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A Brief History of the Women’s KKK 

The Women’s KKK, an affiliated-but-separate racist organization for white Protestant women, courted 

members through an insincere “empowerment feminism.” 

 

via Wikimedia Commons 

By: Emily Cataneo  

In American society, white women are often understood as victims, but we—for I am a white woman—also 

can be perpetrators. This peculiar dichotomy has exploded into the national consciousness during this 

summer’s long-overdue reckoning over race. Some white women, while teetering on the ladder of privilege, 

wield their anger as a weapon against those with less power than them. But this dynamic is not new. One of 

the most shocking and extreme examples of white female complicity in American racism is an organization 

called the Women’s Ku Klux Klan. 

The first iteration of the KKK sprang up in Pulaski, Tennessee, after the Civil War, formed by men who were 

disgruntled about newly freed Blacks, resentful about enfranchisement, and craving meaning, excitement, and 

a socially sanctioned venue in which to commit acts of violence. Contemporary observers said that these early 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:1_HOaY86bQHuZmPi3ycln_sw.jpg
https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/emily-cataneo/
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KKK vigilantes wanted “novelty and mystery and secrecy,” as the attorney general of Mississippi testified in 

1871, and they got it, designing elaborate, arcane rituals and rigid hierarchies through which to further their 

hateful anti-Reconstruction agenda. 

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. 

Women did not participate in this iteration of the Klan, except as auxiliaries; some sewed or lent clothes to 

their husbands and family members to aid in their costumed rituals and racist activities. Women also played a 

symbolic role in this version of the Klan: one of the stated goals of these terrorists was—as they would have 

understood it—to shield angelic female innocents from the terrifying Black “demons” who had been 

unleashed on the countryside. Hstorian William F. Pinar explains: 

Particularly during its early years, the male Klan held two contradictory images of femininity and 

womanhood, one imaginary, and one a concession to the reality of concretely existing people. In their 

imagination, white Protestant women (femininity applied only to these) were innocent, virtuous creatures 

whose raison d’être was to support and serve men. In turn, men would protect these vulnerable sexually 

appealing ladies from those sexually rapacious demons (i.e., black men) who could not help but desire them. 

This first Klan collapsed by the 1870s, but the organization had yet to see its heyday. The second Klan began 

in 1915, following an anti-Semitic lynching of a pencil factory superintendent in Atlanta and a cross burning 

on Stone Mountain (also in Georgia). This new Klan, which attracted between three and six million 

Americans throughout the 1920s, differed from its predecessor in key ways: it was in full view of the public 

and even intertwined with American government; and it spread far beyond the South, sweeping throughout 

the United States. The rejuvenated KKK targeted Catholics, Jews, Asian-Americans, Mormons, immigrants, 

socialists, labor radicals, dance hall owners, and more with a heaping dose of the pseudoscience of eugenics. 

“Kleagles,” or paid organizers, would visit an area to figure out who the white Protestants were anxious 

about, then drum up support for the Klan in that area by sowing fear and hatred of the outgroup—for a joining 

fee. This is how the Klan managed to spread to areas without a sizeable Black population (when I was 

growing up, I heard stories from elderly relatives about the Klan marching through my very-white home state 

of New Hampshire, raging against the Catholic French Canadians). 

This second Klan saw the creation of the Women’s KKK, an affiliated but separate organization specifically 

for white Protestant women. The early history of the WKKK was beset by intra-Klan squabbles: one male 

Klan leader started the Kamelias, a women’s white supremacy group, to augment his own power, while 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/42977759?mag=a-brief-history-of-the-womens-kkk&seq=1
https://about.jstor.org/privacy/
http://www.jstor.org/contact-us/
https://daily.jstor.org/history-kkk-american-politics/
https://daily.jstor.org/how-1920s-catholic-students-fought-the-ku-klux-klan/
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another allied with a women’s secret society called The Queens of the Golden Mask. The Golden Mask 

eventually won out and became the WKKK, which received its first official charter in Little Rock, Arkansas, 

in 1923. At its peak, historian Kathleen M. Blee explains in Feminist Studies, the WKKK had chapters in 

every state, with special interest in Ohio, Indiana, Pennsylvania, and Arkansas. 

Like the male version of the KKK, the WKKK had all the hierarchical (and, ironically, very Roman Catholic) 

trappings: the Imperial Commander, the Klaliffs, Klokards, Kligrapps, Klabees, and the Klexter/Klarogos, 

who enforced Klan conduct, initiated new members, collected dues, and planned events. All of these roles and 

activities were filtered through the lenses of racism, nationalism, xenophobia, and a desire to preserve the 

family and combat what they perceived as moral decay. 

With a few exceptions, such as a 1924 riot in which WKKK members paraded around with clubs, the WKKK 

did not engage in the lynching and other acts of violence of their male counterparts. This lack of physical 

violence has led many historical commentators to view WKKK members, and indeed all women involved in 

racist movements, as shadowy, inconsequential figures lurking behind the male actors. 

The WKKK did not appeal to women because it was so novel, but rather because it, and its ideals and rituals, 

fit quite naturally with white Protestant American life. 

But in fact, the WKKK was deeply, regrettably powerful. According to Blee, they were “covert manipulators 

and cultural organizers,” using their social power to further their agendas. Many of these women were already 

savvy social players: post-WWI Protestant social clubs and organizations were natural feeder groups for the 

WKKK. These women led “poison squads,” or whisper networks, to destroy the reputations of anti-Klan 

political candidates by claiming they were Catholic or Jewish. They tried to oust Catholic public school 

teachers, led boycotts of businesses, and campaigned for pro-Klan candidates. They built social ties by 

donating milk to school children and food baskets to needy families, and by planning weddings, christenings, 

funerals, carnivals, lectures, speeches, and parades, complete with floats and lady horseback riders. 

By planning ritual and social events, these women wove the Klan, and its values, into the fabric of American 

social life—indeed, for them, “all the good people belonged to the Klan.” Scholars of the WKKK and the 

general KKK emphasize that these organizations were frightening precisely because of their easy 

compatibility with homogenous, small-town America. The WKKK did not appeal to women because it was so 

novel, but rather because it, and its ideals and rituals, fit quite naturally with white Protestant American life. 

Reflections from former WKKK members demonstrate how many of these women viewed their organization 

as a social club, as a chance for a nice time with friends. At the end of the twentieth century, elderly white 

Protestant women from Indiana, interviewed by Blee, recalled the Klan as “just a celebration… a way of 

growing up,” and as “a way to get together and enjoy.” And in the 1980s, when researchers tried to figure 

out who supported the resurging Klan of the Civil Rights era (an organization without a separate female 

group, and without the veneer of respectability of the 1920s KKK), pro-Klan female respondents argued that 

the organization was devoted to charitable activities and that it consisted of good people. 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/3178170?mag=a-brief-history-of-the-womens-kkk
https://www.jstor.org/stable/3178170?mag=a-brief-history-of-the-womens-kkk
https://www.jstor.org/stable/190195?mag=a-brief-history-of-the-womens-kkk
https://daily.jstor.org/a-brief-history-of-the-womens-kkk/?utm_term=A%20Brief%20History%20of%20the%20Women%27s%20KKK&utm_campaign=jstordaily_10152020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/a-brief-history-of-the-womens-kkk/?utm_term=A%20Brief%20History%20of%20the%20Women%27s%20KKK&utm_campaign=jstordaily_10152020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://www.jstor.org/stable/42977759?mag=a-brief-history-of-the-womens-kkk
https://www.jstor.org/stable/42977759?mag=a-brief-history-of-the-womens-kkk
https://www.jstor.org/stable/2784043?mag=a-brief-history-of-the-womens-kkk
https://www.jstor.org/stable/2784043?mag=a-brief-history-of-the-womens-kkk


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 547 january 2020 

 

6 

A group of masked Ku Klux Klan women lined up on both sides of a road upholding a cross and a flag, US, 

circa 1940 Getty 

 

The image of women forming fun social clubs around their shared commitment to xenophobia and racism is 

troubling, to put it mildly. That some of these women were conservatives through and through at least fits 

with what we might expect. But what’s shocking and disturbing is the fact that in the course of crusading for 

white supremacy, some members and chapters of the WKKK also espoused an apparently contradictory 

commitment to both progressive politics and feminism. 

This was partly a recruitment tactic. With white women newly able to vote and enjoying political power for 

the first time, the WKKK lured in members by positioning itself as a safeguard for those newly won rights. A 

recruitment ad for the Indiana WKKK showcases this strategy: 
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Two female Ku Klux Klan members standing next to a burning cross, USA, circa 1965 Getty 

Men no longer aspire to exclusive domination in any field of endeavor that is his authorship, and whether she 

wears the cool, sequestered veil of life in the home or whether she is in the busy walks of business or fashion, 
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woman is now called to put her splendid efforts and abilities behind a movement for 100 percent American 

women. 

But scholars of the WKKK also report that this wasn’t only a recruitment tactic. It seems that some of these 

women actually saw the WKKK as a vehicle through which to protect and consolidate the rights of white, 

Protestant women. In order to understand how a commitment to feminism became tangled up with a 

commitment to racism, it’s instructional to examine the history of women’s participation in other social 

movements of the late nineteenth and early twentieth centuries. Both the temperance and suffrage movements 

were shot through with racism and nativism. A New York Times article published around the centennial of 

the nineteenth Amendment this summer noted how these prejudices poisoned or distorted the views of some 

white pro-suffrage leaders. These women often espoused equality for women while simultaneously trafficking 

in toxic rhetoric about, for example, Black rapists. 

Kathleen Blee locates in this cocktail of so-called feminism and racism the undercurrent of thought that made 

the 1920s WKKK possible. She writes that once the suffrage fight was won in 1920 and feminists were no 

longer united around this common goal, they were free to splinter into subgroups. And some of those 

subgroups were dedicated to keeping America white. In this darkest, most insincere version of empowerment 

feminism, the WKKK promised women the chance to assert their newfound political power, to live life 

outside the confines of the home, and to exercise autonomy—some women even rebelled against their 

husbands or divorced them to join the WKKK. 

Many of the WKKK’s leaders were already active outside the home: Lulu Markwell, the first national head of 

the WKKK, had worked for women’s suffrage. Daisy Douglas Barr, who led the WKKK in Indiana and seven 

other states, was an ordained Quaker preacher. Barr was also the first female vice-chair of the Republican 

state committee, and an active participant in temperance and women’s organizations. Mary Benadum, another 

WKKK leader in Muncie, was active in clubs, churches, and in an organization called the Business and 

Professional Women of Indiana, while Lillian Sedwick, another leader, was on the school board in 

Indianapolis. 

Some of these women claimed that the WKKK would protect against sexual harassment and delinquent 

husbands. They claimed that the Klan was fighting against the so-called reactionary cultures of Jews, 

Catholics, and Southern Blacks. As Blee and Pinar chronicle, many of these women claimed to believe in 

feminism and equal pay. Pinar writes about one kleagle who encouraged WKKK mothers to campaign for an 

eight-hour workday for the job of childcare. This kleagle and others like her claimed that, through the 

WKKK, white Protestant women could demand more respect and protections for traditional “women’s work.” 

Were these commitments sincere? It’s impossible to know the true motivations of historical actors, of course, 

but Blee—who spent significant time interviewing former WKKK members in their old age—believed that 

they were. In his article “White Women in the Ku Klux Klan,” published in the 

journal Counterpoints, William Pinar quotes Blee: “‘Some Klanswomen had a facile ability to fold bitter 

racial and religious bigotry into progressive politics. One former Klanswoman, for example, insisted that she 

saw no inconsistency between participation in the 1920s Klan and her support of economic redistribution and 

feminism.’” Pinar calls this a “very strange mix” of the progressive and reactionary, but says that as far as we 

can know, these women claimed to see no inconsistency between their racism and their zeal for Social 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/25002072?mag=a-brief-history-of-the-womens-kkk
https://www.jstor.org/stable/25002072?mag=a-brief-history-of-the-womens-kkk
https://www.nytimes.com/2018/07/28/opinion/sunday/suffrage-movement-racism-black-women.html
https://www.jstor.org/stable/3178170?mag=a-brief-history-of-the-womens-kkk&seq=1
https://www.salon.com/2018/11/29/stop-selling-women-empowerment-feminism-it-doesnt-work-and-its-holding-women-back/
https://www.salon.com/2018/11/29/stop-selling-women-empowerment-feminism-it-doesnt-work-and-its-holding-women-back/
https://www.jstor.org/stable/42977759?mag=a-brief-history-of-the-womens-kkk
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Security benefits and equal pay. Perhaps the WKKK did want to elevate women in society—specifically, 

women who hailed from their culture, who looked, acted, and thought like them. 

Many members of the male KKK were uncomfortable with white women transforming from sweet, maternal, 

angelic beings who needed protection into actual actors with agency, while some enemies of the WKKK 

trafficked in anti-feminist rhetoric when criticizing the organization. One anti-Klan newspaper in 

Muncie stormed that WKKK members were “bob-haired” and “Amazons,” and that the organization was “a 

front for women’s adulterous trysts.” But just because the WKKK received criticism from anti-feminist 

writers does not make its members worthy of respect. A woman taking action and facing criticism for it does 

not automatically get to claim the label “feminist.” 

The WKKK, along with the 1920s iteration of the male KKK, trickled away by 1930, and later incarnations of 

the Klan did not boast a specific women’s organization or any commitments to women’s rights. But the story 

of the WKKK is a stark, sobering reminder of how easily racism can poison even Americans who espouse 

commitments to movements and policies that are dear to modern leftists and liberals, such as women’s and 

workers’ rights. As Pinar writes, “An accurate account of white women’s participation in the 1920s Klan 

movement requires those of us committed to a more just and egalitarian society to acknowledge the apparent 

ease with which racism and bigotry appealed and still appeal to mainstream American citizens.” Especially 

during this centennial year celebrating an amendment that truly only benefitted white women, feminists must 

examine the toxic threads baked into the history of our movement. We also must examine and evaluate who, 

exactly, gets to lay claim to the label of feminist in today’s world. After all, just because a woman is doing 

something and holding an opinion doesn’t make her worthy of our approval or acclaim. 

Support JSTOR Daily! Join our new membership program on Patreon today. 
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Leavings 

by Seamus Heaney 

 

Issue no. 75 (Spring 1979) 

A soft whoosh, the sunset blaze 

of straw on blackened stubble, 

a thatch-deep, freshing 

barbarous crimson burn- 

I rode down England 

as they fired the crop 

that was the leavings of a crop, 

the smashed two-coloured barley, 

down from Ely’s Lady Chapel, 

the sweet tenor latin 

forever banished, 

the sumptuous windows 

threshed clear by Thomas Cromwell. 

Which circle does the tread, 

scalding on cobbles, 

each one a broken statue’s head? 

After midnight, after summer, 

to walk in a sparking field, 

to smell dew and ashes 

and start Will Brangwen’s ghost 

from the hot soot- 

a breaking sheaf of light, 

abroad in the hiss 

and clash of stooking. 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=84d4386f4a&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=84d4386f4a&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=84d4386f4a&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=84d4386f4a&e=d538c8f2e0
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The thermodynamic limits of lightness 

Posted: 14 Oct 2020 07:00 AM PDT 

Introducing a gaseous phase into a solid matrix is one of the most common strategies to reduce weight and 

increase thermal insulation in a wide range of materials, from ceramics to metals and polymers. How to 

produce these two-phase materials is mostly determined by the nature of the solid matrix and has led to the 

development of a vast field of knowledge in materials science: the field of cellular materials, also commonly 

referred to as foams. 

Figure 1. Thermal insulation materials found in or derived from nature. From top left to bottom right: penguin 

feathers, wood fibre, straw and glass mineral wool. Credits: Natural History Museum, London (penguin 

feathers) and www.greenspec.co.uk. 

 

Cellular materials have two key advantages in terms of both material and energy sustainability: on the one 

hand, replacing part of the solid material with gas definitely reduces the final weight and decreases the use of 

raw materials; on the other hand, introducing a gaseous phase decreases the thermal conductivity of the final 

product, leading to a reduction in the energy consumption in applications such as building insulation. This is 

http://feedproxy.google.com/~r/MappingIgnorance/~3/NKUuPLZ3PSw/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email
http://www.greenspec.co.uk/
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not a minor issue in Europe, where 75% of the building stock is energy inefficient1 and up to 64% of the 

household energy consumption is dedicated to heating2. The development of high-performance thermal 

insulation materials will be certainly relevant to achieve a remarkable cut in greenhouse gas emissions in the 

next few years. 

In this article we are going to focus on this characteristic feature of cellular materials as good thermal 

insulators, which lies on the fact that the thermal conductivity of the gas is considerably lower than that of the 

solid material. This way, the less solid matter you have in a cellular material, the better insulation you get, 

which is equivalent to say that what you should look for is the lowest possible density. Some very popular 

polymeric foams used in building insulation such as expanded polystyrene (EPS) and polyurethane (PU) are 

based on this principle, and usually have densities in the order of 20-40 kg/m3 and thermal conductivities of 

0.03-0.04 W m-1 K-1. 

As it is often the case, nature is no stranger to this mechanism and presents countless examples of insulation 

materials based on this principle of ‘trapping’ air among a solid phase. That is the case, for instance, of some 

animals living in extremely cold environments (see the penguin feathers in the image below), where the use of 

fur or feathers represents this basic strategy of trapping layers of warm air near the skin. Or the many plant-

base materials which are being rediscovered for building insulation, such as cork, wood wool, straw bales, 

cotton, flax or hemp3. 

 

This basic principle has led to the refinement of the techniques trying to achieve stable cellular structures with 

high-performance thermal insulation properties. One of the most popular material in this group is aerogel, a 

two-phase ultralight material with a thermal conductivity below that of air itself (0.015 Wm-1K-1 vs 0.024 

Wm-1K-1). Aerogels, also known as ‘solid air’, consist of an intricate network of solid filaments filled with 

pores with sizes in the range of the nanoscale. In these structures, the gas phase can reach up to 99.8% of the 

total volume, making the solid contribution to the thermal conductivity almost negligible. But, how can 

aerogels have thermal conductivities below that of the gas they contain? Well, this is caused by a well-known 

phenomenon called the Knudsen effect, which is the ‘most wanted’ guy in the thermal insulation research 

field. 

https://mail.google.com/mail/u/0/#m_-3507385274186677621_sdfootnote1sym
https://mail.google.com/mail/u/0/#m_-3507385274186677621_sdfootnote2sym
https://mail.google.com/mail/u/0/#m_-3507385274186677621_sdfootnote3sym
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Figure 2. Aerogels are ultra-light cellular materials where the Knudsen effect is clearly exhibited. Credit: 

Wikimedia Commons; SEM image (cellulose aerogel), Zuo et al 4. 

  

The Knudsen effect is based on a parameter called mean free path, which is the average distance travelled by 

a moving gas molecule between successive collisions with other gas molecules. In air, this parameter is close 

to 70nm at normal conditions. In an ultralight cellular material, heat diffusion is mainly caused by the 

constant exchanges of energy caused by the gas molecules collisions within the cells but, if the size of the cell 

is smaller than the mean free path of the gas molecules, interactions between these gas molecules are highly 

restricted and the predominant type of collision will be that of the gas molecules with the cell walls. In this 

new transport regime, heat cannot be diffused by the gaseous phase and thermal conductivities below that of 

air are achievable. The Knudsen number (Kn) defines this ratio between the mean free path and the cell size 

and, in order to achieve highly reduced thermal conductivities, Kn must be greater than one, as represented in 

the picture below. 
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Figure 3. Representation of the Knudsen number (Kn), the ratio between the mean free path of gas molecules 

and the cell size of the foam or cellular material. Credit: Silvia Román. 

  

What this phenomenon really means in terms of the cellular structure of high-performance thermal insulation 

materials is that the cell diameter must be reduced to the range of the nanoscale (approx. 10-70nm) while 

maintaining a very low total density (in the range of 0.1-0.2 g/cm3). These materials are commonly referred to 

as nanofoams, and their manufacturing at a commercial scale is far from being easy. Considerable advances 

have been made in polymeric foams using the ‘solid state foaming’ process5, where a gas, usually CO2, 

saturates the polymer under high pressure conditions and temperatures above the polymer’s glass transition. 

Once the molecular diffusion of the gas within the polymeric material is ensured, temperature and pressure 

are rapidly dropped causing cells formation, growth and stabilization. 

Solid state foaming has obtained good results at laboratory scale with a variety of polymers, achieving cell 

sizes in the range of 50-100nm and porosities close to 80% in thin films. But going beyond these limits seems 

somehow unachievable and the reasons, although thoroughly researched, have not yet been fully explained. 

However, there is indeed a consensus that the answer to this limitation lies in the cell nucleation phase, that is, 

in the very beginning of the ‘bubble’ formation. At the moment, macroscopic approaches focusing on the 

optimization and control of parameters such as the polymer’s rheology have been helpful but limited, and the 

only thing we know for certain is that creating nanocellular structures in polymers similar to those of aerogels 

are rarely viable. 

The truth is we know little about this crucial moment in which a nanobubble is created and how to freeze that 

moment and prevent the bubble from either collapsing or growing beyond that size. A recently published 

study6 could be a big step forward in order to understand this specific issue, and its first hypothesis is that if 

https://mail.google.com/mail/u/0/#m_-3507385274186677621_sdfootnote5sym
https://mail.google.com/mail/u/0/#m_-3507385274186677621_sdfootnote6sym
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we want to achieve cell sizes close to molecular sizes, we have to dig deeper into the nature of the nucleation 

phase, abandoning conventional approaches usually applied to foams as continuous media and considering the 

discrete nature of the polymeric material. 

Estravis and colleagues from the Department of Materials Science and Metallurgy at the University of 

Cambridge have explored these limits using molecular dynamics, a computer simulation method that analyses 

the physical movements and interactions of atoms and molecules. They have tried to reproduce how a 

polymer reacts when it is forced to accommodate a nanometric void, the nanobubble, diving into the 

thermodynamics of this phenomenon. 

Figure 4. Polymers behave differently when subjected to high internal pressures; their chain conformations 
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could be key to understand nanocells stability (in the image, molecular structures of polymers under study, 

PEI (a) and PES (b)). Credit: Estravis et al 6. 

 The most innovative approach in this study is that it focuses on the internal pressure of the polymer (defined 

as the variation in the internal energy derived from volume variations) to analyse why some polymers behave 

better than others in the stabilization of nanobubbles. The results find that the stability of nanovoids in the 

range from 0 to 4 nm highly depends on the internal pressure of the specific polymer under study. High values 

of this parameter prevent the nanovoid from stabilizing within the polymer structure. The results would 

suggest that if the internal pressure of the polymer exceeds certain value in the first moments of the foaming 

process, it would prevail the tendency of the polymer to collapse in order to recover the minimum energy 

configuration, and the nanocellular structure would not be viable. The study successfully represents the 

internal pressure of several polymers and finds that even polymers with similar molecular structures, such as 

polyether sulfone (PES) and polyetherimide (PEI), show different behaviour in the stabilization of nanocells, 

most probably because of the different distance and angle distributions of atoms across the polymeric chains. 

Without any doubt, these results get us closer to understand the limiting factors to create cost-effective 

nanofoams and will enable further improvements in the selection and development of ultralight, high-

performance insulating materials. Once again, simulation techniques demonstrate their power to understand 

materials behaviour unexplained with conventional, experimental techniques. There is still a lot to be done in 

this field of research, but it seems that we are beginning to understand the thermodynamic limits of lightness. 
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A New Pathology 

by Stephen Leacock 

 

It has long been vaguely understood that the condition of a man's clothes has a certain effect upon the health 

of both body and mind. The well-known proverb, "Clothes make the man" has its origin in a general 

recognition of the powerful influence of the habiliments in their reaction upon the wearer. The same truth may 

be observed in the facts of everyday life. On the one hand we remark the bold carriage and mental vigour of a 

man attired in a new suit of clothes; on the other hand we note the melancholy features of him who is 

conscious of a posterior patch, or the haunted face of one suffering from internal loss of buttons. But while 

common observation thus gives us a certain familiarity with a few leading facts regarding the ailments and 

influence of clothes, no attempt has as yet been made to reduce our knowledge to a systematic form. At the 

same time the writer feels that a valuable addition might be made to the science of medicine in this direction. 

The numerous diseases which are caused by this fatal influence should receive a scientific analysis, and their 

treatment be included among the principles of the healing art. The diseases of the clothes may roughly be 

divided into medical cases and surgical cases, while these again fall into classes according to the particular 

garment through which the sufferer is attacked. 

Medical Cases 

Probably no article of apparel is so liable to a diseased condition as the trousers. It may be well, therefore, to 

treat first those maladies to which they are subject. 

I. Contractio Pantalunae, or Shortening of the Legs of the Trousers, an extremely painful malady most 

frequently found in the growing youth. The first symptom is the appearance of a yawning space (lacuna) 

above the boots, accompanied by an acute sense of humiliation and a morbid anticipation of mockery. The 

application of treacle to the boots, although commonly recommended, may rightly be condemned as too 

drastic a remedy. The use of boots reaching to the knee, to be removed only at night, will afford immediate 

relief. In connection with Contractio is often found-- 

II. Inflatio Genu, or Bagging of the Knees of the Trousers, a disease whose symptoms are similar to those 

above. The patient shows an aversion to the standing posture, and, in acute cases, if the patient be compelled 

to stand, the head is bent and the eye fixed with painful rigidity upon the projecting blade formed at the knee 

of the trousers. 

In both of the above diseases anything that can be done to free the mind of the patient from a morbid sense of 

his infirmity will do much to improve the general tone of the system. 

III. Oases, or Patches, are liable to break out anywhere on the trousers, and range in degree of gravity from 

those of a trifling nature to those of a fatal character. The most distressing cases are those where the patch 

assumes a different colour from that of the trousers (dissimilitas coloris). In this instance the mind of the 

https://americanliterature.com/author/stephen-leacock
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patient is found to be in a sadly aberrated condition. A speedy improvement may, however, be effected by 

cheerful society, books, flowers, and, above all, by a complete change. 

IV. The overcoat is attacked by no serious disorders, except-- 

Phosphorescentia, or Glistening, a malady which indeed may often be observed to affect the whole system. It 

is caused by decay of tissue from old age and is generally aggravated by repeated brushing. A peculiar feature 

of the complaint is the lack of veracity on the part of the patient in reference to the cause of his uneasiness. 

Another invariable symptom is his aversion to outdoor exercise; under various pretexts, which it is the duty of 

his medical adviser firmly to combat, he will avoid even a gentle walk in the streets. 

V. Of the waistcoat science recognizes but one disease-- 

Porriggia, an affliction caused by repeated spilling of porridge. It is generally harmless, chiefly owing to the 

mental indifference of the patient. It can be successfully treated by repeated fomentations of benzine. 

VI. Mortificatio Tilis, or Greenness of the Hat, is a disease often found in connection with Phosphorescentia 

(mentioned above), and characterized by the same aversion to outdoor life. 

VII. Sterilitas, or Loss of Fur, is another disease of the hat, especially prevalent in winter. It is not accurately 

known whether this is caused by a falling out of the fur or by a cessation of growth. In all diseases of the hat 

the mind of the patient is greatly depressed and his countenance stamped with the deepest gloom. He is 

particularly sensitive in regard to questions as to the previous history of the hat. 

Want of space precludes the mention of minor diseases, such as-- 

VIII. Odditus Soccorum, or oddness of the socks, a thing in itself trifling, but of an alarming nature if met in 

combination with Contractio Pantalunæ. Cases are found where the patient, possibly on the public platform or 

at a social gathering, is seized with a consciousness of the malady so suddenly as to render medical assistance 

futile. 

Surgical Cases 

It is impossible to mention more than a few of the most typical cases of diseases of this sort. 

I. Explosio, or Loss of Buttons, is the commonest malady demanding surgical treatment. It consists of a 

succession of minor fractures, possibly internal, which at first excite no alarm. A vague sense of uneasiness is 

presently felt, which often leads the patient to seek relief in the string habit--a habit which, if unduly indulged 

in, may assume the proportions of a ruling passion. The use of sealing-wax, while admirable as a temporary 

remedy for Explosio, should never be allowed to gain a permanent hold upon the system. There is no doubt 

that a persistent indulgence in the string habit, or the constant use of sealing-wax, will result in-- 

II. Fractura Suspendorum, or Snapping of the Braces, which amounts to a general collapse of the system. The 

patient is usually seized with a severe attack of explosio, followed by a sudden sinking feeling and sense of 
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loss. A sound constitution may rally from the shock, but a system undermined by the string habit invariably 

succumbs. 

III. Sectura Pantalunae, or Ripping of the Trousers, is generally caused by sitting upon warm beeswax or 

leaning against a hook. In the case of the very young it is not unfrequently accompanied by a distressing 

suppuration of the shirt. This, however, is not remarked in adults. The malady is rather mental than bodily, the 

mind of the patient being racked by a keen sense of indignity and a feeling of unworthiness. The only 

treatment is immediate isolation, with a careful stitching of the affected part. 

In conclusion, it may be stated that at the first symptom of disease the patient should not hesitate to put 

himself in the hands of a professional tailor. In so brief a compass as the present article the discussion has of 

necessity been rather suggestive than exhaustive. Much yet remains to be done, and the subject opens wide to 

the inquiring eye. The writer will, however, feel amply satisfied if this brief outline may help to direct the 

attention of medical men to what is yet an unexplored field. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/stephen-leacock/short-story/a-new-pathology 
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War on plastic is distracting from more urgent threats to environment, experts warn 

University of Nottingham 

Summary: 

A team of leading environmental experts have warned that the current war on plastic is detracting from the 

bigger threats to the environment. 

     

FULL STORY 

 

A team of leading environmental experts, spearheaded by the University of Nottingham, have warned that the 

current war on plastic is detracting from the bigger threats to the environment. 

In an article published in the peer-reviewed scientific journal, Wiley Interdisciplinary Reviews (WIREs) 

Water, the 13 experts say that while plastic waste is an issue, its prominence in the general public's concern 

for the environment is overshadowing greater threats, for example, climate change and biodiversity loss. 

The interdisciplinary team argue that much of the discourse around plastic waste is based on data that is not 

always representative of the environments that have been sampled. The aversion to plastic associated with this 

could encourage the use of alternative materials with potentially greater harmful effects. 

The authors warn that plastic pollution dominates the public's concern for the environment and has been 

exploited politically, after capturing the attention of the world, for example through emotive imagery of 

wildlife caught in plastic waste and alarmist headlines. They say small political gestures such as legislation 

banning cosmetic microplastics, taxing plastic bags, and financial incentives for using reusable containers, as 

well as the promotion of products as 'green' for containing less plastic than alternatives, risks instilling a 

complacency in society towards other environmental problems that are not as tangible as plastic pollution. 

The article's authors call on the media and others to ensure that the realities of plastic pollution are not 

misrepresented, particularly in the public dissemination of the issue, and urges government to minimise the 

environmental impact of over-consumption, however inconvenient, through product design, truly circular 

waste-management, and considered rather than reactionary policy. 

Dr Tom Stanton, a co-author who led the work while in the University of Nottingham's School of Geography 

and Food, Water, Waste Research Group, said: "We are seeing unprecedented engagement with 

environmental issues, particularly plastic pollution, from the public and we believe this presents a once in a 

generation opportunity to promote other, potentially greater environmental issues. 
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"This is a key moment in which to highlight and address areas such as 'throw-away' culture in society and 

overhaul waste management. However, if there is a continuation in prioritising plastic, this opportunity will 

be missed -- and at great cost to our environment." 

