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Transcranial direct current stimulation and depression 

NEUROBIOLOGY • NEUROSCIENCE 

ByJosé Ramón Alonso   

Depression is a psychiatric and psychological diagnosis that describes a temporary or permanent mood 

disorder characterized by feelings of dejection, unhappiness and guilt. Depressed people show a low mood 

and an aversion to activity and are characterized by sadness, difficulty thinking and concentrating, and a 

significant increase or decrease in appetite and time spent sleeping. In addition, it causes a total or partial 

inability to enjoy things and events of daily life (anhedonia). Depressive disorders can be, to a greater or 

lesser degree, accompanied by anxiety. It can affect a person’s thoughts, behavior, motivation, feelings and 

sense of well-being. People who experience depression may have feelings of despondency, hopelessness, and 

sometimes suicidal thoughts. 

 

The two main treatment strategies for depression are drug therapy and psychological therapy or 

psychotherapy. Within the antidepressant drugs, no great differences have been found between the 

effectiveness of one and the other, and their main differences lie more in the type of side effects they can 

cause. In general, patients show better tolerance to selective serotonin reuptake inhibitors than to tricyclic and 

heterocyclic antidepressants. In relation to psychotherapies, the most recommended are interpersonal 

psychotherapy, cognitive psychotherapy and behavioral psychotherapy. However, the results are regular: the 

effects are slow, and it is common that it takes months to experience an improvement and there are many 

https://mappingignorance.org/category/science/neurobiology/
https://mappingignorance.org/category/science/neuroscience/
https://mappingignorance.org/2021/01/18/transcranial-direct-current-stimulation-and-depression/#author
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people who do not respond to the treatments or who relapse into this disease, which has an enormous 

personal, family and social cost. That is why new therapeutic modalities are being studied, among which is 

transcranial stimulation by direct current. 

Transcranial direct current stimulation (tDCS) is a brain stimulation technology that applies a small amount of 

electricity to a specific area of the cerebral cortex through electrodes placed on the skull. TDCS has been 

proposed for a wide variety of purposes: to speed up recovery for patients with brain damage such as stroke, 

to treat schizophrenia, Parkinson’s disease, tinnitus and autism, and even to improve intellectual abilities in 

various areas including language, math, attention, problem-solving, memory and coordination. This wide 

variety of indications has generated considerable skepticism, as the same technique is rarely applicable to 

different things, and there have been difficulties in replicating some studies, but there appears to be reliable 

evidence that transcranial direct current stimulation may help some people to emerge from depression. 

 

Jean-Pascal Lefaucheur, a neurophysiologist at the Henri Mondor hospital in Paris, and his team have 

reviewed the studies carried out on tDCS and their conclusion is that there seems to be enough favorable data 

to indicate that this technique is useful for the treatment of addictions, fibromyalgia and depression, or that in 

other words, patients with these pathologies seem to be those who show a greater possibility of responding 

favorably to this treatment than to a placebo 1. 

Among the enormous number of publications that show the results of the use of tDCS in different pathologies 

and circumstances, Lefaucheur made a selection including only those studies that included a control with a 

https://mappingignorance.org/2021/01/18/transcranial-direct-current-stimulation-and-depression/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-7704-1
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placebo, that applied the treatment with a daily frequency and that had at least ten volunteers participating in 

the study. In addition to the favorable results mentioned, the review also found that tDCS was not useful for 

the treatment of tinnitus and that the evidence for its use to promote recovery after stroke was less strong than 

believed, and there was even one article that reported a worsening of brain function after the use of tDCS. 

The results also showed that tDCS has its best results when the pathology addressed does not require a 

restructuring of neural circuits in the brain but simply excites some neurons. Another problem is that the way 

in which tDCS is performed is quite heterogeneous and there are differences in how and where the electrodes 

are placed, but also in each person’s own physiological characteristics, from their brain chemistry to the 

thickness of the skull bones, which make the variability in the results too high. 

The review by the French group also brought to light the low relevance of some studies due in many cases, 

and it was one of the obvious problems, to the small size of the samples. Even leaving out studies with fewer 

than 10 participants, most of those that were screened included fewer than 25 cases. In a study of a drug, by 

contrast, it is not uncommon for thousands of volunteers to participate. This means that, at most, it can be said 

that tDCS is “possibly or probably effective” in these pathologies, including depression. It is necessary to 

carry out well-designed clinical trials with more participants in the future in order to have clear answers about 

its safety and efficacy. 

At the same time, new applications of transcranial direct current stimulation are being explored. A recent 

study 2 reported positive results after its application to a chemsex user. Chemsex is a sexual practice that is 

concomitant with drug used to facilitate or intensify sexual activity and is considered “a public health 

priority”. 
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Sometimes I Stumble 

by Edward Hirsch 

Issue no. 229 (Summer 2019) 

No one ever leaves 

the building across the street 

and I can’t explain why 

I spent the summer 

staring at its blank windows 

and stony facade, its caged trees, 

while the sun crawled 

across the light-blue emptiness 

yawning with clouds. 

I was stunned by grief 

into silence, inner muteness. 

But then one afternoon 

I decided to give up 

my watch. 

Sometimes I stumble 

in shadows, sometimes I trip 

over the last stair of the house, 

but now when I stroll 

toward a prospect 

my spirit lifts 

with the stirring of nightjars, 

the first whip-poor-will of evening. 

If you enjoyed this poem, why not read … 

• The Art of Poetry No. 110 with Edward Hirsch, born on this day in 1950? 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=12c1baf756&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=12c1baf756&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=fc0295f1af&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=12c1baf756&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=12c1baf756&e=d538c8f2e0
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Cosmic Consciousness: Maurice Bucke’s Pioneering 19th-Century Theory of Transcendence and the 

Six Steps of Illumination 

We are not “patches of life scattered through an infinite sea of non-living substance” but “specks of relative 

death in an infinite ocean of life.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

“Our normal waking consciousness,” William James wrote in 1902, “is but one special type of consciousness, 

whilst all about it, parted from it by the filmiest of screens, there lie potential forms of consciousness entirely 

different… No account of the universe in its totality can be final which leaves these other forms of 

consciousness quite disregarded.” 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/06/04/william-james-varieties-consciousness/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1578989620/braipick-20
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A year earlier, the Canadian psychiatrist and adventurer Maurice Bucke (March 18, 1837–February 19, 

1902) published a stunning personal account and psychological study of a dazzling form of consciousness that 

lies just on the other side of that filmiest of screens, accessible to all. Bucke’s Cosmic Consciousness: A 

Study in the Evolution of the Human Mind (public library) went on to influence generations of thinkers as 

diverse as Albert Einstein, Erich Fromm, Abraham Maslow, Alan Watts, and Steve Jobs. 

Maurice Bucke 

By his own account, Bucke was “born of good middle class English stock,” but grew up almost entirely 

without education, working tirelessly on his parents’ farm in the backwoods of Canada — tending cattle, 

horses, sheep, and pigs, working in the hay field, driving oxen and horses, and running various errands from 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1578989620/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1578989620/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/cosmic-consciousness-a-study-in-the-evolution-of-the-human-mind/oclc/1057653498&referer=brief_results
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the earliest age. He learned to read when he was still a small child and soon began devouring novels and 

poetry. He remembers that, like Emily Dickinson, he “never, even as a child, accepted the doctrines of the 

Christian church” — a disposition utterly countercultural in that era of extreme religiosity. 

Art by Margaret C. Cook 

from a rare 1913 edition of Walt Whitman’s Leaves of Grass. (Available as a print.) 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/12/10/emily-dickinson-love-letters-susan-gilbert/
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://www.brainpickings.org/2018/04/11/leaves-of-grass-margaret-cook/
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Although his mother died when he was very young and his father shortly thereafter, Bucke recalls being often 

overcome by “a sort of ecstasy of curiosity and hope.” (What a lovely phrase.) At sixteen, he left the farm “to 

live or die as might happen,” trekking from the Great Lakes to the Gulf of Mexico, from Ohio to San 

Francisco, working on farms and railroads and steamboats, narrowly escaping death by illness, starvation, and 

battle on several occasions. In his twentieth year, he heard of the first major discovery of silver ore in 

America and joined a mining party, of which he was the only survivor, and barely: On his way to California, 

while crossing the mountains of the Sierra Nevada, he suffered frostbite so severe that one foot and a few toes 

on the remaining foot had to be amputated. 

When he finally made it to the Pacific Coast, Bucke used a moderate inheritance from his mother to give 

himself a proper college education. He devoured ideas from books as wide-ranging as On the Origin of 

Species and Shelley’s poems. After graduating, he taught himself French so that he could read Auguste Comte 

and German so that he could read Goethe. At thirty, he discovered and became instantly besotted with Walt 

Whitman’s Leaves of Grass, which he felt contained vaster truth and richer meaning than any book he had 

previously encountered. It was Whitman who catalyzed Bucke’s transcendent experience. 

More than a century before Michael Pollan insisted in his masterly inquiry into the science of 

psychedelics that “the Beyond, whatever it consists of, might not be nearly as far away or inaccessible as we 

think,” Bucke suggests that it might be just a poem away. Writing in the third person, as was customary for 

“the writer” in the nineteenth century, he recounts his transformative illumination: 

It was in the early spring, at the beginning of his thirty-sixth year. He and two friends had spent the evening 

reading Wordsworth, Shelley, Keats, Browning, and especially Whitman. They parted at midnight, and he had 

a long drive in a hansom (it was in an English city). His mind, deeply under the influence of the ideas, images 

and emotions called up by the reading and talk of the evening, was calm and peaceful. He was in a state of 

quiet, almost passive enjoyment. All at once, without warning of any kind, he found himself wrapped around 

as it were by a flame-colored cloud. For an instant he thought of fire, some sudden conflagration in the great 

city; the next, he knew that the light was within himself. Directly afterwards came upon him a sense of 

exultation, of immense joyousness accompanied or immediately followed by an intellectual illumination quite 

impossible to describe. Into his brain streamed one momentary lightning-flash of the Brahmic Splendor which 

has ever since lightened his life; upon his heart fell one drop of Brahmic Bliss, leaving thenceforward for 

always an aftertaste of heaven. Among other things he did not come to believe, he saw and knew that the 

Cosmos is not dead matter but a living Presence, that the soul of man is immortal, that the universe is so built 

and ordered that without any peradventure all things work together for the good of each and all, that the 

foundation principle of the world is what we call love and that the happiness of every one is in the long run 

absolutely certain. 

Although the illumination only lasted a moment, Burke felt that he learned more in those few seconds than in 

all his years of study, more even than what could ever possibly be taught by the standard modes of 

scholarship. (“The transformation of the heart is a wondrous thing, no matter how you land there,” Patti Smith 

would write a century later.) In that instant, as “the secret of Whitman’s transcendent greatness was revealed,” 

he experienced something he could never forget, which he called “cosmic consciousness” — a term he 

borrowed from the English philosopher and poet Edward Carpenter, who was among the first Western 

thinkers to popularize the ancient teachings of the Eastern philosophical and spiritual traditions. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/07/11/how-to-change-your-mind-michael-pollan/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/07/11/how-to-change-your-mind-michael-pollan/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/10/19/patti-smith-m-train-loss-time/
https://www.brainpickings.org/tag/edward-carpenter/
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Art by Margaret C. Cook from a rare 1913 edition of Walt Whitman’s Leaves of Grass. (Available as a print.) 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/04/11/leaves-of-grass-margaret-cook/
https://society6.com/product/thoughts-silent-thoughts-of-time-and-space-and-death_framed-print?sku=s6-8967472p21a12v52a13v54?curator=brainpicker
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/04/11/leaves-of-grass-margaret-cook/
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Bucke identifies three layers of consciousness, each built upon the lower: Simple Consciousness — a basic 

awareness, which most non-human animals also possess; Self-Consciousness, which render one aware not 

only of trees, rivers, and one’s own body, but also of oneself as “a distinct entity apart from all the rest of the 

universe,” capable of treating one’s own thoughts and feelings as objects of consciousness itself; and Cosmic 

Consciousness, which Bucke defines as an awareness of “the life and order of the universe.” In a passage of 

striking consonance with William James’s framework of transcendent experiences, he writes: 

Along with the consciousness of the cosmos there occurs an intellectual enlightenment or illumination which 

alone would place the individual on a new plane of existence — would make him almost a member of a new 

species. To this is added a state of moral exaltation, an indescribable feeling of elevation, elation, and 

joyousness, and a quickening of the moral sense, which is fully as striking and more important both to the 

individual and to the race than is the enhanced intellectual power. With these come, what may be called a 

sense of immortality, a consciousness of eternal life, not a conviction that he shall have this, but the 

consciousness that he has it already. 

In language that closely parallels the way people describe the effects of psychedelics, Bucke limns the nature 

and sequence of this revelatory experience: 

Like a flash there is presented to [the person’s] consciousness a clear conception (a vision) in outline of the 

meaning and drift of the universe. He does not come to believe merely; but he sees and knows that the 

cosmos, which to the self conscious mind seems made up of dead matter, is in fact far otherwise — is in very 

truth a living presence. He sees that instead of men being, as it were, patches of life scattered through an 

infinite sea of non-living substance, they are in reality specks of relative death in an infinite ocean of life. 

