’s greatest literary achievement, though, might be The Magic Christian (1959), an absurdist comic 

novel about the fanatical exploits of Guy Grand, an eccentric billionaire who uses his wealth to pull 

outlandish pranks on the public in an effort to prove that everyone has a price. His sole stated goal is to “make 

it hot for them” (a credo Southern used for his own work—also the title of his unfinished autobiography). 

Grand’s satirical campaign against American culture is free-roaming: he takes on advertising, the media, film, 

TV, sports, and more. 

In one exploit, Grand, who often wears plastic animal masks while pulling his escapade, procures manure, 

urine, and blood from a Chicago stockyard, has it poured into a boiling hot vat in the suburbs, and stirs in 

thousands of dollars with a sign that reads “FREE $ HERE.” Elsewhere, for instance, he bribes an actor 

playing a doctor on a live TV medical drama to halt a surgery, look into the camera, and tell the audience that 

if he has to say “one more line of this drivel,” he’ll “vomit right into that incision I’ve made.” It caps off with 

him playfully terrorizing rich patrons on his luxury cruise ship. 
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Peter Sellers in the film The Magic Christian, 1969. Getty 

The book hardly has a plot. Taken one way, it’s a work of so-called “termite art,” the influential coinage by 

the critic Manny Farber in his essay “White Elephant Art vs. Termite Art” (1962). For Farber, white-elephant 

art was the concept of shooting for a masterpiece—works of art crafted with “overripe technique shrieking 

with precocity, fame, ambition.” Termite art, meanwhile, is work that “goes always forward eating its own 

boundaries, and likely as not, leaves nothing in its path other than signs of eager, industrious, unkempt 

activity.” 

After the publication of The Magic Christian—mostly because of monetary problems—Southern moved away 

from what he called “the Quality Lit game,” shifting mostly to journalism, criticism, and, in the end, 

screenwriting. He landed gigs with places like the aforementioned Esquire—and dismantled the style and 

rhythm of magazine writing at the time in the process. Indeed, Southern laid the groundwork for writers like 

Hunter S. Thompson and David Foster Wallace. 
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In 1963, Esquire ran Southern’s “Twirling at Ole Miss.,” a piece Tom Wolfe cited as the first to use so-

called New Journalism techniques, a mash-up of reportage and the narrative style often associated with 

fiction. One could argue that Norman Mailer got there first—or, for that matter, nineteenth-century writers 

like Stephen Crane. Three year earlier, Esquire sent Mailer to the 1960 Democratic National Convention. The 

result was “Superman Comes to the Supermarket,” which focuses on John F. Kennedy’s ramp up to the 

presidency. Mailer acts as a floating eye, subjectively documenting the circus. What was fresh about what 

Southern did in “Twirling” was centering himself as a character. On the surface, the premise is simple and 

seemingly boring—a journalist going to Oxford, Mississippi, to cover the Dixie National Baton Twirling 

Institute. But as Wolfe noted, the “supposed subject (e.g., baton twirlers) becomes incidental.” The story 

becomes inverted—rather than a reported story, it morphs into a story about Southern doing the reporting. 

* * * 

Southern longed to work on movies, writing at one point, “it is not possible for a book to compete, 

aesthetically, psychologically, or in any other way, with a film.” 

In the fall of 1962, the director Stanley Kubrick and the writer Peter George found themselves stuck. They 

were working on a film-script outline based on George’s Red Alert, a novel published in 1958 under the 

pseudonym Peter Bryant. An officer for the Royal Air Force, George took on the fake name due to the work’s 

focus: the possible end of the world through accidental nuclear war. 

Kubrick and George were culling together a melodrama around the military-industrial complex—one that 

Kubrick felt wasn’t working—mainly because of the existential absurdity of the apocalyptic premise. Around 

then, Peter Sellers—the comedic actor and eventual star of the film—gave Kubrick a copy of The Magic 

Christian (Sellers, it is said, bought 100 or so copies to give as gifts to friends). Kubrick was absorbed by the 

book, and ended up bringing Southern on board to collaborate on what would ultimately become the 

subversive black comedy Dr Strangelove or: How I Learned to Stop Worrying and Love the Bomb. 

http://reprints.longform.org/twirling-at-ole-miss
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George C Scott in Dr Strangelove or: How I Learned to Stop Worrying and Love the Bomb. Getty 

With Southern as a collaborator, Dr. Strangelove’s script changed tonally, morphing into a “comic-grotesque” 

tug-of-war between the rational and the absurd, with the latter winning out. But it’s also hilarious, chock-full 

of caricature, subversive sexual jokes, a torrent of innuendos, riffs on names, and all-out tomfoolery. 