The article also highlights that plastics are not the only type of polluting material originating from human 

activity that contaminates the environment. Other examples include natural textile fibres such as cotton and 

wool, Spheroidal Carbonaceous Particles (remnants of fossil fuels), and brake-wear particles from vehicles -- 

all of which are present in different places, where they may have adverse environmental effects. The authors 

note that these materials are often much more abundant than microplastics and some, such as glass, 

aluminium, paper, and natural fibres, are associated with 'plastic alternatives' that are marketed as solutions to 

plastic pollution, but in reality side-step the inconvenience of changing the consumption practices at the root 

of the problem. The eco-toxicological impacts of some of these materials are less well known than plastic and 

microplastic pollution, yet they could have significant impacts. 

The authors conclude that that a behavioural science approach should be taken to assess society's relationship 

with single-use items and throw-away culture, and to overhaul waste mismanagement. 

They say there is an understandable desire to minimise the global plastic debris in the environment which 

should not be discouraged, but positive action to minimise plastic pollution needs to be well informed and 

should not exacerbate or overshadow other forms of environmental degradation associated with alternative 

materials. 

The article states that solutions are likely to come from a greater focus on designing materials and products 

that can be recycled, that have their end-of-life built in, and that markets and facilities exist to recycle all 

plastic waste. 

 

Story Source: 

Materials provided by University of Nottingham. Note: Content may be edited for style and length. 
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The Rise of Disability Stigma 

Religion once held sway over how people thought about disability. How did that change with the rise of 

secularism? 

 

An early nineteenth century wheelchair 

Getty 

By: Livia Gershon  

Stigmas around disability run so deep that it can be hard to imagine what a society that fully included disabled 

people would look like. But it may be helpful to look at the way attitudes toward disability have shifted with 

social and economic change. 

Until the late nineteenth century, historian Douglas C. Baynton writes, the words most often used to describe 

what we would now call disability were “infirmity” and “affliction.” But these terms did not cleanly separate 

https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/livia-gershon/
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the disabled from everyone else. Anyone might suffer the “infirmities of age” or an “infirmity of purpose.” 

And an “affliction” could be anything from poverty to grief at the death of a loved one. 

Human progress depended on personal and national “fitness.” 

Afflictions and infirmities were seen not just as ubiquitous but as divinely ordained. Speaking in 

1818, Laurent Clerc, cofounder of the first school for the deaf in the United States, said that the deaf “cannot 

but thank God for having made us Deaf and Dumb, hoping that in the future world, the reason of this may be 

explained to us all.” 

By the 1890s, things were changing. Industrialization and the growing popular understanding of evolution 

encouraged Americans to think of life in competitive terms. Career success was now a “race.” Human 

progress depended on personal and national “fitness.” The world was no longer shaped mainly by a divine 

plan but by human choice. 

“Nearly any future became thinkable, but the hope placed in progress had as its constant companion the fear 

of decline,” Baynton writes. 

In the preindustrial home-production system, everyone in a household contributed what they could. Now, 

wage work in the factory model privileged the efficient worker. Those who couldn’t keep pace became 

“burdens.” 

Around this time, Baynton writes, “affliction” turned into “handicap.” That word comes from the English 

game hand-in-cap, in which a player who wins a round is intentionally burdened so that they face tougher 

odds in the next one. In the nineteenth century, this became a common metaphor. An 1897 newspaper ad 

advised readers not to “handicap your appearance by wearing a shabby looking out-of-date hat.” Educators 

began describing disabled people as “seriously handicapped in the race for life.” By the early twentieth 

century, there was a distinct category of people who could be called “the handicapped.” 
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Concern over those “handicapped in the race of life” led to widespread acceptance of eugenics as a route to 

social progress. The early twentieth century saw a wave of institutionalization, involuntary 

sterilization, immigration restrictions, and other attacks on the lives of disabled people. We look back on all 

that with horror now, but the ideas about disability that gave rise to those attacks are still very much alive. 
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Seething for a Long Time 

by Jeffrey Gustavson 

 

Issue no. 230 (Fall 2019) 

Ovo in regolith 

scumbled, awake on 

a rectangle mirror 

hatched and posited 

lying flat, scars’ 

graven burrs sanded 

off in the— 

reflection or original?— 

gradual failure of. 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=93e918270d&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=93e918270d&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=93e918270d&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=93e918270d&e=d538c8f2e0
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Fish exposed to even small amounts of estrogen produce fewer males 

University of Cincinnati 

A biologist conducted experiments with North American freshwater fish called least killifish. She found that 

fish exposed to estrogen in concentrations of 5 nanograms per liter in controlled lab conditions had fewer 

males and produced fewer offspring. Scientists have found estrogen at as much as 16 times that concentration 

in streams adjacent to sewage treatment plants. 

FULL STORY 

 

Water tainted with even a small concentration of human hormones can have profound effects on fish, 

according to a University of Cincinnati biologist. 

UC assistant professor Latonya Jackson conducted experiments with North American freshwater fish called 

least killifish. She found that fish exposed to estrogen in concentrations of 5 nanograms per liter in controlled 

lab conditions had fewer males and produced fewer offspring. 

Scientists have found estrogen at as much as 16 times that concentration in streams adjacent to sewage 

treatment plants. 

The study suggests that even this small dose of estrogen could have significant consequences for wild fish 

populations living downstream from sewage treatment plants. 

The study was published this week in the journal Aquatic Toxicology. 

What's special about least killifish is they have a placenta and give birth to live young, Jackson said. It's 

uncommon among fish, who more typically lay eggs. 

Jackson studied a synthetic estrogen called 17α-ethinylestradiol, an active ingredient in oral contraceptives 

also used in hormone replacement therapy. Estrogen been found in streams adjacent to sewage treatment 

plants in concentrations of as high as 60 nanograms or more per liter. 

"Anything you flush down the toilet or put in the sink will get in the water supply," she said. 

This includes not only medicine people flush (never do that) but also unmetabolized chemicals that get 

flushed when people use the bathroom. 

"Our wastewater treatment systems are good at removing a lot of things, but they weren't designed to remove 

pharmaceuticals," Jackson said. "So when women on birth control or hormone therapy go to the bathroom, it 

gets flushed into wastewater treatment plants." 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 547 january 2020 

 

28 

Chronic exposure of fish to estrogen led to smaller populations and a gender ratio imbalance with more 

females than males. 

Now Jackson wants to know how the exposure to hormones such as estrogen and androgen in a female fish 

affects her offspring. She is collaborating with the U.S. Environmental Protection Agency to examine local 

waters in southwestern Ohio. 

Jackson said the impacts on streams are not limited to fish. Hormones and other chemicals that are not 

removed during treatment can bioaccumulate in the food chain or end up in our drinking water. 

"Our drinking water is not a renewable resource. When we run out of clean drinking water, it's gone," Jackson 

said. "It's very important that we keep this resource clean." 

 

Story Source: 

Materials provided by University of Cincinnati. Original written by Michael Miller. Note: Content may be 

edited for style and length. 

 

Journal Reference: 

1. Latonya Jackson, Paul Klerks. Effects of the Synthetic Estrogen 17α-ethinylestradiol on Heterandria 

Formosa Populations: Does matrotrophy circumvent population collapse? Aquatic Toxicology, 2020; 

105659 DOI: 10.1016/j.aquatox.2020.105659 

 

 

https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2020/10/201023123100.htm 

  

https://www.uc.edu/news/articles/2020/10/uc-study-finds-fish-exposed-to-estrogen-produce-fewer-males.html
http://www.uc.edu/
http://dx.doi.org/10.1016/j.aquatox.2020.105659
https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2020/10/201023123100.htm
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The Taínos Refused to Grow Food. The Spanish Starved. 

Rebellion against invasion triggered a series of events that would take a “swift and violent toll” on a 

Caribbean island’s native biodiversity. 

 

An illustration of cassava by Louise van Panhuys 

 via Wikimedia Commons 

By: Jess Romeo  

In the late fifteenth century, Spanish colonizers in the Caribbean were starving in a land of plenty. They had 

just established their newest settlement, La Isabela, in what is now the Dominican Republic. The Spaniards 

planned to survive by exploiting the area’s indigenous people, the Taínos. But the Taínos refused to plant 

their annual crops, in protest of the Spanish invasion and appropriation of their lands. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Louise_van_Panhuys,_bittere_giftige_maniok_(cassava),_1816.jpg
https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/jess-romeo/
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This act of rebellion, writes environmental historian Lizabeth Paravisini-Gebert, “stemmed from the native 

population’s recognition of their control over the food supply.” She dubs it “the New World’s first food 

fight.” 

Death caused by starvation left “a pervasive pestiferous stench over the land.” 

 

The effect was immediate. In historical records, Spanish colonist Gonzalo Fernández de Oviedo refers to the 

event as the natives’ “evil scheme.” He describes the crisis in grim detail: death caused by starvation left “a 

pervasive pestiferous stench over the land.” 

The colonists were desperate for food. But, lacking knowledge and fearful of the untamed forests, they were 

unable to take advantage of the island’s native vegetation. (“It is a sad fate to die slowly from hunger within a 

few minutes’ walk from a seemingly endless supply of mangoes, papayas or avocados,” laments Paravisini-

Gebert.) 

To compensate, “the besieged conquerors resorted to eating everything in sight, with dire consequences for 

some species of fauna—and themselves,” Paravisini-Gebert writes. This first food crisis set several species on 

the path to extinction, including the Taínos’ mute hunting dogs and several endemic species of rodent. The 

colonists were so desperate that they even ate lizards, salamanders, and snakes. 

“In order to live,” wrote Oviedo, the Spaniards “did not show any mercy to beast or animal; any animal they 

could find ended up in the fire, boiled or roasted, there was no lack of appetite for eating things that were 

frightful to the eye.” 

Weekly Newsletter 

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

Subscribe
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After destroying whatever resources they could get their hands on, the colonizers began a campaign to replace 

the “foreign” flora and fauna with something more familiar. They manipulated the environment to suit their 

needs, introducing European crops like wheat and sugarcane. They brought over more “familiar” animals, like 

domesticated cows, sheep, goats, and horses. These invaders erased and rewrote the native biodiversity, 

giving themselves “ready access to plentiful and familiar food through minimal effort on their part.” 

The Spanish devastation of the landscape would set in place the pattern of exploitation and erasure that they 

would continue to follow for centuries. “You could ask, [why] do I find these tales of unnecessary hunger so 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/90003602?mag=the-tainos-refused-to-grow-food-the-spanish-starved
https://www.jstor.org/stable/90003602?mag=the-tainos-refused-to-grow-food-the-spanish-starved
https://daily.jstor.org/the-tainos-refused-to-grow-food-the-spanish-starved/?utm_term=The%20Ta%2526iacute%3Bnos%20Refused%20to%20Grow%20Food.%20The%20Spanish%20Starved.&utm_campaign=jstordaily_10152020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/the-tainos-refused-to-grow-food-the-spanish-starved/?utm_term=The%20Ta%2526iacute%3Bnos%20Refused%20to%20Grow%20Food.%20The%20Spanish%20Starved.&utm_campaign=jstordaily_10152020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://about.jstor.org/privacy/
http://www.jstor.org/contact-us/
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compelling?” writes Paravisini-Gebert. “To me they speak of the tragic moment of historical transition, a 

moment of heartbreaking replacement of one worldview for another, a moment that would inevitably lead to 

numerous deaths, countless species extinctions, and an assault upon the land that continues to this day.” 
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Calico Pie 

by Edward Lear 

 

Calico Pie is from Edward Lear's collection of poems, The Jumblies, and Other Nonsense Verses (1910?). 

Lear's poems continue to delight and build confidence in early readers. 

 

 

 

   

https://americanliterature.com/author/edward-lear
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I. 

CALICO Pie, 

The Little Birds fly 

Down to the calico tree, 

Their wings were blue, 

And they sang “Tilly-loo!” 

Till away they flew,— 

And they never came back to me! 

They never came back! 

They never came back! 

They never came back to me! 
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II. 

 

Calico Jam, 

The little Fish swam 

Over the syllabub sea, 

He took off his hat, 

To the Sole and the Sprat, 

And the Willeby-wat,— 

But he never came back to me! 

He never came back! 

He never came back! 

He never came back to me! 

  

III. 

 

Calico Ban, 

The little Mice ran, 

To be ready in time for tea, 

Flippity flup, 

They drank it all up, 

And danced in the cup,— 
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But they never came back to me! 

They never came back! 

They never came back! 

They never came back to me! 

  

IV. 

 

Calico Drum, 

The Grasshoppers come, 

The Butterfly, Beetle, and Bee, 

Over the ground, 

Around and around, 

With a hop and a bound— 

But they never came back! 

They never came back! 

They never came back! 

They never came back to me! 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 547 january 2020 

 

37 

 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/edward-lear/poem/calico-pie 
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Immortal Longings 

by Robert Pinsky 

 

Issue no. 112 (Winter 1989) 

Inside the silver body 

Slowing as it banks through veils of cloud 

We float separately in our seats 

Like the cells or atoms of one 

Creature, needs 

And states of a shuddering god. 

Under him, a thirsty brilliance. 

Pulsing or steady. 

The fixed lights of the city 

And the flood of carlights coursing 

Through the grid: Delivery, 

Arrival, Departure. Whim. Entering 

And entered. Touching 

And touched: down 

The lit boulevards, over the bridges 

And the river like an arm of night. 

Book, cigarette. Bathroom. 

Thirst. Some of us are asleep. 

We tilt roaring 

Over the glittering 

Zodiac of intentions. 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=12c06ecb32&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=12c06ecb32&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=12c06ecb32&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=12c06ecb32&e=d538c8f2e0
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The Creepy Backstory to Horatio Alger’s Bootstrap Capitalism 

In a famous essay, a scholar uncovered difficult truths about Alger, whose name has been associated with the 

“rags to riches” myth. 

 

From From canal boy to president by Horatio Alger, 1881 

via Wikimedia Commons 

By: Matthew Wills  

A “Horatio Alger story” is supposed to be a rags-to-riches narrative: Poor boy becomes titan of industry 

through honest hard work. In an influential, ground-breaking essay, scholar Michael Moon shows that this 

isn’t actually the tale that Horatio Alger, Jr. (1832–99) wrote, rewrote, and retailed successfully for years 

during the Gilded Age. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:From_canal_boy_to_president,_or,_The_boyhood_and_manhood_of_James_A._Garfield_(1881)_(14593212397).jpg
https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/matthew-wills/
https://www.jstor.org/stable/2928532?mag=the-creepy-backstory-to-horatio-algers-bootstrap-capitalism
https://www.jstor.org/stable/2928532?mag=the-creepy-backstory-to-horatio-algers-bootstrap-capitalism


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 547 january 2020 

 

40 

Alger’s numerous books are actually about gaining petty-bourgeois respectability, not great wealth. They are 

about poor street kids, but they show that the way to respectability isn’t pluck and drive. It’s luck and 

patronage. 

Alger’s heroes are boys who are chosen by rich white male patrons who see something special in them and 

raise them out of the mire. 

It wasn’t till after Alger’s death that his books took off in cheap reprints—trimmed of “substantial amounts of 

their didactic moralizing,” according to Moon. The period between the turn of the century and World War I 

was when “a Horatio Alger story” became the preferred name for what Moon calls a “male-capitalist 

Cinderella tale.” 

With one exception, Alger’s heroes are boys who are chosen by rich white male patrons who see something 

special in them and raise them out of the mire. As Moon explains of Alger’s formulaic plot lines, “any boy 

who is reasonably willing to please his potential employers can attain a life of modest comfort” in the 

expanding white-collar sector of the Gilded Age. This is “a rich man’s fantasy of benevolence and 

philanthropy.” Alger’s works perpetuate “corporate/capitalist America’s long-cherished myth”: that elite 

white men “have their eye out for that exceptional, ‘deserving,’ ‘attractive’ underclass youth.” 

According to Moon, this message is also a way to disguise the “male homoerotic foundations” of the capitalist 

ethos. The “corporate/capitalist culture’s need for a serviceable myth of ‘success'” utterly represses Alger’s 

own take on “particular, exclusive modes of relationships between males”—such as poor boy and rich patron. 

It wouldn’t be publicly known until the 1970s that Alger was thrown out of a Protestant ministry in Boston in 

1866 for pederasty. Alger tried to avoid scandal by leaving town. He moved to New York and remade himself 

into a phenomenally prolific author and was associated with the “boy charities” of the day. 
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Alger, in other words, “is known to have seduced boys sexually during at least one period of his career as well 

as to have actively participated in the reform movement to ‘seduce’ New York street boys away from their 

milieu into an at least minimally genteel way of life.” 

https://daily.jstor.org/the-creepy-backstory-to-horatio-algers-bootstrap-capitalism/?utm_term=The%20Creepy%20Backstory%20to%20Horatio%20Alger%27s%20Bootstrap%20Capitalism&utm_campaign=jstordaily_10152020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/the-creepy-backstory-to-horatio-algers-bootstrap-capitalism/?utm_term=The%20Creepy%20Backstory%20to%20Horatio%20Alger%27s%20Bootstrap%20Capitalism&utm_campaign=jstordaily_10152020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://about.jstor.org/privacy/
http://www.jstor.org/contact-us/
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Between 1900 and World War I, as the Progressive movement, suffragists, and organizing workers threatened 

the capitalist system, Horatio Alger stories became interpreted as “rags to riches” stories—a kind of booster 

shot of bootstrap capitalism. 

 

Support JSTOR Daily! Join our new membership program on Patreon today. 

 Share Tweet Email Print 

Have a correction or comment about this article? 

Please contact us. 

American literaturemasculinityRepresentations 

 

Resources 

JSTOR is a digital library for scholars, researchers, and students. JSTOR Daily readers can access the original 

research behind our articles for free on JSTOR. 

"The Gentle Boy from the Dangerous Classes": Pederasty, Domesticity, and Capitalism in Horatio Alger 

By: Michael Moon 

Representations, No. 19 (Summer, 1987), pp. 87-110 

University of California Press 

https://daily.jstor.org/the-creepy-backstory-to-horatio-algers-bootstrap-

capitalism/?utm_term=The%20Creepy%20Backstory%20to%20Horatio%20Alger%27s%20Bootstrap%20Ca

pitalism&utm_campaign=jstordaily_10152020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-

On+Software&utm_medium=email 

  

https://bit.ly/30jM88p
https://www.facebook.com/dialog/share?app_id=419334385204394&display=popup&href=https%3A%2F%2Fdaily.jstor.org%2Fthe-creepy-backstory-to-horatio-algers-bootstrap-capitalism%2F&redirect_uri=https%3A%2F%2Fdaily.jstor.org%2Fthe-creepy-backstory-to-horatio-algers-bootstrap-capitalism%2F
http://twitter.com/intent/tweet?url=https%3A%2F%2Fdaily.jstor.org%2Fthe-creepy-backstory-to-horatio-algers-bootstrap-capitalism%2F&text=The+Creepy+Backstory+to+Horatio+Alger%E2%80%99s+Bootstrap+Capitalism&via=JSTOR_Daily
mailto:?subject=The%20Creepy%20Backstory%20to%20Horatio%20Alger%E2%80%99s%20Bootstrap%20Capitalism&body=In%20a%20famous%20essay%2C%20a%20scholar%20uncovered%20difficult%20truths%20about%20Alger%2C%20whose%20name%20has%20been%20associated%20with%20the%20%22rags%20to%20riches%22%20myth.%0D%0A%0D%0A%20Read%20More:%20https%3A%2F%2Fdaily.jstor.org%2Fthe-creepy-backstory-to-horatio-algers-bootstrap-capitalism%2F
javascript:window.print()
https://daily.jstor.org/contact-us?from_url=/the-creepy-backstory-to-horatio-algers-bootstrap-capitalism/
https://daily.jstor.org/tag/american-literature/
https://daily.jstor.org/tag/masculinity/
https://daily.jstor.org/pub_tag/representations/
https://www.jstor.org/stable/2928532?mag=the-creepy-backstory-to-horatio-algers-bootstrap-capitalism
https://daily.jstor.org/the-creepy-backstory-to-horatio-algers-bootstrap-capitalism/?utm_term=The%20Creepy%20Backstory%20to%20Horatio%20Alger%27s%20Bootstrap%20Capitalism&utm_campaign=jstordaily_10152020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/the-creepy-backstory-to-horatio-algers-bootstrap-capitalism/?utm_term=The%20Creepy%20Backstory%20to%20Horatio%20Alger%27s%20Bootstrap%20Capitalism&utm_campaign=jstordaily_10152020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/the-creepy-backstory-to-horatio-algers-bootstrap-capitalism/?utm_term=The%20Creepy%20Backstory%20to%20Horatio%20Alger%27s%20Bootstrap%20Capitalism&utm_campaign=jstordaily_10152020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/the-creepy-backstory-to-horatio-algers-bootstrap-capitalism/?utm_term=The%20Creepy%20Backstory%20to%20Horatio%20Alger%27s%20Bootstrap%20Capitalism&utm_campaign=jstordaily_10152020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 547 january 2020 

 

42 

Crossing Brooklyn Ferry: Astrophysicist Janna Levin Reads Walt Whitman’s Stunning Serenade to 

Our Interlaced Lives Across Space and Time 

“It avails not, time nor place… What is it then between us?… It is not upon you alone the dark patches fall, 

the dark threw its patches down upon me also.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/04/11/leaves-of-grass-margaret-cook/
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How few artists are not merely the sensemaking vessel for the tumult of their times, not even the deck railing 

of assurance onto which the passengers steady themselves, but the horizon that remains for other ships long 

after this one has reached safe harbor, or has sunk — the horizon whose steadfast line orients generation after 

generation, yet goes on shifting as each epoch advances toward new vistas of truth and possibility. 

Art by Lia Halloran for The Universe in Verse. Available as a print. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/the-universe-in-verse/
https://society6.com/product/every-atom-belonging-to-me-as-good-belongs-to-you-art-by-lia-halloran-for-the-universe-in-verse2373447_framed-print?sku=s6-11773478p21a12v61a13v58?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/every-atom-belonging-to-me-as-good-belongs-to-you-art-by-lia-halloran-for-the-universe-in-verse2373447_framed-print?sku=s6-11773478p21a12v61a13v58?curator=brainpicker
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Walt Whitman (May 31, 1819–March 26, 1892) was among those rare few. The century and a half between 

his time and ours has been scarred by pandemics and pandemoniums, hallowed by staggering triumphs of the 

humanistic, scientific, and artistic imagination. We made Earth less habitable with two World Wars and 

discovered 4,000 potentially habitable worlds outside the Solar System. We gave all races and genders the 

ballot, and invented new ways of revoking human dignity and belonging. We beheld the structure of life in a 

double helix and the shape of civilizational shame in a mushroom cloud. We heard Bob Dylan, Nina Simone, 

and the sound of spacetime. But the most remarkable thing about it all, the most human and humanizing thing, 

is the awareness of this we as atomized into millions of individual I’s who have lived and loved and lost and 

made art and music and mathematics through it all. 

Whitman understood and celebrated this intricate tessellation of being, not only across society — “every atom 

belonging to me as good belongs to you” — but across space and time, nowhere more splendidly than in his 

sweeping, horizonless masterpiece “Crossing Brooklyn Ferry” — a poem that opens up a liminal space where 

past, present, and future tunnel into one another, a cave of forgotten and remembered dreams that invites you 

to press your outstretched living fingers into the palm-print of the dead, into Whitman’s generous open hand, 

and in doing so effects, to borrow Iris Murdoch’s marvelous phrase, “an occasion for unselfing.” 

At a special miniature edition of The Universe in Verse on Governors Island, devoted to Whitman’s 

enchantment with science, astrophysicist Janna Levin — an enchantress of poetry, a writer of uncommonly 

poetic prose, and co-founder of the Whitman-inspired endeavor to build New York’s first public 

observatory — reanimated an excerpt from “Crossing Brooklyn Ferry” in a gorgeous reading emanating the 

elusive elemental truth Whitman so elegantly makes graspable in the poem. 

from “CROSSING BROOKLYN FERRY” 

by Walt Whitman 

Flood-tide below me! I see you face to face! 

Clouds of the west — sun there half an hour high — I see you also face to face. 

Crowds of men and women attired in the usual costumes, how curious you are to me! 

On the ferry-boats the hundreds and hundreds that cross, returning home, are more curious to me than you 

suppose, 

And you that shall cross from shore to shore years hence are more to me, and more in my meditations, than 

you might suppose. 

The impalpable sustenance of me from all things at all hours of the day, 

The simple, compact, well-join’d scheme, myself disintegrated, every one disintegrated yet part of the 

scheme, 

The similitudes of the past and those of the future. 

[…] 

Others will enter the gates of the ferry and cross from shore to shore, 

Others will watch the run of the flood-tide, 

Others will see the shipping of Manhattan north and west, and the heights of Brooklyn to the south and east, 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/04/25/black-hole-blues-janna-levin-joseph-weber/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/10/19/lia-halloran-walt-whitman-universe-in-verse/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/10/19/lia-halloran-walt-whitman-universe-in-verse/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/10/21/iris-murdoch-unselfing/
https://www.brainpickings.org/the-universe-in-verse/
https://www.brainpickings.org/tag/janna-levin/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/09/20/janna-levin-a-madman-dreams-of-turing-machines/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/09/20/janna-levin-a-madman-dreams-of-turing-machines/
https://pioneerworks.org/initiatives/observatory-at-pioneer-works/
https://pioneerworks.org/initiatives/observatory-at-pioneer-works/
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Others will see the islands large and small; 

Fifty years hence, others will see them as they cross, the sun half an hour high, 

A hundred years hence, or ever so many hundred years hence, others will see them, 

Will enjoy the sunset, the pouring-in of the flood-tide, the falling-back to the sea of the ebb-tide. 

It avails not, time nor place — distance avails not, 

I am with you, you men and women of a generation, or ever so many generations hence, 

Just as you feel when you look on the river and sky, so I felt, 

Just as any of you is one of a living crowd, I was one of a crowd, 

Just as you are refresh’d by the gladness of the river and the bright flow, I was refresh’d, 

Just as you stand and lean on the rail, yet hurry with the swift current, I stood yet was hurried. 

[…] 

What is it then between us? 

What is the count of the scores or hundreds of years between us? 

Whatever it is, it avails not — distance avails not, and place avails not, 

I too lived, Brooklyn of ample hills was mine, 

I too walk’d the streets of Manhattan island, and bathed in the waters around it, 

I too felt the curious abrupt questionings stir within me 

[…] 

It is not upon you alone the dark patches fall, 

The dark threw its patches down upon me also, 

The best I had done seem’d to me blank and suspicious, 

My great thoughts as I supposed them, were they not in reality meagre? 

Nor is it you alone who know what it is to be evil, 

I am he who knew what it was to be evil, 

I too knitted the old knot of contrariety, 

Blabb’d, blush’d, resented, lied, stole, grudg’d, 

Had guile, anger, lust, hot wishes I dared not speak, 

Was wayward, vain, greedy, shallow, sly, cowardly, malignant, 

The wolf, the snake, the hog, not wanting in me, 

The cheating look, the frivolous word, the adulterous wish, not wanting, 

Refusals, hates, postponements, meanness, laziness, none of these wanting, 

Was one with the rest, the days and haps of the rest, 

Was call’d by my nighest name by clear loud voices of young men as they saw me approaching or passing, 

Felt their arms on my neck as I stood, or the negligent leaning of their flesh against me as I sat, 

Saw many I loved in the street or ferry-boat or public assembly, yet never told them a word, 

Lived the same life with the rest, the same old laughing, gnawing, sleeping, 
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Play’d the part that still looks back on the actor or actress, 

The same old role, the role that is what we make it, as great as we like, 

Or as small as we like, or both great and small. 

For other highlights from the first three years of The Universe in Verse, as we labor on a virtual show amid 

the strangeness of this de-atomized season of body and spirit, savor Levin reading “A Brave and Startling 

Truth” by Maya Angelou, “Planetarium” by Adrienne Rich, Amanda Palmer reading Neil Gaiman’s tribute to 

Rachel Carson and his feminist poem about the history of science, Marie Howe reading her tribute to Stephen 

Hawking, Regina Spektor reading “Theories of Everything” by Rebecca Elson, and Neri Oxman reading 

Whitman, then revisit Whitman on optimism as a mighty force of resistance, women’s centrality to 

democracy, how to keep criticism from sinking your soul, and what makes life worth living. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/03/26/crossing-brooklyn-ferry-janna-levin-walt-

whitman/?mc_cid=03c8b60353&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 
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DNA in fringe-lipped bat feces reveals unexpected eating habits 

Smithsonian Tropical Research Institute 

Summary: 

By examining the guano of the fringe-lipped bat (Trachops cirrhosus), biologists encountered surprising 

results about its eating habits and foraging abilities. 

FULL STORY 

 

Feces is full of secrets. For scientists, digging into feces provides insights into animal diets and is particularly 

useful for understanding nocturnal or rare species. When animals eat, prey DNA travels all the way through 

animal digestive tracts and comes out again. Feces contains very precise information about the prey species 

consumed. At the Smithsonian Tropical Research Institute (STRI), a team explored the eating habits of the 

fringe-lipped bat (Trachops cirrhosus) by examining its stool. 

Bats hunt at night. This makes it challenging to observe their foraging behavior in nature. Analyzing DNA 

traces in bat guano offers a more specific way to explore how bats feed in the wild and to study how bat 

behavior changes depending on their eating habits. 

"Because bats forage at night, and in the dense forest, you can't observe what they are eating the way you can 

with a diurnal bird or mammal," said Patricia Jones, former STRI fellow, assistant professor of biology at 

Bowdoin College and main author of the study. "It feels so momentous, therefore, to have a glimpse into the 

diet of this species that we thought we knew so much about, to discover they are eating prey we had no idea 

were part of their diet." 

The fringe-lipped bat, also known as the frog-eating bat, is well adjusted to hunting frogs. The bats' hearing is 

adapted to their low-frequency mating calls, and their salivary glands may neutralize the toxins in the skin of 

poisonous prey. Fringed-lipped bats also feed on insects, small reptiles or birds and other bats. Researchers 

knew that these bats often find their prey by eavesdropping on mating calls, but it was unknown if they could 

find prey that was silent. 

As expected, most of the DNA recovered from the feces samples in the study belonged to frog species and 

plenty of lizards, but researchers also found evidence that the bats were eating other bats and even a 

hummingbird. In additional experiments, wild-caught fringe-lipped bats exposed to recordings of prey sounds 

and stationary prey models were able to detect silent, motionless prey, as well as prey that made sounds. This 

led researchers to conclude that the fringe-lipped bat is more capable of locating prey by echolocation than 

previously thought. 

"This is interesting because we didn't know that these bats were able to detect silent, still prey," said May 

Dixon, STRI fellow, doctoral student at the University of Texas at Austin and co-author of the study. 
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"Detecting silent, still prey in the cluttered jungle is thought to be a really hard task for echolocation. This is 

because when the bats echolocate in the jungle, the echoes of all the leaves and branches bounce back along 

with the echoes of their prey, and they 'mask' the prey." 

These results may offer a new line of research on the sensory abilities and foraging ecology of T. cirrhosus. It 

also adds to a growing body of work that suggests that, in the tropics, bats may be important nocturnal 

predators on sleeping animals like birds. The team also found unexpected frog species among its common 

prey. 

"We found T. cirrhosus were often eating frogs in the genus Pristimantis," Jones said. "I think this will open 

new avenues of research with T. cirrhosus, because Pristimantis call from the canopy and their calls are hard 

to localize, so if T. cirrhosus are consuming them it means that they are foraging differently than we 

understood before." 