[…] 

The person who passes through this experience will learn in the few minutes, or even moments, of its 

continuance more than in months or years of study, and he will learn much that no study ever taught or can 

teach. Especially does he obtain such a conception of THE WHOLE, or at least of an immense WHOLE, as 

dwarfs all conception, imagination or speculation, springing from and belonging to ordinary self 

consciousness, such a conception as makes the old attempts to mentally grasp the universe and its meaning 

petty and even ridiculous. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/06/04/william-james-varieties-consciousness/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/07/11/how-to-change-your-mind-michael-pollan/
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One of Salvador 

Dalí’s rare illustrations for Dante’s Divine Comedy 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/03/21/salvador-dali-dante-divine-comedy/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/03/21/salvador-dali-dante-adivine-comedy/
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A year before William James published his classic treatise on consciousness and the four features of 

transcendent experiences, Bucke — whom James references — outlines the characteristics of cosmic 

consciousness, at the heart of which he places the Eastern concept of “Brahmic Splendor,” also reflected in 

Dante’s transhumanized state in Paradisio. 

1. A sudden appearance, often accompanied by immersion in a cloud of haze or fire. “The 

instantaneousness of the illumination,” Bucke writes, “is one of its most striking features. It can be 

compared with nothing so well as with a dazzling flash of lightning in a dark night, bringing the 

landscape which had been hidden into clear view.” (A century later, physicist Freeman Dyson would 

describe one of his most significant scientific breakthroughs as “a flash of illumination.”) 

2. An ecstatic surge of emotion — “joy, assurance, triumph, ‘salvation'” — transcending “the pleasures 

and pains, loves and hates, joys and sorrows,peace and war, life and death, of self conscious man.” 

3. An intellectual illumination, arising from the emotional ecstasy, difficult to put into words. (William 

James also lists ineffability as the foremost feature of transcendent experiences.) 

4. Dissolution of the fear of death. 

5. Dissolution of the sense of sin or wrongness. 

6. A sense of immortality accompanying the moral elevation. “This is not an intellectual conviction, 

such as comes with the solution of a problem, nor is it an experience such as learning something 

unknown before,” Bucke writes. “It is far more simple and elementary.” 

Of central importance in this experience of illumination, he argues, are the character — “intellectual, moral 

and physical” — and age of the person undergoing it. The illumination is truer and richer, Bucke suggest, 

when experienced at a later age: 

Should we hear of a case of cosmic consciousness occurring at twenty, for instance, we should at first doubt 

the truth of the account, and if forced to believe it we should expect the man (if he lived) to prove himself, in 

some way, a veritable spiritual giant. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/06/04/william-james-varieties-consciousness/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/06/04/william-james-varieties-consciousness/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/06/28/freeman-dyson-maker-of-patterns-creativity/
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Art by William Blake for a rare 1808 edition of Milton’s Paradise Lost 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/02/13/william-blake-paradise-lost/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/02/13/william-blake-paradise-lost/
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Drawing on the memoirs, biographies, and letters of historical figures, he goes on to compose a kind of ledger 

of such spiritual giants who have reported experiences indicative of cosmic consciousness, noting next to each 

person the age at which they underwent the illumination. Among them he lists: 

• Francis Bacon (30) 

• William Blake (31) 

• Blaise Pascal (31) 

• Honoré de Balzac (32) 

• Walt Whitman (34) 

• Gautama Buddha (35) 

• Edward Carpenter (37) 

• Baruch Spinoza (45) 

Bucke sees the attainment of cosmic consciousness as a vital step in the spiritual and moral evolution of our 

species, but he takes care to emphasize that it “must not be looked upon as being in any sense supernatural or 

supranormal — as anything more or less than a natural growth.” With electric exuberance, he channels his 

optimism, both prescient and bittersweet in the hindsight of history: 

The immediate future of our race… is indescribably hopeful. There are at the present moment impending over 

us three revolutions, the least of which would dwarf the ordinary historic upheaval called by that name into 

absolute insignificance. They are: (1) The material,economic and social revolution which will depend upon 

and result from the establishment of aerial navigation. (2) The economic and social revolution which will 

abolish individual ownership and rid the earth at once of two immense evils — riches and poverty. And (3) 

The psychical revolution of which there is here question. 

Either of the first two would (and will) radically change the conditions of, and greatly uplift, human life; but 

the third will do more for humanity than both of the former, were their importance multiplied by hundreds or 

even thousands. 

The three operating (as they will) together will literally create a new heaven and a new earth. Old things will 

be done away and all will become new. 
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Art by William Blake for a rare 1808 edition of Milton’s Paradise Lost 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/02/13/william-blake-paradise-lost/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/02/13/william-blake-paradise-lost/


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 558 may  2021 

 

19 

The net result, Bucke envisions, will be nothing less than a revolution of the human soul. While human beings 

will remain resolutely spiritual, this revolution would be predicated on the dissolution of organized religion: 

Religion will… not depend on tradition. It will not be believed and disbelieved. It will not be a part of 

life,belonging to certain hours, times, occasions. It will not be in sacred books nor in the mouths of priests. It 

will not dwell in churches and meetings and forms and days. Its life will not be in prayers,hymns nor 

discourses. It will not depend on special revelations, on the words of gods who came down to teach, nor on 

any bible or bibles. It will have no mission to save men from their sins or to secure them entrance to heaven. 

It will not teach a future immortality nor future glories, for immortality and all glory will exist in the here and 

now. The evidence of immortality will live in every heart as sight in every eye. 

Complement Bucke’s Cosmic Consciousness with Virginia Woolf’s ecstatic description of a psychedelic 

experience, physicist Alan Lightman’s poetic account of a secular transcendent experience, and neuroscientist 

Christof Koch on the central mystery of consciousness, then revisit Edward Carpenter, who inspired Bucke’s 

ideas, on love, pain, and growth. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/04/11/cosmic-consciousness-maurice-

bucke/?mc_cid=2e6be28c14&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1578989620/braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/08/28/virginia-woolf-orlando-ecstasy/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/08/28/virginia-woolf-orlando-ecstasy/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/01/15/alan-lightman-accidental-universe-science-spirituality/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/05/25/christof-koch-consciousness-qualia/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/03/31/edward-carpenter-love-marriage-in-free-society/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/04/11/cosmic-consciousness-maurice-bucke/?mc_cid=2e6be28c14&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/04/11/cosmic-consciousness-maurice-bucke/?mc_cid=2e6be28c14&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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Cheaper solar power means low-income families can also benefit – with the right kind of help 

19 enero 2021 14:08 CET 

Autores 

1. Galen Barbose 

Research Scientist, Lawrence Berkeley National Laboratory 

2. Eric O’Shaughnessy 

Research Consultant, Lawrence Berkeley National Laboratory 

https://theconversation.com/profiles/galen-barbose-1186743
https://theconversation.com/profiles/eric-oshaughnessy-1186740
https://theconversation.com/profiles/galen-barbose-1186743
https://theconversation.com/profiles/eric-oshaughnessy-1186740
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3. Ryan Wiser 

Senior Scientist, Lawrence Berkeley National Laboratory 

Cláusula de Divulgación 

Eric O'Shaughnessy is a renewable energy research analyst at Clean Kilowatts, LLC. 

Ryan Wiser is a board member of the Clean Energy States Alliance. 

Galen Barbose no recibe salario, ni ejerce labores de consultoría, ni posee acciones, ni recibe financiación de 

ninguna compañía u organización que pueda obtener beneficio de este artículo, y ha declarado carecer de 

vínculos relevantes más allá del cargo académico citado. 
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•  LinkedIn 

•  Imprimir 

Until recently, rooftop solar panels were a clean energy technology that only wealthy Americans could afford. 

But prices have dropped, thanks mostly to falling costs for hardware, as well as price declines for installation 

and other “soft” costs. 

Today hundreds of thousands of middle-class households across the U.S. are turning to solar power. But 

households with incomes below the median for their areas remain less likely to go solar. These low- and 

moderate-income households face several roadblocks to solar adoption, including cash constraints, low rates 

of home ownership and language barriers. 

Our team of researchers at the Lawrence Berkeley National Laboratory examined how various policies and 

business models could affect the likelihood of people at all income levels adopting solar. In a recently 

published study, we analyzed five common solar policies and business models to see whether they attracted 

lower-income households. 

We found that three scenarios did: offering financial incentives to low- and moderate-income households; 

leasing solar panels to homeowners; and lending money to buy panels, with the loan repaid on property tax 

bills. All of these approaches resulted in people at a wider range of income levels trying solar energy. 

No consuma noticias, entiéndalas. 

Suscribirme al boletín 

Solar power for everyone 

For over a decade our team at the Berkeley lab’s Electricity Markets and Policy group has kept tabs on trends 

in the rooftop solar market through our annual report, “Tracking the Sun.” It documents how prices have 

fallen, and the number of installations has risen in U.S. solar markets. 

Over the past decade rooftop solar power has grown significantly in the U.S., spreading beyond initial hot 

spots in California and Hawaii to states such as North Carolina, Florida and New Jersey. The industry projects 

that rapid growth will continue for the foreseeable future. 

More recently our researchers have combined this tracking report with data on household-level demographics 

and income of solar adopters, covering more than 70% of the U.S. residential solar market. Among the 

research products we’ve created is an online interactive tool that shows the demographic characteristics of 

solar adoption down to the county level. 

http://www.linkedin.com/shareArticle?mini=true&source=The+Conversation&summary=Until+recently%2C+rooftop+solar+panels+were+a+clean+energy+technology+that+only++wealthy+Americans+could+afford.+But+prices+have+dropped%2C+thanks+mostly+to+falling+costs+for+hardware%2C+as+well+as+price...&title=Cheaper+solar+power+means+low-income+families+can+also+benefit+%E2%80%93+with+the+right+kind+of+help&url=https%3A%2F%2Ftheconversation.com%2Fcheaper-solar-power-means-low-income-families-can-also-benefit-with-the-right-kind-of-help-151907%3Futm_source%3Dlinkedin%26utm_medium%3Dbylinelinkedinbutton
https://theconversation.com/cheaper-solar-power-means-low-income-families-can-also-benefit-with-the-right-kind-of-help-151907?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20%20January%2019%202021%20-%201837817885&utm_content=Daily%20%20January%2019%202021%20-%201837817885+Version+B+CID_16885374f1004fcf9e4643faa803d0e6&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Cheaper%20solar%20power%20means%20low-income%20families%20can%20also%20benefit%20%20with%20the%20right%20kind%20of%20help
https://emp.lbl.gov/tracking-the-sun
https://emp.lbl.gov/publications/income-trends-among-us-residential
https://doi.org/10.1038/s41560-020-00724-2
https://doi.org/10.1038/s41560-020-00724-2
https://emp.lbl.gov/
https://emp.lbl.gov/tracking-the-sun
https://www.seia.org/research-resources/top-10-solar-states-0
https://solardemographics.lbl.gov/
https://emp.lbl.gov/projects/solar-demographics-trends-and-analysis/
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Thanks to these price and growth trends, an increasing number of state and local governments, utilities and 

businesses want to help lower-income customers go solar. They believe solar will cut energy bills, reduce 

money spent on bill payment programs, avoid pollution and create green jobs. 

So far, 20 states are offering 38 programs to help lower-income customers go solar. California, the largest, has 

budgeted over US$1 billion for such programs. A number of utilities and solar developers, 

like Posigen and GRID Alternatives, are also developing business models that work for all customers. These 

initiatives leverage state and federal incentives to deliver free or very low-cost solar to eligible households. 

Reducing upfront costs 

In our study we evaluated five policies and business models to see which ones helped low- and moderate-

income households go solar: 

• Financial incentives targeted at low- and moderate-income households, usually rebates or other 

incentives to reduce upfront costs. 

• Leasing rooftop solar systems, which reduces upfront costs. 

• Property Assessed Clean Energy financing, or PACE, which allows customers to finance energy 

improvements through their property tax payments. Currently, residential PACE is available only in 

California, Florida and Missouri. 

• Financial incentives such as rebates offered to customers of any income level. 

• “Solarize” campaigns, in which customers band together in a group purchase to get a good price. 

The study includes data on more than 1 million residential rooftop photovoltaic systems installed on single-

family homes in 18 states from 2010 to 2018. We compared modeled household-level income estimates for 

solar adopters with area median household incomes from U.S. Census data. 

We found that three of the interventions – targeted incentives, leasing and PACE – effectively increased 

adoption equity. These approaches are boosting sales to low-income customers in existing markets and 

helping solar companies move into new markets, such as low-income areas where solar sales have been weak 

or absent. 

Policies that don’t address the needs and constraints of low-income households, like the federal income tax 

credit, have not had much effect on equity. And solarize campaigns are rarely pitched to low-income buyers. 

An untapped customer base 

When solar expands into new markets and neighborhoods, it can have a spillover impact. If a system is 

installed in a neighborhood that had no solar before, neighbors who see it will be more likely to adopt it 

https://www.posigen.com/
https://gridalternatives.org/
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themselves. Moving into new markets may have greater potential effects on low-income adoption rates than 

reaching lower-income households in existing markets. 

Expanding sales to low- and moderate-income households can also tap a larger base of potential customers. 

The U.S. National Renewable Energy Lab (NREL) found in a study that 42% of rooftops where solar power 

could work are on low- and moderate-income housing. 