“Mein Führer, I can valk!” the nuclear scientist and former-Nazi, Dr. Strangelove, shouts while standing up 

from his wheelchair to salute the U.S. President, named Merkin Muffley, near the film’s crescendo (Sellers 

played both characters). Moments before, the Hitler-sympathizing scientist struggles to keep his mechanical 

arm from throwing up a Nazi “heil” sign. This is clearly a Southern crafted scene—an absurdist, out-of-

nowhere gag that pokes fun at the macabre situation. 

General Jack Ripper (played by Sterling Hayden) believes the U.S.S.R. was engaging in a “conspiracy to sap 

and impurify all of our precious bodily fluids,” and thus, without authorization from the president, sends off a 

batch of B-52 bombers armed with H-bombs, which in turn eventually sets off a Soviet Doomsday Machine—

one that can wipe out humanity. A slew of nuclear explosions ensues. In the end, as the critic Stanley 

Kauffmann once argued, “[t]he real Doomsday Machine is men.” 

* * * 
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Jane Fonda 

in Barbarella, 1968. Getty 

Off the success of Dr. Strangelove, Southern co-wrote movies like The Cincinnati Kid (1965) 

and Barbarella (1968). One of his lasting contributions to cinema was his input on Easy Rider (1969). 

Southern came up with the title for the movie—a “easy rider” being a slang word for a man who is financially 

supported by a female prostitute (the guy lounges around all day while mooching off her; they would have 

sex, so the coinage goes, after her shift ends). Like Kubrick, Peter Fonda and Dennis Hopper brought 

Southern on to work on the seed of the idea they had for the film. Fonda and particularly Hopper wrongly 

tried to downplay his role after the movie became a hit, and he made a nominal fee for the film. 
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But there’s no denying it: Southern’s fingerprint is smeared all over the work. Take the moral glue of the 

movie—the charismatic, tragic character George Hanson—an alcoholic, the Ole Miss.-sweater wearing 

attorney played by the then-little-known actor Jack Nicholson. Hanson is clearly a Southern creation—one 

loosely based on the fictional lawyer Gavin Stevens, a character that pops up frequently in the novels of 

William Faulkner. Although Hopper tried to take credit for Hanson, Southern insisted that he almost wrote 

almost all of Nicholson’s dialog—indeed, Southern later claimed he was essentially the sole writer of the 

film. 

Dennis Hopper, Jack Nicholson and Peter Fonda in Easy Rider, 1969. Getty 

One critic, Joe B. Lawrence, reads the movie as an allegory “classified with journey archetypes,” which 

“rewrites the idealized American myth of the quest for complete individual freedom.” It’s also about the 

fracturing of idealism. The famous, enigmatic ending of the movie, which Southern conceived of, has been 

read as a signifier of the end Sixties romanticism. Ellen Willis, writing for The New York Review of Books, 

concluded her review of the film, by asking: “Isn’t that exactly where America is heading, to some abrupt, 

apocalyptic explosion—even if the explosion occurs only in our heads?” 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/813945?mag=terry-southerns-lucid-absurdities
https://www.nybooks.com/articles/1970/01/01/see-america-first/
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What ties Southern’s movies together is a willingness to eschew a neat, happy ending for the audience (the 

world ends in the former; the two main characters get shot and possibly killed in the latter). Both films 

suggest that there is no escaping this maze, since it is of our own very construction. “We blew it!” Fonda’s 

character, Captain America, says towards the end Easy Rider. In Dr. Strangelove, the movie caps off with 

Major T. J. “King” Kong riding a freefalling nuclear bomb, headed for the U.S.S.R. While Kong doesn’t 

know the detonation will cause a Russian doomsday device to blow up the world, here, still, he “blew it.” 

* * * 

The narrative usually told about Southern is that his shining, surreal career was largely subdued by the 1970s, 

done in by drugs, drinking, and debt. There were some high times still to be had, though largely unfruitful 

ones when it came to literary output. In the early part of the decade, for instance, Southern—along with 

Truman Capote—traveled with The Rolling Stones in 1972 on the debauched Exile on Main St. tour. 

A producer commissioned a screenplay about Merlin with the idea that Mick Jagger might play an Arthurian 

knight, but it never materialized. Southern partied with Ringo Starr and botched an attempt to write another 

novel (assigned by the publisher of Rolling Stone magazine, Jann Wenner). In 1981, Saturday Night 

Live brought him on as a staff writer, perhaps the only “proper” job he ever had, and he stayed on for one 

season. During the stint, he convinced his acquaintance Miles Davis to perform on the show. 