Going forward, this novel combination of dietary DNA analysis with behavioral experiments may be used by 

other ecologists interested in the foraging behaviors of a wide range of animal species. 

"It's really exciting to see the doors that open when animal behavior is combined with metabarcoding," said 

STRI staff scientist Rachel Page. "Even though we have studied Trachops intensely for decades, we actually 

know very little about its behavior in the wild. It was completely surprising to see prey items show up in the 

diet that we never anticipated, such as frog species whose mating calls seemed to lack acoustic parameters 

helpful for localization and, more surprising, prey that it seems the bats must have detected by echolocation 

alone, like hummingbirds. This work makes us rethink the sensory mechanisms underlying this bat's foraging 

behavior, and it opens all kinds of new doors for future questions." 

 

Story Source: 

Materials provided by Smithsonian Tropical Research Institute. Note: Content may be edited for style and 

length. 
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A Chapter in the History of a Tyrone Family 

by Joseph Sheridan Le Fanu 

 

Being a Tenth Extract from the Legacy of the Late Francis Purcell, P.P. of Drumcoolagh 

INTRODUCTION. In the following narrative, I have endeavoured to give as nearly as possible the "ipsissima 

verba" of the valued friend from whom I received it, conscious that any aberration from her mode of telling 

the tale of her own life, would at once impair its accuracy and its effect. Would that, with her words, I could 

also bring before you her animated gesture, her expressive countenance, the solemn and thrilling air and 

accent with which she related the dark passages in her strange story; and, above all, that I could communicate 

the impressive consciousness that the narrator had seen with her own eyes, and personally acted in the scenes 

which she described; these accompaniments, taken with the additional circumstance, that she who told the tale 

was one far too deeply and sadly impressed with religious principle, to misrepresent or fabricate what she 

repeated as fact, gave to the tale a depth of interest which the events recorded could hardly, themselves, have 

produced. I became acquainted with the lady from whose lips I heard this narrative, nearly twenty years since, 

and the story struck my fancy so much, that I committed it to paper while it was still fresh in my mind, and 

should its perusal afford you entertainment for a listless half hour, my labour shall not have been bestowed in 

vain. I find that I have taken the story down as she told it, in the first person, and, perhaps, this is as it should 

be. She began as follows. 

My maiden name was Richardson,the designation of a family of some distinction in the county of Tyrone. I 

was the younger of two daughters, and we were the only children. There was a difference in our ages of 

nearly six years, so that I did not, in my childhood, enjoy that close companionship which sisterhood, in other 

circumstances, necessarily involves; and while I was still a child, my sister was married. The person upon 

whom she bestowed her hand, was a Mr. Carew, a gentleman of property and consideration in the north of 

England. I remember well the eventful day of the wedding; the thronging carriages, the noisy menials, the 

loud laughter, the merry faces, and the gay dresses. Such sights were then new to me, and harmonized ill with 

the sorrowful feelings with which I regarded the event which was to separate me, as it turned out, for ever, 

from a sister whose tenderness alone had hitherto more than supplied all that I wanted in my mother's 

affection. The day soon arrived which was to remove the happy couple from Ashtown-house. The carriage 

stood at the hall-door, and my poor sister kissed me again, and again, telling me that I should see her soon. 

The carriage drove away, and I gazed after it until my eyes filled with tears, and, returning slowly to my 

chamber, I wept more bitterly, and so, to speak more desolately, than ever I had done before. My father had 

never seemed to love, or to take an interest in me. He had desired a son, and I think he never thoroughly 

forgave me my unfortunate sex. My having come into the world at all as his child, he regarded as a kind of 

fraudulent intrusion, and, as his antipathy to me had its origin in an imperfection of mine, too radical for 

removal, I never even hoped to stand high in his good graces. My mother was, I dare say, as fond of me as she 

was of any one; but she was a woman of a masculine and a worldly cast of mind. She had no tenderness or 

sympathy for the weaknesses, or even for the affections of woman's nature, and her demeanour towards me 

was peremptory, and often even harsh. It is not to be supposed, then, that I found in the society of my parents 

much to supply the loss of my sister. About a year after her marriage, we received letters from Mr. Carew, 

containing accounts of my sister's health, which, though not actually alarming, were calculated to make us 

https://americanliterature.com/author/joseph-sheridan-le-fanu
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seriously uneasy. The symptoms most dwelt upon, were loss of appetite and cough. The letters concluded by 

intimating that he would avail himself of my father and mother's repeated invitation to spend some time at 

Ashtown, particularly as the physician who had been consulted as to my sister's health had strongly advised a 

removal to her native air. There were added repeated assurances that nothing serious was apprehended, as it 

was supposed that a deranged state of the liver was the only source of the symptoms which seemed to intimate 

consumption. In accordance with this announcement, my sister and Mr. Carew arrived in Dublin, where one 

of my father's carriages awaited them, in readiness to start upon whatever day or hour they might choose for 

their departure. It was arranged that Mr. Carew was, as soon as the day upon which they were to leave Dublin 

was definitely fixed, to write to my father, who intended that the two last stages should be performed by his 

own horses, upon whose speed and safety far more reliance might be placed than upon those of the 

ordinary post-horses, which were, at that time, almost without exception, of the very worst order. The 

journey, one of about ninety miles, was to be divided; the larger portion to be reserved for the second day. On 

Sunday, a letter reached us, stating that the party would leave Dublin on Monday, and, in due course, reach 

Ashtown upon Tuesday evening. Tuesday came: the evening closed in, and yet no carriage appeared; darkness 

came on, and still no sign of our expected visitors. Hour after hour passed away, and it was now past twelve; 

the night was remarkably calm, scarce a breath stirring, so that any sound, such as that produced by the rapid 

movement of a vehicle, would have been audible at a considerable distance. For some such sound I was 

feverishly listening. It was, however, my father's rule to close the house at nightfall, and the window-shutters 

being fastened, I was unable to reconnoitre the avenue as I would have wished. It was nearly one o'clock, and 

we began almost to despair of seeing them upon that night, when I thought I distinguished the sound of 

wheels, but so remote and faint as to make me at first very uncertain. The noise approached; it become louder 

and clearer; it stopped for a moment. I now heard the shrill screaking of the rusty iron, as the avenue gate 

revolved on its hinges; again came the sound of wheels in rapid motion. 

"It is they," said I, starting up, "the carriage is in the avenue." We all stood for a few moments, breathlessly 

listening. On thundered the vehicle with the speed of a whirlwind; crack went the whip, and clatter went the 

wheels, as it rattled over the uneven pavement of the court; a general and furious barking from all the dogs 

about the house, hailed its arrival. We hurried to the hall in time to hear the steps let down with the sharp 

clanging noise peculiar to the operation, and the hum of voices exerted in the bustle of arrival. The hall-door 

was now thrown open, and we all stepped forth to greet our visitors. The court was perfectly empty; the moon 

was shining broadly and brightly upon all around; nothing was to be seen but the tall trees with their long 

spectral shadows, now wet with the dews of midnight. We stood gazing from right to left, as if suddenly 

awakened from a dream; the dogs walked suspiciously, growling and snuffing about the court, and by totally 

and suddenly ceasing their former loud barking, as also by carrying their tails between their legs, expressing 

the predominance of fear. We looked one upon the other in perplexity and dismay, and I think I never beheld 

more pale faces assembled. By my father's direction, we looked about to find anything which might indicate 

or account for the noise which we had heard; but no such thing was to be seen—even the mire which lay upon 

the avenue was undisturbed. We returned to the house, more panic struck than I can describe. On the next day, 

we learned by a messenger, who had ridden hard the greater part of the night, that my sister was dead. On 

Sunday evening, she had retired to bed rather unwell, and, on Monday, her indisposition declared itself 

unequivocally to be malignant fever. She became hourly worse, and, on Tuesday night, a little after midnight, 

she expired.I mention this circumstance, because it was one upon which a thousand wild and fantastical 

reports were founded, though one would have thought that the truth scarcely required to be improved upon; 

and again, because it produced a strong and lasting effect upon my spirits, and indeed, I am inclined to think, 

upon my character. I was, for several years after this occurrence, long after the violence of my grief subsided, 

so wretchedly low-spirited and nervous, that I could scarcely be said to live, and during this time, habits of 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 547 january 2020 

 

51 

indecision, arising out of a listless acquiescence in the will of others, a fear of encountering even the slightest 

opposition, and a disposition to shrink from what are commonly called amusements, grew upon me so 

strongly, that I have scarcely even yet, altogether overcome them. We saw nothing more of Mr. Carew. He 

returned to England as soon as the melancholy rites attendant upon the event which I have just mentioned 

were performed; and not being altogether inconsolable, he married again within two years; after which, owing 

to the remoteness of our relative situations, and other circumstances, we gradually lost sight of him. I was 

now an only child; and, as my elder sister had died without issue, it was evident that, in the ordinary course of 

things, my father's property, which was altogether in his power, would go to me, and the consequence was, 

that before I was fourteen, Ashtown-house was besieged by a host of suitors; however, whether it was 

that I was too young, or that none of the aspirants to my hand stood sufficiently high in rank or wealth, I was 

suffered by both parents to do exactly as I pleased; and well was it for me, as I afterwards found that fortune, 

or, rather Providence, had so ordained it, that I had not suffered my affections to become in any degree 

engaged, for my mother would never have suffered any silly fancy of mine, as she was in the habit of styling 

an attachment, to stand in the way of her ambitious views; views which she was determined to carry into 

effect, in defiance of every obstacle, and in order to accomplish which, she would not have hesitated to 

sacrifice anything so unreasonable and contemptible as a girlish passion. 

When I reached the age of sixteen, my mother's plans began to develope themselves, and, at her suggestion, 

we moved to Dublin to sojourn for the winter, in order that no time might be lost in disposing of me to the 

best advantage. I had been too long accustomed to consider myself as of no importance whatever, to believe 

for a moment that I was in reality the cause of all the bustle and preparation which surrounded me, and being 

thus relieved from the pain which a consciousness of my real situation would have inflicted, I journeyed 

towards the capital with a feeling of total indifference. 

My father's wealth and connection had established him in the best society, and, consequently, upon our arrival 

in the metropolis, we commanded whatever enjoyment or advantages its gaieties afforded. The tumult and 

novelty of the scenes in which I was involved did not fail considerably to amuse me, and my mind gradually 

recovered its tone, which was naturally cheerful. It was almost immediately known and reported that I was an 

heiress, and of course my attractions were pretty generally acknowledged. Among the many gentlemen whom 

it was my fortune to please, one, ere long, established himself in my mother's good graces, to the exclusion of 

all less important aspirants. However, I had not understood, or even remarked his attentions, nor, in the 

slightest degree, suspected his or my mother's plans respecting me, when I was made aware of them rather 

abruptly by my mother herself. We had attended a splendid ball, given by Lord M——, at his residence in 

Stephen's-green, and I was, with the assistance of my waiting-maid, employed in rapidly divesting myself of 

the rich ornaments which, in profuseness and value, could scarcely have found their equals in any private 

family in Ireland. I had thrown myself into a lounging chair beside the fire, listless and exhausted, after the 

fatigues of the evening, when I was aroused from the reverie into which I had fallen, by the sound of footsteps 

approaching my chamber, and my mother entered. 

"Fanny, my dear," said she, in her softest tone. "I wish to say a word or two with you before I go to rest. You 

are not fatigued, love, I hope?" 

"No, no, madam, I thank you," said I, rising at the same time from my seat with the formal respect so little 

practised now. 
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"Sit down, my dear," said she, placing herself upon a chair beside me; "I must chat with you for a quarter of 

an hour or so. Saunders (to the maid), you may leave the room; do not close the room door, but shut that of 

the lobby." 

This precaution against curious ears having been taken as directed, my mother proceeded. 

"You have observed, I should suppose, my dearest Fanny; indeed, you must have observed, Lord Glenfallen's 

marked attentions to you?" 

"I assure you, madam," I began. 

"Well, well, that is all right," interrupted my mother; "of course you must be modest upon the matter; but 

listen to me for a few moments, my love, and I will prove to your satisfaction that your modesty is quite 

unnecessary in this case. You have done better than we could have hoped, at least, so very soon. Lord 

Glenfallen is in love with you. I give you joy of your conquest," and saying this, my mother kissed my 

forehead. 

"In love with me!" I exclaimed, in unfeigned astonishment. 

"Yes, in love with you," repeated my mother; "devotedly, distractedly in love with you. Why, my dear, what 

is there wonderful in it; look in the glass, and look at these," she continued, pointing with a smile to the jewels 

which I had just removed from my person, and which now lay a glittering heap upon the table. 

"May there not," said I, hesitating between confusion and real alarm; "is it not possible that some mistake may 

be at the bottom of all this?" 

"Mistake! dearest; none," said my mother. "None, none in the world; judge for yourself; read this, my love," 

and she placed in my hand a letter, addressed to herself, the seal of which was broken. I read it through with 

no small surprise. After some very fine complimentary flourishes upon my beauty and perfections, as, also, 

upon the antiquity and high reputation of our family, it went on to make a formal proposal of marriage, to be 

communicated or not to me at present, as my mother should deem expedient; and the letter wound up by a 

request that the writer might be permitted, upon our return to Ashtown-house, which was soon to take place, 

as the spring was now tolerably advanced, to visit us for a few days, in case his suit was approved. 

"Well, well, my dear," said my mother, impatiently; "do you know who Lord Glenfallen is?" 

"I do, madam," said I rather timidly, for I dreaded an altercation with my mother. 

"Well, dear, and what frightens you?" continued she; "are you afraid of a title? What has he done to alarm 

you? he is neither old nor ugly." 

I was silent, though I might have said, "He is neither young nor handsome." 
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"My dear Fanny," continued my mother, "in sober seriousness you have been most fortunate in engaging the 

affections of a nobleman such as Lord Glenfallen, young and wealthy, with first-rate, yes, acknowledged first-

rate abilities and of a family whose influence is not exceeded by that of any in Ireland—of course you see the 

offer in the same light that I do—indeed I think you must." 

This was uttered in no very dubious tone. I was so much astonished by the suddenness of the whole 

communication that I literally did not know what to say. 

"You are not in love?" said my mother, turning sharply, and fixing her dark eyes upon me, with severe 

scrutiny. 

"No, madam," said I, promptly; horrified, as what young lady would not have been, at such a query. 

"I am glad to hear it," said my mother, dryly. "Once, nearly twenty years ago, a friend of mine consulted me 

how he should deal with a daughter who had made what they call a love match, beggared herself, and 

disgraced her family; and I said, without hesitation, take no care of her, but cast her off; such punishment I 

awarded for an offence committed against the reputation of a family not my own; and what I advised 

respecting the child of another, with full as small compunction I would do with mine. I cannot conceive 

anything more unreasonable or intolerable than that the fortune and the character of a family should be marred 

by the idle caprices of a girl." 

She spoke this with great severity, and paused as if she expected some observation from me. I, however, said 

nothing. 

"But I need not explain to you, my dear Fanny," she continued, "my views upon this subject; you have always 

known them well, and I have never yet had reason to believe you likely, voluntarily, to offend me, or to abuse 

or neglect any of those advantages which reason and duty tell you should be improved—come hither, my 

dear, kiss me, and do not look so frightened. Well, now, about this letter, you need not answer it yet; of course 

you must be allowed time to make up your mind; in the mean time I will write to his lordship to give him my 

permission to visit us at Ashtown—good night, my love." 

And thus ended one of the most disagreeable, not to say astounding, conversations I had ever had; it would 

not be easy to describe exactly what were my feelings towards Lord Glenfallen; whatever might have been 

my mother's suspicions, my heart was perfectly disengaged; and hitherto, although I had not been made in the 

slightest degree acquainted with his real views, I had liked him very much, as an agreeable, well informed 

man, whom I was always glad to meet in society; he had served in the navy in early life, and the polish which 

his manners received in his after intercourse with courts and cities had not served to obliterate that frankness 

of manner which belongs proverbially to the sailor. Whether this apparent candour went deeper than the 

outward bearing I was yet to learn; however there was no doubt that as far as I had seen of Lord Glenfallen, 

he was, though perhaps not so young as might have been desired in a lover, a singularly pleasing man, and 

whatever feeling unfavourable to him had found its way into my mind, arose altogether from the dread, not an 

unreasonable one, that constraint might be practised upon my inclinations. I reflected, however, that Lord 

Glenfallen was a wealthy man, and one highly thought of; and although I could never expect to love him in 

the romantic sense of the term, yet I had no doubt but that, all things considered, I might be more happy with 

him than I could hope to be at home. When next I met him it was with no small embarrassment, his tact and 
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good breeding, however, soon reassured me, and effectually prevented my awkwardness being remarked 

upon; and I had the satisfaction of leaving Dublin for the country with the full conviction that nobody, not 

even those most intimate with me, even suspected the fact of Lord Glenfallen's having made me a formal 

proposal. This was to me a very serious subject of self gratulation, for, besides my instinctive dread of 

becoming the topic of the speculations of gossip, I felt that if the situation which I occupied in relation to him 

were made publicly known, I should stand committed in a manner which would scarcely leave me the power 

of retraction. The period at which Lord Glenfallen had arranged to visit Ashtown-house was now fast 

approaching, and it became my mother's wish to form me thoroughly to her will, and to obtain my consent to 

the proposed marriage before his arrival, so that all things might proceed smoothly without apparent 

opposition or objection upon my part; whatever objections, therefore, I had entertained were to be subdued; 

whatever disposition to resistance I had exhibited or had been supposed to feel, were to be completely 

eradicated before he made his appearance, and my mother addressed herself to the task with a decision and 

energy against which even the barriers, which her imagination had created, could hardly have stood. If she 

had, however, expected any determined opposition from me, she was agreeably disappointed; my heart was 

perfectly free, and all my feelings of liking and preference were in favour of Lord Glenfallen, and I well knew 

that in case I refused to dispose of myself as I was desired, my mother had alike the power and the will to 

render my existence as utterly miserable as any, even the most ill-assorted marriage could possibly have done. 

You will remember, my good friend, that I was very young and very completely under the controul of my 

parents, both of whom, my mother particularly, were unscrupulously determined in matters of this kind, and 

willing, when voluntary obedience on the part of those within their power was withheld, to compel a forced 

acquiescence by an unsparing use of all the engines of the most stern and rigorous domestic discipline. All 

these combined, not unnaturally, induced me to resolve upon yielding at once, and without useless opposition, 

to what appeared almost to be my fate. The appointed time was come, and my now accepted suitor arrived; he 

was in high spirits, and, if possible, more entertaining than ever. I was not, however, quite in the mood to 

enjoy his sprightliness; but whatever I wanted in gaiety was amply made up in the triumphant and gracious 

good humour of my mother, whose smiles of benevolence and exultation were showered around as 

bountifully as the summer sunshine. I will not weary you with unnecessary prolixity. Let it suffice to say, that 

I was married to Lord Glenfallen with all the attendant pomp and circumstance of wealth, rank, and grandeur. 

According to the usage of the times, now humanely reformed, the ceremony was made until long past 

midnight, the season of wild, uproarious, and promiscuous feasting and revelry. Of all this I have a painfully 

vivid recollection, and particularly of the little annoyances inflicted upon me by the dull and coarse jokes of 

the wits and wags who abound in all such places, and upon all such occasions. I was not sorry, when, after a 

few days, Lord Glenfallen's carriage appeared at the door to convey us both from Ashtown; for any change 

would have been a relief from the irksomeness of ceremonial and formality which the visits received in 

honour of my newly acquired titles hourly entailed upon me. It was arranged that we were to proceed to 

Cahergillagh, one of the Glenfallen estates, lying, however, in a southern county, so that a tedious journey 

(then owing to the impracticability of the roads,) of three days intervened. I set forth with my noble 

companion, followed by the regrets of some, and by the envy of many, though God knows I little deserved the 

latter; the three days of travel were now almost spent, when passing the brow of a wild heathy hill, the domain 

of Cahergillagh opened suddenly upon our view. It formed a striking and a beautiful scene. A lake of 

considerable extent stretching away towards the west, and reflecting from its broad, smooth waters, the rich 

glow of the setting sun, was overhung by steep hills, covered by a rich mantle of velvet sward, broken here 

and there by the grey front of some old rock, and exhibiting on their shelving sides, their slopes and hollows, 

every variety of light and shade; a thick wood of dwarf oak, birch, and hazel skirted these hills, and clothed 

the shores of the lake, running out in rich luxuriance upon every promontory, and spreading upward 

considerably upon the side of the hills. 
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"There lies the enchanted castle," said Lord Glenfallen, pointing towards a considerable level space 

intervening between two of the picturesque hills, which rose dimly around the lake. This little plain was 

chiefly occupied by the same low, wild wood which covered the other parts of the domain; but towards the 

centre a mass of taller and statelier forest trees stood darkly grouped together, and among them stood an 

ancient square tower, with many buildings of an humbler character, forming together the manor-house, or, as 

it was more usually called, the court of Cahergillagh. As we approached the level upon which the mansion 

stood, the winding road gave us many glimpses of the time-worn castle and its surrounding buildings; and 

seen as it was through the long vistas of the fine old trees, and with the rich glow of evening upon it, I have 

seldom beheld an object more picturesquely striking. I was glad to perceive, too, that here and there the blue 

curling smoke ascended from stacks of chimneys now hidden by the rich, dark ivy, which, in a great measure, 

covered the building; other indications of comfort made themselves manifest as we approached; and indeed, 

though the place was evidently one of considerable antiquity, it had nothing whatever of the gloom of decay 

about it. 

"You must not, my love," said Lord Glenfallen, "imagine this place worse than it is. I have no taste for 

antiquity, at least I should not choose a house to reside in because it is old. Indeed I do not recollect that I was 

even so romantic as to overcome my aversion to rats and rheumatism, those faithful attendants upon your 

noble relics of feudalism; and I much prefer a snug, modern, unmysterious bed-room, with well-aired sheets, 

to the waving tapestry, mildewed cushions, and all the other interesting appliances of romance; however, 

though I cannot promise you all the discomfort generally pertaining to an old castle, you will find legends and 

ghostly lore enough to claim your respect; and if old Martha be still to the fore, as I trust she is, you will soon 

have a supernatural and appropriate anecdote for every closet and corner of the mansion; but here we are—so, 

without more ado, welcome to Cahergillagh." 

We now entered the hall of the castle, and while the domestics were employed in conveying our trunks and 

other luggage which we had brought with us for immediate use to the apartments which Lord Glenfallen had 

selected for himself and me, I went with him into a spacious sitting room, wainscoted with finely polished 

black oak, and hung round with the portraits of various of the worthies of the Glenfallen family. This room 

looked out upon an extensive level covered with the softest green sward, and irregularly bounded by the wild 

wood I have before mentioned, through the leafy arcade formed by whose boughs and trunks the level beams 

of the setting sun were pouring; in the distance, a group of dairy maids were plying their task, which they 

accompanied throughout with snatches of Irish songs which, mellowed by the distance, floated not 

unpleasingly to the ear; and beside them sat or lay, with all the grave importance of conscious protection, six 

or seven large dogs of various kinds; farther in the distance, and through the cloisters of the arching wood, 

two or three ragged urchins were employed in driving such stray kine as had wandered farther than the rest to 

join their fellows. As I looked upon this scene which I have described, a feeling of tranquillity and happiness 

came upon me, which I have never experienced in so strong a degree; and so strange to me was the sensation 

that my eyes filled with tears. Lord Glenfallen mistook the cause of my emotion, and taking me kindly and 

tenderly by the hand he said, "Do not suppose, my love, that it is my intention to settle here, whenever you 

desire to leave this, you have only to let me know your wish and it shall be complied with, so I must entreat of 

you not to suffer any circumstances which I can controul to give you one moment's uneasiness; but here is old 

Martha, you must be introduced to her, one of the heirlooms of our family." 

A hale, good-humoured, erect, old woman was Martha, and an agreeable contrast to the grim, decrepit hag, 

which my fancy had conjured up, as the depository of all the horrible tales in which I doubted not this old 

place was most fruitful. She welcomed me and her master with a profusion of gratulations, alternately kissing 
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our hands and apologising for the liberty, until at length Lord Glenfallen put an end to this somewhat 

fatiguing ceremonial, by requesting her to conduct me to my chamber if it were prepared for my reception. I 

followed Martha up an old-fashioned, oak stair-case into a long, dim passage at the end of which lay the door 

which communicated with the apartments which had been selected for our use; here the old woman stopped, 

and respectfully requested me to proceed. I accordingly opened the door and was about to enter, when 

something like a mass of black tapestry as it appeared disturbed by my sudden approach, fell from above the 

door, so as completely to screen the aperture; the startling unexpectedness of the occurrence, and the rustling 

noise which the drapery made in its descent, caused me involuntarily to step two or three paces backwards, I 

turned, smiling and half ashamed to the old servant, and said, "You see what a coward I am." The woman 

looked puzzled, and without saying any more, I was about to draw aside the curtain and enter the room, when 

upon turning to do so, I was surprised to find that nothing whatever interposed to obstruct the passage. I went 

into the room, followed by the servant woman, and was amazed to find that it, like the one below, was 

wainscoted, and that nothing like drapery was to be found near the door. 

"Where is it," said I; "what has become of it?" 

"What does your ladyship wish to know?" said the old woman. 

"Where is the black curtain that fell across the door, when I attempted first to come to my chamber," 

answered I. 

"The cross of Christ about us," said the old woman, turning suddenly pale. 

"What is the matter, my good friend," said I; "you seem frightened." 

"Oh, no, no, your ladyship," said the old woman, endeavouring to conceal her agitation; but in vain, for 

tottering towards a chair, she sunk into it, looking so deadly pale and horror-struck that I thought every 

moment she would faint. 

"Merciful God, keep us from harm and danger," muttered she at length. 

"What can have terrified you so," said I, beginning to fear that she had seen something more than had met my 

eye, "you appear ill, my poor woman." 

"Nothing, nothing, my lady," said she, rising; "I beg your ladyship's pardon for making so bold; may the great 

God defend us from misfortune." 

"Martha," said I, "something has frightened you very much, and I insist on knowing what it is; your keeping 

me in the dark upon the subject will make me much more uneasy than any thing you could tell me; I desire 

you, therefore, to let me know what agitates you; I command you to tell me." "Your ladyship said you saw a 

black curtain falling across the door when you were coming into the room," said the old woman. 

"I did," said I; "but though the whole thing appears somewhat strange I cannot see any thing in the matter to 

agitate you so excessively. 
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"It's for no good you saw that, my lady," said the crone; "something terrible is coming; it's a sign, my lady—a 

sign that never fails." 

"Explain, explain what you mean, my good woman," said I, in spite of myself, catching more than I could 

account for, of her superstitious terror. 

"Whenever something—something bad is going to happen to the Glenfallen family, some one that belongs to 

them sees a black handkerchief or curtain just waved or falling before their faces; I saw it myself," continued 

she, lowering her voice, "when I was only a little girl, and I'll never forget it; I often heard of it before, though 

I never saw it till then, nor since, praised be God; but I was going into Lady Jane's room to waken her in the 

morning; and sure enough when I got first to the bed and began to draw the curtain, something dark was 

waved across the division, but only for a moment; and when I saw rightly into the bed, there was she lying 

cold and dead, God be merciful to me; so, my lady, there is small blame to me to be daunted when any one of 

the family sees it, for it's many's the story I heard of it, though I saw it but once." 

I was not of a superstitious turn of mind; yet I could not resist a feeling of awe very nearly allied to the fear 

which my companion had so unreservedly expressed; and when you consider my situation, the loneliness, 

antiquity, and gloom of the place, you will allow that the weakness was not without excuse. In spite of old 

Martha's boding predictions, however, time flowed on in an unruffled course; one little incident, however, 

though trifling in itself, I must relate as it serves to make what follows more intelligible. Upon the day after 

my arrival, Lord Glenfallen of course desired to make me acquainted with the house and domain; and 

accordingly we set forth upon our ramble; when returning, he became for some time silent and moody, a state 

so unusual with him as considerably to excite my surprise, I endeavoured by observations and questions to 

arouse him—but in vain; at length as we approached the house, he said, as if speaking to himself, "'twere 

madness—madness—madness," repeating the word bitterly—"sure and speedy ruin." There was here a long 

pause; and at length turning sharply towards me in a tone very unlike that in which he had hitherto addressed 

me, he said, "Do you think it possible that a woman can keep a secret?" 

"I am sure," said I, "that women are very much belied upon the score of talkativeness, and that I may answer 

your question with the same directness with which you put it; I reply that I do think a woman can keep a 

secret." 

"But I do not," said he, drily. 

We walked on in silence for a time; I was much astonished at his unwonted abruptness; I had almost said 

rudeness. After a considerable pause he seemed to recollect himself, and with an effort resuming his sprightly 

manner, he said, "well, well, the next thing to keeping a secret well is, not to desire to possess one—

talkativeness and curiosity generally go together; now I shall make test of you in the first place, respecting the 

latter of these qualities. I shall be your Bluebeard—tush, why do I trifle thus; listen to me, my dear Fanny, I 

speak now in solemn earnest; what I desire is, intimately, inseparably, connected with your happiness and 

honour as well as my own; and your compliance with my request will not be difficult; it will impose upon you 

a very trifling restraint during your sojourn here, which certain events which have occurred since our arrival, 

have determined me shall not be a long one. You must promise me, upon your sacred honour, that you will 

visit only that part of the castle which can be reached from the front entrance, leaving the back entrance and 

the part of the building commanded immediately by it, to the menials, as also the small garden whose high 
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wall you see yonder; and never at any time seek to pry or peep into them, nor to open the door which 

communicates from the front part of the house through the corridor with the back. I do not urge this in jest or 

in caprice, but from a solemn conviction that danger and misery will be the certain consequences of your not 

observing what I prescribe. I cannot explain myself further at present—promise me, then, these things as you 

hope for peace here and for mercy hereafter." 

I did make the promise as desired, and he appeared relieved; his manner recovered all its gaiety and elasticity, 

but the recollection of the strange scene which I have just described dwelt painfully upon my mind. More than 

a month passed away without any occurrence worth recording; but I was not destined to leave Cahergillagh 

without further adventure; one day intending to enjoy the pleasant sunshine in a ramble through the woods, I 

ran up to my room to procure my bonnet and shawl; upon entering the chamber, I was surprised and 

somewhat startled to find it occupied; beside the fireplace and nearly opposite the door, seated in a large, old-

fashioned elbow-chair, was placed the figure of a lady; she appeared to be nearer fifty than forty, and was 

dressed suitably to her age, in a handsome suit of flowered silk; she had a profusion of trinkets and jewellery 

about her person, and many rings upon her fingers; but although very rich, her dress was not gaudy or in ill 

taste; but what was remarkable in the lady was, that although her features were handsome, and upon the 

whole pleasing, the pupil of each eye was dimmed with the whiteness of cataract, and she was evidently stone 

blind. I was for some seconds so surprised at this unaccountable apparition, that I could not find words to 

address her. 

"Madam," said I, "there must be some mistake here—this is my bed-chamber." 

"Marry come up," said the lady, sharply; "your chamber! Where is Lord Glenfallen?" 

"He is below, madam," replied I; "and I am convinced he will be not a little surprised to find you here." 

"I do not think he will," said she; "with your good leave, talk of what you know something about; tell him I 

want him; why does the minx dilly dally so?" 

In spite of the awe which this grim lady inspired, there was something in her air of confident superiority 

which, when I considered our relative situations, was not a little irritating. 

"Do you know, madam, to whom you speak?" said I. 