 

A 2018 study estimates that installing rooftop solar systems on low- and moderate-income housing could 

provide up to 42% of all rooftop technical potential in the residential sector and improve energy affordability 

in low-income communities. NREL 

As the solar market grows, decisions to install solar systems are increasingly driven by the prospect of saving 

money, rather than strictly by green values or buyers’ interest in new technologies. A survey led by NREL 

found that roughly half of people who decided to install solar in California, New Jersey, New York and 

Arizona in 2014 to 2016 identified cost savings as a primary factor in their decision to adopt solar. 

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

https://www.nrel.gov/docs/fy18osti/70901.pdf
https://images.theconversation.com/files/379106/original/file-20210116-15-grf1la.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/379106/original/file-20210116-15-grf1la.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://www.nrel.gov/solar/solar-potential-low-to-moderate-income-households.html
https://www.nrel.gov/solar/seeds/2014-2016-study.html
https://theconversation.com/us/newsletters/the-daily-3?utm_source=TCUS&utm_medium=inline-link&utm_campaign=newsletter-text&utm_content=deepknowledge
https://images.theconversation.com/files/379106/original/file-20210116-15-grf1la.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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For low- and moderate-income households, the financial benefits of solar power can make a big difference. 

Many lower-income households carry a large energy burden, meaning that energy and utility costs consume a 

large share of their income. Across the U.S., low-income households spend about three times more of their 

income on energy costs than other households. Solar power can reduce those energy burdens by providing on-

site power at a lower cost than grid electricity. 

Making homes more energy efficient is an established strategy for cutting energy bills, but there’s growing 

interest in having solar play a role. Deploying solar power for low- and moderate-income households can be a 

way to fulfill policy and social goals like creating jobs and improving the environment. 

The study described in this article was supported by the U.S. Department of Energy’s Solar Energy 

Technologies Office. 

https://theconversation.com/cheaper-solar-power-means-low-income-families-can-also-benefit-with-the-right-

kind-of-help-151907?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20%20January%2019%202021%20-

%201837817885&utm_content=Daily%20%20January%2019%202021%20-

%201837817885+Version+B+CID_16885374f1004fcf9e4643faa803d0e6&utm_source=campaign_monitor_

us&utm_term=Cheaper%20solar%20power%20means%20low-

income%20families%20can%20also%20benefit%20%20with%20the%20right%20kind%20of%20help 

  

https://doi.org/10.1038/s41560-020-0582-0
https://doi.org/10.1038/s41560-020-0582-0
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André Aciman: On Yearning for the Not-Yet and What Could Have Been 

"The irrealis mood disrupts all verbal tenses, moods, and aspects." 

VIA FARRAR, STRAUS & GIROUX 

By André Aciman 

Four sentences that I wrote years ago keep coming back to me. I am still not certain that I understand these 

sentences. Part of me wants to nail them down, while another fears that by doing so I will snuff out a meaning 

that can’t be told in words—or, worse yet, that the very attempt to fathom their meaning might allow it to go 

into deeper hiding still. It’s almost as though these four sentences don’t want me, their author, to know what I 

was trying to say with them. I gave them the words, but their meaning doesn’t belong to me. 

I wrote them when attempting to understand what lay at the source of that strange strain of nostalgia hovering 

over almost everything I’ve written. Because I was born in Egypt and, like so many Jews living in Egypt, was 

expelled, at the age of fourteen, it seemed natural that my nostalgia should have roots in Egypt. The trouble is 

that as an adolescent living in Egypt in what had become an anti-Semitic police state, I grew to hate Egypt 

and couldn’t wait to leave and land in Europe, preferably in France, since my mother tongue was French and 

our family was strongly attached to what we believed was our French culture. 

Ironically, however, letters from friends and relatives who had already settled abroad kept reminding those of 

us who continued to expect to leave Alexandria in the near future that the worst thing about France or Italy or 

England or Switzerland was that everyone who had left Egypt suffered terrible pangs of nostalgia for their 

birthplace, which had been their home once but was clearly no longer their homeland. Those of us who still 

https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780374171872
https://lithub.com/author/andreaciman/
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lived in Alexandria expected to be afflicted with nostalgia, and if we spoke about our anticipated nostalgia 

frequently enough, it was perhaps because evoking this looming nostalgia was our way of immunizing 

ourselves against it before it sprang on us in Europe. We practiced nostalgia, looking for things and places 

that would unavoidably remind us of the Alexandria we were about to lose. We were, in a sense, already 

incubating nostalgia for a place some of us, particularly the young, did not love and couldn’t wait to leave 

behind. 

We were behaving like couples who are constantly reminding themselves of their impending divorce so as not 

to be surprised when indeed it finally does occur and leaves them feeling strangely homesick for a life both 

know was intolerable. 

But because we were also superstitious, practicing nostalgia was, in addition, a devious way of hoping to be 

granted an unanticipated reprieve from the looming expulsion of all Egyptian Jewry, precisely by pretending 

we were thoroughly convinced it was fated to happen soon and that indeed we wanted it to happen, even at 

the price of this nostalgia that was bound to strike us once we were in Europe. Perhaps all of us, young and 

old, feared Europe and needed at least one more year to get used to our eagerly awaited exodus. 

Because I was born in Egypt and, like so many Jews living in Egypt, was expelled, at the age of fourteen, it 

seemed natural that my nostalgia should have roots in Egypt. 

But once in France I soon realized that it was not the friendly and welcoming France I had dreamed of in 

Egypt. That particular France had been, after all, merely a myth that allowed us to live with the loss of Egypt. 

Yet, three years later, once I left France and moved to the United States, the old, imagined, dreamed-of France 

suddenly rose up from its ashes, and nowadays, as an American citizen living in New York, I look back and 

catch myself longing once more for a France that never existed and couldn’t exist but is still out there, 

somewhere in the transit between Alexandria and Paris and New York, though I can’t quite put my finger on 

its location, because it has no location. It is a fantasy France, and fantasies—anticipated, imagined, or 

remembered—don’t necessarily disappear simply because they are unreal. One can, in fact, coddle one’s 

fantasies, though recollected fantasies are no less lodged in the past than are events that truly happened in that 

past. 

The only Alexandria I seemed to care about was the one I believed my father and grandparents had known. It 

was a sepia-toned city, and it stirred my imagination with memories that couldn’t have been mine but that 

harked back to a time when the city I was losing forever was home to many in my family. I longed for this old 

Alexandria of two generations before mine, knowing that it had probably never existed the way I pictured it, 

while the Alexandria that I knew was, well, just real. If only I could travel from our time zone to the other 

bank and recover this Alexandria that seemed to have existed once. 

I was, in more ways than one, already homesick for Alexandria in Alexandria. 

Today I don’t know if I miss Alexandria at all. I may miss my grandmother’s apartment, where everyone in 

the family spent weeks packing and talking about our eventual move to Rome and then Paris, where most 

members of the family had already settled. I remember the arrival of suitcases, and more suitcases, and many 

more suitcases still, all piling up in one of the large living rooms. I remember the smell of leather permeating 

every room in my grandmother’s home while, ironically enough, I was reading A Tale of Two Cities. I miss 

https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780486406510
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these days because, with our imminent departure, my parents had taken me out of school, so that I was free to 

do as I pleased on what seemed like an improvised holiday, while the comings and goings of servants helping 

with the packing gave our home the air of being set up for a large banquet. 

I miss these days perhaps because we were no longer quite in Egypt but not in France either. It is the 

transitional period I miss—days when I was already looking ahead to a Europe I was reluctant to admit I 

feared, all the while not quite able to believe that soon, by Christmas, France would be mine to touch. I miss 

the late afternoons and early evenings when everyone in the family would materialize for dinner, perhaps 

because we needed to huddle and draw courage and solidarity together before facing expulsion and exile. 

These were the days when I was beginning to feel a certain kind of longing that no one had explained to me 

just yet but that I knew was not so distantly related to sex, which, in my mind, I was confusing with the 

longing for France. 

When I look back to my last months in Alexandria, what I long for is not Alexandria; what I long for when I 

look back is to revisit that moment when, as an adolescent stuck in Egypt, I dreamed of another life across the 

Mediterranean and was persuaded its name was France. That moment happened when, on a warm spring day 

in Alexandria with our windows open, my aunt and I leaned on the sill and stared out at the sea, and she said 

that the view reminded her of her home in Paris where, if you leaned out a bit from her window, you’d catch a 

view of the Seine. Yes, I was in Alexandria at that moment, but everything about me was already in Paris, 

staring at a slice of the Seine. 

But here is the surprise. I didn’t just dream of Paris at the time; I dreamed of a Paris where, on a not so distant 

day, I would stand watching the Seine and nostalgically recall that evening in Alexandria where, with my 

aunt, I had imagined the Seine. 

One can, in fact, coddle one’s fantasies, though recollected fantasies are no less lodged in the past than are 

events that truly happened in that past. 

So here are the four sentences that have been giving me so much trouble: 

When I remember Alexandria, it’s not only Alexandria I remember. When I remember Alexandria, I 

remember a place from which I liked to imagine being already elsewhere. To remember Alexandria without 

remembering myself longing for Paris in Alexandria is to remember wrongly. Being in Egypt was an endless 

process of pretending I was already out of Egypt. 

I was like the Marranos of early modern Spain, who were Jews who converted to Christianity to avoid 

persecution but who continued to practice Judaism in secret, not realizing that, with the passing of time and 

generations later, they would ultimately confuse both faiths and no longer know which of the two was truly 

theirs. Their anticipated return to Judaism once the crisis was behind them never occurred, but their adherence 

to Christianity was no less an illusion. I was nursing one sense of myself in Alexandria and cradling another 

in Paris, all the while anticipating that a third would be looking back to the one I’d left behind once I was 

settled across the shore. 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 558 may  2021 

 

29 

I was toying with a might-have-been that hadn’t happened yet but wasn’t unreal for not happening and might 

still happen, though I feared it never would and sometimes wished it wouldn’t happen just yet. 

Let me repeat this sentence, the substance of which will appear many times in this volume: I was toying with 

a might-have-been that hadn’t happened yet but wasn’t unreal for not happening and might still happen, 

though I feared it never would and sometimes wished it wouldn’t happen just yet. 

This, like a dead star, is the secret partner of the four sentences that have been giving me so much trouble. It 

disrupts all verbal tenses, moods, and aspects and seeks out a tense that does not conform to our sense of time. 

Linguists call this the irrealis mood. 

Mine is not simply a longing for the past. It is a longing for a time in the past when I wasn’t just projecting 

onto Europe an imaginary future; what I long for is the memory of those last days in Alexandria when I was 

already anticipating looking back from Europe on the very Alexandria that I couldn’t wait to lose. I long for 

myself looking out to the self I am today. 

Who was I in those days, what were my thoughts, what did I fear, and how was I torn? Was I already trying to 

convey to Europe pieces of my Alexandrian identity that I feared I was about to shed for good? Or was I 

trying to graft my imagined European identity onto the one I was about to leave behind? 

This circuitous traffic that aims to preserve something we know we are about to lose lies at the essence of the 

irrealis identity. Whatever it is I am trying to preserve may not be entirely real, but it isn’t altogether false. If I 

am still today creating circuitous rendezvous with myself, it’s because I keep looking for some sort of terra 

firma under my feet; I have no set anything, no rooted spot in time or place, no anchor, and, like the 

word almost, which I use all too often, I have no boundaries between yes and no, night and day, always and 

never. Irrealis moods know no boundaries between what is and what isn’t, between what happened and what 

won’t. In more ways than one, the essays about the artists, writers, and great minds gathered in this volume 

may have nothing to do with who I am, or who they were, and my reading of them may be entirely erroneous. 

But I misread them the better to read myself. 

I was toying with a might-have-been that hadn’t happened yet but wasn’t unreal for not happening and might 

still happen, though I feared it never would and sometimes wished it wouldn’t happen just yet. 

* 

A picture that my father took of me is my last picture in Egypt. I was scarcely fourteen. In the picture I am 

squinting and trying to keep my eyes open—the sun is in my face—and I’m smiling rather self-consciously, 

because my father is chiding me and telling me to stand up straight for once, while all I’m probably thinking 

is that I hate this desert oasis about twenty miles from Alexandria and can’t wait to be back and heading to the 

movies. I must have known that this was the last time I’d ever see this oasis in my life. There is no other 

picture of me in Egypt after this one. 
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To me it represents the last instance of who I was two to three weeks before leaving Egypt. As I stand there in 

my typically reluctant, undecided posture with both my hands in my pockets, I have no idea what we’re doing 

in this desert outpost or why I’m letting my father take my picture. 
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I can tell my father is not pleased with me. I’m trying to look like the person he thinks I should be—Stand 

straight, don’t wince, look decisive. But this is not me. Yet now that I look at the picture, this is who I was 

that day. I, trying to be someone else or caught ever so awkwardly between who I didn’t like being and who I 

was being asked to be. 

When I look at the black-and-white photo, I feel for that boy of almost six decades ago. What happened to 

him? Whatever did he end up becoming? 

 

He isn’t gone. Perhaps I wish he were gone. I’ve been looking for you, he says. I’m always looking for 

you. But I never speak to him; I seldom ever think of him. Yet now that he’s spoken up, I’ve been looking for 

you too, I say, almost by way of a concession, as if I’m not sure I even mean what I’ve just said. 