He went on to cofound a film production firm with songwriter Harry Nilsson, which produced a single 

(terrible) movie in 1988, The Telephone starring Whoopi Goldberg. In the 1990s, he published the 

novel Texas Summer, and taught sporadically at Yale, eventually landing a stable position (albeit a low-

paying one) teaching film writing at Columbia. In late October 1995, while walking up a flight of stairs at the 

university, he stumbled and fell. A few days later he died, at 71, from respiratory failure. A physician asked 

his son, Nile Southern, whether Terry had once worked in a coal mine since his lungs were so tarnished from 

heavy smoking. Kurt Vonnegut gave his eulogy. 

Despite his two-decade decline and subsequently falling out of style, Southern and his legacy are worth a 

serious reappraisal—particularly now. The point of satire, the best bits of it, are not only to take on and 

expose unjust power and foolishness, but also to cut at the culture that allows this irrationality and folly to 

subsist in the first place. Southern’s finest work consistently worked in both modes—crashing cultural 

platitudes and political pieties, showing how we’re all culprits to the absurdity and grotesqueness we find in 

the world. As the critic David L. Ulin aptly writes in the 2019 rerelease of Flash and Filigree: “We are living 

in a Terry Southern novel, in which insanity has been reframed as normal, so often, so astonishingly, that we 

barely notice anymore.” Southern’s satire, in the end, suggests we need to open our eyes wider and take notice 

of the madness we’ve caused. 
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National Geographic magazines and Indiana Jones movies might have you picturing archaeologists 

excavating near Egyptian pyramids, Stonehenge and Machu Picchu. And some of us do work at these famous 

places. 

But archaeologists like us want to learn about how people from the past lived all over the planet. We rely on 

left-behind artifacts to help fill out that picture. We need to excavate in places where there’s evidence of 

human activity – those clues from the past aren’t always as obvious as a giant pyramid, though. 

Finding that evidence can be as simple as strolling past clearly distinguishable ruins – ah, there are some 

broken pots or carved stones right over there. It can be as complex as using lasers, satellite imagery and other 

new geophysical techniques to reveal long-lost structures. The right skills and tools are helping researchers 

locate traces from the past that would have been overlooked even a few decades ago. 

Open eyes, open ears, open minds 

The simplest and oldest identification method is a pedestrian survey: looking for evidence of human activity, 

either on unstructured strolls or when walking in a grid. Unless the evidence is crystal clear – like those 

broken pots – such surveys usually need a trained eye to read the clues. 

In Belize, where one of us (Gabe) works, remains of houses and even large temple pyramids that were 

abandoned over 1,000 years ago are usually covered in trees and plants; exposed sections look like stone 

piles. 

https://theconversation.com/institutions/michigan-state-university-1349
https://theconversation.com/us/partners
https://scholar.google.com/citations?user=HtKKK9AAAAAJ&hl=en
https://scholar.google.com/citations?hl=en&user=7JZmEuwAAAAJ
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I brought my father to a site where workers had removed the thick foliage so archaeologists could thoroughly 

map the site. Another archaeologist and I excitedly discussed the visible architectural features – patios, 

terraces, the stubs of walls. Finally, my dad threw his hands up in the air and said “All I see are rocks!” 

But our trained eyes recognized that the piles of stones or earthen mounds we saw were suspiciously aligned. 

Stare at archaeological sites long enough and you’ll notice them too. 

 

Archaeologist Josue Ramos from the Belize Institute of Archaeology stands beside a mound of rocks newly 

revealed in cleared jungle. Its size and shape show that this site is part of an ancient building. Gabriel 

Wrobel, CC BY-ND 

Understanding what you see also can require familiarity with local geology and flora. And who is more 

familiar than the people who live in a region? It pays for archaeologists to make friends with the locals and to 

be very respectful of their knowledge. In my work in Belize, most of the settlement and ritual cave sites where 

my students and I work were initially identified by local hunters who know the forest and its landmarks 

intimately. 
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https://www.cambridge.org/core/journals/antiquity/article/maya-mortuary-landscapes-central-belize/3250676C4186537A4E605EDE921F0F57/core-reader
https://images.theconversation.com/files/371991/original/file-20201130-23-5sy8x4.JPG?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 546 january 2021 

 

148 

One time, I was walking through the jungle in Belize when a local friend of mine stopped suddenly in what 

appeared to me as a random cluster of trees. He said “This must have been someone’s farm.” He’d seen 

specific domestic plants that are commonly found in gardens in his village. Not being as familiar with local 

flora, I never would have noticed this subtle difference. So, even living plants can be considered part of 

human-modified archaeological sites. 