"I neither know nor care," said she; "but I presume that you are some one about the house, so, again, I desire 

you, if you wish to continue here, to bring your master hither forthwith." 

"I must tell you madam," said I, "that I am Lady Glenfallen." 

"What's that?" said the stranger, rapidly. 

"I say, madam," I repeated, approaching her, that I might be more distinctly heard, "that I am Lady 

Glenfallen." 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 547 january 2020 

 

59 

"It's a lie, you trull," cried she, in an accent which made me start, and, at the same time, springing forward, 

she seized me in her grasp and shook me violently, repeating, "it's a lie, it's a lie," with a rapidity and 

vehemence which swelled every vein of her face; the violence of her action, and the fury which convulsed her 

face, effectually terrified me, and disengaging myself from her grasp, I screamed as loud as I could for help; 

the blind woman continued to pour out a torrent of abuse upon me, foaming at the mouth with rage, and 

impotently shaking her clenched fists towards me. I heard Lord Glenfallen's step upon the stairs, and I 

instantly ran out; as I past him I perceived that he was deadly pale, and just caught the words, "I hope that 

demon has not hurt you?" I made some answer, I forget what, and he entered the chamber, the door of which 

he locked upon the inside; what passed within I know not; but I heard the voices of the two speakers raised in 

loud and angry altercation. I thought I heard the shrill accents of the woman repeat the words, "let her look to 

herself"; but I could not be quite sure. This short sentence, however, was, to my alarmed imagination, 

pregnant with fearful meaning; the storm at length subsided, though not until after a conference of more than 

two long hours. Lord Glenfallen then returned, pale and agitated, "That unfortunate woman," said he, "is out 

of her mind; I dare say she treated you to some of her ravings, but you need not dread any further interruption 

from her, I have brought her so far to reason. She did not hurt you, I trust." 

"No, no," said I; "but she terrified me beyond measure." "Well," said he, "she is likely to behave better for the 

future, and I dare swear that neither you nor she would desire after what has passed to meet again." 

This occurrence, so startling and unpleasant, so involved in mystery, and giving rise to so many painful 

surmises, afforded me no very agreeable food for rumination. All attempts on my part to arrive at the truth 

were baffled; Lord Glenfallen evaded all my enquiries, and at length peremptorily forbid any further allusion 

to the matter. I was thus obliged to rest satisfied with what I had actually seen, and to trust to time to resolve 

the perplexities in which the whole transaction had involved me. Lord Glenfallen's temper and spirits 

gradually underwent a complete and most painful change; he became silent and abstracted, his manner to me 

was abrupt and often harsh, some grievous anxiety seemed ever present to his mind; and under its influence 

his spirits sunk and his temper became soured. I soon perceived that his gaiety was rather that which the stir 

and excitement of society produces, than the result of a healthy habit of mind; and every day confirmed me in 

the opinion, that the considerate good nature which I had so much admired in him was little more than a mere 

manner; and to my infinite grief and surprise, the gay, kind, open-hearted nobleman who had for months 

followed and flattered me, was rapidly assuming the form of a gloomy, morose, and singularly selfish man; 

this was a bitter discovery, and I strove to conceal it from myself as long as I could, but the truth was not to be 

denied, and I was forced to believe that Lord Glenfallen no longer loved me, and that he was at little pains to 

conceal the alteration in his sentiments. One morning after breakfast, Lord Glenfallen had been for some time 

walking silently up and down the room, buried in his moody reflections, when pausing suddenly, and turning 

towards me, he exclaimed, 

"I have it, I have it; we must go abroad and stay there, too, and if that does not answer, why—why we must 

try some more effectual expedient. Lady Glenfallen, I have become involved in heavy embarrassments; a wife 

you know must share the fortunes of her husband, for better for worse, but I will waive my right if you prefer 

remaining here—here at Cahergillagh; for I would not have you seen elsewhere without the state to which 

your rank entitled you; besides it would break your poor mother's heart," he added, with sneering gravity, "so 

make up your mind—Cahergillagh or France, I will start if possible in a week, so determine between this and 

then." 
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He left the room and in a few moments I saw him ride past the window, followed by a mounted servant; he 

had directed a domestic to inform me that he should not be back until the next day. I was in very great doubt 

as to what course of conduct I should pursue, as to accompanying him in the continental tour so suddenly 

determined upon, I felt that it would be a hazard too great to encounter; for at Cahergillagh I had always the 

consciousness to sustain me, that if his temper at any time led him into violent or unwarrantable treatment of 

me, I had a remedy within reach, in the protection and support of my own family, from all useful and effective 

communication with whom, if once in France, I should be entirely debarred. As to remaining at Cahergillagh 

in solitude, and for aught I knew, exposed to hidden dangers, it appeared to me scarcely less objectionable 

than the former proposition; and yet I feared that with one or other I must comply, unless I was prepared to 

come to an actual breach with Lord Glenfallen; full of these unpleasing doubts and perplexities, I retired to 

rest. I was wakened, after having slept uneasily for some hours, by some person shaking me rudely by the 

shoulder; a small lamp burned in my room, and by its light, to my horror and amazement, I discovered that 

my visitant was the self-same blind, old lady who had so terrified me a few weeks before. I started up in the 

bed, with a view to ring the bell, and alarm the domestics, but she instantly anticipated me by saying, "Do not 

be frightened, silly girl; if I had wished to harm you I could have done it while you were sleeping, I need not 

have wakened you; listen to me, now, attentively and fearlessly; for what I have to say, interests you to the 

full as much as it does me; tell me, here, in the presence of God, did Lord Glenfallen marry you, actually 

marry you?—speak the truth, woman." 

"As surely as I live and speak," I replied, "did Lord Glenfallen marry me in presence of more than a hundred 

witnesses." 

"Well," continued she, "he should have told you then, before you married him, that he had a wife living, 

which wife I am; I feel you tremble—tush! do not be frightened. I do not mean to harm you—mark me now—

you are not his wife. When I make my story known you will be so, neither in the eye of God nor of man; you 

must leave this house upon to-morrow; let the world know that your husband has another wife living; go, you, 

into retirement, and leave him to justice, which will surely overtake him. If you remain in this house after to-

morrow you will reap the bitter fruits of your sin," so saying, she quitted the room, leaving me very little 

disposed to sleep. 

Here was food for my very worst and most terrible suspicions; still there was not enough to remove all doubt. 

I had no proof of the truth of this woman's statement. Taken by itself there was nothing to induce me to attach 

weight to it; but when I viewed it in connection with the extraordinary mystery of some of Lord Glenfallen's 

proceedings, his strange anxiety to exclude me from certain portions of the mansion, doubtless, lest I should 

encounter this person—the strong influence, nay, command, which she possessed over him, a circumstance 

clearly established by the very fact of her residing in the very place, where of all others, he should least have 

desired to find her—her thus acting, and continuing to act in direct contradiction to his wishes; when, I say, I 

viewed her disclosure in connection with all these circumstances, I could not help feeling that there was at 

least a fearful verisimilitude in the allegations which she had made. Still I was not satisfied, nor nearly so; 

young minds have a reluctance almost insurmountable to believing upon any thing short of unquestionable 

proof, the existence of premeditated guilt in any one whom they have ever trusted; and in support of this 

feeling I was assured that if the assertion of Lord Glenfallen, which nothing in this woman's manner had led 

me to disbelieve, were true, namely, that her mind was unsound, the whole fabric of my doubts and fears must 

fall to the ground. I determined to state to Lord Glenfallen freely and accurately the substance of the 

communication which I had just heard, and in his words and looks to seek for its proof or refutation; full of 

these thoughts I remained wakeful and excited all night, every moment fancying that I heard the step, or saw 
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the figure of my recent visitor towards whom I felt a species of horror and dread which I can hardly describe. 

There was something in her face, though her features had evidently been handsome, and were not, at first 

sight, unpleasing, which, upon a nearer inspection, seemed to indicate the habitual prevalence and indulgence 

of evil passions, and a power of expressing mere animal anger, with an intenseness that I have seldom seen 

equalled, and to which an almost unearthly effect was given by the convulsive quivering of the sightless eyes. 

You may easily suppose that it was no very pleasing reflection to me to consider, that whenever caprice might 

induce her to return, I was within the reach of this violent, and, for aught I knew, insane woman, who had, 

upon that very night, spoken to me in a tone of menace, of which her mere words, divested of the manner and 

look with which she uttered them, can convey but a faint idea. Will you believe me when I tell you that I was 

actually afraid to leave my bed in order to secure the door, lest I should again encounter the dreadful object 

lurking in some corner or peeping from behind the window curtains, so very a child was I in my fears. 

The morning came, and with it Lord Glenfallen. I knew not, and indeed I cared not, where he might have 

been; my thoughts were wholly engrossed by the terrible fears and suspicions which my last night's 

conference had suggested to me; he was, as usual, gloomy and abstracted, and I feared in no very fitting mood 

to hear what I had to say with patience, whether the charges were true or false. I was, however, determined 

not to suffer the opportunity to pass, or Lord Glenfallen to leave the room, until, at all hazards, I had 

unburdened my mind. 

"My Lord," said I, after a long silence, summoning up all my firmness, "my lord, I wish to say a few words to 

you upon a matter of very great importance, of very deep concernment to you and to me." I fixed my eyes 

upon him to discern, if possible, whether the announcement caused him any uneasiness, but no symptom of 

any such feeling was perceptible. 

"Well, my dear," said he, "this is, no doubt, a very grave preface, and portends, I have no doubt, something 

extraordinary—pray let us have it without more ado." 

He took a chair, and seated himself nearly opposite to me. 

"My lord," said I, "I have seen the person who alarmed me so much a short time since, the blind lady, again, 

upon last night"; his face, upon which my eyes were fixed, turned pale, he hesitated for a moment, and then 

said— 

"And did you, pray madam, so totally forget or spurn my express command, as to enter that portion of the 

house from which your promise, I might say, your oath, excluded you—answer me that?" he added, fiercely. 

"My lord," said I, "I have neither forgotten your commands, since such they were, nor disobeyed them. I was, 

last night, wakened from my sleep, as I lay in my own chamber, and accosted by the person whom I have 

mentioned—how she found access to the room I cannot pretend to say." 

"Ha! this must be looked to," said he, half reflectively; "and pray," added he, quickly, while in turn he fixed 

his eyes upon me, "what did this person say, since some comment upon her communication forms, no doubt, 

the sequel to your preface." 
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"Your lordship is not mistaken," said I, "her statement was so extraordinary that I could not think of 

withholding it from you; she told me, my lord, that you had a wife living at the time you married me, and that 

she was that wife." 

Lord Glenfallen became ashy pale, almost livid; he made two or three efforts to clear his voice to speak, but 

in vain, and turning suddenly from me, he walked to the window; the horror and dismay, which, in the olden 

time, overwhelmed the woman of Endor, when her spells unexpectedly conjured the dead into her presence, 

were but types of what I felt, when thus presented with what appeared to be almost unequivocal evidence of 

the guilt, whose existence I had before so strongly doubted. There was a silence of some moments, during 

which it were hard to conjecture whether I or my companion suffered most. Lord Glenfallen soon recovered 

his self command; he returned to the table, again sat down and said— 

"What you have told me has so astonished me, has unfolded such a tissue of motiveless guilt, and in a quarter 

from which I had so little reason to look for ingratitude or treachery, that your announcement almost deprived 

me of speech; the person in question, however, has one excuse, her mind is, as I told you before, unsettled. 

You should have remembered that, and hesitated to receive as unexceptionable evidence against the honour of 

your husband, the ravings of a lunatic. I now tell you that this is the last time I shall speak to you upon this 

subject, and, in the presence of the God who is to judge me, and as I hope for mercy in the day of judgment, I 

swear that the charge thus brought against me, is utterly false, unfounded, and ridiculous; I defy the world in 

any point to taint my honour; and, as I have never taken the opinion of madmen touching your character or 

morals, I think it but fair to require that you will evince a like tenderness for me; and now, once for all, never 

again dare to repeat to me your insulting suspicions, or the clumsy and infamous calumnies of fools. I shall 

instantly let the worthy lady who contrived this somewhat original device, understand fully my opinion upon 

the matter—good morning"; and with these words he left me again in doubt, and involved in all horrors of the 

most agonizing suspense. I had reason to think that Lord Glenfallen wreaked his vengeance upon the author 

of the strange story which I had heard, with a violence which was not satisfied with mere words, for old 

Martha, with whom I was a great favourite, while attending me in my room, told me that she feared her 

master had ill used the poor, blind, Dutch woman, for that she had heard her scream as if the very life were 

leaving her, but added a request that I should not speak of what she had told me to any one, particularly to the 

master. 

"How do you know that she is a Dutch woman?" inquired I, anxious to learn anything whatever that might 

throw a light upon the history of this person, who seemed to have resolved to mix herself up in my fortunes. 

"Why, my lady," answered Martha, "the master often calls her the Dutch hag, and other names you would not 

like to hear, and I am sure she is neither English nor Irish; for, whenever they talk together, they speak some 

queer foreign lingo, and fast enough, I'll be bound; but I ought not to talk about her at all; it might be as much 

as my place is worth to mention her—only you saw her first yourself, so there can be no great harm in 

speaking of her now." 

"How long has this lady been here?" continued I. 

"She came early on the morning after your ladyship's arrival," answered she; "but do not ask me any more, for 

the master would think nothing of turning me out of doors for daring to speak of her at all, much less to you, 

my lady." 
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I did not like to press the poor woman further; for her reluctance to speak on this topic was evident and 

strong. You will readily believe that upon the very slight grounds which my information afforded, 

contradicted as it was by the solemn oath of my husband, and derived from what was, at best, a very 

questionable source, I could not take any very decisive measure whatever; and as to the menace of the strange 

woman who had thus unaccountably twice intruded herself into my chamber, although, at the moment, it 

occasioned me some uneasiness, it was not, even in my eyes, sufficiently formidable to induce my departure 

from Cahergillagh. 

A few nights after the scene which I have just mentioned, Lord Glenfallen having, as usual, early retired to his 

study, I was left alone in the parlour to amuse myself as best I might. It was not strange that my thoughts 

should often recur to the agitating scenes in which I had recently taken a part; the subject of my reflections, 

the solitude, the silence, and the lateness of the hour, as also the depression of spirits to which I had of late 

been a constant prey, tended to produce that nervous excitement which places us wholly at the mercy of the 

imagination. In order to calm my spirits, I was endeavouring to direct my thoughts into some more pleasing 

channel, when I heard, or thought I heard, uttered, within a few yards of me, in an odd half-sneering tone, the 

words, "There is blood upon your ladyship's throat." So vivid was the impression, that I started to my feet, and 

involuntarily placed my hand upon my neck. I looked around the room for the speaker, but in vain. I went 

then to the room-door, which I opened, and peered into the passage, nearly faint with horror, lest some 

leering, shapeless thing should greet me upon the threshold. When I had gazed long enough to assure myself 

that no strange object was within sight. 

"I have been too much of a rake, lately; I am racking out my nerves," said I, speaking aloud, with a view to 

reassure myself. I rang the bell, and, attended by old Martha, I retired to settle for the night. While the servant 

was, as was her custom, arranging the lamp which I have already stated always burned during the night in my 

chamber, I was employed in undressing, and, in doing so, I had recourse to a large looking-glass which 

occupied a considerable portion of the wall in which it was fixed, rising from the ground to a height of about 

six feet; this mirror filled the space of a large pannel in the wainscoting opposite the foot of the bed. I had 

hardly been before it for the lapse of a minute, when something like a black pall was slowly waved between 

me and it. 

"Oh, God! there it is," I exclaimed wildly. "I have seen it again, Martha—the black cloth." 

"God be merciful to us, then!" answered she, tremulously crossing herself. "Some misfortune is over us." 

"No, no, Martha," said I, almost instantly recovering my collectedness; for, although of a nervous 

temperament, I had never been superstitious. "I do not believe in omens. You know, I saw, or fancied I saw, 

this thing before, and nothing followed." 

"The Dutch lady came the next morning," replied she. 

"Methinks, such an occurrence scarcely deserved a supernatural announcement," I replied. 

"She is a strange woman, my lady," said Martha, "and she is not gone yet—mark my words." 
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"Well, well, Martha," said I, "I have not wit enough to change your opinions, nor inclination to alter mine; so 

I will talk no more of the matter. Good night," and so I was left to my reflections. After lying for about an 

hour awake, I at length fell into a kind of doze; but my imagination was still busy, for I was startled from this 

unrefreshing sleep by fancying that I heard a voice close to my face exclaim as before, "There is blood upon 

your ladyship's throat." The words were instantly followed by a loud burst of laughter. Quaking with horror, I 

awakened, and heard my husband enter the room. Even this was a relief. Scared as I was, however, by the 

tricks which my imagination had played me, I preferred remaining silent, and pretending to sleep, to 

attempting to engage my husband in conversation, for I well knew that his mood was such, that his words 

would not, in all probability, convey anything that had not better be unsaid and unheard. Lord Glenfallen went 

into his dressing-room, which lay upon the right-hand side of the bed. The door lying open, I could see him by 

himself, at full length upon a sofa, and, in about half an hour, I became aware, by his deep and regularly 

drawn respiration, that he was fast asleep. When slumber refuses to visit one, there is something peculiarly 

irritating, not to the temper, but to the nerves, in the consciousness that some one is in your immediate 

presence, actually enjoying the boon which you are seeking in vain; at least, I have always found it so, and 

never more than upon the present occasion. A thousand annoying imaginations harassed and excited me, 

every object which I looked upon, though ever so familiar, seemed to have acquired a strange phantom-like 

character, the varying shadows thrown by the flickering of the lamp-light, seemed shaping themselves into 

grotesque and unearthly forms, and whenever my eyes wandered to the sleeping figure of my husband, his 

features appeared to undergo the strangest and most demoniacal contortions. Hour after hour was told by the 

old clock, and each succeeding one found me, if possible, less inclined to sleep than its predecessor. It was 

now considerably past three; my eyes, in their involuntary wanderings, happened to alight upon the large 

mirror which was, as I have said, fixed in the wall opposite the foot of the bed. A view of it was commanded 

from where I lay, through the curtains, as I gazed fixedly upon it, I thought I perceived the broad sheet of 

glass shifting its position in relation to the bed; I rivetted my eyes upon it with intense scrutiny; it was no 

deception, the mirror, as if acting of its own impulse moved slowly aside, and disclosed a dark aperture in the 

wall, nearly as large as an ordinary door; a figure evidently stood in this; but the light was too dim to define it 

accurately. It stepped cautiously into the chamber, and with so little noise, that had I not actually seen it, I do 

not think I should have been aware of its presence. It was arrayed in a kind of woollen night-dress, and a 

white handkerchief or cloth was bound tightly about the head; I had no difficulty spite of the strangeness of 

the attire in recognising the blind woman whom I so much dreaded. She stooped down, bringing her head 

nearly to the ground, and in that attitude she remained motionless for some moments, no doubt in order to 

ascertain if any suspicious sound were stirring. She was apparently satisfied by her observations, for she 

immediately recommenced her silent progress towards a ponderous mahogany dressing table of my 

husband's; when she had reached it, she paused again, and appeared to listen attentively for some minutes; she 

then noiselessly opened one of the drawers from which, having groped for some time, she took something 

which I soon perceived to be a case of razors; she opened it and tried the edge of each of the two instruments 

upon the skin of her hand; she quickly selected one, which she fixed firmly in her grasp; she now stooped 

down as before, and having listened for a time, she, with the hand that was disengaged, groped her way into 

the dressing room where Lord Glenfallen lay fast asleep. I was fixed as if in the tremendous spell of a night 

mare. I could not stir even a finger; I could not lift my voice; I could not even breathe, and though I expected 

every moment to see the sleeping man murdered, I could not even close my eyes to shut out the horrible 

spectacle, which I had not the power to avert. I saw the woman approach the sleeping figure, she laid the 

unoccupied hand lightly along his clothes, and having thus ascertained his identity, she, after a brief interval, 

turned back and again entered my chamber; here she bent down again to listen. I had now not a doubt but that 

the razor was intended for my throat; yet the terrific fascination which had locked all my powers so long, still 

continued to bind me fast. I felt that my life depended upon the slightest ordinary exertion, and yet I could not 

stir one joint from the position in which I lay, nor even make noise enough to waken Lord Glenfallen. The 
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murderous woman now, with long, silent steps, approached the bed; my very heart seemed turning to ice; her 

left hand, that which was disengaged, was upon the pillow; she gradually slid it forward towards my head, and 

in an instant, with the speed of lightning, it was clutched in my hair, while, with the other hand, she dashed 

the razor at my throat. A slight inaccuracy saved me from instant death; the blow fell short, the point of the 

razor grazing my throat; in a moment I know not how, I found myself at the other side of the bed uttering 

shriek after shriek; the wretch was, however, determined if possible to murder me; scrambling along by the 

curtains, she rushed round the bed towards me; I seized the handle of the door to make my escape; it was, 

however, fastened; at all events I could not open it, from the mere instinct of recoiling terror, I shrunk back 

into a corner—she was now within a yard of me—her hand was upon my face—I closed my eyes fast, 

expecting never to open them again, when a blow, inflicted from behind by a strong arm, stretched the 

monster senseless at my feet; at the same moment the door opened, and several domestics, alarmed by my 

cries, entered the apartment. I do not recollect what followed, for I fainted. One swoon succeeded another so 

long and death-like, that my life was considered very doubtful. At about ten o'clock, however, I sunk into a 

deep and refreshing sleep, from which I was awakened at about two, that I might swear my deposition before 

a magistrate, who attended for that purpose. I, accordingly, did so, as did also Lord Glenfallen; and the 

woman was fully committed to stand her trial at the ensuing assizes. I shall never forget the scene which the 

examination of the blind woman and of the other parties afforded. She was brought into the room in the 

custody of two servants; she wore a kind of flannel wrapper which had not been changed since the night 

before; it was torn and soiled, and here and there smeared with blood, which had flowed in large quantities 

from a wound in her head; the white handkerchief had fallen off in the scuffle; and her grizzled hair fell in 

masses about her wild and deadly pale countenance. She appeared perfectly composed, however, and the only 

regret she expressed throughout, was at not having succeeded in her attempt, the object of which she did not 

pretend to conceal. On being asked her name, she called herself the Countess Glenfallen, and refused to give 

any other title. 

"The woman's name is Flora Van-Kemp," said Lord Glenfallen. 

"It was, it was, you perjured traitor and cheat," screamed the woman; and then there followed a volley of 

words in some foreign language. "Is there a magistrate here?" she resumed; "I am Lord Glenfallen's wife—I'll 

prove it—write down my words. I am willing to be hanged or burned, so he meets his deserts. I did try to kill 

that doll of his; but it was he who put it into my head to do it—two wives were too many—I was to murder 

her, or she was to hang me—listen to all I have to say." 

Here Lord Glenfallen interrupted. 

"I think, sir," said he, addressing the magistrate, "that we had better proceed to business, this unhappy 

woman's furious recriminations but waste our time; if she refuses to answer your questions, you had better, I 

presume, take my depositions." 

"And are you going to swear away my life, you black perjured murderer?" shrieked the woman. "Sir, sir, sir, 

you must hear me," she continued, addressing the magistrate, "I can convict him—he bid me murder that girl, 

and then when I failed, he came behind me, and struck me down, and now he wants to swear away my life—

take down all I say." 
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"If it is your intention," said the magistrate, "to confess the crime with which you stand charged, you may, 

upon producing sufficient evidence, criminate whom you please." 

"Evidence!—I have no evidence but myself," said the woman. "I will swear it all—write down my 

testimony—write it down, I say—we shall hang side by side, my brave Lord—all your own handy—work, my 

gentle husband." This was followed by a low, insolent, and sneering laugh, which, from one in her situation, 

was sufficiently horrible. 

"I will not at present hear anything," replied he, "but distinct answers to the questions which I shall put to you 

upon this matter." 

"Then you shall hear nothing," replied she sullenly, and no inducement or intimidation could bring her to 

speak again. 

Lord Glenfallen's deposition and mine were then given, as also those of the servants who had entered the 

room at the moment of my rescue; the magistrate then intimated that she was committed, and must proceed 

directly to gaol, whither she was brought in a carriage of Lord Glenfallen's, for his lordship was naturally by 

no means indifferent to the effect which her vehement accusations against himself might produce, if uttered 

before every chance hearer whom she might meet with between Cahergillagh and the place of confinement 

whither she was dispatched. 

During the time which intervened between the committal and the trial of the prisoner, Lord Glenfallen seemed 

to suffer agonies of mind which baffle all description, he hardly ever slept, and when he did, his slumbers 

seemed but the instruments of new tortures, and his waking hours were, if possible, exceeded in intensity of 

terrors by the dreams which disturbed his sleep. Lord Glenfallen rested, if to lie in the mere attitude of repose 

were to do so, in his dressing-room, and thus I had an opportunity of witnessing, far oftener than I wished it, 

the fearful workings of his mind; his agony often broke out into such fearful paroxysms that delirium and total 

loss of reason appeared to be impending; he frequently spoke of flying from the country, and bringing with 

him all the witnesses of the appalling scene upon which the prosecution was founded; then again he would 

fiercely lament that the blow which he had inflicted had not ended all. 

The assizes arrived, however, and upon the day appointed, Lord Glenfallen and I attended in order to give our 

evidence. The cause was called on, and the prisoner appeared at the bar. Great curiosity and interest were felt 

respecting the trial, so that the court was crowded to excess. The prisoner, however, without appearing to take 

the trouble of listening to the indictment, pleaded guilty, and no representations on the part of the court 

availed to induce her to retract her plea. After much time had been wasted in a fruitless attempt to prevail 

upon her to reconsider her words, the court proceeded according to the usual form, to pass sentence. This 

having been done, the prisoner was about to be removed, when she said in a low, distinct voice— 

"A word—a word, my Lord:—is Lord Glenfallen here in the court?" On being told that he was, she raised her 

voice to a tone of loud menace, and continued— 

"Hardress, Earl of Glenfallen, I accuse you here in this court of justice of two crimes—first, that you married 

a second wife, while the first was living, and again, that you prompted me to the murder, for attempting which 

I am to die—secure him—chain him—bring him here." 
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There was a laugh through the court at these words, which were naturally treated by the judge as a violent 

extemporary recrimination, and the woman was desired to be silent. 

"You won't take him, then," she said, "you won't try him? You'll let him go free?" 

It was intimated by the court that he would certainly be allowed "to go free," and she was ordered again to be 

removed. Before, however, the mandate was executed, she threw her arms wildly into the air, and uttered one 

piercing shriek so full of preternatural rage and despair, that it might fitly have ushered a soul into those 

realms where hope can come no more. The sound still rang in my ears, months after the voice that had uttered 

it was for ever silent. The wretched woman was executed in accordance with the sentence which had been 

pronounced. 

For some time after this event, Lord Glenfallen appeared, if possible, to suffer more than he had done before, 

and altogether, his language, which often amounted to half confessions of the guilt imputed to him, and all the 

circumstances connected with the late occurrences, formed a mass of evidence so convincing that I wrote to 

my father, detailing the grounds of my fears, and imploring him to come to Cahergillagh without delay, in 

order to remove me from my husband's control, previously to taking legal steps for a final separation. 

Circumstanced as I was, my existence was little short of intolerable, for, besides the fearful suspicions which 

attached to my husband, I plainly perceived that if Lord Glenfallen were not relieved, and that speedily, 

insanity must supervene. I therefore expected my father's arrival, or at least a letter to announce it, with 

indescribable impatience. 

About a week after the execution had taken place, Lord Glenfallen one morning met me with an unusually 

sprightly air— 

"Fanny," said he, "I have it now for the first time, in my power to explain to your satisfaction every thing 

which has hitherto appeared suspicious or mysterious in my conduct. After breakfast come with me to my 

study, and I shall, I hope, make all things clear." 

This invitation afforded me more real pleasure than I had experienced for months; something had certainly 

occurred to tranquillize my husband's mind, in no ordinary degree, and I thought it by no means impossible 

that he would, in the proposed interview, prove himself the most injured and innocent of men. Full of this 

hope I repaired to his study at the appointed hour; he was writing busily when I entered the room, and just 

raising his eyes, he requested me to be seated. I took a chair as he desired, and remained silently awaiting his 

leisure, while he finished, folded, directed, and sealed his letter; laying it then upon the table, with the address 

downward, he said— 

"My dearest Fanny, I know I must have appeared very strange to you and very unkind—often even cruel; 

before the end of this week I will show you the necessity of my conduct; how impossible it was that I should 

have seemed otherwise. I am conscious that many acts of mine must have inevitably given rise to painful 

suspicions—suspicions, which indeed, upon one occasion you very properly communicated to me. I have 

gotten two letters from a quarter which commands respect, containing information as to the course by which I 

may be enabled to prove the negative of all the crimes which even the most credulous suspicion could lay to 

my charge. I expected a third by this morning's post, containing documents which will set the matter for ever 

at rest, but owing, no doubt, to some neglect, or, perhaps, to some difficulty in collecting the papers, some 
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inevitable delay, it has not come to hand this morning, according to my expectation. I was finishing one to the 

very same quarter when you came in, and if a sound rousing be worth anything, I think I shall have a special 

messenger before two days have passed. I have been thinking over the matter within myself, whether I had 

better imperfectly clear up your doubts by submitting to your inspection the two letters which I have already 

received, or wait till I can triumphantly vindicate myself by the production of the documents which I have 

already mentioned, and I have, I think, not unnaturally decided upon the latter course; however, there is a 

person in the next room, whose testimony is not without its value—excuse me for one moment." 

So saying, he arose and went to the door of a closet which opened from the study, this he unlocked, and half 

opening the door, he said, "It is only I," and then slipped into the room, and carefully closed and locked the 

door behind him. I immediately heard his voice in animated conversation; my curiosity upon the subject of 

the letter was naturally great, so smothering any little scruples which I might have felt, I resolved to look at 

the address of the letter which lay as my husband had left it, with its face upon the table. I accordingly drew it 

over to me, and turned up the direction. For two or three moments I could scarce believe my eyes, but there 

could be no mistake—in large characters were traced the words, "To the Archangel Gabriel in heaven." I had 

scarcely returned the letter to its original position, and in some degree recovered the shock which this 

unequivocal proof of insanity produced, when the closet door was unlocked, and Lord Glenfallen re-entered 

the study, carefully closing and locking the door again upon the outside. 

"Whom have you there?" inquired I, making a strong effort to appear calm. 

"Perhaps," said he musingly, "you might have some objection to seeing her, at least for a time." 

"Who is it?" repeated I. 

"Why," said he, "I see no use in hiding it—the blind Dutchwoman; I have been with her the whole morning. 

She is very anxious to get out of that closet, but you know she is odd, she is scarcely to be trusted." 

A heavy gust of wind shook the door at this moment with a sound as if something more substantial were 

pushing against it. 

"Ha, ha, ha!—do you hear her," said he, with an obstreperous burst of laughter. The wind died away in a long 

howl, and Lord Glenfallen, suddenly checking his merriment, shrugged his shoulders, and muttered— 

"Poor devil, she has been hardly used." 

"We had better not tease her at present with questions," said I, in as unconcerned a tone as I could assume, 

although I felt every moment as if I should faint. 

"Humph! may be so," said he, "well, come back in an hour or two, or when you please, and you will find us 

here." 