And then it hits me: something happened to the person I was back then in that picture, to the person staring at 

the father who is ordering him to stand up straight, adding, as he so frequently did, a cutting “for once,” as if 

to make certain his criticism landed where it hurt. And the more I look at the boy in the picture, the more I 

begin to realize that something separates me from the person I might have become had nothing changed, had I 

never left, had I had a different father or been allowed to stay behind and become who I was meant to be, or 

even wanted to be. It’s the person I was meant to be or could have become that continues to rankle in my 

mind, because it’s right there in the picture, but ever so hidden. 

It is a longing for a time in the past when I wasn’t just projecting onto Europe an imaginary future; what I 

long for is the memory of those last days in Alexandria when I was already anticipating looking back from 

Europe on the very Alexandria that I couldn’t wait to lose. 

What happened to the person I was actually working on becoming but didn’t know I was about to become, 

because one never quite knows that one is indeed working on becoming anyone? I look at the black-and-white 

picture of someone over there and am tempted to say, This is still me. But it’s not. I didn’t stay me. 

I look at the picture of the boy posing for his father with the sun in his face, and he looks at me and 

asks, What have you done to me? I look at him, and I ask myself: What in God’s name have I done with my 

life? Who is this me who got cut off and never became me, the way I cut him off and never became him? 

He has no words of comfort. I stayed behind; you left, he says. You abandoned me; you abandoned who you 

were. I stayed behind, but you left. 

I have no answers for his questions: Why didn’t you take me with you? Why did you give up so fast? 

I want to ask him who of us two is real, and who is not. 

But I know what his answer will be. Neither of us is. 
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* 

When I was last in Nervi, I took a picture of Via Marco Sala, the main, meandering street that connects the 

small town of Bogliasco to Nervi, south of Genoa. Using my iPhone, I took the picture at dusk, partly because 

there was something about dusk on an empty, curved road I liked, and partly because there was a strange glow 

on the pavement. I waited for a car to disappear before taking the picture. Perhaps I wanted the scene to exist 

outside of time, with no real indication of where, when, or in which decade the picture was taken. Then I 

posted the picture on Facebook. 

Someone liked that I had mentioned Eugène Atget and right away took my colored image and turned it into 

black-and-white, thus giving the photo a pale, early-twentieth-century look. I hadn’t asked anyone to do this, 

but obviously it was implied somewhere, or someone simply inferred my undisclosed wish and decided to act 

on it. Someone else then liked what this person had done to my picture and decided to do one better: this time 

it looked as though the photo were taken in 1910, or 1900, and had acquired now a faint sepia quality. This 

person had interpreted the original purpose of the picture and given it to me as I had originally desired it. I 

wanted a 1910 picture of Nervi but didn’t know that I was, in my own way, trying to turn back the clock. I got 

another Facebook friend to reproduce a Doisneau Nervi; another was kind enough to produce a Brassaï Nervi. 

Irrealis moods know no boundaries between what is and what isn’t, between what happened and what won’t. 

I like images of vieux Paris. They bring back an old world that disappeared and that I am fully aware may 

have been quite different from the one photographers like Atget and Brassa wanted to seize on film. 

Photographs capture buildings and streets, not people’s lives, not their strident voices, their bickering catcalls, 

their smell, or the stench of the gutters running down filthy streets. Proust: the scents, the sounds, the moods, 

the weather . . . 

What I should have suspected—but didn’t know—was that I was taking a picture not so much of a Nervi 

stripped of all time markers; I was taking a picture of Alexandria as I continue to imagine it at the time when 

my grandparents had moved there, more than a century ago. 

The picture altered on Facebook turned out to reveal the subliminal reason I had taken it in the first place; 

unbeknownst to me, it reminded me of a mythical Alexandria that I seemed to recall but was no longer sure 

I’d ever gotten to know. What Facebook had returned to me was an irrealis Alexandria via an imitation Paris 

imitating an unreal Alexandria in a small town in Italy called Nervi. 

I was no longer the young boy staring out the window with my aunt at an imagined Paris. I was, as I’d 

predicted even back then, trying to catch a glimpse of the boy staring out to me, except that I felt no more real 

than he was then. I would never know who he was, locked in Alexandria still staring out to me, just as he will 

never know who I was or what I was doing that evening on Via Marco Sala. We were two souls longing to 

connect from across opposite banks. 

All I knew after I put away my iPhone was that I would eventually have to go back to Alexandria and see for 

myself that I hadn’t invented what I’d discovered on Via Marco Sala. But going back would never prove 

anything, just as knowing that wouldn’t prove anything either. 
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__________________________________ 

 

From Homo Irrealis: Essays by André Aciman. Excerpted with the permission of Farrar, Straus and Giroux. 

Copyright © 2021 by André Aciman. 

 

André Aciman 

André Aciman was born in Alexandria, Egypt and is an American memoirist, essayist, novelist, and scholar of 

seventeenth-century literature. He is the New York Times bestselling author of Call Me by Your 

Name and Find Me as well as of Out of Egypt and Eight White Nights, among other books. Homo Irrealis, his 

forthcoming collection of essays, will appear in January 2021. Audible will soon release his novella The 

Gentleman from Peru. Aciman is the director of The Writers’ Institute and teaches Comparative Literature at 

the Graduate Center, CUNY. 

https://lithub.com/andre-aciman-on-yearning-for-the-not-yet-and-what-could-have-been/ 

https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780374171872
https://lithub.com/author/andreaciman/
https://lithub.com/author/andreaciman/
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Tooth or consequences: Even during a pandemic, avoiding the dentist can be bad for your oral health 

19 enero 2021 14:10 CET 

Autor 

1. Andrew J. Corsaro 

Clinical Assistant Professor, College of Dentistry, University of Florida 

Cláusula de Divulgación 

Andrew J. Corsaro no recibe salario, ni ejerce labores de consultoría, ni posee acciones, ni recibe financiación 

de ninguna compañía u organización que pueda obtener beneficio de este artículo, y ha declarado carecer de 

vínculos relevantes más allá del cargo académico citado. 

Nuestros socios 

 

University of Florida aporta financiación como institución fundacional de The Conversation US. 

Ver todos los asociados 

 

Creemos en el libre flujo de información 

Republique nuestros artículos libremente, en impreso o digital, bajo licencia Creative Commons 

https://theconversation.com/profiles/andrew-j-corsaro-1193640
https://theconversation.com/institutions/university-of-florida-1392
https://theconversation.com/es/partners
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https://theconversation.com/institutions/university-of-florida-1392
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Republicar este artículo 

Your dentist should wear appropriate personal protective equipment. LukaTDB via Getty Images 

Dental care remains critical for tens of millions of Americans, even during the pandemic. More than one-

quarter of U.S. adults live with untreated tooth decay, with nearly half of adults over 30 showing signs of gum 

disease. And nearly 1 in 4 adults report having felt pain in or around their mouth in the past year. 

Poor oral health is associated with numerous chronic diseases, including heart disease and diabetes. These 

problems pose an immediate health risk and require urgent care. Yet, less urgent dental conditions can have 

long-term negative effects as well. 

But how can you visit your dentist during a pandemic? As a professor, I can tell you that dentists have made 

many changes to the way your care is provided to improve safety. You should still go, but if you are high risk, 

you should discuss with your dentist first. Here are some things you need to know – and do – before visiting. 

Home care: More critical than ever 

https://www.gettyimages.com/detail/photo/little-more-and-the-agony-ends-royalty-free-image/1262270436?adppopup=true
https://www.cdc.gov/oralhealth/publications/OHSR-2019-index.html
https://doi.org/10.1016/j.adaj.2018.04.023
https://doi.org/10.1016/j.adaj.2018.04.023
https://www.nidcr.nih.gov/news-events/2020-surgeon-generals-report-oral-health
https://www.cdc.gov/pcd/issues/2011/may/10_0087.htm
https://ufhealth.org/andrew-j-corsaro
https://www.cdc.gov/coronavirus/2019-ncov/need-extra-precautions/people-with-medical-conditions.html
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With dentists worldwide postponing non-urgent dental treatment, your home care is your first line of defense. 

Consuming carbohydrates and the subsequent secretion of acid by oral bacteria is what causes tooth decay. 

Chronic inflammation of the tissues supporting your teeth is called gum, or periodontal, disease. Both 

conditions are exacerbated by poor diet, tobacco use, a weakened immune system and poor oral hygiene. 

¿Le gusta lo que lee? ¿Quiere más? 

Suscribirme al boletín 

You can battle all of these things by controlling dental plaque - the soft, sticky material on teeth and gums 

consisting of saliva, food debris and bacteria. Plaque that remains on teeth for a period of time will form tartar 

(dental calculus), further promoting bacterial biofilms, ecosystems of bacteria that cause dental problems. 

A severe toothache qualifies as a dental emergency. reklamlar via Getty Images 

To remove biofilms and plaque, and prevent tartar formation, you must clean all surfaces of the teeth and 

gums. That means brushing teeth for two minutes, twice a day, using a soft-bristled toothbrush with a 

fluoride-containing toothpaste. You must also clean the spaces in-between teeth once a day, typically with 

dental floss. 

Studies show an electric toothbrush is more effective at cleaning teeth and gums than a manual one. An 

alcohol-free mouth rinse helps too, but is not a substitute for brushing or flossing. Over-the-counter mouth 

rinses with fluoride are available for those at higher risk for tooth decay. 

https://www.who.int/publications/i/item/who-2019-nCoV-oral-health-2020.1
https://www.gettyimages.com/detail/photo/young-man-in-a-medical-protective-mask-on-her-face-royalty-free-image/1257746889?adppopup=true
https://doi.org/10.1111/jcpe.13126


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 558 may  2021 

 

37 

You can also improve oral health with your diet. Limit sugar intake, along with other carbohydrate-containing 

foods and drinks, such as sodas, fruit juices, sweetened coffee and tea, and candy. You don’t have to 

completely avoid their consumption, of course, but cutting back on both can be extremely beneficial. Avoid 

hard and sticky foods that can break teeth and dental work. 

COVID-19’s psychological impact has had many indirect effects on oral health. Medications prescribed for 

depression and anxiety are known to cause dry mouth, which harms oral health. Increased anxiety is linked to 

bruxism, the clenching or grinding of teeth. More tobacco and alcohol use are not good for your teeth. Poorer 

diet can lead to many health problems such as gastroesophageal reflux disease (GERD), which can damage 

teeth. 

Many dental offices now offer teledentistry consults before an in-person visit. Marko Geber via Getty Images 

 

When to see your dentist 

Oral pain may indicate an infection; take it seriously. Broken teeth and dental work are other examples of 

dental emergencies. In the early weeks of the pandemic, many states mandated the restriction of all non-

emergency dental procedures. In response, the University of Florida College of Dentistry, along with many 

https://doi.org/10.1016/j.janxdis.2020.102268
https://www.ada.org/en/member-center/oral-health-topics/xerostomia
https://www.gettyimages.com/detail/photo/mature-woman-consulting-with-her-doctor-online-royalty-free-image/1282155372?adppopup=true
https://dental.ufl.edu/
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other care providers, instituted teledentistry services. This remote, virtual consultation with a dental 

professional is one way to help you decide whether to delay care or to visit a dentist. 

If you have a loose or failing dental work, try to keep the area clean without further dislodging it. Usually it’s 

helpful to insert floss around a loose restoration, then gently pull the floss through to the side, to avoid lifting 

broken dental work out of place. A completely debonded crown can sometimes be temporarily recemented 

with over-the-counter dental cements or even toothpaste. A teledentistry consultation can help determine if 

this is appropriate. 

A few rare oral problems can constitute life-threatening emergencies. If you have difficulty breathing or 

swallowing, or uncontrolled bleeding in or around the mouth, seek immediate emergency care. Extreme pain 

or a high fever associated with dental problems also requires immediate attention. 

Changes at the dentist’s office 

For decades dental professionals have been sterilizing instruments and disinfecting surfaces. Early 

reports show a lower COVID-19 prevalence among U.S. dentists than in the general public. With COVID-19, 

additional precautions are needed. Patients should ask their dentists if they are taking these precautions. 

Here’s a brief checklist: First, your dentist’s office should screen you and other patients for COVID-19 

symptoms. The office may call you in the days leading up to your appointment to make sure you don’t have 

symptoms. You may be asked to come to your appointment alone, wear a mask, and wash your hands while at 

the office. 

When you arrive, you may be asked to wait outside or in your car until your appointment time. Waiting areas 

should have fewer chairs, all properly spaced. All magazines and toys should be removed. 

Dental staff should wear appropriate personal protective equipment (PPE), including an N95 mask, along with 

protective gowns, head coverings, gloves, and face shields. Disposable barriers should cover commonly 

touched surfaces. Air quality controls, such as HEPA filters, single-pass air circulation, and negative pressure 

should be in use; they help to contain any aerosols generated during dental procedures. 

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

You may be asked to rinse your mouth with a solution containing diluted hydrogen peroxide. This will 

decrease the viral load prior to your dental procedure. High-volume evacuation, more commonly known as 

dental suction, should be used for all procedures that may generate aerosols. 