High-tech remote sensing 

In recent years, archaeologists have begun to use new methods to find archaeological sites that had previously 

been overlooked. These techniques, broadly referred to as remote sensing, allow us to peer through dense 

forests without clearing them, digitally removing jungle growth and centuries of soil to reveal long-lost 

structures hidden beneath. High-resolution scans using lasers or 3D photographs can even detect subtle 

undulations of ground surfaces that are not visible to the human eye. 

 

The view of fields around the Maya site of Saturday Creek, Belize. The image on left stitched together 

thousands of photographs into a single 3D surface. The image on the right used virtual illumination to 

highlight small changes in elevation to identify ancient house mounds. Models created by Mark Willis, used 

with permission of Eleanor Harrison-Buck, CC BY-ND 
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For instance, LiDAR – light detection and ranging – fires pulsed lasers to determine distance based on what 

reflects back and how quickly. When used from a plane, millions of points are collected, resulting in a 

detailed topographic map of the landscape. Specialists working with these data can remove trees and other 

objects to digitally expose ground surfaces. 

A recent example at the ancient Maya city of Tikal, Guatemala, revealed around 61,000 structures in the 

jungles surrounding the city’s center. The density of settlement came as a shock because, despite extensive 

pedestrian survey in the past, even experienced archaeologists failed to recognize most of these ephemeral 

remains. 

Increasingly, archaeologists find sites by searching satellite imagery, including Google Earth. For instance, 

during a recent drought in England, the remains of ancient features began to appear across the landscape and 

were visible from above. 

 

This image presents magnetic data from the Hollywood Mounds site, a Mississippian mound center in Tunica 

County, Miss. Excavation verified that the rectangular shapes are the remains of wattle-and-daub 

structures. Bryan Haley 

Remote sensing can also focus on smaller areas. Geophysical techniques are commonly used before 

excavating to scan the ground where researchers know archaeological remains are buried. These 

https://www.geospatialworld.net/blogs/what-is-lidar-technology-and-how-does-it-work/
https://www.nationalgeographic.com/news/2018/02/maya-laser-lidar-guatemala-pacunam/
https://www.nationalgeographic.com/news/2018/02/maya-laser-lidar-guatemala-pacunam/
https://www.nytimes.com/2018/08/15/opinion/britain-drought-cropmarks-summer.html
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nondestructive methods help pick out buried anomalies from surrounding soils by distinguishing their density, 

magnetic properties or conduction of electrical currents. 

[Deep knowledge, daily. Sign up for The Conversation’s newsletter.] 

The shape and alignment of these features can often provide clues about what they are. For instance, the dense 

walls of a building will show up as distinct from the surrounding soil. 

What will archaeologists of the future find? 

As you look around for evidence of human activity in the past, remember you’re actively involved in making 

the archaeological sites of the future. Since archaeology is the study of anything material left behind by 

human beings, that definition also fits what remains after Nevada’s annual Burning Man festival, for example, 

or as migrants journey across the U.S.-Mexico border. 
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Tailgating (and associated trash) in the University of Idaho’s Kibbie Dome parking lot in 2011. Curtis 

Cawley, Kaitlin Frederickson, Allison Neterer and Wendy Willis., CC BY-ND 

In fact, there are archaeological sites nearly everywhere you look. One of us (Stacey) once studied trash left 

behind during tailgating parties. My students and I wanted to understand if alumni and students were drinking 

different types of alcohol. Using archaeological methodologies, we discovered that alumni partied with 

expensive alcohol, such as wine and microbrews, while students drank what they could afford: cheap, 

corporate beers, with Coors Light and Bud Light being the most common beers of choice. 

We made this archaeological “discovery” by carefully mapping and identifying trash prior to and during the 

game. While most of it was picked up, smaller pieces undoubtedly found their way into the soil, perhaps to be 

discovered by a future Campus Archaeology Program. 

 

http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nd/4.0/
https://doi.org/10.1080/00438243.2010.497397
http://campusarch.msu.edu/
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Future archaeologists will find a lot of plastic – like these microplastics on a Vietnamese beach – in layers of 

the Earth dating to the current era. Gabriel Wrobel, CC BY-ND 

We archaeologists used to dig primarily at sites that were easy to find. Technology is changing that. In fact, 

applications like Google Earth are making possible a new era of citizen science, with researchers sometimes 

enlisting the help of members of the public to comb through data. Through efforts by archaeologists to engage 

and educate the public, including incorporating volunteers into lab and field work, giving public 

lectures and workshops, and creating accessible web resources, we hope to show that the story of our past is 

often hidden in plain sight. 
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