He again unlocked the door, and entered with the same precautions which he had adopted before, locking the 

door upon the inside, and as I hurried from the room, I heard his voice again exerted as if in eager parley. I 
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can hardly describe my emotions; my hopes had been raised to the highest, and now in an instant, all was 

gone—the dreadful consummation was accomplished—the fearful retribution had fallen upon the guilty 

man—the mind was destroyed—the power to repent was gone. The agony of the hours which followed what I 

would still call my awful interview with Lord Glenfallen, I cannot describe; my solitude was, however, 

broken in upon by Martha, who came to inform me of the arrival of a gentleman, who expected me in the 

parlour. I accordingly descended, and to my great joy, found my father seated by the fire. This expedition, 

upon his part, was easily accounted for: my communications had touched the honour of the family. I speedily 

informed him of the dreadful malady which had fallen upon the wretched man. My father suggested the 

necessity of placing some person to watch him, to prevent his injuring himself or others. I rang the bell, and 

desired that one Edward Cooke, an attached servant of the family, should be sent to me. I told him distinctly 

and briefly, the nature of the service required of him, and, attended by him, my father and I proceeded at once 

to the study; the door of the inner room was still closed, and everything in the outer chamber remained in the 

same order in which I had left it. We then advanced to the closet door, at which we knocked, but without 

receiving any answer. We next tried to open the door, but in vain—it was locked upon the inside; we knocked 

more loudly, but in vain. Seriously alarmed, I desired the servant to force the door, which was, after several 

violent efforts, accomplished, and we entered the closet. Lord Glenfallen was lying on his face upon a sofa. 

"Hush," said I, "he is asleep"; we paused for a moment. 

"He is too still for that," said my father; we all of us felt a strong reluctance to approach the figure. 

"Edward," said I, "try whether your master sleeps." 

The servant approached the sofa where Lord Glenfallen lay; he leant his ear towards the head of the 

recumbent figure, to ascertain whether the sound of breathing was audible; he turned towards us, and said— 

"My lady, you had better not wait here, I am sure he is dead!" 

"Let me see the face," said I, terribly agitated, "you may be mistaken." 

The man then, in obedience to my command, turned the body round, and, gracious God! what a sight met my 

view—he was, indeed, perfectly dead. The whole breast of the shirt, with its lace frill, was drenched with 

gore, as was the couch underneath the spot where he lay. The head hung back, as it seemed almost severed 

from the body by a frightful gash, which yawned across the throat. The instrument which had inflicted it, was 

found under his body. All, then, was over; I was never to learn the history in whose termination I had been so 

deeply and so tragically involved. 

The severe discipline which my mind had undergone was not bestowed in vain. I directed my thoughts and 

my hopes to that place where there is no more sin, nor danger, nor sorrow. 

Thus ends a brief tale, whose prominent incidents many will recognize as having marked the history of a 

distinguished family, and though it refers to a somewhat distant date, we shall be found not to have taken, 

upon that account, any liberties with the facts, but in our statement of all the incidents, to have rigorously and 

faithfully adhered to the truth. 
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Original footnotes 

1. ↑ I have carefully altered the names as they appear in the original MSS., for the reader will see that 

some of the circumstances recorded are not of a kind to reflect honour upon those involved in them; 

and, as many are still living, in every way honoured and honourable, who stand in close relation to 

the principal actors in this drama, the reader will see the necessity of the course which we have 

adopted. 

2. ↑ The residuary legatee of the late Francis Purcell, who has the honour of selecting such of his 

lamented old friend's manuscripts as may appear fit for publication, in order that the lore which they 

contain may reach the world before scepticism and utility have robbed our species of the precious 

gift of credulity, and scornfully kicked before them, or trampled into annihilation, those harmless 

fragments of picturesque superstition, which it is our object to preserve, has been subjected to the 

charge of dealing too largely in the marvellous; and it has been half insinuated that such is his love 

for diablerie, that he is content to wander a mile out of his way, in order to meet a fiend or a goblin, 

and thus to sacrifice all regard for truth and accuracy to the idle hope of affrighting the imagination, 

and thus pandering to the bad taste of his reader. He begs leave, then, to take this opportunity of 

asserting his perfect innocence of all the crimes laid to his charge, and to assure his reader that he 

never pandered to his bad taste, nor went one inch out of his way to introduce witch, fairy, devil, 

ghost, or any other of the grim fraternity of the redoubted Raw-head and bloody-bones. His province, 

touching these tales, has been attended with no difficulty and little responsibility; indeed, he is 

accountable for nothing more than an alteration in the names of persons mentioned therein, when 

such a step seemed necessary, and for an occasional note, whenever he conceived it possible, 

innocently, to edge in a word. These tales have been written down, as the heading of each announces, 

by the Rev. Francis Purcell, P.P. of Drumcoolagh; and in all the instances, which are many, in which 

the present writer has had an opportunity of comparing the manuscript of his departed friend with the 

actual traditions which are current amongst the families whose fortunes they pretend to illustrate, he 

has uniformly found that whatever of supernatural occurred in the story, so far from having been 

exaggerated by him, had been rather softened down, and, wherever it could be attempted, accounted 

for. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/joseph-sheridan-le-fanu/short-story/a-chapter-in-the-history-of-a-tyrone-

family 
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Soil fungi act like a support network for trees 

University of Alberta 

Summary: 

New research is first to show that growth rate of adult trees is linked to fungal networks colonizing their roots. 

Share: 

     

FULL STORY 

 

Being highly connected to a strong social network has its benefits. Now a new University of Alberta study is 

showing the same goes for trees, thanks to their underground neighbours. 

The study, published in the Journal of Ecology, is the first to show that the growth of adult trees is linked to 

their participation in fungal networks living in the forest soil. 

Though past research has focused on seedlings, these findings give new insight into the value of fungal 

networks to older trees -- which are more environmentally beneficial for functions like capturing carbon and 

stabilizing soil erosion. 

"Large trees make up the bulk of the forest, so they drive what the forest is doing," said researcher Joseph 

Birch, who led the study for his PhD thesis in the Faculty of Agricultural, Life & Environmental Sciences. 

When they colonize the roots of a tree, fungal networks act as a sort of highway, allowing water, nutrients and 

even the compounds that send defence signals against insect attacks to flow back and forth among the trees. 

The network also helps nutrients flow to resource-limited trees "like family units that support one another in 

times of stress," Birch noted. 

Cores taken from 350 Douglas firs in British Columbia showed that annual tree ring growth was related to the 

extent of fungal connections a tree had with other trees. "They had much higher growth than trees that had 

only a few connections." 

The research also showed that trees with more connections to many unique fungi had much greater growth 

than those with only one or two connections. 
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"We found that the more connected an adult tree is, the more it has significant growth advantages, which 

means the network could really influence large-scale important interactions in the forest, like carbon storage. 

If you have this network that is helping trees grow faster, that helps sequester more carbon year after year." 

It's also possible that if the trees grow faster, they'd have some ability to better survive drought that is 

expected to intensify with climate change, he added. 

"These networks may help them grow more steadily even as conditions become more stressful, and could 

even help buffer trees against death." 

Birch hopes his findings lead to further studies in different kinds of forests in other geographical areas, 

because it's likely that the connections among trees change from year to year, he said. 

"It's a very dynamic system that is probably being broken apart and re-formed quite a bit, like family 

relationships, so we don't know how they will change under future climates either. Maybe a dry year or a 

beetle outbreak impacts the network. 

"Knowing whether fungal networks are operating the same way in other tree species could factor into how we 

reforest areas after harvesting them, and it could inform how we want to plant trees to preserve these 

networks." 

The research was supported by the Natural Sciences and Engineering Research Council of Canada. 

 

Story Source: 

Materials provided by University of Alberta. Original written by Bev Betkowski. Note: Content may be edited 

for style and length. 

 

Journal Reference: 

1. Joseph D. Birch, Suzanne W. Simard, Kevin J. Beiler, Justine Karst. Beyond seedlings: 

Ectomycorrhizal fungal networks and growth of mature Pseudotsuga menziesii. Journal of Ecology, 

2020; DOI: 10.1111/1365-2745.13507 

 

 

https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2020/10/201022123118.htm 

https://www.folio.ca/soil-fungi-act-like-a-support-network-for-trees-study-shows/
http://www.ualberta.ca/
http://dx.doi.org/10.1111/1365-2745.13507
https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2020/10/201022123118.htm
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When the Movie Theatre Closed 

by Albert Stainton 

 

Issue no. 69 (Spring 1977) 

When the movie theatre closed 

we decided to stay. 

It was depressing, at first, 

having almost no natural light, 

but soon we learned to see 

by the two plaster torches 

on either side of the screen 

that illuminated the scrolls 

below and above them with pink. 

And the food— 

popcorn, of course, and candy— 

endless cartons of popcorn 

lightly coated in an oil 

that, when we were younger, 

seemed like butter. 

Sometimes I felt awkward 

standing at the long row of urinals 

alone. But later, 

waiting for you in the lobby, 

watching you come to me 

almost as if you still had 

alternatives, smiling in a way 

that still seemed to be recognition, 

calmed me. 

And we had our high time, too— 

re-running at regular intervals 

the same old film that was left there, 

watching those oversized faces 

come together on the screen, 

getting jittery on the coke 

that never seemed to run dry. 

And once involved in such strangeness, 

such isolation 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=9d66bbb429&e=d538c8f2e0


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 547 january 2020 

 

74 

we became convinced 

that we could go on indefinitely, 

that we had some secret, inner organ 

others lacked—indeed, that could make us famous. 

We were wrong. 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=9d66bbb429&e=d538c8f2e0 
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An Antidote to Helplessness and Disorientation: The Great Humanistic Philosopher and Psychologist 

Erich Fromm on Our Human Fragility as the Key to Our Survival and Our Sanity 

“Only through full awareness of the danger to life can this potential be mobilized for action capable of 

bringing about drastic changes in our way of organizing society.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

To be human is to be a miracle of evolution conscious of its own miraculousness — a consciousness beautiful 

and bittersweet, for we have paid for it with a parallel awareness not only of our fundamental 

improbability but of our staggering fragility, of how physiologically precarious our survival is and how 

psychologically vulnerable our sanity. To make that awareness bearable, we have evolved a singular faculty 

that might just be the crowning miracle of our consciousness: hope. 

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/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/159056183X/braipick-20
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Hope — and the wise, effective action that can spring from it — is the counterweight to the heavy sense of 

our own fragility. It is a continual negotiation between optimism and despair, a continual negation of 

cynicism and naïveté. We hope precisely because we are aware that terrible outcomes are always possible and 

often probable, but that the choices we make can impact the outcomes. 

 

Art by the Brothers Hilts from A Velocity of Being: Letters to a Young Reader. 

How to harness that uniquely human paradox in living more empowered lives in even the most vulnerable-

making circumstances is what the great humanistic philosopher and psychologist Erich Fromm (March 23, 

1900–March 18, 1980) explores in the 1968 gem The Revolution of Hope: Toward a Humanized 

Technology (public library), written in an era when both hope and fear were at a global high, by a German 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/02/08/zadie-smith-feel-free-optimism-and-despair/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/02/09/hope-cynicism/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/02/09/hope-cynicism/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/20/a-velocity-of-being-letters-to-a-young-reader/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/159056183X/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/159056183X/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/revolution-of-hope-toward-a-humanized-technology/oclc/1041608439&referer=brief_results
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/20/a-velocity-of-being-letters-to-a-young-reader/
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Jew who had narrowly escaped a dismal fate by taking refuge first in Switzerland and then in America when 

the Nazis seized power. 

 

Erich Fromm 

In a sentiment he would later develop in contemplating the superior alternative to the parallel lazinesses of 

optimism and pessimism, Fromm writes: 

Hope is a decisive element in any attempt to bring about social change in the direction of greater aliveness, 

awareness, and reason. But the nature of hope is often misunderstood and confused with attitudes that have 

nothing to do with hope and in fact are the very opposite. 

Half a century before the physicist Brian Greene made his poetic case for our sense of mortality as the 

wellspring of meaning in our ephemeral lives, Fromm argues that our capacity for hope — which has 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/04/04/erich-fromm-anatomy-of-human-destructiveness/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/04/04/erich-fromm-anatomy-of-human-destructiveness/
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/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0826406548/braipick-20
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furnished the greatest achievements of our species — is rooted in our vulnerable self-consciousness. Writing 

well before Ursula K. Le Guin’s brilliant unsexing of the universal pronoun, Fromm (and all of his 

contemporaries and predecessors, male and female, trapped in the linguistic convention of their time) may be 

forgiven for using man as shorthand for the generalized human being: 

 

Illustration by Margaret C. Cook for a rare 1913 edition of Leaves of Grass by Walt Whitman. (Available as a 

print 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/10/17/ursula-k-le-guin-gender/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/04/11/leaves-of-grass-margaret-cook/
https://society6.com/product/i-will-confront-these-shows-of-the-day-and-night_framed-print?sku=s6-8968158p21a12v52a13v54?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/i-will-confront-these-shows-of-the-day-and-night_framed-print?sku=s6-8968158p21a12v52a13v54?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/i-will-confront-these-shows-of-the-day-and-night_framed-print?sku=s6-8968158p21a12v52a13v54?curator=brainpicker
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Man, lacking the instinctual equipment of the animal, is not as well equipped for flight or for attack as 

animals are. He does not “know” infallibly, as the salmon knows where to return to the river in order to spawn 

its young and as many birds know where to go south in the winter and where to return in the summer. His 

decisions are not made for him by instinct. He has to make them. He is faced with alternatives and there is a 

risk of failure in every decision he makes. The price that man pays for consciousness is insecurity. He can 

stand his insecurity by being aware and accepting the human condition, and by the hope that he will not fail 

even though he has no guarantee for success. He has no certainty; the only certain prediction he can make is: 

“I shall die.” 

What makes us human is not the fact of that elemental vulnerability, which we share with all other living 

creatures, but the awareness of that fact — the way existential uncertainty worms the consciousness capable 

of grasping it. But in that singular fragility lies, also, our singular resilience as thinking, feeling animals 

capable of foresight and of intelligent, sensitive decision-making along the vectors of that foresight. 

Art by Pascal Lemaître from Listen by Holly M. McGhee 

 

.) 

Fromm writes: 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/09/19/listen-holly-mcghee-pascal-lemaitre/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/09/19/listen-holly-mcghee-pascal-lemaitre/
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Man is born as a freak of nature, being within nature and yet transcending it. He has to find principles of 

action and decision making which replace the principles of instinct. He has to have a frame of orientation that 

permits him to organize a consistent picture of the world as a condition for consistent actions. He has to fight 

not only against the dangers of dying, starving, and being hurt, but also against another danger that is 

specifically human: that of becoming insane. In other words, he has to protect himself not only against the 

danger of losing his life but also against the danger of losing his mind. The human being, born under the 

conditions described here, would indeed go mad if he did not find a frame of reference which permitted him 

to feel at home in the world in some form and to escape the experience of utter helplessness, disorientation, 

and uprootedness. There are many ways in which man can find a solution to the task of staying alive and of 

remaining sane. Some are better than others and some are worse. By “better” is meant a way conducive to 

greater strength, clarity, joy, independence; and by “worse” the very opposite. But more important than 

finding the better solution is finding some solution that is viable. 

As we navigate our own uncertain times together, may a thousand flowers of sanity bloom, each valid so long 

as it is viable in buoying the human spirit it animates. And may we remember the myriad terrors and 

uncertainties preceding our own, which have served as unexpected awakenings from some of our most 

perilous civilizational slumbers. Fromm — who devoted his life to illuminating the inner landscape of the 

individual human being as the tectonic foundation of the political topography of the world — composed this 

book during the 1968 American Presidential election. He was aglow with hope that the unlikely ascent of an 

obscure, idealistic, poetically inclined Senator from Minnesota by the name of Eugene McCarthy (not to be 

confused with the infamous Joseph McCarthy, who stood for just about everything opposite) might steer the 

country toward precisely such pathways to “greater strength, clarity, joy, independence.” 

McCarthy lost — to another Democratic candidate, who would in turn lose to none other than Nixon — and 

the country plummeted into more war, more extractionism, more reactionary nationalism and bigotry. But the 

very rise of that unlikely candidate contoured hopes undared before — hopes some of which have since 

become reality and others have clarified our most urgent work as a society and a species. Fromm writes: 

A man who was hardly known before, one who is the opposite of the typical politician, averse to appealing on 

the basis of sentimentality or demagoguery, truly opposed to the Vietnam War, succeeded in winning the 

approval and even the most enthusiastic acclaim of a large segment of the population, reaching from the 

radical youth, hippies, intellectuals, to liberals of the upper middle classes. This was a crusade without 

precedent in America, and it was something short of a miracle that this professor-Senator, a devotee of poetry 

and philosophy, could become a serious contender for the Presidency. It proved that a large segment of the 

American population is ready and eager for Humanization… indicating that hope and the will for change are 

alive. 
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Art from Trees at Night by Art Young, 1926. (Available as a print.) 

Having given reign to his own hope and will for change in this book “appealing to the love for life (biophilia) 

that still exists in many of us,” Fromm reflects on a universal motive force of resilience and change: 

Only through full awareness of the danger to life can this potential be mobilized for action capable of bringing 

about drastic changes in our way of organizing society… One cannot think in terms of percentages or 

probabilities as long as there is a real possibility — even a slight one — that life will prevail. 

Complement The Revolution of Hope — an indispensable treasure rediscovered half a century after its 

publication and republished in 2010 by the American Mental Health Foundation — with Fromm 

on spontaneity, the art of living, the art of loving, the art of listening, and why self-love is the key to a sane 

society, then revisit philosopher Martha Nussbaum on how to live with our human fragility and Rebecca 

Solnit on the real meaning of hope in difficult times. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/03/22/erich-fromm-revolution-of-

hope/?mc_cid=03c8b60353&mc_eid=d1c16ac662  

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/08/06/trees-at-night-art-young/
https://society6.com/product/hope-from-trees-at-night-by-art-young_print?curator=brainpicker
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/159056183X/braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/07/erich-fromm-escape-from-freedom-spontaneity/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/03/23/erich-fromm-the-art-of-living/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/10/29/the-art-of-loving-erich-fromm/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/04/05/erich-fromm-the-art-of-listening/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/04/27/erich-fromm-sane-society-self-love/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/04/27/erich-fromm-sane-society-self-love/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/03/14/martha-nussbaum-bill-moyers-world-of-ideas/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/03/16/rebecca-solnit-hope-in-the-dark-2/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/03/22/erich-fromm-revolution-of-hope/?mc_cid=03c8b60353&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/03/22/erich-fromm-revolution-of-hope/?mc_cid=03c8b60353&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://society6.com/product/hope-from-trees-at-night-by-art-young_print?curator=brainpicker
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Obesity and disease tied to dramatic dietary changes 

Princeton University 

Summary: 

The 'mismatch hypothesis' argues that our bodies evolved to digest the foods that our ancestors ate, and that 

human bodies will struggle and largely fail to metabolize a radically new set of foods. This intuitive idea is 

hard to test directly, but the Turkana, a pastoralist population in remote Kenya, present a natural experiment: 

genetically homogenous populations whose diets stretch across a lifestyle gradient from relatively 'matched' 

to extremely 'mismatched' with their recent evolutionary history. 

FULL STORY 

 

Are obesity, diabetes, cardiovascular illnesses and more the result of a "mismatch" between the meals we eat 

and the foods our bodies are prepared for? 

The "mismatch hypothesis" argues that each of our bodies has evolved and adapted to digest the foods that 

our ancestors ate, and that human bodies will struggle and largely fail to metabolize a radically new set of 

foods. 

"Humans evolved in a very different environment than the one we're currently living in," said Amanda Lea, a 

postdoctoral research fellow in the Lewis-Sigler Institute for Integrative Genomics (LSI), and the first author 

on a study appearing in the current issue of the journal Science Advances. "No one diet is universally bad. It's 

about the mismatch between your evolutionary history and what you're currently eating." 

The "mismatch" idea has been around for years, but it's hard to test directly. Most experiments focus on 

comparing Westerners to members of hunter-gatherer societies, but that inevitably conflates any effects of 

diet with other genetic or lifestyle differences. 

Enter the Turkana -- a subsistence-level, pastoralist population from a remote desert in northwest Kenya. In 

the 1980s, an extreme drought coupled with the discovery of oil nearby led to rapid transformation of the 

region. Large segments of the population abandoned their nomadic lifestyle, some to live in villages and 

others in cities. Traditional Turkana still rely on livestock -- dromedary camels, zebu cattle, fat-tailed sheep, 

goats, and donkeys -- for subsistence, while Turkana living in cities have switched to diets that are much 

higher in carbohydrates and processed foods . This is a trend that is widely observed across the world, a result 

of increasing globalization, even in remote communities. 

"We realized that we had the opportunity to study the effect of transitioning away from a traditional lifestyle, 

relying on almost 80% animal byproducts -- a diet extremely protein-rich and rich in fats, with very little to 

no carbohydrates -- to a mostly carbohydrate diet," said Julien Ayroles, an assistant professor of ecology and 

evolutionary biology and LSI who is the senior researcher on the new paper. "This presented an 
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unprecedented opportunity: genetically homogenous populations whose diets stretch across a lifestyle 

gradient from relatively 'matched' to extremely 'mismatched' with their recent evolutionary history." 

To address the question, the researchers interviewed and gathered health data from 1226 adult Turkana in 44 

locations. The interviewers included Lea and Ayroles as well as the research team based at the Mpala 

Research Center in Kenya, led by Dino Martins. Mpala is best known as a site for world-class ecological 

studies, but with its research into the Turkana, it is also breaking new ground on anthropology and sociology 

and in genetics and genomics, using a new NSF-funded genomics lab. 

"This is a very important first paper from the Turkana genomics work and the Mpala NSF Genomics and 

Stable Isotopes Lab," said Martins. "Doing research like this study involves a huge amount of trust and 

respect with our local communities and with more remote communities: how we access them, how we 

interact. And the reason Mpala and Turkana can be a hub for this is because we have a long-term relationship. 

What has happened in many parts of the world where some of this research has been done, and it's gone 

wrong, is when you have researchers parachuting in and out of communities. That does not make people trust 

you -- it just creates a lot of an anxiety and problems. But here, the communities know us. We've been there 

for 25 years. Our research staff are drawn from local communities." 

The project originated when Ayroles visited Martins, a friend from their years at Harvard University, at the 

Turkana Basin Institute, where Martins was based. On a brutally hot Christmas Day, deep in the desert, miles 

from any known village, Ayroles had been surprised to see a group of women carrying water in jars on their 

heads. Martins had explained that the women were carrying water back to share with their fellow Turkana, 

and added that these few vessels of water would be all they would drink for a week or more. 

"Julian says, 'That's not possible. Nobody can survive on that little water,'" Martins recalled. "And so his 

scientist's brain gets thinking, and he comes up with this project to say, 'How is it that humans can survive in 

this incredibly harsh environment?' And I turned it around by saying, 'Actually, I think the question is, "How 

is it that we've adapted to survive in other environments?" Because of course, this is the environment that we 

all came out of." 

The project grew from there, taking shape as a study of health profiles across 10 biomarkers of Turkana living 

in cities, villages and rural areas. The researchers found that all 10 were excellent among Turkana still living 

their traditional, pastoralist lifestyle -- and among the Turkana who were leading in rural villages, making and 

selling charcoal or woven baskets, or raising livestock for trade. 

But Turkana who had moved to cities exhibited poor cardio-metabolic health, with much higher levels of 

obesity, diabetes, cardiovascular illness and high blood pressure. The health metrics also showed that the 

longer Turkana had spent living in the city, the less healthy they tended to be, with life-long city dwellers 

experiencing the greatest risk of cardiovascular disease. 

"We are finding more or less what we expected," said Ayroles. "Transitioning to this carbohydrate-based diet 

makes people sick." 

"There's a cumulative effect," added Lea. "The more you experience the urban environment -- the 

evolutionarily mismatched environment -- the worse it's going to be for your health." 
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Ayroles cautioned that the research should not be interpreted as favoring a protein-based diet. "One of the 

most remarkable things about the Turkana is that if you and I went on the Turkana diet, we would get sick 

really quickly!" he said. "The key to metabolic health may be to align our diet and activity levels with that of 

our ancestors, but we still need to determine which components matter most." 

The researchers have continued their surveys and data gathering, and they plan to expand the study to 

incorporate different indigenous peoples, in Pacific islands and elsewhere, who are also experiencing these 

shifts away from traditional lifestyles. 

"We can learn so much about evolution and human health from the many traditional and subsistence-level 

populations around the globe," said Lea. "They are experiencing this extraordinary, rapid environmental 

change, and we can witness it in real time." 

 

Story Source: 

Materials provided by Princeton University. Original written by Liz Fuller-Wright. Note: Content may be 

edited for style and length. 

 

Journal Reference: 

1. Amanda J. Lea, Dino Martins, Joseph Kamau, Michael Gurven, Julien F. Ayroles. Urbanization and 

market integration have strong, nonlinear effects on cardiometabolic health in the Turkana. Science 

Advances, 2020; 6 (43): eabb1430 DOI: 10.1126/sciadv.abb1430 

 

https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2020/10/201021163945.htm 

  

https://www.princeton.edu/node/238986
http://www.princeton.edu/
http://dx.doi.org/10.1126/sciadv.abb1430
https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2020/10/201021163945.htm
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Marian Anderson Photo Archives 

The African American opera singer made history with a stirring concert at the Lincoln Memorial. But there 

was much more to Marian Anderson. 

 

Marian Anderson with Harold L. Ickes (Secretary of the Interior) 

via JSTOR 

By: Ashawnta Jackson  

When opera singer Marian Anderson stood on stage at Washington, D.C.’s Constitution Hall on October 24, 

1964, it was the first stop on her international farewell tour, but it was also a reclamation. The hall had been 

the scene of another battle in the nation’s long and painful struggle for equity: In 1939 the owners of the 

venue, the Daughters of the American Revolution, refused to allow Anderson to perform. 

As Seth Feman writes in American Art, the DAR “barred her from their ‘white artists only’ venue, […] and 

then the District of Columbia Board of Education spurned efforts to stage her performance at a white 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/community.18792166
https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/ashawnta-jackson/
https://www.jstor.org/stable/10.1086/676630?mag=marian-anderson-photo-archives
https://www.jstor.org/stable/10.1086/676630?mag=marian-anderson-photo-archives
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school.”  Instead, Anderson performed on the steps of the Lincoln Memorial. The event was memorialized in 

several photos, including some that are part of the University of Pennsylvania’s Marian Anderson Collection 

of Photographs, now available through JSTOR’s Open Community Collections. 

Marian Anderson and pianist Kosti Vehanen at the Lincoln Memorial via JSTOR 

Anderson’s life was full of groundbreaking moments. Her presence in many spaces that had previously been 

all-white was powerful. But what may be lost in making her story solely about her challenges in a racist 

society is her talent. Anderson was, as conductor Arturo Toscanini put it, a voice “one is privileged to hear 

only in a hundred years.” 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/10.1086/676630?mag=marian-anderson-photo-archives
https://daily.jstor.org/the-first-civil-rights-monument/
https://www.jstor.org/site/upenn/marian-anderson/
https://www.jstor.org/site/upenn/marian-anderson/
https://www.jstor.org/site/collection-list/
https://www.jstor.org/stable/community.18792160?mag=marian-anderson-photo-archives
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Marian Anderson in Haiti via JSTOR 

Anderson was born in Philadelphia in 1897. Her natural musical talent was always evident and supported by 

her community. But as Nina Sun Eidsheim explains in American Quarterly, reaching the next level was 

difficult because “racism and financial difficulties obstructed her efforts to obtain musical training.” Members 

of her church offered to pay her way through a local music school, but “she was turned away: the school 

‘[didn’t] take colored.’” In 1919 she found an instructor, Giuseppe Boghetti, a graduate of the Royal 

Conservatory in Milan. Boghetti not only had the skills to take her to the next level, he also had valuable 

connections that would help her advance. 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/community.18793131?mag=marian-anderson-photo-archives
https://www.jstor.org/stable/41237570?mag=marian-anderson-photo-archives
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Marian Anderson with Eleanor Roosevelt via JSTOR 

She began touring the South during this time, but the inequities of Jim Crow–era America made this difficult. 

She’d understood the realities of racism, Anderson wrote in her autobiography, “but meeting it bit deeply into 

the soul.” 

Wanting to expand her opportunities, Anderson began touring Europe, cementing her reputation worldwide. 

Capitalizing on her rising fame, her manager arranged the concert at Constitution Hall. Even though Eleanor 

Roosevelt, one of the DAR’s most notable members, publicly resigned her membership and condemned the 

organization’s actions, it didn’t relent, leading to the historic and now iconic performance at the Lincoln 

Memorial. 

Marian Anderson performing in France via JSTOR 

The power of images of Anderson, from that day and so many others, is often traced to that moment. As 

Feman writes, “[W]e will not soon forget that the recital represents an important victory in what has been a 

long, difficult fight for justice.” It’s hard, he continues, to see “any other news picture of Anderson from that 

day, perhaps any image of Anderson at all, in any other way.” 

 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/10.2307/community.18792178?mag=marian-anderson-photo-archives
https://www.jstor.org/stable/10.2307/community.18792000?mag=marian-anderson-photo-archives
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Support JSTOR Daily! Join our new membership program on Patreon today. 

 Share Tweet Email Print 

Have a correction or comment about this article? 

Please contact us. 

Black HistoryOperaAmerican ArtAmerican Quarterly 

 

Resources 

JSTOR is a digital library for scholars, researchers, and students. JSTOR Daily readers can access the original 

research behind our articles for free on JSTOR. 

Marian Anderson’s Presence 

By: Seth Feman 

American Art, Vol. 28, No. 1 (Spring 2014), pp. 104-117 

The University of Chicago Press on behalf of the Smithsonian American Art Museum 

Marian Anderson and "Sonic Blackness" in American Opera 

By: Nina Sun Eidsheim 

American Quarterly, Vol. 63, No. 3, Sound Clash: Listening to American Studies (September 2011), pp. 641-

671 

The Johns Hopkins University Press 

 

https://daily.jstor.org/marian-anderson-photo-

archives/?utm_term=Marian%20Anderson%20Photo%20Archives&utm_campaign=jstordaily_10082020&ut

m_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email 

https://bit.ly/30jM88p
https://www.facebook.com/dialog/share?app_id=419334385204394&display=popup&href=https%3A%2F%2Fdaily.jstor.org%2Fmarian-anderson-photo-archives%2F&redirect_uri=https%3A%2F%2Fdaily.jstor.org%2Fmarian-anderson-photo-archives%2F
http://twitter.com/intent/tweet?url=https%3A%2F%2Fdaily.jstor.org%2Fmarian-anderson-photo-archives%2F&text=Marian+Anderson+Photo+Archives&via=JSTOR_Daily
mailto:?subject=Marian%20Anderson%20Photo%20Archives&body=The%20African%20American%20opera%20singer%20made%20history%20with%20a%20stirring%20concert%20at%20the%20Lincoln%20Memorial.%20But%20there%20was%20much%20more%20to%20Marian%20Anderson.%0D%0A%0D%0A%20Read%20More:%20https%3A%2F%2Fdaily.jstor.org%2Fmarian-anderson-photo-archives%2F
javascript:window.print()
https://daily.jstor.org/contact-us?from_url=/marian-anderson-photo-archives/
https://daily.jstor.org/tag/black-history/
https://daily.jstor.org/tag/opera/
https://daily.jstor.org/pub_tag/american-art/
https://daily.jstor.org/pub_tag/american-quarterly/
https://www.jstor.org/stable/10.1086/676630?mag=marian-anderson-photo-archives
https://www.jstor.org/stable/41237570?mag=marian-anderson-photo-archives
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Streamers 

by Arthur Sze 

 

Issue no. 116 (Fall 1990) 

1 

As an archaeologist unearths a mask with opercular teeth 

and abalone eyes, someone throws a broken fan and extension cords 

into a dumpster. A point of coincidence exists in the mind 

resembling the tension between a denotation and its stretch 

of definition: aurora: a luminous phenomenon consisting 

of streamers or arches of light appearing in the upper atmosphere 

of a planet’s polar regions, caused by the emission of light 

from atoms excited by electrons accelerated along the planet’s 

magnetic field lines. The mind’s magnetic field lines. 