The good news is this: the new safety measures now in place may be sufficient to prevent infection in dental 

settings. Still, you must consult with a dental professional to help determine the need for treatment. As the 

COVID-19 pandemic evolves, and new research becomes available, expect more changes at your dentist’s 

office. 

https://www.ada.org/~/media/ADA/Publications/ADA%20News/Files/ADAJ_1930.pdf?la=en
https://www.ada.org/~/media/ADA/Publications/ADA%20News/Files/ADAJ_1930.pdf?la=en
https://theconversation.com/us/newsletters/the-daily-3?utm_source=TCUS&utm_medium=inline-link&utm_campaign=newsletter-text&utm_content=deepknowledge
https://www.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/pmc/articles/PMC7560385/
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https://theconversation.com/tooth-or-consequences-even-during-a-pandemic-avoiding-the-dentist-can-be-bad-

for-your-oral-health-

152742?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20%20January%2019%202021%20-

%201837817885&utm_content=Daily%20%20January%2019%202021%20-

%201837817885+Version+B+CID_16885374f1004fcf9e4643faa803d0e6&utm_source=campaign_monitor_

us&utm_term=Tooth%20or%20consequences%20Even%20during%20a%20pandemic%20avoiding%20the%

20dentist%20can%20be%20bad%20for%20your%20oral%20health 

  

https://theconversation.com/tooth-or-consequences-even-during-a-pandemic-avoiding-the-dentist-can-be-bad-for-your-oral-health-152742?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20%20January%2019%202021%20-%201837817885&utm_content=Daily%20%20January%2019%202021%20-%201837817885+Version+B+CID_16885374f1004fcf9e4643faa803d0e6&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Tooth%20or%20consequences%20Even%20during%20a%20pandemic%20avoiding%20the%20dentist%20can%20be%20bad%20for%20your%20oral%20health
https://theconversation.com/tooth-or-consequences-even-during-a-pandemic-avoiding-the-dentist-can-be-bad-for-your-oral-health-152742?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20%20January%2019%202021%20-%201837817885&utm_content=Daily%20%20January%2019%202021%20-%201837817885+Version+B+CID_16885374f1004fcf9e4643faa803d0e6&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Tooth%20or%20consequences%20Even%20during%20a%20pandemic%20avoiding%20the%20dentist%20can%20be%20bad%20for%20your%20oral%20health
https://theconversation.com/tooth-or-consequences-even-during-a-pandemic-avoiding-the-dentist-can-be-bad-for-your-oral-health-152742?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20%20January%2019%202021%20-%201837817885&utm_content=Daily%20%20January%2019%202021%20-%201837817885+Version+B+CID_16885374f1004fcf9e4643faa803d0e6&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Tooth%20or%20consequences%20Even%20during%20a%20pandemic%20avoiding%20the%20dentist%20can%20be%20bad%20for%20your%20oral%20health
https://theconversation.com/tooth-or-consequences-even-during-a-pandemic-avoiding-the-dentist-can-be-bad-for-your-oral-health-152742?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20%20January%2019%202021%20-%201837817885&utm_content=Daily%20%20January%2019%202021%20-%201837817885+Version+B+CID_16885374f1004fcf9e4643faa803d0e6&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Tooth%20or%20consequences%20Even%20during%20a%20pandemic%20avoiding%20the%20dentist%20can%20be%20bad%20for%20your%20oral%20health
https://theconversation.com/tooth-or-consequences-even-during-a-pandemic-avoiding-the-dentist-can-be-bad-for-your-oral-health-152742?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20%20January%2019%202021%20-%201837817885&utm_content=Daily%20%20January%2019%202021%20-%201837817885+Version+B+CID_16885374f1004fcf9e4643faa803d0e6&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Tooth%20or%20consequences%20Even%20during%20a%20pandemic%20avoiding%20the%20dentist%20can%20be%20bad%20for%20your%20oral%20health
https://theconversation.com/tooth-or-consequences-even-during-a-pandemic-avoiding-the-dentist-can-be-bad-for-your-oral-health-152742?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20%20January%2019%202021%20-%201837817885&utm_content=Daily%20%20January%2019%202021%20-%201837817885+Version+B+CID_16885374f1004fcf9e4643faa803d0e6&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Tooth%20or%20consequences%20Even%20during%20a%20pandemic%20avoiding%20the%20dentist%20can%20be%20bad%20for%20your%20oral%20health
https://theconversation.com/tooth-or-consequences-even-during-a-pandemic-avoiding-the-dentist-can-be-bad-for-your-oral-health-152742?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20%20January%2019%202021%20-%201837817885&utm_content=Daily%20%20January%2019%202021%20-%201837817885+Version+B+CID_16885374f1004fcf9e4643faa803d0e6&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Tooth%20or%20consequences%20Even%20during%20a%20pandemic%20avoiding%20the%20dentist%20can%20be%20bad%20for%20your%20oral%20health
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Figs show that nonnative species can invade ecosystems by forming unexpected partnerships 
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While surveying the Hawaiian island of Kauai in search of invasive plants in 2017, botanist Kelsey 

Brock spotted something unusal: a few nonnative species of figs seemed to be settling in. 

As people traverse the planet for trade or travel, they bring a slew of species with them, many of 

which establish a foothold in a new place and may eventually replace the local native species. But because of 

https://theconversation.com/profiles/jared-bernard-1145012
https://theconversation.com/es/partners
https://www.kauaiisc.org/
https://www.researchgate.net/profile/Kelsey_Brock
https://www.researchgate.net/profile/Kelsey_Brock
https://doi.org/10.1038/nature14910
https://doi.org/10.1890/080216
https://theconversation.com/profiles/jared-bernard-1145012
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a quirk of fig biology, my colleagues and I wondered how these figs could be reproducing to form new 

populations on Kauai. 

Fig pollinators have long been famous for being limited to single fig species. Yet our investigation into 

Kauai’s establishing fig species upends a long-held belief about figs, because we found that one fig pollinator 

is pairing with multiple fig species that it never pollinated before. 

 

This Port Jackson fig (Ficus rubiginosa), native to eastern Australia, is flourishing deep in a forest reserve on 

Kauai along with its specific pollinator wasp (Pleistodontes imperialis). Jared Bernard, CC BY-ND 

The strangeness of figs 

What’s commonly regarded as a fig’s fruit is actually a closed capsule with flowers inside – technically an 

inside-out inflorescence. A fig tree therefore has a logistical problem: how to get its enclosed flowers 

pollinated so it can produce seeds that can grow into new trees. 

https://www.researchgate.net/profile/Jared_Bernard2
https://doi.org/10.1093/sysbio/sys068
https://doi.org/10.3389/fevo.2020.564653
https://images.theconversation.com/files/374572/original/file-20201212-18-18ifr7z.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/374572/original/file-20201212-18-18ifr7z.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nd/4.0/
https://images.theconversation.com/files/374572/original/file-20201212-18-18ifr7z.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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No consuma noticias, entiéndalas. 

Suscribirme al boletín 

The solution is that a fig attracts a specific wasp species by emitting a special aroma. Once drawn to that 

scent, the wasp must wriggle its way through a nearly microscopic keyhole-like opening to get inside the fig. 

The wasp then tries to insert an egg into each flower. As they develop, baby wasps rely on the fig’s 

reproductive cells as food. 

But the stalks leading to some of the flowers’ reproductive cells are too long for the wasp. Instead of getting 

an egg laid inside, these flowers end up pollinated during the wasp’s attempts. They go on to develop into fig 

seeds. 

The few pollinators that enter the fig never leave. In fact, when you eat a fig, you could be eating wasps too. 

The fig’s opening seals as the pollinated fig matures and the wasps die inside. 

When the young wasps emerge from their eggs, the males come first. They’re wingless and scrawny, but they 

chew through the fig’s outer wall to free their sisters, whom they also impregnate. The males never exist 

outside of the fig. 

The fig and wasp therefore completely depend on each other for survival. Over time, they become better 

adapted to the partnership. They evolve together, so new fig species are accompanied by new wasp species. 

Rarely do fig species share a pollinator, and then only between figs that are very closely related and live 

together. 

So how could figs become established on Kauai without their unique pollinators? Did their pollinators also 

arrive, or was something else going on? 

[Expertise in your inbox. Sign up for The Conversation’s newsletter and get expert takes on today’s news, 

every day.] 

An unusual assortment of figs 

Kauai has no native figs. But the island is host to a mix of dozens of nonnative fig species from all over the 

world, which mostly don’t coexist back in their native ecosystems. A century ago, foresters on Kauai 

intentionally introduced a few figs, each with its respective pollinator. 

To investigate how new figs were getting established without their original pollinators, we gathered numerous 

figs, both from the National Tropical Botanical Garden and from across the island. 

Under a microscope, I pried open each fig to identify wasps and collect any seeds. Most of the figs had none 

of either, but several species were filled with unexpected tiny wasps and had lots of seeds. Colleagues 

in George Weiblen’s lab analyzed the DNA of these species to be doubly certain of their identity. 

https://doi.org/10.1007/s00049-010-0043-5
https://doi.org/10.1146/annurev.ento.47.091201.145213
https://theconversation.com/us/newsletters/the-daily-3?utm_source=TCUS&utm_medium=inline-link&utm_campaign=newsletter-text&utm_content=experts
https://theconversation.com/us/newsletters/the-daily-3?utm_source=TCUS&utm_medium=inline-link&utm_campaign=newsletter-text&utm_content=experts
https://ntbg.org/
https://cbs.umn.edu/contacts/george-weiblen
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My colleagues Seana Walsh and Dustin Wolkis found that seeds from all the figs with wasps inside could 

germinate, meaning they’d been successfully pollinated. 

 

A Watkins’ fig (Ficus watkinsiana) teems with newly hatched Port Jackson fig wasps (Pleistodontes 

imperialis) instead of its normal specialized pollinator species. Jared Bernard, CC BY-ND 

We discovered that a wasp specific to the Port Jackson fig from eastern Australia is interacting with two 

additional fig species on Kauai: the Watkins’ fig and the red affouche. 

The Watkins’ fig is very closely related to the Port Jackson fig, and their distributions in Australia overlap, 

though extensive surveys there never found this wasp interacting with the Watkins’ fig back home. In 

Australia, the Watkins’ fig’s pollinator is probably good at excluding the Port Jackson wasp. On Kauai the 

former wasp is gone, so the Port Jackson wasp is free to use both fig species. 

The red affouche, however, is not closely related to the Port Jackson fig and is from islands near Madagascar. 

That means being closely related to the Port Jackson fig does not determine which fig species the wasp can 

pollinate, which is further evident by another close relative of the Port Jackson fig on Kauai that the wasps 

weren’t using. 

https://scholar.google.com/citations?user=70prXcsAAAAJ&hl=en&oi=sra
https://scholar.google.com/citations?user=XIcdUr0AAAAJ&hl=en&oi=sra
https://images.theconversation.com/files/374571/original/file-20201212-24-1px94h2.JPG?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/374571/original/file-20201212-24-1px94h2.JPG?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nd/4.0/
https://doi.org/10.1186/1471-2148-6-83
https://images.theconversation.com/files/374571/original/file-20201212-24-1px94h2.JPG?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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We analyzed how the traits of figs – like their size and the shape of their openings – correspond with which 

species the Port Jackson wasp can pollinate. We found that these wasps can interact with figs that have a 

particular keyhole-like opening. It’s like learning that your house key is really a master key that can unlock 

homes in another country. 

 

A wingless male wasp (Pleistodontes immperialis) adapted to the Port Jackson fig was extracted from the 

‘wrong’ fig – a Watkins’ fig (Ficus watkinsiana). Dustin Wolkis, CC BY-ND 

Who gives a fig about figs? 

In their native ranges, both figs and wasps survive if they can distinguish their specific partner from all other 

species, so they fine-tune ways to do so. Yet in ecosystems across the world, other figs and wasps end up 

using the same tricks to find each other. These similarities don’t matter as long as ecosystems remain 

separate, but the human-mediated shuffle of the world’s species has resulted in unnatural mixes of species. 

https://images.theconversation.com/files/378734/original/file-20210114-18-96aq6.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/378734/original/file-20210114-18-96aq6.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nd/4.0/
https://images.theconversation.com/files/378734/original/file-20210114-18-96aq6.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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On Kauai, new combinations of players in the ecosystem have allowed the Port Jackson wasp to interact with 

different fig species. Its relationship with the Port Jackson fig is also fundamentally changed because its fate 

is no longer tied to just this one species – it has options. The Watkins’ fig and the red affouche also now have 

new avenues of survival. 