When the red shimmering in the huge dome of sky stops, 

a violet flare is already arcing up and across, while a man 

foraging a dumpster in Cleveland finds some celery and charred fat. 

Hunger, angst: the blue shimmer of emotion, water speeding 

through a canyon; to see only to know: to wake finding 

a lug nut, ticket stub, string, personal card, ink smear, $2.76. 

2 

A Kwakiutl wooden dish with a double-headed wolf 

is missing from a museum collection. And as 

the director checks to see if it was deaccessioned, 

a man sitting on a stool under bright lights 

shouts: a pachinko ball dropped vertiginously 

but struck a chiming ring and richocheted to the left. 

We had no sense that a peony was opening, 

that a thousand white buds of a Kyoto camellia 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=f2621215db&e=d538c8f2e0
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had opened at dusk and had closed at dawn. 

When the man steps out of the pachinko parlor, 

he will find himself vertiginously dropping 

in starless space. When he discovers 

that his daughter was cooking over smoking oil, 

and shrieked in a fatal asthma attack, 

he will walk the bright streets in an implosion of grief, 

his mind will become an imploding star, 

he will know he is searching among bright gold threads 

for a black pattern in the weave. 

3 

Set a string loop into a figure of two diamonds, 

four diamonds, one diamond: 

as a woman tightens her hand into a fist 

and rubs it in a circular motion over her heart, 

a bewildered man considering the semantics of set 

decides no through-line exists: 

to sink the head of a nail below the surface, 

to fix as a distinguishing imprint, sign, or appearance, 

to incite, put on a fine edge by grinding, 

to adjust, adorn, put in motion, make unyielding, 

to bend slightly the tooth points of a saw 

alternately in opposite directions. 

As the woman using her index finger makes 

spiral after spiral from her aorta up over her head, 

you see the possibilities for transcendence: 

you have to die and die in your mind 

before you can begin to see the empty spaces 

the configuration of string defines. 

4 

A restorer examines the pieces of a tin chandelier, 

and notices the breaks in the arms are along 

old solder lines, and that cheap epoxy was used. 
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He will have to scrape off the epoxy, scrub some flux, 

heat up the chandelier and use a proper solder. 

A pair of rough-legged hawks are circling over a pasture; 

one hawk cuts off the rabbit’s path of retreat 

while the other swoops with sharp angle and curve of wings. 

Cirrus, cirrostratus, cirrocumulus, altostratus, 

altocumulus, stratocumulus, nimbostratus, 

cumulus, cumulonimbus, stratus: is there no end? 

Memories stored in the body begin to glow. 

A woman seals basil in brown bags and hangs them 

from the ceiling. A dead sturgeon washes to shore. 

The sun is at the horizon, but you see another 

sun rippling in water. It’s not that the angle 

of reflection equals the angle of incidence, 

but there’s exultation, pleasure, distress, death, love. 

5 

The world resembles a cuttlefish changing colors 

and shimmering. An apprentice archer has 

stretched the bowstring properly, but does not know 

he will miss the target because he is not aiming in the hips. 

He will learn to hit the target without aiming 

when he has died in his mind. I am not scared of death, 

though I am appalled at how obsession with security 

yields a pin-pushing, pencil-shaving existence. 

You can descend to the swimming level of sharks, 

be a giant kelp growing from the ocean bottom up 

to the surface light, but the critical moment 

is to die feeling the infinite stillness of the passions, 

to revel in the touch of hips, hair, lips, hands, 

feel the collapse of space in December light. 
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When I know I am no longer trying to know the spectral lines 

of the earth, I can point to a cuttlefish and say, 

“Here it is sepia, ” already it is deep-brown, 

and exult, “Here it is deep-brown, ” already it is white. 

6 

Red koi swim toward us, and black 

carp are rising out of the depths of the pond, 

but our sustenance is a laugh, a grief, 

a walk at night in the snow, 

seeing the pure gold of a flickering candle — 

a moment at dusk when we see 

that deer have been staring at us, 

we did not see them edge out of the brush, 

a moment when someone turns on a light 

and turns a window into a mirror, 

a moment when a child asks, 

“When will it be tomorrow? ” 

To say “A bell cannot be red and violet 

at the same place and time because 

of the logical structure of color ” is true 

but is a dot that must enlarge into 

a zero: a void, enso, red shimmer, 

breath, endless beginning, pure body, pure mind. 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=f2621215db&e=d538c8f2e0 
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Aspasia. 

by Giacomo Leopardi 

 

At times thy image to my mind returns, 

Aspasia. In the crowded streets it gleams 

Upon me, for an instant, as I pass, 

In other faces; or in lonely fields, 

At noon-tide bright, beneath the silent stars, 

With sudden and with startling vividness, 

As if awakened by sweet harmony, 

The splendid vision rises in my soul. 

How worshipped once, ye gods, what a delight 

To me, what torture, too! Nor do I e'er 

The odor of the flowery fields inhale, 

Or perfume of the gardens of the town, 

That I recall thee not, as on that day, 

When in thy sumptuous rooms, so redolent 

Of all the fragrant flowers of the spring, 

Arrayed in robe of violet hue, thy form 

Angelic I beheld, as it reclined 

On dainty cushions languidly, and by 

https://americanliterature.com/author/giacomo-leopardi
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An atmosphere voluptuous surrounded; 

When thou, a skilful Syren, didst imprint 

Upon thy children's round and rosy lips 

Resounding, fervent kisses, stretching forth 

Thy neck of snow, and with thy lovely hand, 

The little, unsuspecting innocents 

Didst to thy hidden, tempting bosom press. 

The earth, the heavens transfigured seemed to me, 

A ray divine to penetrate my soul. 

Then in my side, not unprotected quite, 

Deep driven by thy hand, the shaft I bore, 

Lamenting sore; and not to be removed, 

Till twice the sun his annual round had made. 

 

A ray divine, O lady! to my thought 

Thy beauty seemed. A like effect is oft 

By beauty caused, and harmony, that seem 

The mystery of Elysium to reveal. 

The stricken mortal fondly worships, then, 

His own ideal, creature of his mind, 

Which of his heaven the greater part contains. 
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Alike in looks, in manners, and in speech, 

The real and ideal seem to him, 

In his confused and passion-guided soul. 

But not the woman, but the dream it is, 

That in his fond caresses, he adores. 

At last his error finding, and the sad exchange, 

He is enraged, and most unjustly, oft, 

The woman chides. For rarely does the mind 

Of woman to that high ideal rise; 

And that which her own beauty oft inspires 

In generous lovers, she imagines not, 

Nor could she comprehend. Those narrow brows, 

Cannot such great conceptions hold. The man, 

Deceived, builds false hopes on those lustrous eyes, 

And feelings deep, ineffable, nay, more 

Than manly, vainly seeks in her, who is 

By nature so inferior to man. 

For as her limbs more soft and slender are, 

So is her mind less capable and strong. 

 

Nor hast thou ever known, Aspasia, 
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Or couldst thou comprehend the thoughts that once 

Thou didst inspire in me. Thou knowest not 

What boundless love, what sufferings intense, 

What ravings wild, what savage impulses, 

Thou didst arouse in me; nor will the time 

E'er come when thou could'st understand them. So, 

Musicians, too, are often ignorant 

Of the effects they with the hand and voice 

Produce on him that listens. Dead is that 

Aspasia, that I so loved, aye, dead 

Forever, who was once sole object of 

My life; save as a phantom, ever dear, 

That comes from time to time, and disappears. 

Thou livest still, not only beautiful, 

But in thy beauty still surpassing all; 

But oh, the flame thou didst enkindle once, 

Long since has been extinguished; thee, indeed, 

I never loved, but that Divinity, 

Once living, buried now within my heart. 

Her, long time, I adored; and was so pleased 

With her celestial beauty, that, although 
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I from the first thy nature knew full well, 

And all thy artful and coquettish ways, 

Yet her fair eyes beholding still in thine, 

I followed thee, delighted, while she lived; 

Deceived? Ah, no! But by the pleasure led, 

Of that sweet likeness, that allured me so, 

A long and heavy servitude to bear. 

 

Now boast; thou can'st! Say, that to thee alone 

Of all thy sex, my haughty head I bowed, 

To thee alone, of my unconquered heart 

An offering made. Say, that thou wast the first— 

And surely wast the last—that in my eye 

A suppliant look beheld, and me before 

Thee stand, timid and trembling (how I blush, 

In saying it, with anger and with shame), 

Of my own self deprived, thy every wish, 

Thy every word submissively observing, 

At every proud caprice becoming pale, 

At every sign of favor brightening, 

And changing color at each look of thine. 
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The charm is over, and, with it, the yoke 

Lies broken, scattered on the ground; and I 

Rejoice. 'Tis true my days are laden with 

Ennui; yet after such long servitude, 

And such infatuation, I am glad 

My judgment, freedom to resume. For though 

A life bereft of love's illusions sweet, 

Is like a starless night, in winter's midst, 

Yet some revenge, some comfort can I find 

For my hard fate, that here upon the grass, 

Outstretched in indolence I lie, and gaze 

Upon the earth and sea and sky, and smile. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/giacomo-leopardi/poem/aspasia 
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Clovis people: Narrow window of tool-making 

Tools made by some of North America's earliest inhabitants were made only during a 300-year period 

Texas A&M University 

Summary: 

There is much debate surrounding the age of the Clovis -- a prehistoric culture named for stone tools found 

near Clovis, New Mexico in the early 1930s -- who once occupied North America during the end of the last 

Ice Age. New testing of bones and artifacts show that Clovis tools were made only during a brief, 300-year 

period from 13,050 to 12,750 years ago. 

Share: 

     

FULL STORY 

 

There is much debate surrounding the age of the Clovis -- a prehistoric culture named for stone tools found 

near Clovis, New Mexico in the early 1930s -- who once occupied North America during the end of the last 

Ice Age. New testing of bones and artifacts show that Clovis tools were made only during a brief, 300-year 

period from 13,050 to 12,750 years ago. 

Michael Waters, distinguished professor of anthropology and director of the Center for the Study of the First 

Americans, along with Texas A&M anthropologist David Carlson and Thomas Stafford of Stafford Research 

in Colorado, have had their new work published in the current issue of Science Advances. 

The team used the radiocarbon method to date bone, charcoal and carbonized plant remains from 10 known 

Clovis sites in South Dakota, Colorado, Pennsylvania, Ohio, Virginia, Montana and two sites in Oklahoma 

and Wyoming. An analysis of the dates showed that people made and used the iconic Clovis spear-point and 

other distinctive tools for only 300 years. 

"We still do not know how or why Clovis technology emerged and why it disappeared so quickly," Waters 

said. 

"It is intriguing to note that Clovis people first appears 300 years before the demise of the last of the 

megafauna that once roamed North America during a time of great climatic and environmental change," he 

said. "The disappearance of Clovis from the archaeological record at 12,750 years ago is coincident with the 

extinction of mammoth and mastodon, the last of the megafauna. Perhaps Clovis weaponry was developed to 

hunt the last of these large beasts." 
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Waters said that until recently, Clovis was thought to represent the initial group of indigenous people to enter 

the Americas and that people carrying Clovis weapons and tools spread quickly across the continent and then 

moved swiftly all the way to the southern tip of South America. However, a short age range for Clovis does 

not provide sufficient time for people to colonize both North and South America. Furthermore, strong 

archaeological evidence "amassed over the last few decades shows that people were in the Americas 

thousands of years before Clovis, but Clovis still remains important because it is so distinctive and 

widespread across North America," he said. 

Waters said the revised age for Clovis tools reveals that, "Clovis with its distinctive fluted lanceolate spear 

point, typically found in the Plains and eastern United States, is contemporaneous with stemmed point-

making people in the Western United States and the earliest spear points, called Fishtail points, in South 

America. 

"Having an accurate age for Clovis shows that people using different toolkits were well settled into multiple 

areas of North and South America by 13,000 years ago and had developed their own adaptation to these 

various environments." 

Waters noted that a new accurate and precise age for Clovis and their tools provides a baseline to try to 

understand the mystery surrounding the origin and demise of these people. 

 

Story Source: 

Materials provided by Texas A&M University. Original written by Keith Randall. Note: Content may be 

edited for style and length. 

 

Journal Reference: 

1. Michael R. Waters, Thomas W. Stafford, David L. Carlson. The age of Clovis—13,050 to 12,750 cal 

yr B.P.. Science Advances, 2020; 6 (43): eaaz0455 DOI: 10.1126/sciadv.aaz0455 

 

https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2020/10/201023123104.htm 

  

https://today.tamu.edu/2020/10/23/texas-am-expert-new-clues-revealed-about-clovis-people/
http://www.tamu.edu/
http://dx.doi.org/10.1126/sciadv.aaz0455
https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2020/10/201023123104.htm


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 547 january 2020 

 

103 

The ‘prehistory’ of philosophy of science (2): Introducing Plato 

Posted: 12 Oct 2020 07:00 AM PDT 

 

If the preceding post of this series turned out being a little bit disappointing because of the clumsiness and 

sophistry of the anonymous author of the leaflet we know as On the (medical) science (the first preserved 

complete work which discusses the nature of a ‘science’, or, in this case, téchnē), we reach today an 

immensely more gifted and judicious writer, probably one generation younger, and that happens to be the first 

philosopher from whom complete books have survived: even a lot of books, around thirty, some of them 

rather thick. I’m talking, of course, of no other than the great Plato (427-347 BC). By the way, the name 

‘Plato’ means literally ‘Big-boned’, and it seems to have been his nickname as a wrestler when he was young, 

his true name being probably ‘Aristocles’. Plato was really a big figure. 

Independently of the sympathies or antipathies that you may feel for Plato’s views, the undeniable truth is that 

Plato is one of the very, very few people (five? ten?) deserving to be considered as true pillars of civilisation. 

The thought of the previous ‘philosophers’ seems a mere oracular babbling, whereas in Plato’s texts we find 

the real light, the highest clarity and detail of philosophical arguments, and we find it in a literary form he 

expressly created, the ‘dialogue’, where flesh-and-blood people talk to each other, and to us, with all the 

freshness of an amicable conversation. It’s not strange that the Platonic dialogues were copied and recopied, 

read and devoured so many times during the Antiquity and the Middle Ages, that his written work was 

preserved more safely than that of any other Greek author. Plato established basically all the areas of what we 

understand as ‘philosophy’, from ethics to metaphysics, from philosophy of language to politics, from 

aesthetics to anthropology; perhaps the only big exception is that of formal logic, established by his direct 

disciple, Aristotle, but as a kind of clarification of what Plato called ‘the art of dialectics’. Of 

http://feedproxy.google.com/~r/MappingIgnorance/~3/WrJxi2A0nqc/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email
https://mail.google.com/mail/u/0/#m_-6558659983868879604_https://mappingignorance.org/2020/09/23/the-prehistory-of-philosophy-of-science-2-is-there-a-doctor-on-board/
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course, epistemology as an explicit branch of philosophical reflection was also inaugurated by Plato, on top of 

the careless attempts of a fistful of myopic predecessors like the ones we mentioned in the preceding entry. 

Before entering into Plato’s ‘philosophy of science’ (epistēmē), it is necessary to recall that his relation to 

science goes much beyond his own writings, for the Academy he founded served as the most-powerful-to-

date centre of research in the ancient world, so much that it is justified to take it as the ‘first university’ in 

history. In particular, mathematics, astronomy and musical theory are fields in which great advances were 

made by people working at some moment in the Academy, like Theaetetus, Archytas, Eudoxus and Eudemus. 

Aristotle himself studied and taught there during the last twenty years of Plato’s life, though his biological 

work, which we shall consider later in this series, was mainly done after that time. So, Plato had a great 

concern for ‘the sciences’ (to which he usually refers as tekhnái, or ‘arts’), and promoted a considerable 

progress in scientific knowledge, the biggest one before the founding, almost one century later, of the 

‘Library’ in Alexandria, even if, besides his theories about physics and cosmology that will appear in our next 

entry, he made little specific contributions to them. In this sense, Plato’s contribution to our understanding of 

science also has to include the intuition that the most natural and efficient environment for the growth of 

scientific knowledge is something like what we know today as research centres and scientific communities. 

He also inagurated the idea that these centres and communities should be supported by the state (though his 

own Academy wasn’t, but this is the claim we can derive from the description of the ideal state he offers 

in The Republic), and open to people from different social backgrounds… and even women!, for at least two 

female members of the Academy are known, Axiothea of Phlius and Lasthenia of Mantinea. 

As for Plato’s specific view of the nature of science and knowledge, probably the best explanation he offers is 

also in The Republic, at the end of book VI, just in the previous paragraphs to those in which (at the 

beginning of book VII) he presents his definitely more famous ‘myth of the Cave’, of which nothing will be 

said here. The section I am referring to is known as ‘the simile of the line’, and in it Plato introduces his 

hierarchical model of ‘degrees of knowledge’. We, the moderns, tend to interpret this expression as referring 

mainly to differences in the “amount of certainty” each particular theory, proposition or hypothesis has. But 

Plato’s opinion is rather different. Basically, his claim is that differences among the types of ‘knowledge’ (the 

difference that there is between a mathematician proving a theorem, and a pair of rascals gossiping in the 

shadow of the Athenian agora, say) correspond essentially to differences in the types of entities those items of 

knowledge are about. In a nutshell: ‘better’ kinds of knowledge are ‘better’ because they deal about ‘better’ 

things. Of course, the ‘higher’ types of knowledge also provide more certainty, but this is secondary, only an 

accidental sign of the essentially different nature of the things known. The question is, hence, what are these 

‘things’? Plato’s answer is given through a visual model, that we are reproducing here. 
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Socrates (the character that in The Republic is explaining this theory to another persona named Glaucon, that 

in the real world was, equally as Adeimantus, another of the conversants in the dialogue, one of Plato’s elder 

brothers) invites us to take a line ABCD, and divide it into two unequal segments, AB and CD. One of these 

corresponds to ‘the sensible things’, those that we can perceive by our senses (more importantly, sight); the 

other segment corresponds to ‘the intelligible things’, those that cannot be seen, but only thought about 

(curiously, the text does not decide whether the ‘big’ part is the one that correspond to the intelligible, or it is 

the small one, but tradition has opted for the representation chosen here). Besides the way in which we 

perceive or ‘catch’ those different types of entities, another essential difference is that the sensible things are 

subject to change, whereas the intelligible things are not: they are ‘eternal’. Hence, ‘knowledge’ of mutable, 

sensible things is what Plato calls opinion (dóxa), whereas that of intelligibles is… well… real knowledge 

(gnosis), or as we would say, scientific. 

Before discussing what those ‘intelligibles’ can be, let’s pause to analyse the next move in Socrates 

explanation: each segment of the full line must be divided again according to the same proportion. Hence, the 

segment of the sensible things is divided into two sub-segments, A and B, such that the ratio of A to B is the 

same as the ratio of AB to CD. This is a metaphor to indicate that the relation between the sensible (AB) and 

the intelligible (CD) is analogous to the relation between the two kinds of entities that belong to the sensible 

realm, and which according to Socrates… sorry, to Plato… are the material things B (prágmata) and the 
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images A (éikones, like those in mirrors, calm water, pictures, etc.). This has to be interpreted, obviously, as 

meaning that the sensible things are a kind of ‘images’ or ‘copies’ of intelligible things, something to which 

we shall return immediately. Before that, I have just to indicate that, as in the case of the to bigger segments, 

here there are also two hierarchical different kinds of ‘knowledge’ related to the two types of entities or the 

two types of ‘epistemic achieving’: to images it corresponds imagination (eikasía), whereas to material things 

it corresponds faith (pistis), which, in Plato’s times, is ‘faith’ not in the religious sense of ‘believing in the 

miraculous’, later associated to the spread of Christianism, but in the wider sense of ‘trusting without an 

absolute proof’, or ‘pragmatic belief’ (we are talking about prágmata, after all). This pistis is perhaps more 

similar to what some philosophers of science known as ‘the natural ontological attitude (NOA)’, that of 

accepting acritically the existence of the things surrounding us, or to the ‘Lebenswelt’ or ‘being-in-the-world’ 

of phenomenologists like Husserl or Heidegger. 

The moral of all this is that, according to Plato, there is no science of the material things, only ‘opinion’, 

opinion that, in the best of the cases, is something that we trust, but acritically, without sufficient reason. After 

all, imagination (of which dreams would be a paradigmatic example) is, more clearly still, not ‘science’ or 

‘knowledge’ at all. What Plato is telling us is, hence, that ordinary knowledge of the material world is just a 

kind of ‘dream’, or, more precisely, that it is to real science no more than what dreams are to wakefulness. 

‘Socrates’ proceeds then to divide the other segment of the line according to the same proportion, so that C is 

to D as A is to B (or as AB is to CD). C corresponds to mathematical entities (the examples mentioned by 

Plato are actually geometrical entities: the circles, lines, etc., mathematical theorems speak about; he does not 

mention numbers, what may lead us to ponder whether he would have placed these into C or into D). Lastly, 

the inhabitants of D are… you correctly guessed it: what we know as ‘Platonic Forms’ (éidē, singular éidos), 

or what in most other languages than English are known as ‘Platonic ideas’ (éidos means literally the ‘aspect’ 

or ‘(visual) shape’ of something, and comes from the same Indo-European root as latin video, ‘I 

see’; idea also derives from éidos, with basically the same meaning in Greek). ‘Form’, in Greek morphē, is 

probably a translation Plato himself wouldn’t have approved, though, as you know, was the term of choice for 

Aristotle to describe something similar, that we shall encounter later in this series. In fact, there is a deep 

reason for rejecting that translation, one that is easy to see when we examine the relation between C and D: 

mathematical objects like triangles, the inhabitants of C, have, obviously, a spatial form, a shape, but D, the 

highest realm, does not contain ‘triangleS’, but, instead, it contains the essence of triangularity, that in which 

being a triangle consists, what we think about (but do not see) when we think about a figure that it is a 

triangle. This essence is the ‘Form’ of triangle, but not in the sense of having this geometrical form (an 

equilateral one, say), or that form (a scalene triangle, for example), but in the sense the most abstract and 

universal definition or understanding of triangularity. 

So, if C is to D as A is to B, this means that specific triangles are also like copies of ‘the Triangularity’, and 

this also means that the kind of knowledge that we might attain of mathematical entities is not as ‘pure’ as the 

knowledge we may have of the Forms: ‘thought’ (‘discursive thought’, or ‘thinking step-by-step’, would be 

better translations of diánoia) is like a kind of ‘dream’ as compared to ‘intellection’ (nóesis). Probably 

because of this, Plato refers to the ‘sciences’ belonging to the segment C as tékhnai, ‘arts’: mathematics, 

astronomy and music (the two last ones not being ‘empirical’ astronomy and music, but their ‘theoretical’ 

counterparts, a topic to which we shall return in the next entry). The only real science (epistēmē) mentioned in 

the relevant paragraphs of The Republic is what he calls ‘dialectics’, or ‘the dialectical science’ (dialektikē 

epistēmē), which is a curious name for a science, of course: ‘dialectics’ means simply ‘the art of dialogue’, 

i.e., knowing how to argue. Plato elevated this ‘technique’ to the noblest position in his scale of science, as 
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something like ‘the understanding of the logical relations between some Forms and others’. But there seems 

to be a tension between what he reproaches to geometry so that it can not be the ‘purest’ science (i.e., that it 

proceeds step-by-step, in an argumentative fashion, taken for granted assumptions that later we shall see 

named as ‘postulates’, in Greek axiómata), and the fact that the purest science is for him the art of dialoguing, 

which also occurs essentially step-by-step (the prefix dia– has this precise meaning both in dialektikē and 

in diánoia). Perhaps he is mixing here the process of dialectics with its goal, which would be 

the intellection of the pure Forms, something like the aha! moment we might experience when we understand 

something… or rather, when we understand everything, for understanding something consists in 

understanding its relations to everything else, so it is not possible to have a ‘complete’ understanding of a 

‘portion’ of reality. 

In a nutshell, Plato’s view of ‘the sciences’, the first systematic theory we have about what they are and how 

they are attained, consists in proposing us a kind of scale of knowledge, from mere dreams to more or less 

solid opinions about material things, to cleverer mathematical constructions and demonstrations (all of which 

only merits for him the qualification of ‘arts’), and finally, to the only thing that would deserve to be called 

‘science’: the deepest understanding of ‘the Totality’, which belongs into an ontological realm of eternal 

things, compared to which the material world in which we live is nothing but an absurd dream, a flawed 

image, a blurred shadow. Of course, you may be wondering what the two icons on the top of the figure (the 

Sun and the Good) may be standing for… but this will be the matter of our next entry. 

  

The post The ‘prehistory’ of philosophy of science (2): Introducing Plato appeared first on Mapping 

Ignorance. 

 

http://feedproxy.google.com/~r/MappingIgnorance/~3/WrJxi2A0nqc/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium

=email 
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“I didn’t want to think…” 

by Joanne Kyger 

 

Issue no. 37 (Spring 1966) 

            I didn’t want to think 

about what to say. How many people can hear my natural relatives 

die anyway the rain was coming down. Outside it’s like clear air 

whistling around you and eat flesh. 

‘A climate of order in which lawful govemments can function effectively.' 

to keep it clean. 

from bar to bar 

her yellow eyes 

            one does not get enough 

Even in the rain the wall  

is a molecule of me? when I die 

           the mind takes space, whose control? 

                                                                        the war in Viet-nam  

  

                 is there, it is speaking to you I wish to say 

How long is it we stay together. 

  

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=5436567c2b&e=d538c8f2e0 
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The Mystery of the Yellow Room 

by Gaston Leroux 

 

Next Chapter 

In Which We Begin Not to Understand 

 

 

CHAPTER I 

In Which We Begin not to Understand 

 

IT is not without a certain emotion that I begin to recount here the extraordinary adventures of Joseph 

Rouletabille. Down to the present time he had so firmly opposed my doing it that I had come to despair of 

ever publishing the most curious of police stories of the past fifteen years. I had even imagined that the public 

would never know the whole truth of the prodigious case known as that of "The Yellow Room," out of which 

grew so many mysterious, cruel, and sensational dramas, with which my friend was so closely mixed up, if, à 

propos of a recent nomination of the illustrious Stangerson to the grade of grandcross of the Legion of 

Honour, an evening journal—in an article, miserable for its ignorance, or audacious for its perfidy—had not 

resuscitated a terrible adventure of which Joseph Rouletabille had told me he wished to be for ever forgotten. 

"The Yellow Room!" Who now remembers this affair which caused so much ink to flow fifteen years ago? 

Events are so quickly forgotten in Paris. Has not the very name of the Nayves trial and the tragic history of 

the death of little Menaldo passed out of mind? And yet the public attention was so deeply interested in the 

details of the trial that the occurrence of a ministerial crisis was completely unnoticed at the time. Now "The 

Yellow Room" trial, which, preceded that of the Nayves by some years, made far more noise. The entire 

world hung for months over this obscure problem—the most obscure, it seems to me, that has ever challenged 

the perspicacity of our police or taxed the conscience of our judges. The solution of the problem baffled 

everybody who tried to find it. It was like a dramatic rebus with which old Europe and new America alike 

became fascinated. That is, in truth—I am permitted to say, because there cannot be any author's vanity in all 

this, since I do nothing more than transcribe facts on which an exceptional documentation enables me to 

throw a new light—that is because, in truth, I do not know that, in the domain of reality or imagination, one 

can discover or recall to mind anything comparable, in its mystery, with the natural mystery of "The Yellow 

Room." 

That which nobody could find out, Joseph Rouletabille, aged eighteen, then a reporter engaged on a leading 

journal, succeeded in discovering. But when, at the Assize Court, he brought in the key to the whole case, he 

https://americanliterature.com/author/gaston-leroux/book/the-mystery-of-the-yellow-room/summary
https://americanliterature.com/author/gaston-leroux
https://americanliterature.com/author/gaston-leroux/book/the-mystery-of-the-yellow-room/in-which-joseph-rouletabille-appears-for-the-first-time
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did not tell the whole truth. He only allowed so much of it to appear as sufficed to ensure the acquittal of an 

innocent man. The reasons which he had for his reticence no longer exist. Better still, the time has come for 

my friend to speak out fully. You are going to know all; and, without further preamble, I am going to place 

before your eyes the problem of "The Yellow Room" as it was placed before the eyes of the entire world on 

the day following the enactment of the drama at the Château du Glandier. 

On the 25th of October, 1892, the following note appeared in the latest edition of the "Temps":— 

"A frightful crime has been committed at the Glandier, on the border of the forest of Sainte-Geneviève, above 

Epinay-sur-Orge, at the house of Professor Stangerson. On that night, while the master was working in his 

laboratory, an attempt was made to assassinate Mademoiselle Stangerson, who was sleeping in a chamber 

adjoining this laboratory. The doctors do not answer for the life of Mdlle. Stangerson." 

The impression made on Paris by this news may be easily imagined. Already, at that time, the learned world 

was deeply interested in the labours of Professor Stangerson and his daughter. These labours—the first that 

were attempted in radiography—served to open the way for Monsieur and Madame Curie to the discovery of 

radium. It was expected the Professor would shortly read to the Academy of Sciences a sensational paper on 

his new theory,—the Dissociation of Matter,—a theory destined to overthrow from its base the whole of 

official science, which based itself on the principle of the Conservation of Energy. 

On the following day, the newspapers were full of the tragedy. The "Matin," among others, published the 

following article, entitled: "A Supernatural Crime":— 

"These are the only details," wrote the anonymous writer in the "Matin"—"we have been able to obtain 

concerning the crime of the Château du Glandier. The state of despair in which Professor Stangerson is 

plunged, and the impossibility of getting any information from the lips of the victim, have rendered our 

investigations and those of justice so difficult that, at present, we cannot form the least idea of what has 

passed in 'The Yellow Room' in which Mdlle. Stangerson, in her night-dress, was found lying on the floor in 

the agonies of death. We have, at least, been able to interview Daddy Jacques—as he is called in the 

country—an old servant in the Stangerson family. Daddy Jacques entered 'The Yellow Room' at the same 

time as the Professor. This chamber adjoins the laboratory. Laboratory and Yellow Room are in a pavilion at 

the end of the park, about three hundred metres (a thousand feet) from the château. 

"'It was half-past twelve at night,' this honest old man told us, 'and I was in the laboratory, where Monsieur 

Stangerson was still working, when the thing happened. I had been cleaning and putting instruments in order 

all the evening and was waiting for Monsieur Stangerson to go to bed. Mademoiselle Stangerson had worked 

with her father up to midnight; when the twelve strokes of midnight had sounded by the cuckoo-clock in the 

laboratory, she rose, kissed Monsieur Stangerson and bade him good-night. To me she said "bon soir, Daddy 

Jacques" as she passed into "The Yellow Room." We heard her lock the door and shoot the bolt, so that I 

could not help laughing, and said to Monsieur: "There's Mademoiselle double-locking herself in,—she must 

be afraid of the 'Bête du bon Dieu!'" Monsieur did not even hear me, he was so deeply absorbed in what he 

was doing. Just then we heard the distant miawing of a cat. "Is that going to keep us awake all night?" I said 

to myself; for I must tell you, Monsieur, that, to the end of October, I live in an attic of the pavilion over The 

Yellow Room, so that Mademoiselle should not be left alone through the night in the lonely park. It was the 

fancy of Mademoiselle to spend the fine weather in the pavilion; no doubt, she found it more cheerful than the 
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château and, for the four years it had been built, she had never failed to take up her lodging there in the spring. 

With the return of winter, Mademoiselle returns to the château, for there is no fireplace in The Yellow Room. 

"'We were staying in the pavilion, then—Monsieur Stangerson and me. We made no noise. He was seated at 

his desk. As for me, I was sitting on a chair, having finished my work and, looking at him, I said to myself: 

"What a man!—what intelligence!—what knowledge!" I attach importance to the fact that we made no noise; 

for, because of that, the assassin certainly thought that we had left the place. And, suddenly, while the cuckoo 

was sounding the half after midnight, a desperate clamour broke out in The Yellow Room. It was the voice of 

Mademoiselle, crying "Murder!—murder!—help!" Immediately afterwards revolver shots rang out and there 

was a great noise of tables and furniture being thrown to the ground, as if in the course of a struggle, and 

again the voice of Mademoiselle calling, "Murder!—help!—Papa!—Papa!—" 

"'You may be sure that we quickly sprang up and that Monsieur Stangerson and I threw ourselves upon the 

door. But alas! it was locked, fast locked, on the inside, by the care of Mademoiselle, as I have told you, with 

key and bolt. We tried to force it open, but it remained firm. Monsieur Stangerson was like a madman, and 

truly, it was enough to make him one, for we heard Mademoiselle still calling "Help!—help!" Monsieur 

Stangerson showered terrible blows on the door, and wept with rage and sobbed with despair and 

helplessness. 

"'It was then that I had an inspiration. "The assassin must have entered by the window!" I cried;—"I will go to 

the window!" and I rushed from the pavilion and ran like one out of his mind. 

"'The inspiration was that the window of The Yellow Room looks out in such a way that the park wall, which 

abuts on the pavilion, prevented my at once reaching the window. To get up to it one has first to go out of the 

park. I ran towards the gate and, on my way, met Bernier and his wife, the gate-keepers, who had been 

attracted by the pistol reports and by our cries. In a few words I told them what had happened, and directed 

the concierge to join Monsieur Stangerson with all speed, while his wife came with me to open the park gate. 

Five minutes later she and I were before the window of The Yellow Room. 

"'The moon was shining brightly and I saw clearly that no one had touched the window. Not only were the 

bars that protect it intact, but the blinds inside of them were drawn, as I had myself drawn them early in the 

evening, as I did every day, though Mademoiselle, knowing that I was tired from the heavy work I had been 

doing, had begged me not to trouble myself, but leave her to do it; and they were just as I had left them, 

fastened with an iron catch on the inside. The assassin, therefore, could not have passed either in or out that 

way; but neither could I get in. 

"'It was unfortunate,—enough to turn one's brain! The door of the room locked on the inside and the blinds on 

the only window also fastened on the inside; and Mademoiselle still calling for help!— No! she had ceased to 

call. She was dead, perhaps. But I still heard her father, in the pavilion, trying to break down the door. 

"'With the concierge I hurried back to the pavilion. The door, in spite of the furious attempts of Monsieur 

Stangerson and Bernier to burst it open, was still holding firm; but at length, it gave way before our united 

efforts,—and then what a sight met our eyes! I should tell you that, behind us, the concierge held the 

laboratory lamp—a powerful lamp, that lit the whole chamber. 
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"'I must also tell you, monsieur, that The Yellow Room is a very small room. Mademoiselle had furnished it 

with a fairly large iron bedstead, a small table, a night-commode; a dressing-table, and two chairs. By the 

light of the big lamp we saw all at a glance. Mademoiselle, in her night-dress, was lying on the floor in the 

midst of the greatest disorder. Tables and chairs had been overthrown, showing that there had been a violent 

struggle. Mademoiselle had certainly been dragged from her bed. She was covered with blood and had terrible 

marks of finger-nails on her throat,—the flesh of her neck having been almost torn by the nails. From a 

wound on the right temple a stream of blood had run down and made a little pool on the floor. When 

Monsieur Stangerson saw his daughter in that state, he threw himself on his knees beside her, uttering a cry of 

despair. He ascertained that she still breathed. As to us, we searched for the wretch who had tried to kill our 

mistress, and I swear to you, monsieur, that, if we had found him, it would have gone hard with him! 

"'But how to explain that he was not there, that he had already escaped? It passes all imagination!— Nobody 

under the bed, nobody behind the furniture!— All that we discovered were traces, blood-stained marks of a 

man's large hand on the walls and on the door; a big handkerchief red with blood, without any initials, an old 

cap, and many fresh footmarks of a man on the floor,—footmarks of a man with large feet whose boot-soles 

had left a sort of sooty impression. How had this man got away? How had he vanished? Don't forget, 

monsieur, that there is no chimney in The Yellow Room. He could not have escaped by the door, which is 

narrow, and on the threshold of which the concierge stood with the lamp, while her husband and I searched 

for him in every corner of the little room, where it is impossible for anyone to hide himself. The door, which 

had been forced open against the wall, could not conceal anything behind it, as we assured ourselves. By the 

window, still in every way secured, no flight had been possible. What then?— I began to believe in the Devil. 

"'But we discovered my revolver on the floor!—Yes, my revolver! Oh! that brought me back to the reality! 

The Devil would not have needed to steal my revolver to kill Mademoiselle. The man who had been there had 

first gone up to my attic and taken my revolver from the drawer where I kept it. We then ascertained, by 

counting the cartridges, that the assassin had fired two shots. Ah! it was fortunate for me that Monsieur 

Stangerson was in the laboratory when the affair took place and had seen with his own eyes that I was there 

with him; for otherwise, with this business of my revolver, I don't know where we should have 

been,— I should now be under lock and bar. Justice wants no more to send a man to the scaffold!'" 

The editor of the "Matin" added to this interview the following lines:— 

"We have, without interrupting him, allowed Daddy Jacques to recount to us roughly all he knows about the 

crime of The Yellow Room. We have reproduced it in his own words, only sparing the reader the continual 

lamentations with which he garnished his narrative. It is quite understood, Daddy Jacques, quite understood, 

that you are very fond of your masters; and you want them to know it, and never cease repeating it—

especially since the discovery of your revolver. It is your right, and we see no harm in it. We should have 

liked to put some further questions to Daddy Jacques—Jacques—Louis Moustier—but the inquiry of the 

examining magistrate, which is being carried on at the château, makes it impossible for us to gain admission 

at the Glandier; and, as to the oak wood, it is guarded by a wide circle of policemen, who are jealously 

watching all traces that can lead to the pavilion, and that may perhaps lead to the discovery of the assassin. 

"We have also wished to question the concierges, but they are invisible. Finally, we have waited in a roadside 

inn, not far from the gate of the chateau, for the departure of Monsieur de Marquet, the magistrate of Corbeil. 
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At half-past five we saw him and his clerk and, before he was able to enter his carriage, had an opportunity to 

ask him the following question:— 

"'Can you, Monsieur de Marquet, give us any information as to this affair, without inconvenience to the 

course of your inquiry?' 

"'It is impossible for us to do it,' replied Monsieur de Marquet. 'I can only say that it is the strangest affair I 

have ever known. The more we think we know something, the further we are from knowing anything!' 

"We asked Monsieur de Marquet to be good enough to explain his last words; and this is what he said,—the 

importance of which no one will fail to recognise:— 

"'If nothing is added to the material facts so far established, I fear that the mystery which surrounds the 

abominable crime of which Mademoiselle Stangerson has been the victim will never be brought to light; but it 

is to be hoped, for the sake of our human reason, that the examination of the walls, and of the ceiling of The 

Yellow Room—an examination which I shall to-morrow intrust to the builder who constructed the pavilion 

four years ago—will afford us the proof that may not discourage us. For the problem is this: we know by what 

way the assassin gained admission,—he entered by the door and hid himself under the bed, awaiting 

Mademoiselle Stangerson. But how did he leave? How did he escape? If no trap, no secret door, no hiding 

place, no opening of any sort is found; if the examination of the walls—even to the demolition of the 

pavilion—does not reveal any passage practicable—not only for a human being, but for any being 

whatsoever—if the ceiling shows no crack, if the floor hides no underground passage, one must really believe 

in the Devil, as Daddy Jacques says!'" 

And the anonymous writer in the "Matin" added in this article—which I have selected as the most interesting 

of all those that were publishedon the subject of this affair—that the examining magistrate appeared to place a 

peculiar significance to the last sentence: "One must really believe in the Devil, as Jacques says." 

The article concluded with these lines: "We wanted to know what Daddy Jacques meant by the cry of the Bête 

Du Bon Dieu." The landlord of the Donjon Inn explained to us that it is the particularly sinister cry which is 

uttered sometimes at night by the cat of an old woman,—Mother Angenoux, as she is called in the country. 

Mother Angenoux is a sort of saint, who lives in a hut in the heart of the forest, not far from the grotto of 

Sainte-Geneviève. 

"The Yellow Room, the Bête Du Bon Dieu, Mother Angenoux, the Devil, Sainte-Geneviève, Daddy 

Jacques,—here is a well entangled crime which the stroke of a pickaxe in the wall may disentangle for us to-

morrow. Let us at least hope that, for the sake of our human reason, as the examining magistrate says. 

Meanwhile, it is expected that Mademoiselle Stangerson—who has not ceased to be delirious and only 

pronounces one word distinctly, 'Murderer! Murderer!'—will not live through the night." In conclusion, and at 

a late hour, the same journal announced that the Chief of the Sûreté had telegraphed to the famous detective, 

Frédéric Larsan, who had been sent to London for an affair of stolen securities, to return immediately to Paris. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/gaston-leroux/book/the-mystery-of-the-yellow-room/in-which-we-

begin-not-to-understand 

https://americanliterature.com/author/gaston-leroux/book/the-mystery-of-the-yellow-room/in-which-we-begin-not-to-understand
https://americanliterature.com/author/gaston-leroux/book/the-mystery-of-the-yellow-room/in-which-we-begin-not-to-understand


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 547 january 2020 

 

114 

Seabird response to abrupt climate change 5,000 years ago transformed Falklands ecosystems 

University of Maine 

Summary: 

A 14,000-year paleoecological reconstruction of the sub-Antarctic islands has found that seabird 

establishment occurred during a period of regional cooling 5,000 years ago. Their populations, in turn, shifted 

the Falkland Islands ecosystems through the deposit of high concentrations of guano that helped nourish 

tussac, produce peat and increase the incidence of fire. 

Share: 

     

FULL STORY 

 

The Falkland Islands are a South Atlantic refuge for some of the world's most important seabird species, 

including five species of penguins, Great Shearwaters, and White-chinned Petrels. In recent years, their 

breeding grounds in the coastal tussac (Poa flabellata) grasslands have come under increasing pressure from 

sheep grazing and erosion. And unlike other regions of the globe, there has been no long-term monitoring of 

the responses of these burrowing and ground nesting seabirds to climate change. 

A 14,000-year paleoecological reconstruction of the sub-Antarctic islands led by University of Maine 

researchers has found that seabird establishment occurred during a period of regional cooling 5,000 years ago. 

Their populations, in turn, shifted the Falkland Islands ecosystems through the deposit of high concentrations 

of guano that helped nourish tussac, produce peat and increase the incidence of fire. 

This terrestrial-marine link is critical to the islands' grasslands conservation efforts going forward, says 

Dulcinea Groff, who led the research as a UMaine Ph.D. student in ecology and environmental sciences, and 

part of a National Science Foundation-funded Interdisciplinary Graduate Education Research Traineeship 

(IGERT) in Adaptation to Abrupt Climate Change (A2C2). The connection of nutrients originating in the 

marine ecosystem that are transferred to the terrestrial ecosystem enrich the islands' nutrient-poor soil, thereby 

making the Falkland Islands sensitive to changes in climate and land use. 

The terrestrial-marine linkage in the Falkland Islands was the focus of Groff's dissertation in 2018. 

"Our work emphasizes just how important the nutrients in seabird poop are for the ongoing efforts to restore 

and conserve their grassland habitats. It also raises the question about where seabirds will go as the climate 

continues to warm," says Groff, who conducted the research in the Falkland Islands during expeditions in 

2014 and 2016 led by Jacquelyn Gill, an associate professor of paleoecology and plant ecology in the UMaine 

Climate Change Institute. 
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"Our 14,000-year record shows that seabirds established at Surf Bay during cooler climates. Seabird 

conservation efforts in the South Atlantic should be prepared for these species to move to new breeding 

grounds in a warmer world, and those locations may not be protected," says Groff, who is now a postdoctoral 

research scientist at the University of Wyoming. 

The UMaine expedition team, which included Kit Hamley, then a master's student in Quaternary studies and a 

Climate Change Institute Fellow, collected a 476-centimeter peat column from Surf Bay, East Falkland. The 

14,000-year record revealed in the undecomposed tussac leaves of the peat column "captures the development 

of a terrestrial-marine linkage that supports some of the most important breeding colonies of seabirds in the 

Southern Ocean today," according to the research team, which published its findings in the journal Science 

Advances. 

The absence of seabirds at the East Falklands site prior to 5,000 years ago suggests that seabirds may be 

sensitive to warmer mediated sea surface temperatures, which can impact their food supply, according to the 

research team. With a warming South Atlantic today, the question is whether the Falkland Islands, about 300 

miles east of South America, will continue to be a seabird breeding "hot spot." 

"Our work suggests that as the Southern Ocean continues to warm in the coming decades, the Falkland 

Islands seabird communities may undergo abrupt turnover or collapse, which could happen on the order of 

decades," according to the research team, which, in addition to Groff, Hamley (now a UMaine doctoral 

student) and Gill, involved Trevor Lessard and Kayla Greenawalt of UMaine, Moriaki Yasuhara of the 

University of Hong Kong, and Paul Brickle of the South Atlantic Environmental Research Institute, all co-

authors on the American Association for the Advancement of Science journal article. 

The Falkland Islands are at the boundary of a number of potential climate drivers, note the researchers. And P. 

flabellata peatlands have the world's highest accumulation rates, "providing an unusually high-resolution 

record capable of recording abrupt change" -- preserved charcoal, seabird guano and pollen data that can be 

used to analyze fire history, seabird population abundance and vegetation composition, respectively. 

In the Falklands, where there are no native mammals or trees, settlers introduced sheep in the 17th century. 

Today, residents make their livelihoods from fishing, sheep farming and tourism. 

The 14,000-year record from East Falkland revealed that for 9,000 years before the arrival of seabirds, the 

region was dominated by low levels of grasses, a heathland of ferns and dwarf Ericaceous shrubs. About 

5,000 years ago, the researchers say, an "abrupt transition" appears to occur. Concentrations in bio-elements 

such as phosphorus and zinc increase. Grass pollen accumulation rates skyrocket, indicating the establishment 

of tussac grasslands within 200 years of the establishment of seabird colonies on the island. Also found in the 

core: increased accumulation rates of peat and charcoal. 

It's clear that the addition of seabird populations bringing nutrients from the marine environment to the island 

drove changes in the terrestrial plant community structure, composition and function, according to the 

researchers, as well as increased fire activity and nutrient cycling. 
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What remains unclear is what drove the abrupt ecosystem shift, says Gill, one of the world's leading 

authorities on paleo-ecosystems, including the impacts of climate change and extinction, and the geographical 

distribution of living things through space and time. 

"We know seabirds arrived at Surf Bay during a time when the climate was becoming cooler in the South 

Atlantic, though we still don't know for sure what it was they were tracking. We also don't know where these 

birds took refuge when climates were warmer, and that's concerning as the South Atlantic gets hotter into the 

future," says Gill, an NSF CAREER researcher who most recently was named a 2020 Friend of the Planet by 

the National Center for Science Education. 

"Our study is also a powerful reminder of why we need to understand how different ecosystems are connected 

as the world warms," says Gill. "We know that many seabirds in the South Atlantic rely on these unique 

coastal grasslands, but it turns out that the grasses also depend on the nutrients seabirds provide. Because they 

rely on ecosystems in the ocean and on land for their survival, seabirds are really good sentinels of global 

change. We just don't have good long-term monitoring data for most of these species, so we don't know 

enough about how sensitive they are to climate change. The fossil record can help us fill in the gaps." 

 

Story Source: 

Materials provided by University of Maine. Note: Content may be edited for style and length. 
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The Denial of Death 

by Louise Glück 

 

Issue no. 226 (Fall 2018) 

1. A Travel Diary 

 I had left my passport at an inn we stayed at for a night or so whose name I couldn’t remember. This is 

how it began. The next hotel would not receive me. A beautiful hotel, in an orange grove, with a view 

of the sea. How casually you accepted the room that would have been ours, and, later, how merrily you 

stood on the balcony, pelting me with foil-wrapped chocolates. The next day you resumed the journey 

we would have taken together. 

The concierge procured an old blanket for me. By day, I sat outside the kitchen. By night, I spread my 

blanket among the orange trees. Every day was the same, except for the weather. 

After a time, the staff took pity on me. A busboy would bring me food from the evening meal, the odd 

potato or bit of lamb. Sometimes a postcard arrived. On the front, glossy landmarks and works of art. 

Once, a mountain covered in snow. After a month or so there was a postscript: X sends regards. 

I say a month, but really I had no idea of time. The busboy disappeared. There was a new busboy, then 

one more, I believe. From time to time, one would join me on my blanket. 

I loved those days! Each one exactly like its predecessor. There were the stone steps we climbed 

together and the little town where we breakfasted. Very far away, I could see the cove where we used 

to swim, but not hear anymore the children calling out to one another, nor hear you anymore, asking 

me if I would like a cold drink, which I always would. 

When the postcards stopped, I read the old ones again. I saw myself standing under the balcony in that 

rain of foil-covered kisses, unable to believe you would abandon me, begging you, of course, though 

not in words— 

The concierge, I realized, had been standing beside me. Do not be sad, he said. You have begun your 

own journey, not into the world, like your friend, but into yourself and your memories. As they fall 

away, perhaps you will attain that enviable emptiness into which all things flow, like the empty cup in 

the Daodejing— 

Everything is change, he said, and everything is connected. Also everything returns, but what returns is 

not what went away. 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=8e4194c05f&e=d538c8f2e0
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We watched you walk away. Down the stone steps and into the little town. I felt something true had 

been spoken, and though I would have preferred to have spoken it myself, I was glad at least to have 

heard it. 

  

2. The Story of the Passport 

It came back but you did not come back. 

It happened as follows: 

One day an envelope arrived, 

bearing stamps from a small European republic. 

This the concierge handed me with an air of great ceremony; 

I tried to open it in the same spirit. 

Inside was my passport. 

There was my face, or what had been my face 

at some point, deep in the past. 

But I had parted ways with it, 

that face smiling with such conviction, 

filled with all the memories of our travels together 

and our dreams of other journeys— 

I threw it into the sea. 

It sank immediately. 

Downward, downward, while I continued 

staring into the empty water. 

All this time the concierge was watching me. 

Come, he said, taking my arm. And we began 

to walk around the lake, as was my daily habit. 

I see, he said, that you no longer 

wish to resume your former life, 

to move, that is, in a straight line as time 

suggests we do, but rather (here he gestured toward the lake) 

in a circle, which aspires to 

that stillness at the heart of things, 

though I prefer to think it also resembles a clock. 

Here he took out of his pocket 

the large watch that was always with him. I challenge you, he said, 

to tell, looking at this, if it is Monday or Tuesday. 
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But if you look at the hand that holds it, you will realize I am not 

a young man anymore, my hair is silver.  

Nor will you be surprised to learn 

it was once dark, as yours must have been dark, 

and curly, I would say. 

Through this recital, we were both 

watching a group of children playing in the shallows, 

each body circled by a rubber tube. 

Red and blue, green and yellow, 

a rainbow of children splashing in the clear lake. 

I could hear the clock ticking, 

presumably alluding to the passage of time 

while in fact annulling it. 

You must ask yourself, he said, if you deceive yourself. 

By which I mean looking at the watch and not 

the hand holding it. We stood awhile, staring at the lake, 

each of us thinking our own thoughts. 

But isn’t the life of the philosopher 

exactly as you describe, I said. Going over the same course, 

waiting for truth to disclose itself. 

But you have stopped making things, he said, which is what 

the philosopher does. Remember when you kept what you called  

your travel journal? You used to read it to me, 

I remember it was filled with stories of every kind, 

mostly love stories and stories about loss, punctuated 

with fantastic details such as wouldn’t occur to most of us, 

and yet hearing them I had a sense I was listening 

to my own experience but more beautifully related 

than I could ever have done. I felt 

you were talking to me or about me though I never left your side. 

What was it called? A travel diary, I think you said, 

though I often called it The Denial of Death, after Ernest Becker. 

And you had an odd name for me, I remember. 
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https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=8e4194c05f&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

Concierge, I said. Concierge is what I called you. 

And before that, you, which is, I believe,  

a convention in fiction. 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=8e4194c05f&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=8e4194c05f&e=d538c8f2e0
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The Black Press and Disinformation on Facebook 

The Black Press historically has countered disinformation that targeted Black voters, but now it is financially 

connected to Facebook itself. 

 

Workers at the offices of the Pittsburgh Courier newspaper, 1946. At the time the Courier was one of the top-

selling African-American newspapers in the United States. 

Getty 

By: Kim Gallon  

In July 2019, the venerable Black newspaper the Chicago Defender announced after 114 years that it would 

no longer run a print edition. Legacy African American newspapers have long faced financial challenges, but 

the Defender’s fate proved how difficult it is for Black papers to survive in the age of online news. For much 

of the Black Press’ history, it has largely depended on circulation revenue, rather than advertisements, to stay 

in the black. When the coronavirus pandemic hit the U.S., then, the Black Press was already facing challenges 

staying in business. Black newspaper editors wondered how they were going to survive the economic fallout 

from the shutdown. 

https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/kim-gallon/
https://www.nytimes.com/2019/07/09/us/chicago-defender-newspaper.html
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In an effort to respond to the dire straits of local journalism, Facebook awarded 15 members of the National 

Newspaper Publishers Association (NNPA) close to $1.3 million in grants through the Facebook Journalism 

Project. Black Press publishers welcomed the cash infusion. Frances Murphy Draper, the publisher and four-

generation owner of the AFRO newspaper, stated: 

The Facebook Grant will help the AFRO continue its 127-plus year history of uninterrupted publishing and 

enable us to continue our legacy as one of the nation’s most trusted voices in the African American 

community. 

Defender Network publisher Sonny Messiah Jiles, exclaimed: 

To God the glory… I am grateful to Facebook for recognizing the importance and relevance of the Black 

Press especially considering the threat of COVID-19 on the African-American community and on our 

financial stability. 

The Black Press benefits from access to many of Facebook’s approximately 2.7 billion monthly active users 

and is motivated, like other news outlets, to put a great deal of content on the platform. Thus, even as the 

Black Press continues to serve the needs of customers with print copies, its largest circulation is online, and a 

lot of its traffic is mediated through Facebook. 

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. 

Historically, relative few white companies purchased advertising in Black newspapers. While Black 

businesses contributed ad revenue, there were relatively few of them. Facebook, therefore, has not greatly 

altered nor threatened existing advertising revenue streams for Black newspapers—unlike the effect it had 

on white newspapers. In fact, Facebook has introduced new audiences to legacy Black newspapers. As the 

media scholar Kathryn Bowd argues: “news outlets’ engagement with social media is not just a way of 

‘keeping up,’ but also a means of helping to ensure survival in a rapidly changing media landscape.” 

Despite all of the praise for Facebook’s donation to the Black Press and other forms of local journalism, it is 

difficult to reconcile the company’s financial support with its dismal record on data tracking, security, 

and fact checking. Some critics of Facebook have also pointed out that newspapers have ceded control to 

social media. As the journalist Roy Greenslade noted in the Guardian: “The Facebookisation of news has the 

potential to destabilise democracy by, first, controlling what we read and, second, by destroying the outlets 

that provide that material.” 

https://nnpa.org/
https://nnpa.org/
https://chicagodefender.com/facebook-awards-black-press-of-america-publishers-1-3-million-in-relief-grants/
https://www.facebook.com/journalismproject
https://www.facebook.com/journalismproject
https://chicagodefender.com/facebook-awards-black-press-of-america-publishers-1-3-million-in-relief-grants/
https://about.jstor.org/privacy/
http://www.jstor.org/contact-us/
https://www.jstor.org/stable/41069902?mag=the-black-press-and-disinformation-on-facebook
https://www.cjr.org/special_report/facebook-media-buzzfeed.php
https://www.jstor.org/stable/10.20851/j.ctt1t304qd.13?mag=the-black-press-and-disinformation-on-facebook
https://www.nytimes.com/2018/04/11/technology/facebook-privacy-hearings.html
https://www.nytimes.com/2018/09/28/technology/facebook-hack-data-breach.html
https://www.nytimes.com/2020/01/09/technology/facebook-political-ads-lies.html
https://www.theguardian.com/media/greenslade/2016/sep/20/why-facebook-is-public-enemy-number-one-for-newspapers-and-journalism
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Black communities are more likely to post an image and use a hashtag to support a political cause on a social 

media platform than whites. 

 

An image of the front page of the second section of the July 31, 1948 Afro American illustrates the 

Progressive Party’s impact in the African American communities. via Flickr 

https://daily.jstor.org/the-black-press-and-disinformation-on-facebook/?utm_term=The%20Black%20Press%20and%20Disinformation%20on%20Facebook&utm_campaign=jstordaily_10082020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/the-black-press-and-disinformation-on-facebook/?utm_term=The%20Black%20Press%20and%20Disinformation%20on%20Facebook&utm_campaign=jstordaily_10082020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://www.flickr.com/photos/washington_area_spark/8533712153/
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Facebook continues to report very small numbers of Black people who work in the company at all levels, 

particularly in leadership and technical roles. At the same time, Pew Research reports that 70 % of Black 

people have used Facebook at some point. This percentage is comparable to the number of whites and 

Hispanic communities at 70% and 69% respectively who also use the social media application. Although 

Facebook is the second most popular social media platform across racial and ethnic groups, according to the 

Pew Research Center, Black communities are more likely to post an image and use a hashtag to support a 

political cause on a social media platform than whites. And 8 in 10 Black people view social media as a 

valuable tool for amplifying social issues. 

What is potentially pernicious about The Black Press’s use of Facebook to report and share news is that it 

may leave Black newspaper readers vulnerable to Russian-led efforts to meddle in American elections. In 

2019, the Senate Select Committee on Intelligence concluded that Russians chiefly targeted Black voters in 

the 2016 election. According to the report, a bogus company based in St. Petersburg, Russia, known as the 

Internet Research Agency (IRA), engaged in a widespread campaign on Facebook and Instagram to 

spread disinformation—false information, spread deliberately, with an intention to mobilize a target 

population into some form of social action. According to the Senate report, the IRA primarily disseminated 

divisive and false information about race to “African-Americans in metropolitan areas with well-established 

black communities and flashpoints in the Black Lives Matter movement.” Much of this disinformation sought 

to discourage Black people from voting for Hillary Clinton, the Democratic nominee. 

What we are seeing as we approach the 2020 election are new foreign campaigns to influence political 

behavior. A CNN investigation revealed that the Russians have created troll farms in Ghana and Nigeria, 

where Ghanaian and Nigerian young men are hired to post content on Facebook, along with Twitter and 

Instagram, that engages Black Americans around racial issues. These trolls’ goal is to incite racial tensions 

and sow seeds of distrust in the American electoral process. 

To some extent, the use of fake Black social media profiles to spread disinformation is not surprising. Social 

media critics and scholars have noted the increase in trolls targeting African Americans and the rise of white 

people appropriating and using Black cultural signs, expressions, and symbols—a phenomenon known 

as digital blackface—in apps like TikTok. The film and media scholar Anna Everett, in her book, Digital 

Diaspora: A Race for Cyberspace, summarizes the issue by saying that Black newspapers’ migration to digital 

platforms make them vulnerable to “masquerading opportunists and bigots.” 

How does Facebook’s mixed response to election meddling square with its support of local journalism, 

particularly Black newspapers? In general, Facebook has acknowledged that there are areas for improvement. 

And unlike 2016, the company has been much more responsive to election meddling. This past March, 

Facebook announced that it removed 49 Facebook accounts, 69 page, and 85 Instagram accounts that were 

engaging in foreign interference. 

More recently, Facebook, along with Google, Twitter, and other major tech companies, met with U.S. 

government officials and made a joint statement that they were committed to rooting out disinformation on 

their respective platforms. Facebook’s head of cybersecurity policy, Nathaniel Gleicher, stated in defense of 

the social media giant’s resistance to removing fake or misleading political ads: 

https://diversity.fb.com/read-report/
https://www.pewresearch.org/fact-tank/2019/04/10/share-of-u-s-adults-using-social-media-including-facebook-is-mostly-unchanged-since-2018/
https://www.pewresearch.org/fact-tank/2020/07/13/activism-on-social-media-varies-by-race-and-ethnicity-age-political-party/
https://www.pewresearch.org/internet/2018/07/11/public-attitudes-toward-political-engagement-on-social-media/pi_2018-07-10_social-activism_0-20/
https://www.intelligence.senate.gov/sites/default/files/documents/Report_Volume2.pdf
https://mediawell.ssrc.org/literature-reviews/defining-disinformation/versions/1-1/
https://www.cnn.com/2020/03/12/world/russia-ghana-troll-farms-2020-ward/index.html
https://www.npr.org/sections/codeswitch/2017/03/21/520522240/the-emergence-of-the-white-troll-behind-a-black-face
https://www.wired.com/story/tiktok-evolution-digital-blackface/?utm_source=twitter&utm_medium=social&utm_campaign=wired&utm_brand=wired&utm_social-type=owned
https://about.fb.com/news/2020/03/removing-coordinated-inauthentic-behavior-from-russia/
https://www.npr.org/2020/08/13/901915537/top-facebook-official-our-aim-is-to-make-lying-on-the-platform-more-difficult
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We want to make sure that people hear what elected officials are saying and what they think about voting. But 

frankly, I think that information is an important factor in how some people will choose to vote in the fall. And 

so, we want to make sure that information is out there and people can see it, warts and all. 

There is a lack of consensus of how serious the issue of disinformation and false political advertising is when 

it comes to its effect on voting behavior. The media and public affairs professor David Karpf argues that the 

spread of false information plays a negligible role in voting behavior. Past voting behavior and party 

affiliation, he notes, are far more likely to affect who a person casts their vote for in any given election. 

The journalism and mass communications scholar Young Mie Kim offers a different take on the significance 

of disinformation online. She notes that millions of dollars are spent on digital ads that are designed to 

dissuade African Americans from voting. Messages carrying misinformation fell into three 

different categories: “deception (lying about the time, place and manner of voting); calls for boycott; and 

voter intimidation or threats.” Ultimately, Kim argues, these messages, “confuse a large number of voters.” 

The manner in which social forces, particularly intra-racial community dynamics, shape African American 

political behavior may be the most powerful evidence that Black communities are particularly vulnerable to 

online election interference. The scholars Ismail K. White and Chryl N. Laird argue in their book Steadfast 

Democrats that Black Americans are remarkably unified in their support of the Democratic Party and attribute 

this to what they call “racialized social constraint.” Racialized social constraint is a process of enforcing 

consensus on issues that will inspire consistent political behavior. White and Laird argue that social pressure 

from other African Americans is instrumental in this process. 