Our work sheds light on how even a nonnative species that relies on a specific partner for survival can gain a 

foothold if it encounters another species that can pair up. Researchers previously believed that these 

incredibly close relationships, long honed by evolution, would be difficult to change. We now know that 

species with such ties can invade an ecosystem by forming new partnerships and distorting existing ones 

 

https://theconversation.com/figs-show-that-nonnative-species-can-invade-ecosystems-by-forming-

unexpected-partnerships-

151655?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20%20January%2019%202021%20-

%201837817885&utm_content=Daily%20%20January%2019%202021%20-

%201837817885+Version+B+CID_16885374f1004fcf9e4643faa803d0e6&utm_source=campaign_monitor_

us&utm_term=Figs%20show%20that%20nonnative%20species%20can%20invade%20ecosystems%20by%2

0forming%20unexpected%20partnerships 

  

https://theconversation.com/figs-show-that-nonnative-species-can-invade-ecosystems-by-forming-unexpected-partnerships-151655?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20%20January%2019%202021%20-%201837817885&utm_content=Daily%20%20January%2019%202021%20-%201837817885+Version+B+CID_16885374f1004fcf9e4643faa803d0e6&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Figs%20show%20that%20nonnative%20species%20can%20invade%20ecosystems%20by%20forming%20unexpected%20partnerships
https://theconversation.com/figs-show-that-nonnative-species-can-invade-ecosystems-by-forming-unexpected-partnerships-151655?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20%20January%2019%202021%20-%201837817885&utm_content=Daily%20%20January%2019%202021%20-%201837817885+Version+B+CID_16885374f1004fcf9e4643faa803d0e6&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Figs%20show%20that%20nonnative%20species%20can%20invade%20ecosystems%20by%20forming%20unexpected%20partnerships
https://theconversation.com/figs-show-that-nonnative-species-can-invade-ecosystems-by-forming-unexpected-partnerships-151655?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20%20January%2019%202021%20-%201837817885&utm_content=Daily%20%20January%2019%202021%20-%201837817885+Version+B+CID_16885374f1004fcf9e4643faa803d0e6&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Figs%20show%20that%20nonnative%20species%20can%20invade%20ecosystems%20by%20forming%20unexpected%20partnerships
https://theconversation.com/figs-show-that-nonnative-species-can-invade-ecosystems-by-forming-unexpected-partnerships-151655?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20%20January%2019%202021%20-%201837817885&utm_content=Daily%20%20January%2019%202021%20-%201837817885+Version+B+CID_16885374f1004fcf9e4643faa803d0e6&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Figs%20show%20that%20nonnative%20species%20can%20invade%20ecosystems%20by%20forming%20unexpected%20partnerships
https://theconversation.com/figs-show-that-nonnative-species-can-invade-ecosystems-by-forming-unexpected-partnerships-151655?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20%20January%2019%202021%20-%201837817885&utm_content=Daily%20%20January%2019%202021%20-%201837817885+Version+B+CID_16885374f1004fcf9e4643faa803d0e6&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Figs%20show%20that%20nonnative%20species%20can%20invade%20ecosystems%20by%20forming%20unexpected%20partnerships
https://theconversation.com/figs-show-that-nonnative-species-can-invade-ecosystems-by-forming-unexpected-partnerships-151655?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20%20January%2019%202021%20-%201837817885&utm_content=Daily%20%20January%2019%202021%20-%201837817885+Version+B+CID_16885374f1004fcf9e4643faa803d0e6&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Figs%20show%20that%20nonnative%20species%20can%20invade%20ecosystems%20by%20forming%20unexpected%20partnerships
https://theconversation.com/figs-show-that-nonnative-species-can-invade-ecosystems-by-forming-unexpected-partnerships-151655?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20%20January%2019%202021%20-%201837817885&utm_content=Daily%20%20January%2019%202021%20-%201837817885+Version+B+CID_16885374f1004fcf9e4643faa803d0e6&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Figs%20show%20that%20nonnative%20species%20can%20invade%20ecosystems%20by%20forming%20unexpected%20partnerships
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VIA AMISTAD PRESS 

Writing the Story of Aunt Jemima’s Modern Descendant 

Ladee Hubbard Reflects on the Erasure of Racial Violence, Rather than Its Disavowal 

By Ladee Hubbard 

 

January 21, 2021 

The Rib King is the story of an African American man who, roughly 100 years ago, posed for the image used 

on the packaging label of what becomes a popular, nationally distributed brand of meat sauce. It will be 

published the same year that Aunt Jemima is set to be removed from the packaging of the pancake mix that, 

for over 100 years, has borne her name and likeness. 

Like the fictional Rib King in my novel, the character “Aunt Jemima” has its roots in black-faced minstrelsy, 

an extremely popular form of entertainment at the turn of the last century. The character has undergone 

numerous updates over the years, but her origins as an incarnation of the popular mammy figure remain 

implicit in the association between a smiling Black woman offering nourishment and the overly familiar 

designation of “Aunt,” which historically signified less a literal familial relationship than a form of 

entitlement and ownership with respect to her identity. 

https://www.harpercollins.com/products/the-rib-king-ladee-hubbard?variant=32201220423714
https://lithub.com/author/ladeehubbard/
https://bookshop.org/books/the-rib-king/9780062979063?aid=132
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Her retirement was precipitated by the intensity of this past summer’s global demonstrations against 

systematic racism. It was thus a forced capitulation to the reality that the continued appeal of an icon with 

origins in dehumanizing images of Black people speaks to a wider cultural context where Black life is still 

routinely devalued. 

This wider context makes the numerous updates Aunt Jemima has undergone over the years both beside the 

point and its own story—the story that most directly informed my novel. When I wrote it, one of the things 

with which I was specifically concerned was how attempts to erase the racial violence of the past—as 

opposed to explicit disavowals—contribute to the perpetuation of racial violence in the present. 

Like the fictional Rib King in my novel, the character “Aunt Jemima” has its roots in black-faced minstrelsy. 

Research for The Rib King began many years ago when I wrote a dissertation on the Chicago World’s Fair of 

1893. At the time, I was interested in mass tourism and trying to trace it back to its origins by looking at a 

time in U.S. history when the concept of “leisure travel” was, for most Americans, a new one. In the process 

of writing it, I became aware of how many cultural changes, improvements in transportation, and 

technological advances at the turn of the last century gave rise to new ways of talking about and representing 

race, class, and gender. Beyond tourists, the idea of “cosmopolitans” and “tramps” were popularized during 

this era, which also saw the beginning of the Great Migration, when thousands of African Americans made 

their way to the northern United States. Many of them, like the characters in my novel, were fleeing racial 

terrorism in the South. 

The Chicago World’s Fair is often seen as a seminal event in the history of U.S. mass tourism because it 

attracted so many visitors, many of whom were, for the first time, traveling not for work or literal opportunity 

but for edification. In that sense, it was a specific cultural event, where the symbolism attaching itself to the 

movement of people directly intersected the symbolism attaching itself to the circulation of commodities. 

World’s Fairs were conceptualized as a chance to, among other things, introduce the public to new 

technology, ideas, and products specifically associated with the rise of global capitalism. Going to the 

World’s Fair was an educational experience because it was an opportunity for people to place their individual 

circumstances and labor in a wider context by connecting themselves to the spectacle of the vast cornucopia 

of new products that had resulted from it. 

One of those products was Aunt Jemima pancake mix. Like Cream of Wheat and many other products still 

consumed today, Aunt Jemima pancake mix was presented at the Chicago World’s Fair of 1893, where the 

character was performed by an African American woman named Nancy Greene. The use of minstrel 

stereotypes to sell products said a lot about the state of racial discourse at the time. Caricatures of Black 

people, recalling their association with slavery, appeared on a number of new products, presenting them not as 

people but “things” that did the work for you. These products were being offered as “slaves in a box” (to 

remember the term by Maurice M. Manning’s book of the same name) but these slaves were no longer the 

exclusive preserve of a white elite; through the beneficence of global capitalism, the privileges of ownership 

were now being made available to the mass of consumers. 

Products like Aunt Jemima demonstrate how early consumerism was entangled with the discourse of white 

privilege. Products marketed in this manner were meant to elevate the status of the (assumed white) consumer 

by positioning their purchasing power as an exercise not only in class privilege, but racial privilege as well. 

https://bookshop.org/books/slave-in-a-box-the-strange-career-of-aunt-jemima/9780813918112?aid=132
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They also signaled a confused admission of the country’s underlying dependency on the cultural contributions 

of African Americans, in that their presence on the box, however denigrated a form it assumed, was somehow 

taken to convey a promise of consistent quality and reliability. 

Products like Aunt Jemima demonstrate how early consumerism was entangled with the discourse of white 

privilege. 

 

Ladee Hubbard’s The Rib King is out now from Amistad Press.  

 

The Rib King is an attempt to engage that contradiction. When I wrote it, I was interested in the ongoing 

struggle of Black people to be recognized not as objects but as producers of culture. In the book Mr. Sitwell, 

the man who becomes the Rib King, does not just pose for the image on the label. He creates the sauce, along 

with a Black woman chef whose contributions are, despite the efforts of those who know her and want her to 

be remembered, completely erased from the historic record. 

https://bookshop.org/books/the-rib-king/9780062979063?aid=132
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With respect to these erasures, the brand icon that most inspired the Rib King was not Aunt Jemima but 

Rastus, the Cream of Wheat Man. Cream of Wheat is another product introduced at the World’s Fair of 1893, 

and, like Aunt Jemima, is also slated for retirement this year. Unlike Aunt Jemima, Rastus does not give the 

product his name and, interestingly, does not appear to have ever undergone any significant updates over 

time. He exists today much as he always has—a largely anonymous, smiling Black chef. 

It was the anonymity, ubiquity, and enduring nature of Rastus’ smile that drew me to him. I was interested in 

the possibility of the man behind that masklike smile and wanted to write a book about what he might have 

made of the world he has spent over 100 years looking out on. In that sense, I was less interested in Rastus 

than in all the things his image on the box manages to both conceal and reveal at the same time—not as a 

representation of an actual human being but as a reminder of all that Black people have accomplished and 

contributed to this culture despite it. 

__________________________________ 

Aunt JemimaBlack lifeChicago World's FairGreat MigrationLadee HubbardThe Rib King 

 

 

 

 

Ladee Hubbard 

Ladee Hubbard is the author of The Talented Ribkins which received the 2018 Ernest J. Gaines Award for 

Literary Excellence. Her writing has appeared in Guernica, The Times Literary Supplement, Arkansas 

International, Copper Nickel and Callaloo among other venues. She is a recipient of a 2016 Rona Jaffe 

Foundation Writers’ Award and has also received fellowships from Art Omi, the Sacatar Foundation, the 

Sustainable Arts Foundation, Hedgebrook, and the Virginia Center for the Creative Arts among other places. 

Born in Massachusetts and raised in the U.S. Virgin Islands and Florida, She currently lives in New Orleans 

with her husband and three children. 

 

https://lithub.com/writing-the-story-of-aunt-jemimas-modern-descendant/ 

https://lithub.com/tag/aunt-jemima/
https://lithub.com/tag/black-life/
https://lithub.com/tag/chicago-worlds-fair/
https://lithub.com/tag/great-migration/
https://lithub.com/tag/ladee-hubbard/
https://lithub.com/tag/the-rib-king/
https://lithub.com/author/ladeehubbard/
https://lithub.com/author/ladeehubbard/
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The Sun, the Shadow, and the Unselved Self: Helen Macdonald on Eclipses as an Antidote to Ideologies 

of Otherness and a Portal to Human Connection 

“A total eclipse wreaks havoc on your sense of self, on rational individuality.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

Just when you begin rueing that nothing original could possibly remain to be written about the cosmic 

spectacle of a total solar eclipse — after astronomer Maria Mitchell’s pioneering essay detailing the science 

and enchantment of the 1869 eclipse, after Virginia Woolf’s arresting 1927 account of total darkness in the 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/07/13/maria-mitchell-1869-total-solar-eclipse/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/09/virginia-woolf-eclipse/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0802128815/braipick-20
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celestial lighthouse, after Annie Dillard’s 1979 classic of totality — Helen Macdonald comes along to 

remind you that the intersection of nature’s sublimity and the singular splendor of each human consciousness 

is vast and inexhaustibly vibrant. 

In the thirteenth of the forty-one altogether tremendous essays in her collection Vesper Flights (public 

library), simply titled “Eclipse,” Macdonald recounts with abashed amusement her youthful notion that the 

ideal mode for beholding totality must be romantic solitude — a notion absurd to anyone who has actually 

savored the amplified sublimity amid a choir of gasping human consciousnesses. (Nor is it even a properly 

romantic notion — even Byron, the (mostly self-appointed) monarch of the Romantics, envisioned in his 

staggering poem “Darkness” how when “the bright sun was extinguish’d,” humanity sought not isolation but 

community as “men were gather’d round their blazing homes / to look once more into each other’s face.”) 

Macdonald’s own first experience of a total solar eclipse in 1999 — the same eclipse, though partial, in which 

I too dissolved as a child in Bulgaria — was instead a revelation of just how much “a total eclipse wreaks 

havoc on your sense of self, on rational individuality”; how it effects, to borrow Iris Murdoch’s lovely 

phrase, “an occasion for unselfing.” 

Total eclipse of 

1878, one of Étienne Léopold Trouvelot’s groundbreaking astronomical drawings. (Available as a print and as 

a face mask, with proceeds benefiting the endeavor to build New York City’s first public observatory.) 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/08/01/annie-dillard-total-solar-eclipse/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0802128815/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/vesper-flights-new-and-collected-essays/oclc/1183399585&referer=brief_results
https://www.worldcat.org/title/vesper-flights-new-and-collected-essays/oclc/1183399585&referer=brief_results
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/10/21/iris-murdoch-unselfing/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/07/07/trouvelots-astronomical-drawings/
https://society6.com/product/total-solar-eclipse-by-tienne-lopold-trouvelot-1878-et5_print#s6-4686076p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/brainpicker/collection/vintage-science-face-masks?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/brainpicker/collection/vintage-science-face-masks?curator=brainpicker
https://pioneerworks.org/initiatives/observatory-at-pioneer-works/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/07/07/trouvelots-astronomical-drawings/
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With her uncommon gift for dilating the pinhole of a specific and subjective experience into a wide lens on a 

universal human tendency, Macdonald writes: 

“Tendering Totality” (2017) by Maria Popova. (Available as a print and as a face mask, with proceeds 

benefiting the endeavor to build New York City’s first public observatory.) 