Racialized social constraint might also explain why there are persistent groups of African Americans who do 

not vote. The Black American populace have long held a considerable distrust in the United States democratic 

system. The scholars Timothy Vercellotti and Paul R. Brewer, writing in the Journal of Black Studies, have 

correlated African Americans’ distrust in the government with their alienation from white-owned media, a 

preference for Black media, and a belief that Black media is more trustworthy. They argue that “African 

American respondents who trusted government least were also more likely to favor the Black media’s version 

of events.” 

These findings suggest that Black Americans who distrust the government may be more likely to use 

Facebook to read the Black Press, in turn making them more susceptible to disinformation campaigns. 

Moreover, “racialized social constraint” could play a role in significant numbers of Black Americans opting 

out of voting. What does this all mean for the Black Press and the financial support it draws from Facebook as 

the U.S. pproaches the 2020 election? The American public faces the prospect of not receiving the 

comprehensive information about the candidates—and about foreign threats to democracy. 

The Black Press historically has countered disinformation and election meddling that targeted would be Black 

voters in efforts to discourage them from exercising their rights. In a 1909 editorial titled “Lying Prophets,” 

the Baltimore Afro-American challenged another newspaper’s assertion that poll taxes, literacy, and other 

devices were not intended to disenfranchise Black votes. The paper editorialized in response to the southern 

paper’s denial that the “grandfather clause,” which stated that it was a necessary for a person’s grandfather to 

vote on January 1, 1869, to possess the franchise, was a form of racial disenfranchisement. The paper sharply 

https://mediawell.ssrc.org/expert-reflections/on-digital-disinformation-and-democratic-myths/
https://www.brennancenter.org/our-work/analysis-opinion/voter-suppression-has-gone-digital
https://press.princeton.edu/books/hardcover/9780691199511/steadfast-democrats
https://press.princeton.edu/books/hardcover/9780691199511/steadfast-democrats
https://www.jstor.org/stable/40034412?mag=the-black-press-and-disinformation-on-facebook
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noted, “Does this not strictly apply to all white people and but a few negroes, if any?” With relatively little 

 

An issue of Black Americans for Democracy News, November 18, 1975 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/41069902?mag=the-black-press-and-disinformation-on-facebook
https://www.jstor.org/stable/41069902?mag=the-black-press-and-disinformation-on-facebook
https://www.jstor.org/stable/41069902?mag=the-black-press-and-disinformation-on-facebook
https://www.jstor.org/stable/10.2307/community.28015694?mag=the-black-press-and-disinformation-on-facebook
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support and advertising from white-owned businesses and companies, the Black Press maintained a financial 

independence that gave them the freedom to make strident comments about African American 

disenfranchisement and election meddling such as this. 

In today’s climate where newspapers’ fortunes are tied to Big Tech, speaking out against Facebook’s 

practices is extremely difficult to do. Financial donations and advertising have made it extremely difficult for 

Black newspapers who use Facebook to call on the company to make a greater effort to combat 

disinformation and Black voter suppression. To do so would possibly put a principal form of financial support 

in jeopardy. It will be difficult to determine what impact Facebook’s relationship to the Black Press will have 

on the 2020 election. Nonetheless, the Black Press’s financial connections to Facebook makes it dependent on 

the company’s actions. What that means for readers remains to be seen. 
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Essential Life-Learnings from 14 Years of Brain Pickings 

On the weight of the world and the weight of the sky. 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

Brain Pickings was born on October 23, 2006, as a short email to seven friends. Seven years and several 

incomprehensible million readers into its existence, I began what has since become an annual tradition — a 

distillation of the most important things I have learned about living while reading and writing my way through 

life; private learnings offered in the public commons, in the hope that these thoroughly subjective insights of a 

single consciousness might be of succor or salve to another. It is the only overtly personal writing I do 

on Brain Pickings. (Though, of course, the whole of it remains a deeply personal exercise in processing my 

own life and annealing my own ideas through the lives and ideas I celebrate in writing.) We are, after all, 

made of the same stuff. 

One of Étienne Léopold Trouvelot’s pioneering 

19th-century astronomical paintings. (Available as a print and as a face mask, benefiting the endeavor to 

build New York City’s first public observatory.) 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/10/23/13-learnings-13-years/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/07/07/trouvelots-astronomical-drawings/
https://society6.com/product/the-milky-way-by-tienne-lopold-trouvelot-1874-1876-9hj_print#s6-4686059p4a1v45?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/brainpicker/collection/vintage-science-face-masks?curator=brainpicker
https://pioneerworks.org/initiatives/observatory-at-pioneer-works/
https://society6.com/product/the-milky-way-by-tienne-lopold-trouvelot-1874-1876-9hj_print#s6-4686059p4a1v45?curator=brainpicker
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Each year, I have drawn one new learning from that particular season of life. Each year, it has swelled into an 

existential challenge to prune the vastness, the lushness, the interleaved complexity of experience into a single 

blade of simple but not simplistic insight into the nature of life, glimpsed from the solitary pinhole of this one 

life. The challenge has never been more colossal than this past year — the most trying I have lived through, 

by orders of magnitude. Depression has lowered its leaden cloudscape over me again and again since I was 

fifteen, but no other year has lidded life more ominously, as the staggering collective grief we are living 

through together densified the black fog of private loss. In such seasons of life, one is pressed against the 

limits of one’s being, pressed eventually against the understanding — no, more than understanding and less 

than understanding: the blind elemental fact — that no matter the outer atmosphere of circumstance, one must 

lift the inner cloudscape by one’s own efforts, or perish under it. 

I chose, by that blind instinct of survivalism we mistake for choice, to lift. 

 

Against this contextual backdrop, here is the central learning drawn from a year so discomposing yet so vital 

and transformative a verse from the poetry of life. (You can read the previous thirteen here.) 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/10/23/13-learnings-13-years/
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14. Choose joy. Choose it like a child chooses the shoe to put on the right foot, the crayon to paint a sky. 

Choose it at first consciously, effortfully, pressing against the weight of a world heavy with reasons for 

sorrow, restless with need for action. Feel the sorrow, take the action, but keep pressing the weight of joy 

against it all, until it becomes mindless, automated, like gravity pulling the stream down its course; until it 

becomes an inner law of nature. If Viktor Frankl can exclaim “yes to life, in spite of everything!” — and what 

an everything he lived through — then so can any one of us amid the rubble of our plans, so trifling by 

comparison. Joy is not a function of a life free of friction and frustration, but a function of focus — an inner 

elevation by the fulcrum of choice. So often, it is a matter of attending to what Hermann Hesse called, as the 

world was about to come unworlded by its first global war, “the little joys”; so often, those are the slender 

threads of which we weave the lifeline that saves us. 

Delight in the age-salted man on the street corner waiting for the light to change, his age-salted dog beside 

him, each inclined toward the other with the angular subtlety of absolute devotion. 

Delight in the little girl zooming past you on her little bicycle, this fierce emissary of the future, rainbow 

tassels waving from her handlebars and a hundred beaded braids spilling from her golden helmet. 

Delight in the snail taking an afternoon to traverse the abyssal crack in the sidewalk for the sake of pasturing 

on a single blade of grass. 

Delight in the tiny new leaf, so shy and so shamelessly lush, unfurling from the crooked stem of the parched 

geranium. 

I think often of this verse from Jane Hirshfield’s splendid poem “The Weighing”: 

So few grains of happiness 

measured against all the dark 

and still the scales balance. 

Yes, except we furnish both the grains and the scales. I alone can weigh the blue of my sky, you of yours. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/10/21/14-years-of-brain-

pickings/?mc_cid=9120b57aeb&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/05/17/yes-to-life-in-spite-of-everything-viktor-frankl/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/03/06/hermann-hesse-little-joys-my-belief/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/10/23/the-weighing-jane-hirshfield/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/10/21/14-years-of-brain-pickings/?mc_cid=9120b57aeb&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/10/21/14-years-of-brain-pickings/?mc_cid=9120b57aeb&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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Ancient Maya built sophisticated water filters 

Maya imported zeolite and quartz to filter drinking water 

University of Cincinnati 

Summary: 

Ancient Maya in the once-bustling city of Tikal built sophisticated water filters using natural materials they 

imported from miles away, according to new research. A multidisciplinary team of anthropologists, 

geographers and biologists identified quartz and zeolite, a crystalline compound consisting of silicon and 

aluminum, that created a natural molecular sieve. Both minerals are used in modern water filtration. 

Share: 

     

FULL STORY 

 

Ancient Maya in the once-bustling city of Tikal built sophisticated water filters using natural materials they 

imported from miles away, according to the University of Cincinnati. 

UC researchers discovered evidence of a filter system at the Corriental reservoir, an important source of 

drinking water for the ancient Maya in what is now northern Guatemala. 

A multidisciplinary team of UC anthropologists, geographers and biologists identified crystalline quartz and 

zeolite imported miles from the city. The quartz found in the coarse sand along with zeolite, a crystalline 

compound consisting of silicon and aluminum, create a natural molecular sieve. Both minerals are used in 

modern water filtration. 

The filters would have removed harmful microbes, nitrogen-rich compounds, heavy metals such as mercury 

and other toxins from the water, said Kenneth Barnett Tankersley, associate professor of anthropology and 

lead author of the study. 

"What's interesting is this system would still be effective today and the Maya discovered it more than 2,000 

years ago," Tankersley said. 

UC's discovery was published in the journal Scientific Reports. 

The Maya created this water filtration system nearly 2,000 years before similar systems were used in Europe, 

making it one of the oldest water treatment systems of its kind in the world, Tankersley said. 
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Researchers from UC's College of Arts and Sciences traced the zeolite and quartz to steep ridges around the 

Bajo de Azúcar about 18 miles northeast of Tikal. They used X-ray diffraction analysis to identify zeolite and 

crystalline quartz in the reservoir sediments. 

At Tikal, zeolite was found exclusively in the Corriental reservoir. 

For the ancient Maya, finding ways to collect and store clean water was of critical importance. Tikal and other 

Maya cities were built atop porous limestone that made ready access to drinking water difficult to obtain for 

much of the year during seasonal droughts. 

UC geography professor and co-author Nicholas Dunning, who has studied ancient civilizations most of his 

career, found a likely source of the quartz and zeolite about 10 years ago while conducting fieldwork in 

Guatemala. 

"It was an exposed, weathered volcanic tuff of quartz grains and zeolite. It was bleeding water at a good rate," 

he said. "Workers refilled their water bottles with it. It was locally famous for how clean and sweet the water 

was." 

Dunning took samples of the material. UC researchers later determined the quartz and zeolite closely matched 

the minerals found at Tikal. 

UC assistant research professor Christopher Carr, an expert in geographic information system mapping, also 

conducted work on the UC projects at Bajo de Azúcar and Corriental. 

"It was probably through very clever empirical observation that the ancient Maya saw this particular material 

was associated with clean water and made some effort to carry it back," Dunning said. 

UC anthropology professor emeritus Vernon Scarborough, another co-author, said most research on ancient 

water management has tried to explain how civilizations conserved, collected or diverted water. 

"The quality of water put to potable ends has remained difficult to address," Scarborough said. "This study by 

our UC team has opened the research agenda by way of identifying the quality of a water source and how that 

might have been established and maintained." 

Of course, reconstructing the lives, habits and motivations of a civilization 1,000 years ago is tricky. 

"We don't have absolute proof, but we have strong circumstantial evidence," Dunning said. "Our explanation 

makes logical sense." 

"This is what you have to do as an archaeologist," UC biologist and co-author David Lentz said. "You have to 

put together a puzzle with some of the pieces missing." 
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Lentz said the filtration system would have protected the ancient Maya from harmful cyanobacteria and other 

toxins that might otherwise have made people who drank from the reservoir sick. 

"The ancient Maya figured out that this material produced pools of clear water," he said. 

Complex water filtration systems have been observed in other ancient civilizations from Greece to Egypt to 

South Asia, but this is the first observed in the ancient New World, Tankersley said. 

"The ancient Maya lived in a tropical environment and had to be innovators. This is a remarkable innovation," 

Tankersley said. "A lot of people look at Native Americans in the Western Hemisphere as not having the 

same engineering or technological muscle of places like Greece, Rome, India or China. But when it comes to 

water management, the Maya were millennia ahead." 

 

Story Source: 

Materials provided by University of Cincinnati. Original written by Michael Miller. Note: Content may be 

edited for style and length. 

 

Journal Reference: 

1. Kenneth Barnett Tankersley, Nicholas P. Dunning, Christopher Carr, David L. Lentz, Vernon L. 

Scarborough. Zeolite water purification at Tikal, an ancient Maya city in Guatemala. Scientific 

Reports, 2020; 10 (1) DOI: 10.1038/s41598-020-75023-7 

 

https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2020/10/201022151741.htm 

  

https://www.uc.edu/news/articles/2020/10/uc-archaeologists-discover-sophisticated-water-filters-in-ancient-maya-city.html
http://www.uc.edu/
http://dx.doi.org/10.1038/s41598-020-75023-7
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Lon Chaney’s Movie Monsters 

You might know him from Phantom of the Opera or The Hunchback of Notre Dame. 

 

Lon Chaney in The Phantom of the Opera (1925) 

via Wikimedia Commons 

By: Kristin Hunt  

When Robert Williams stood trial for murder in Old Bailey, the Central Criminal Court of England and 

Wales, in 1929, he offered an unusual defense. Williams, a carpenter, argued that he had been driven to the 

point of insanity, killing an Irish chambermaid in “an epileptic fit” brought on by the mere memory of Lon 

Chaney’s face. Before the jury could snicker at this reasoning—blaming a popular movie actor for a murder 

many miles from Hollywood—the presiding justice insisted they hear him out. 

“‘If Williams saw the film ‘London After Midnight,’ in which Chaney takes the part of a detective who 

pretends to be a terrifying ghost,’ said the judge to the jury, ‘you may not think it remarkable or indicating 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:GIF_from_%22The_Phantom_of_the_Opera_(1925)%22.gif
https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/kristin-hunt/
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insanity that he should in a moment of emotional excitement remember the horrifying aspect of the actor in a 

part in which he was being purposefully terrible,’” the New York Times reported. 

Chaney was so committed to making monsters that he often suffered for them, disappearing under painful 

prosthetics he created himself. 

As this trial illustrates, Lon Chaney was very good at his job. Between 1913 and 1930, the actor made his 

name as the “man of a thousand faces” who terrified audiences with his takes on the Phantom of the 

Opera and Quasimodo, the hunchback of Notre Dame. Chaney was so committed to making monsters that he 

often suffered for them, disappearing under painful prosthetics he created himself. He was so effective at 

crafting these grotesque looks that few knew who he actually was. 

Chaney grew up in Colorado Springs with his parents and three siblings. Communicating with his mother and 

father, who were both deaf, apparently helped Chaney develop pantomime skills at a young age, setting him 

down the path toward performance. He started working as a stage hand at the local opera house when he was 

still a teenager, eventually graduating to acting work in theatrical troupes. As the author Michael Dempsey 

notes in Film Comment, in a rare interview, Chaney credited his actorly intensity to his early exposure to 

theater: 

“Even as a prop boy, I used to watch Richard Mansfield and Robert Montell and others,” Chaney recalled. 

“Those old actors never showed the audience themselves, but really donned the personality of the character 

they were playing. From the beginning of my career I always strove to bury my own personality in any part. I 

never wanted to be a type, playing nothing but myself.” 

Chaney’s philosophy and approach makes him sound a bit like a method actor. He was guarded, rarely 

revealing much of himself in the press, and deeply invested in the process of becoming a character. But while 

method actors tend to emphasize the intense mental work it takes to get inside another person’s head, 

Chaney’s career was defined by the physical. 

https://www.nytimes.com/1929/01/11/archives/killer-haunted-by-chaney-tells-london-court-vision-of-actor-during.html?searchResultPosition=57
https://daily.jstor.org/lon-chaneys-movie-monsters/?utm_term=Lon%20Chaney%27s%20Movie%20Monsters&utm_campaign=jstordaily_10082020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/lon-chaneys-movie-monsters/?utm_term=Lon%20Chaney%27s%20Movie%20Monsters&utm_campaign=jstordaily_10082020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://publicdomainreview.org/collection/the-phantom-of-the-opera-1925
https://publicdomainreview.org/collection/the-phantom-of-the-opera-1925
https://www.jstor.org/stable/43455106?mag=lon-chaneys-movie-monsters
https://www.jstor.org/stable/43455106?mag=lon-chaneys-movie-monsters
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Lon Chaney guards Mary Philbin in a scene from the film The Phantom Of The Opera, 1925  Getty 

A self-taught master of stage makeup, he used his skills to construct dramatic visages, the kind that spurred 

immediate, visceral reactions from both the audience and his costars. These transformations caused Chaney a 

considerable amount of discomfort. He frequently gave himself nosebleeds by twisting fish hooks and safety 

pins into his nose to distort its shape, and fit himself with a constrictive harness and hump to play Quasimodo. 

He used his pain to fuel his vulnerable performances as “monstrous” outsiders desperately seeking love and 

acceptance—and rarely receiving it. 

Chaney’s dedication to the craft earned him enormous respect among his peers. His costar Joan 

Crawford called him “the most intense, exciting individual I’d ever met,” adding that watching him act “it 

was as if God was working, he had such profound concentration.” Burt Lancaster, meanwhile, was astounded 

by Chaney’s performance opposite Crawford in The Unknown, calling the climax “the most emotionally 

compelling scene I’ve ever seen an actor do.” Lancaster shared this admiration with makeup artist and 

eventual Chaney biographer Michael Blake, who kept a photo of Chaney in his makeup kit. 

The public adored him. Dempsey details the unique response Chaney provoked from audiences, who scanned 

every one of his movies for a possible additional cameo in an entirely different disguise. When Chaney’s only 

sound film, The Unholy Three, debuted in 1930, moviegoers got into endless debates about the actor’s “real” 

voice because, in true Chaney fashion, he used five different ones for the film. 

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. 

When Chaney died, soon after the release of The Unholy Three, he was buried to the strains of the “mood 

music” he used on set to get in character—his final request to his widow, Hazel, before he passed. His figure 

loomed large years after his death, as evidenced by a rather grotesque piece of advertising from his studio, 

Universal, in 1932: 

If Lon Chaney, the master character actor of the screen—the master make-up artist whose world-fame started 

with his amazing characterization of the cripple in Universal’s classic, “The Hunchback of Notre Dame”—if 

he could speak, I think he would say to you: “Karloff created a masterpiece as the mechanical monster in 

‘Frankenstein.’ Karloff created a masterpiece as the mad butler in ‘The Old Dark House.’ Karloff created a 

masterpiece as the mysterious one in ‘The Mummy.’” 

Universal is intensely proud of its part in contributing Chaney and Karloff to posterity. 

https://www.empireonline.com/movies/features/movie-make-artists-chair/
https://filmschoolrejects.com/phantom-of-the-opera-face/
https://www.latimes.com/la-tm-lonchaney19feb19-htmlstory.html
https://about.jstor.org/privacy/
http://www.jstor.org/contact-us/
https://www.nytimes.com/1930/08/29/archives/friends-and-kin-weep-at-lon-chaney-burial-marine-corps-chaplain.html?searchResultPosition=72
https://www.nytimes.com/1930/08/29/archives/friends-and-kin-weep-at-lon-chaney-burial-marine-corps-chaplain.html?searchResultPosition=72
https://archive.org/stream/universal2438univ#page/n635/mode/2up
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Boris Karloff forged his own creative career with makeup-heavy monsters in the years following Chaney’s 

death, but there was only one man of a thousand faces, one actor so intense he made Burt Lancaster gush and 

an English carpenter plead insanity: Lon Chaney, perpetual disappearing act. 
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Electrochromic materials enable smarter biosensors 

BCMATERIALS • MATERIALS 

ByBCMaterials December 28, 2020 0 comments 

Wearable devices are attracting increasing attention. The most familiar today are smartwatches and smart 

bands. The sensors in these devices monitor vital signs such as our temperature, heart rate, and even blood 

oxygen, but are unable to address biochemical parameters. One of the main reasons is the relatively short life 

of chemical sensors and biosensors. Multifunctional materials provide ways to interface disposable chemical 

sensors to smart devices. This article describes how electrochromic materials can be used in the construction 

of enzyme-based biosensors that can easily be coupled to smart devices. 

What is electrochromism? 

Electrochromism consists in the change of optical properties, usually colour, with oxidation state (Mortimer et 

al., 2013). This is used, for instance, in the construction of dimming glass and mirrors, such as the windows of 

Boeing 787 Dreamliner, or particular anti-glare rearview mirrors. There are many electrochromic materials, 

both organic and inorganic; viologens (organic) are used in mirrors and tungsten oxide (inorganic) in smart 

glasses. A third fascinating example is Prussian blue, linked to art and science since its discovery. Prussian 

Blue is a deep-blue inorganic material featuring iron (II) and iron (III) bridged in a cubic structure by cyano 

groups. When both irons are in the (II) state, the material becomes transparent and is commonly known as 

Prussian White. Prussian Blue has found many uses since its discovery in 1704. It was first used as a colour 

pigment, and it has featured in prominent works of art such as Van Gogh’s Starry night and Hokusai’s 

Kanagawa’s wave, as shown in figure 1. 

Figure 1 – Works of art and scientific photography featuring Prussian Blue. (left) Kanagawa great wave by 

Katsushika Hokusai (ca. 1830). (center) Furcellaria Fastigliata cyanotype by Anna Atkins (1843-1853), (right) 

Starry night by Vincent Van Gogh (ca. 1889). 

https://mappingignorance.org/category/bcmaterials/
https://mappingignorance.org/category/technology/materials/
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/12/28/electrochromic-materials-enable-smarter-biosensors/#author
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/12/28/electrochromic-materials-enable-smarter-biosensors/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#comments
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Prussian Blue was also a precursor of photography. The cyanotype process, also known as blueprinting, was 

invented by John Herschel in 1842. Anna Atkins, one of the first women scientists, used this process to make 

her beautiful and famous book on algae (Atkins, n.d.). Prussian Blue is also used in biology to spot the 

presence of iron in cells and tissues. More recently, Prussian Blue has found its way into biosensing 

(Karyakin, 2017). Prussian Blue catalyses the reduction of hydrogen peroxide, which is produced by oxidase 

enzymes and enables the construction of glucose, ethanol, lactate, and other biosensors. 

Biosensor basics 

A biosensor is an analytical tool designed to detect, quantify and sometimes even monitor a chemical or a 

biochemical species. According to its most conventional definition, depicted in Figure 2, a biosensor is “A 

device incorporating a biological sensing element either intimately connected to or integrated within a 

transducer” (“Biosensors and Bioelectronics,” n.d.). This definition contains two key elements. First, the 

recognition element in biosensors is of biological origin. The second essential feature of biosensors is that the 

recognition element must be bound to the sensor’s transducer. The transducer is the element in charge of 

converting the sensing event into an electrical signal 

Figure 2 – Diagrammatic representation of a biosensor. A receptor of biological origin is intimately attached 

to a transducer. 

The biological recognition element can be an enzyme, an antibody, or a short sequence of genetic material. 

The primary advantage of using these -and other related- biomolecules is that they provide sensors with very 

high specificity. The ideal specific sensor will only produce a signal in the presence of the target analyte. 

However, most biological elements used -particularly enzymes and antibodies- will also display some affinity 

towards other molecules that are structurally (very) similar. 
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Regarding the transducer, it is usually an electrode or an optical component. Still, more recently, the surface 

of magnetic particles are also accepted. The “event”, on the other hand, is the biochemical process involving 

the analyte and the biorecognition element; it may be the activity of an enzyme on the target analyte, or the 

binding of an antibody to a target antigen, or the binding of complementary DNA base pairs arranged in a 

particular sequence. 

Lyons and Clark reported the first glucose biosensor in 1962 (Clark and Lyons, 1962) . That first biosensor 

combined an oxygen electrode with glucose oxidase trapped in a dialysis membrane. The consumption of 

oxygen by glucose oxidase is proportional to the concentration of glucose present. Modern glucose biosensors 

have replaced oxygen by reversible redox species that shuttle electrons between the enzyme and the electrode 

(transducer) so that the current is proportional to the concentration of glucose (Wang, 2008). 

Combining electrochromism and biosensing 

Glucose biosensors are electronic devices involving two electrodes, but the processes taking part in the 

second electrode usually are not considered. This second electrode, or counter electrode, closes the circuit and 

its processes are not usually considered. However, suppose this electrode is made of an electrochromic 

material, such as Prussian Blue. In that case, it is possible to relate its colour change to the concentration of 

glucose (Aller Pellitero and del Campo, 2019). Such a system can work spontaneously in the presence of 

glucose, suppressing the need for external power sources. This is because the reduction potential of the 

Prussian Blue is higher than that of the biosensor electrode, resulting in a galvanic system. This construction 

combines three different functions in a single electrochemical cell: sensor, display, and power source. 

Besides, the system architecture and geometry can be designed so that the biosensor result can be read by 

sight or using a camera and software analysis (Pellitero et al., 2017). 

A skin patch form factor: towards non-invasive measurements 

Recently, a skin-patch for the determination of sweat lactate has been designed that is based on the above 

principle (Santiago-Malagón et al., 2020). The materials have been developed so that the biosensor can be 

screen printed on a thin conformal substrate. This skin-patch, shown in Figure 3, has a medical-grade 

adhesive layer to keep the biosensor in touch with the skin, while a Prussian Blue electrode is visible from the 

opposite side. Changes in the concentration of sweat lactate result in the conversion of Prussian blue to 

Prussian White over larger or smaller proportions of this display. Because the system is a single 

electrochemical cell, it does not require any connections or silicon-based components to function, which 

simplifies its construction enormously. 
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Figure 3 – Photograph of different prototype versions. 

This is how it works. Lactate is always present in sweat. At rest, its concentration is in the low mM range, but 

it can reach as high as 50mM or more during exercise. The presence of lactate activates the biosensor which, 

in this configuration, is the cell anode. Electrons are relayed from lactate, which is oxidised, to the active site 

of the oxidase which, in turn, passes them to the metal centres of a special redox polymer. This redox polymer 

then passes the electrons to a graphite electrode that is connected to the transparent electrode containing a 

Prussian Blue coating. The Prussian blue is reduced by these electrons, changing its colour from blue to 

transparent. The two electrodes -biosensor and display- are positioned next to each other on the same plane. 

Because the electrons will flow through the path of least resistance, the Prussian blue closest to the biosensor 

is bleached first. Increasing the concentration of lactate increases both the cell voltage and the passing current. 

In other words, system power rises. This has significant consequences on the device operation. First, the 

colour change is faster (this is the effect of the higher current). Second, the display changes colour over a 

wider area. Since the display length is constant, this translates into longer distances away from the biosensor. 

How much longer will depend on the balance between cell voltage and internal resistance. 
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Figure 4 – Prototype calibration plot in the determination of lactate. The inset shows an image of one of the 

prototypes exposed to 10mM lactate. 

 

Final thoughts 

Indeed, this proof of concept device has limitations. However, it shows how electrochromic materials can be 

exploited to produce efficient multifunctional components. In this case, the same electrochemical cell meets 

the functions of a sensor, power source, and information display. Moreover, the geometric arrangement of the 

electrodes enables the information to be easily interpreted by the user without the need for additional 

instrumentation. Higher levels of performance could be attained through small changes allowing the wireless -

optical- interfacing with smart devices. The possibilities are endless, and the only limit is our imagination. 
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We believe in the free flow of information 

Republish our articles for free, online or in print, under a Creative Commons license. 

Editor’s note: The future of the office has become an open question after the coronavirus lockdown forced 

tens of millions of Americans to work from home. Will office workers flock back to their cubicles and water 

coolers when the pandemic ends? Or will employees want to hold on to their newfound freedom and 

flexibility, while employers eye the lower costs of the lack of a physical footprint? 

At least a few companies have already answered this question: Twitter, for example, says most of its 

employees can continue working from home forever, making the office merely a place to meet clients. We 

asked three scholars to weigh in on the future of the office. 

Relationships need proximity 

Beth Humberd and Scott Latham, University of Massachusetts, Lowell 

Although we’ve seen numerous office epitaphs in recent weeks, we believe the pre-pandemic workspace isn’t 

going away anytime soon. Why? 

Organizational life is founded on relationships. Sure, the current remote work experiment has demonstrated 

that more jobs can be done virtually than many managers previously assumed. But jobs are comprised of 

tasks; organizations are comprised of relationships. And relationships require ongoing – and often unintended 

– interactions. 

Decades of research provide important insight into how effective work relationships are built. We know that 

they require mutual trust and cooperation, and that physical proximity is critical to fostering trusting and 

cooperative relationships. 

This is especially true in the knowledge and creative economies, as shared space promotes information 

sharing and collaboration. A 2009 study found that Google employees sharing physical space exchanged 

information more effectively than those located even on separate floors in the same building. A similar study 

from 2013 showed that when scientists had to walk further from the lab to places like the restroom or the 

printer, they developed more research collaborations. And a more recent study found that “water cooler” 

socialization was critical to new idea generation at business incubators, which support the growth of startup 

companies. 
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And as robots take over more human jobs thanks to automation and artificial intelligence, these relationships 

will matter more than ever. Our own research has found jobs that are inherently relational are more likely to 

endure. 

So we believe that it’s not the office itself that will remain but the necessity of physical proximity to keeping 

the modern organization – and our work relationships – running smoothly. 

Worker flexibility is here to stay 

Deborah Salon, Arizona State University 

Office employees want more flexibility in where they work. That’s the main finding from a survey I’m 

conducting with other researchers at Arizona State University and the University of Illinois. 

Our survey aims to understand how the nationwide lockdown that forced much of the professional workforce 

to telecommute changed employee views on going to the office, among other topics. The survey is ongoing 

and, if you are at least 18 and live in the U.S., you can take it online. The results reported below reflect nearly 

2,100 responses collected from mid-April to mid-July and have been weighted to the U.S. population in terms 

of age, gender and education level. 

Our data indicates that nearly two-thirds of those who still had jobs during the pandemic were almost 

exclusively working from home. That compares with just 13% of workers who said they did so even a few 

times a week pre-COVID-19. 

Among those who had previously not regularly worked from home, 62% said they were enjoying the change, 

and 75% expect their employers to continue to provide flexibility in where they work after the pandemic has 

passed. 

Of course, there may be a gap between employee expectations and the reality of what employers are willing to 

provide. One of the arguments companies have traditionally used in opposing offering workers more 

flexibility is the belief that they are less productive or efficient working from home. 

But even at a time when workers face many distractions, particularly those with young children, nearly two-

thirds of our working respondents reported normal or above-normal productivity. This is consistent with prior 

psychological research on remote work that found that those who telecommute often perform about the same 

or somewhat better than their in-the-office colleagues. Workers in our survey credited not having to commute 

to the office and fewer distractions such as meetings for their increased productivity. 

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

That’s why I believe the future of office work is likely to be much more flexible than ever before. Overall, 

including those who previously worked from home, a full 26% said they plan to work remotely at least a few 

times each week when the pandemic is over – double the 13% that said they did so prior to it. 
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Only 9% of the workers we surveyed, however, said they want to completely abandon the traditional office. 

They seem to just want more balance. Given the option, many office workers would like to commute to a 

traditional office on some days and work from home on others. 

With luck and a bit of good planning, I believe the U.S. workforce could become not only more productive 

post-pandemic, but also enjoy their lives just a little bit more. 
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