 

https://society6.com/product/tendering-totality_framed-print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/tendering-totality_mask?curator=brainpicker
https://pioneerworks.org/initiatives/observatory-at-pioneer-works/
https://society6.com/product/tendering-totality_framed-print?curator=brainpicker
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It’s reassuring to view the world on your own. You can gaze at a landscape and see it peopled by things — 

trees, clouds, hills and valleys — which have no voice except the ones you give them in your imagination; 

none can challenge who you are. So often we see solitary contemplation as simply the correct way to engage 

with nature. 

 

But it is always a political act, bringing freedom from the pressures of other minds, other interpretations, other 

consciousnesses competing with your own. There’s another way of escaping social conflict, of course, and 

that is to make yourself part of a crowd that sees the world the same way that you do, values the same things 

as you. 

With an eye to the “Great American Eclipse” of 2017 — a collective experience qualitatively different from 

the nationalism-tinted mass pilgrimages to see monuments of territorial pride like the Grand Canyon or 

spectacles of national triumph like the Apollo launches — Macdonald adds: 

The millions of tourists who flocked to the total eclipse of 2017 didn’t see something time had fashioned from 

American rock and earth, nor something wrought of American ingenuity, but a passing shadow cast across the 

nation from celestial bodies above. Even so, it’s fitting that this total eclipse was dubbed The Great American 

Eclipse, for the event chimed with the country’s contemporary struggles between matters of reason and 

unreason, individuality and crowd consciousness, belonging and difference. Of all crowds the most troubling 

are those whose cohesion is built from fear of and outrage against otherness and difference; they’re entities 

defining themselves by virtue only of what they are against. The simple fact about an eclipse crowd is that it 

cannot work in this way, for confronting something like the absolute, all our differences are moot. When you 

stand and watch the death of the sun and see it reborn there can be no them, only us. 

That selfsame recognition radiates from Carl Sagan’s Pale Blue Dot monologue — that iconic, almost 

unbearably tender meditation on how the cosmic perspective vanquishes our artificial lines of otherness, 

which inspired Maya Angelou’s stunning poem “A Brave and Startling Truth.” This is the recognition at 

which Macdonald arrived in an embodied way, far beyond the cerebral awareness, during her own first 

encounter with totality: 

I was nervous of the people around me and still clinging to that sophomoric intuition that a revelation would 

only come if none of them were there. Depressingly, the sky was thick with clouds, and as the hours passed it 

became obvious that none of us would see anything other than darkness when totality came. But when the 

light dimmed, the atmosphere grew electric, and the crowd became a thing of overwhelming importance, a 

palpable presence in my mind. I felt a fleeting, urgent concern for the safety of everyone around me as the 

world rolled, and the moon too, and night slammed down on us. Though I could hardly see a hand held in 

front of my face, far out across the sea hung clouds tinted the eerie sunset shade of faded photographs of 

1950s atomic tests, and beyond them clear blue day. 

And then the revelation came. It wasn’t what I’d expected. It wasn’t focused up there in the sky, but down 

here with us all, as the crowds that lined the Atlantic shore raised cameras to commemorate totality, and as 

they flashed, a wave of particulate light crashed along the dark beach and flooded across to the other side of 

the bay, making the whole coast a glittering field of stars. Each fugitive point of light was a different person. I 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2012/12/10/pale-blue-dot-motion-graphics/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/09/a-brave-and-startling-truth-maya-angelou/
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laughed out loud. I’d wanted a solitary revelation but had been given something else instead: an 

overwhelming sense of community, and of what it is made — a host of individual lights shining briefly 

against oncoming darkness. 

“Casting Crescents” (2017) by Maria Popova. (Available as a print and as a face mask, with proceeds 

benefiting the endeavor to build New York City’s first public observatory.) 

 

https://society6.com/product/casting-crescents_framed-print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/casting-crescents_mask?curator=brainpicker
https://pioneerworks.org/initiatives/observatory-at-pioneer-works/
https://society6.com/product/casting-crescents_framed-print?curator=brainpicker
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A generation earlier, as Apollo 8 was launching into space to take the epoch-making Earthrise photograph 

that would soon awaken our species to its ecological responsibility, the Italian chemist and Holocaust survivor 

Primo Levi captured this singular gravitational pull of community around a shared cosmic enchantment as he 

contemplated how science and space exploration bind a fractured humanity back together by breaking our 

trance of separateness. This trance plays out in myriad ways and on myriad scales across our individual and 

collective existence. The habitual narrowing of perspective from which it arises is not a defect but a defining 

feature of our consciousness — the human animal’s central coping mechanism for parsing the 

incomprehensibly vast world beyond the boundaries of our individual experience. (We spend our lives trying 

to discern where we end and the rest of the world begins.). This narrowing extends most perhaps most 

perniciously to our perspective on and perception of time, which is our perception of change. Drawing on 

another eclipse she witnessed with friends on the Turkish coast, Macdonald writes: 

It takes a long while between first and second contact — that is, when the sun is completely covered by the 

moon; it’s a long, steady diminution in the amount of light reaching the world. For a long while my brain 

tricks me. It has a vested interest in reassurance: Nothing is wrong, it says. It tells me I must be wearing 

reactive sunglasses, which is why I’m seeing the world changing through tinted glass. Why everything, the 

luggage-strap leaves of dune grass under my toes, the broken walls, bay trees, the sea in front, the mountains 

behind, everything’s still darkly fine. Then I remember I’m not wearing sunglasses, which hits me with the 

bad-dream force of an arm brought down hard across a piano keyboard, the psychological equivalent of that 

discordant crash as I have a fraught little struggle with my brain. Then I shiver. Surely it was absurdly hot 

here an hour ago? There’s a horrible old chestnut about boiling a frog to death. Put a frog in a pan of cold 

water and put it on the stove, and apparently the blithe amphibian will fail to notice the incremental rise in 

temperature until it’s dead. There’s something of that story’s creeping dread in what is now going on. I feel a 

strong need to warn people, to somehow jump out of the pan. Everything is changing, but our brains aren’t 

equipped to notice things on this scale. 

As I read Macdonald’s essay, I am struck by something else — something both entirely unrelated and entirely 

relevant. (That, of course, is what an excellent essay is supposed to do — explode your comprehension with a 

fractal burst of quickenings fanning out to myriad elsewheres.) We have been regarding the environmental 

collapse around us — a drama not cosmic but human-made, not sublime but catastrophic — with the same 

insentience to incremental change, lulled by the brain’s same incapacity for noticing large-scale events, by the 

same nothing is wrong self-protective delusion. We are the amphibian in the seething cauldron. But we are 

also larger and more luminous, better capable of transcending the limitations of our minds by the force of our 

spirit — that, at least, is my hope. 

Awakened from the trance, Macdonald begins noticing the otherworldly strangeness that totality brings: 

On the ground, right by our feet, even stranger things are happening. Where I expect to see sun-dappled 

shadow cast on the sand through branches — as confidently as I expect any other unacknowledged constant of 

the world — I am confounded: amid the shade are a perfect host of tiny crescents, hundreds of them, all 

moving against the sand as a wind that has come out of nowhere pushes at branches. 

Out of that noticing — that sudden wakefulness to the absolute strangeness of it all, the soul’s sudden cry 

of Everything is wrong over the brain’s lulling deception — arises a profound, humbling awareness of one’s 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/12/24/earthrise/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/06/02/primo-levi-mirror-maker-science-space/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/01/figuring/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/01/figuring/
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own existence as both inseparable from and inconsequential to a larger cosmic inter-belonging with all other 

existences: 

The backs of the swallows tracing their sinuous hunting flights over the ruins are no longer iridescent blue in 

the sun, but a deep indigo. They’re calling in alarm. A sparrowhawk is flying over, slipping down the sky, 

losing height, stymied in its search for thermals to soar upon. They’re all disappearing in the rapidly cooling 

air. The hawk shrugs its way north-west, falling all the while. I check the sun, again, through my eclipse 

glasses. All that is left of it now is a bare, fingernail curve of light. The landscape is insistently alien: short, 

midday shadows in a saturated world. The land is orange. The sea is purple. Venus has appeared in the sky, 

quite high, up to the right. And then, with a chorus of cheers and whistles and applause, I stare at the sky as 

the sun slides away, and the day does too, and impossibly, impossibly, above us is a stretch of black, soft 

black sky and a hole in the middle of it. A round hole, darker than anything you’ve ever seen, fringed with an 

intensely soft ring of white fire. Applause crackles and ripples across the dunes. My throat is stopped. My 

eyes fill with tears. Goodbye, intellectual apprehension. Hello, something else entirely. Totality is so 

incomprehensible for your mental machinery that your physical response becomes hugely apparent. Your 

intellect cannot grasp any of this. Not the dark, nor the sunset clouds on every horizon, nor the stars, just that 

extraordinary wrongness, up there, that pulls the eyes towards it. The exhilaration is barely contained terror. 

I’m tiny and huge all at once, as lonely and singular as I’ve ever felt, and as merged and part of a crowd as it 

is possible to be. It is a shared, intensely private experience. But there are no human words fit to express all 

this. Opposites? Yes! Let’s conjure big binary oppositions and grand narratives, break everything and mend it 

at the same moment. Sun and moon. Darkness and light. Sea and land, breath and no breath, life, death. A 

total eclipse makes history laughable, makes you feel both precious and disposable, makes the inclinations of 

the world incomprehensible. 

[…] 

And then something else happens, a thing that still makes my heart rise in my chest and eyes blur, even in 

recollection. For it turns out there’s something even more affecting than watching the sun disappear into a 

hole. Watching the sun climb out of it. Here I am, sitting on the beach in the underworld, with all of the 

standing dead. It is cold, and a loose wind blows through the darkness. But then, from the lower edge of the 

blank, black disc of the dead sun, bursts a perfect point of brilliance. It leaps and burns. It’s unthinkably 

fierce, unbearably bright, something (I blush to say it, but here it comes) like a word. And thus begins the 

world again. Instantly. Joy, relief, gratitude; an avalanche of emotion. Is all made to rights, now? Is all 

remade? From a bay tree, struck into existence a moment ago, a spectacled bulbul calls a greeting to the new 

dawn. 

Complement this slender fragment of the transcendent totality that is Vesper Flights with Coleridge on the 

dissolution of the self in a terrifying storm and Mabel Loomis Todd’s poetic 19th-century primer on the 

science of eclipses, with help from Emily Dickinson, then revisit Macdonald’s extraordinary memoir of what 

a hawk taught her about love, loss, control, and surrender. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/09/15/helen-macdonald-vesper-flights-

eclipse/?mc_cid=2e6be28c14&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0802128815/braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/07/08/coleridge-storm-letter/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/07/08/coleridge-storm-letter/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/08/09/mabel-loomis-todd-total-eclipses-of-the-sun/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/08/09/mabel-loomis-todd-total-eclipses-of-the-sun/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/12/16/h-is-for-hawk/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/12/16/h-is-for-hawk/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/09/15/helen-macdonald-vesper-flights-eclipse/?mc_cid=2e6be28c14&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/09/15/helen-macdonald-vesper-flights-eclipse/?mc_cid=2e6be28c14&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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The Morals of Chess 

by Benjamin Franklin 

 

The Morals of Chess was first published in The Columbian Magazine in December 1786. 

 

Edward Harrison May, Lady Howe mating Benjamin Franklin, 1867 

Playing at Chess, is the most ancient and universal game known among men; for its original is beyond the 

memory of history, and it has, for numberless ages, been the amusement of all the civilized nations of Asia, 

the Persians, the Indians, and the Chinese. Europe has had it above 1,000 years; the Spaniards have spread it 

https://americanliterature.com/author/benjamin-franklin
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over their part of America, and it begins lately to make its appearance in these northern states. It is so 

interesting in itself, as not to need the view of gain to induce engaging in it; and thence it is never played for 

money. Those, therefore, who have leisure for such diversions, cannot find one that is more innocent; and the 

following piece, written with a view to correct (among a few young friends) some little improprieties in the 

practice of it, shows at the same time that it may, in its effects on the mind, be not merely innocent, but 

advantageous, to the vanquished as well as to the victor. 

The game of Chess is not merely an idle amusement. Several very valuable qualities of the mind, useful in the 

course of human life, are to be acquired or strengthened by it, so as to become habits, ready on all occasions. 

For life is a kind of chess, in which we have often points to gain, and competitors or adversaries to contend 

with, and in which there is a vast variety of good and ill events, that are, in some degree, the effects of 

prudence or the want of it. 

By playing at chess, then, we may learn: 

1. Foresight, which looks a little into futurity, and considers the consequences that may attend an action: for it 

is continually occurring to the player, "If I move this piece, what will be the advantages of my new situation? 

What use can my adversary make of it to annoy me? What other moves can I make to support it, and to 

defend myself from his attacks?" 

2. Circumspection, which surveys the whole chess-board, or scene of action, the relations of the several pieces 

and situations, the dangers they are respectively exposed to, the several possibilities of their aiding each other, 

the probabilities that the opponent may make this or that move, and attack this or the other piece; and what 

different means can be used to avoid his stroke, or turn its consequences against him. 

3. Caution, not to make our moves too hastily. This habit is best acquired by observing strictly the laws of the 

game, such as, "If you touch a piece, you must move it somewhere; if you set it down, you must let it stand." 

And it is therefore best that these rules should be observed, as the game thereby becomes more the image of 

human life, and particularly of war; in which, if you have incautiously put yourself into a bad and dangerous 

position, you cannot obtain your enemy's leave to withdraw your troops, and place them more securely; but 

you must abide all the consequences of your rashness. 

And lastly, we learn by chess the habit of not being discouraged by present bad appearances in the state of our 

affairs, the habit of hoping for a favorable change, and that of persevering in the search of resources. The 

game is so full of events, there is such a variety of turns in it, the fortune of it is so subject to sudden 

vicissitudes, and one so frequently, after long contemplation, discovers the means of extricating one's self 

from a supposed insurmountable difficulty, that one is encouraged to continue the contest to the last, in hopes 

of victory by our own skill, or, at least, of giving a stalemate, by the negligence of our adversary. And 

whoever considers, what in chess he often sees instances of, that particular pieces of success are apt to 

produce presumption, and its consequent, inattention, by which more is afterwards lost than was gained by the 

preceding advantage; while misfortunes produce more care and attention, by which the loss may be recovered, 

will learn not to be too much discouraged by the present success of his adversary, nor to despair of final good 

fortune, upon every little check he receives in the pursuit of it. 
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That we may, therefore, be induced more frequently to choose this beneficial amusement, in preference to 

others which are not attended with the same advantages, every circumstance, that may encrease the pleasure 

of it, should be regarded; and every action or word that is unfair, disrespectful, or that in any way may give 

uneasiness, should be avoided, as contrary to the immediate intention of both the players, which is, to pass the 

time agreeably. 

Therefore, 1st. If it is agreed to play according to the strict rules, then those rules are to be exactly observed 

by both parties; and should not be insisted on for one side, while deviated from by the other: for this is not 

equitable. 

2. If it is agreed not to observe the rules exactly, but one party demands indulgencies, he should then be as 

willing to allow them to the other. 

3. No false move should ever be made to extricate yourself out of a difficulty, or to gain an advantage. There 

can be no pleasure in playing with a person once detected in such unfair practice. 

4. If your adversary is long in playing, you ought not to hurry him, or express any uneasiness at his delay. 

You should not sing, nor whistle, nor look at your watch, nor take up a book to read, nor make a tapping with 

your feet on the floor, or with your fingers on the table, nor do any thing that may disturb his attention. For all 

these things displease. And they do not show your skill in playing, but your craftiness or your rudeness. 

5. You ought not to endeavour to amuse and deceive your adversary, by pretending to have made bad moves, 

and saying you have now lost the game, in order to make him secure and careless, and inattentive to your 

schemes; for this is fraud, and deceit, not skill in the game. 

6. You must not, when you have gained a victory, use any triumphing or insulting expression, nor show too 

much pleasure; but endeavour to console your adversary, and make him less dissatisfied with himself by 

every kind and civil expression, that may be used with truth; such as, You understand the game better than I, 

but you are a little inattentive; or, You play too fast; or, You had the best of the game, but something 

happened to divert your thoughts, and that turned it in my favour." 

7. If you are a spectator, while others play, observe the most perfect silence. For if you give advice, you 

offend both parties; him, against whom you give it, because it may cause the loss of his game; him, in whose 

favour you give it; because, tho' it be good, and he follows it, he loses the pleasure he might have had, if you 

had permitted him to think till it occurred to himself. Even after a move or moves, you must not, by replacing 

the pieces, show how it might have been played better: for that displeases, and may occasion disputes or 

doubts about their true situation. All talking to the players, lessens or diverts their attention, and is therefore 

unpleasing; nor should you give the least hint to either party, by any kind of noise or motion.—If you do, you 

are unworthy to be a spectator.—If you have a mind to exercise or show your judgment, do it in playing your 

own game when you have an opportunity, not in criticising or meddling with, or counselling, the play of 

others. 

Lastly. If the game is not to be played rigorously, according to the rules above mentioned, then moderate your 

desire of victory over your adversary, and be pleased with one over yourself. Snatch not eagerly at every 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 558 may  2021 

 

60 

advantage offered by his unskilfulness or inattention; but point out to him kindly that by such a move he 

places or leaves a piece in danger and unsupported; that by another he will put his king in a dangerous 

situation, &c. By this generous civility (so opposite to the unfairness above forbidden) you may indeed 

happen to lose the game to your opponent, but you will win what is better, his esteem, his respect, and his 

affection; together with the silent approbation and good will of impartial spectators. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/benjamin-franklin/essay/the-morals-of-chess 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/benjamin-franklin/essay/the-morals-of-chess
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View Image Credit 

Scientists break through the wall of sleep to the untapped world of dreams 

NSF-supported researchers achieve two-way communication with lucidly dreaming people, creating a new 

method for studying the human mind that might lead to innovative ways of learning and problem-solving. 

By Jason Stoughton 

February 18, 2021 

"Eight minus six … two” 

It’s not exactly “one small step for man,” but that humble mathematical message is extraordinary in its own 

way. The first part — “eight minus six” — was transmitted by a scientist to a place just as exotic as the moon 

yet frequented by each of us. The response — “two” — came from the mind of a sleeping research subject as 

he snoozed in a neuroscience laboratory outside Chicago. 

https://beta.nsf.gov/science-matters/scientists-break-through-wall-sleep-untapped-world-dreams#hero-credit-caption
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You see, “eight minus six... two” is a dialogue between two people — one of whom was asleep and 

dreaming. 

“It’s authentic communication,” says cognitive neuroscientist Ken Paller, who oversees the laboratory where 

this groundbreaking communication took place. “It can be done.” 

Researchers at Paller’s lab at Northwestern University in Illinois, along with researchers in France, Germany 

and the Netherlands, have independently demonstrated two-way communication with people as they are 

lucidly dreaming during REM (rapid eye movement) sleep. Supported by the U.S. National Science 

Foundation, the breakthrough was achieved in the U.S. by Karen Konkoly, Paller’s doctoral student, and 

Christopher Mazurek, a volunteer research participant at the time of the study — and one of the first people to 

ever engage in a real-time dialogue from within a dream. 

This discovery holds tantalizing possibilities for expanding our understanding of how our minds work. It may 

even lead to methods that could improve our ability to learn difficult skills or solve complex problems. 

And, with the help of a new smartphone app from Paller’s lab, you could even try it at home. 

The windows to the soul (and dreams) 

Research into the fundamental nature of dreams, and what the human mind can do while dreaming, has been 

limited by a seemingly unsolvable problem: you can’t get much information about someone’s dream while 

they’re actually having the dream. “All we have are the stories people tell when they wake up,” says Paller. 

That deficiency has left an entire state of consciousness largely unexplored. 

The novel methods pioneered by Konkoly, Paller and their colleagues are designed to solve this problem and 

open entirely new areas of research focused on the dreaming mind. Konkoly describes the possibilities: 

“Right now, we conduct psychology experiments with people who are awake. With two-way communication 

[during dreams], we could conduct some of the same experiments while people are sleeping. It could really 

expand our view of consciousness and what the mind is capable of.” 

But, how can a dreaming research subject communicate if they can’t even move, let alone speak, while 

sleeping? The answer requires some explanation about what happens in our mind during sleep. 
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Mazurek (left) sleeps in the lab as electrical signals from his brain and eyes are displayed on a computer 

monitor. Photo Credit: K. Konkoly 

  

Scientists have identified the different stages of sleep by monitoring electrical signals from the brain using 

electroencephalography, or EEG, and from other places in the body. When the electrical signals are recorded 

and plotted, they chart the course our mind takes as we progress through the stages of sleep. 

As you sleep, your mind transitions through several different stages, from light sleep to deep sleep and 

eventually to REM sleep. REM sleep is notable not just for what’s moving — our eyes — but what isn’t. 

Although our mind is active and dreams often occur during REM sleep, our bodies are almost completely 

paralyzed. That presents an obvious challenge for communications since we can’t move the body parts we 

typically use to communicate. As the name "rapid eye movement" suggests, however, there is an exception. 

During REM sleep, our eyes move around behind our eyelids in a seemingly random fashion, which often 

corresponds to the sleeper “looking” at various imagined things in their dream. If you dream that you’re 

looking at something, your closed eyes move correspondingly as if you were looking at something while 

awake. 

That phenomenon led researchers to a key insight: If eye movement were consciously controlled, the 

dreamer’s eyes could become a vehicle for getting a message to the waking world. 

He’s lucid! Let’s do math 
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Who among us hasn’t wished we could fly like a bird? Or walk on another planet? So-called lucid dreamers 

can do these things and more from the comfort of their own bed. Accomplished lucid dreamers have reported 

being able to regularly achieve awareness in their dreams and even “programming” themselves to have 

dreams about specific activities or locations. 

Christopher Mazurek was not one of those people. 

“I had no experience with lucid dreaming,” says Mazurek, an undergraduate student at Northwestern 

University and now research assistant in Paller’s sleep lab. At the time, he was a volunteer research 

participant. “Before I entered the lab, I never had anything near a lucid dream.” 

To prepare Mazurek and the other U.S. volunteers, Konkoly wired each participant with electrodes that sense 

brain activity through the scalp, behind the ears, on the chin and — critically — near the eyes. Those would 

allow the researchers to monitor and record even slight eye movements. “When your eyes move in their 

sockets, it creates an electrical current which is detected by the electrodes and recorded,” says Konkoly. 

 

Mazurek in a full EEG rig just before a sleep session in the lab. The electrodes on his face will detect the 

movement of his eyes as he sleeps. Photo Credit: C. Mazurek 
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Konkoly also trained each research participant to help them achieve lucidity and instructed them on what to 

do if they succeeded. That included learning to recognize the specific sound she would play when they 

entered REM sleep, prompting the participants to realize they’re dreaming and thus become lucid. The 

participants also learned the distinct response signal they should produce from within their dream: moving 

their eyes from left to right multiple times. 

“Repeatedly looking from left to right is a very distinctive eye movement and it stands out from other eye 

movements during REM sleep,” says Konkoly. As she carefully watched the EEG and saw Mazurek 

progressing through the stages of sleep and into REM sleep, she spotted the repeating left-right signal on the 

monitor as Mazurek signaled his awareness. 

“He’s lucid!” remembers Konkoly. “Let’s do math.” 

Konkoly played a randomly selected audio recording: "eight minus six." Mazurek knew he would be 

presented with simple math problems but did not know which problems would be selected. Some of the 

international labs in the study used different methods to send messages to their dreaming subjects, such as 

flashing lights in Morse code which the sleepers could perceive through their closed eyelids and manifest in 

their dream. In most of the labs, the research participants were trained to move their “dream eyes” to signal 

their answer. 

A few seconds later, Konkoly saw Mazurek’s response written among the peaks and valleys of his eyes’ 

electrical signals: “Two.” Konkoly sent another randomly selected math problem and once again received a 

correct response. And what was Mazurek dreaming about during this groundbreaking exchange between two 

worlds? 

“I dreamed I was sleeping in the lab when I heard her question,” he says. Despite that rather mundane 

dreamscape, “It still blew me away how different and intense and odd it all felt. It was different than anything 

I could have imagined.” 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 558 may  2021 

 

66 

 

The EEG of Mazurek’s sleeping mind and eyes as he communicated with Konkoly from his dream. The red 

shows the distinctive repeating left-to-right motion of his eyes as he signals his lucidity twice followed by his 

answer to the math problem: “Two" 

  

To obtain independent verification of their results, Konkoly sent the recorded data to an expert “sleep scorer.” 

Like an astrophysicist who can tell you what elements are in a distant star by deciphering the colored light 

recorded in a spectrograph, a sleep scorer is trained to “read” the recorded electrical signals and analyze their 

complex patterns. The sleep scorer confirmed that Mazurek was indeed in REM sleep during the exchange. 

While Mazurek was the first in Paller’s lab to achieve two-way communication in a dream, two more 

participants later accomplished that same feat. Meanwhile, researchers in France, Germany and the 

Netherlands were independently testing methods for two-way communication in dreams and reported that 

three additional individuals were able to provide correct responses while dreaming. The collective results 

from all the laboratories are now published in the journal Current Biology. 

https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.cell.com%2Fcurrent-biology%2Ffulltext%2FS0960-9822(21)00059-2&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fscience-matters%2Fscientists-break-through-wall-sleep-untapped-world-dreams
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Sleep on it 

“Why would you want to do math in your sleep?” quips Konkoly. “I get that comment sometimes.” 

Joking aside, researchers have a number of ideas for how this discovery could be expanded and applied. 

“There’s evidence that lucid dreaming is a great place to practice skills compared to when you're awake," says 

Konkoly. "For example, you could slow down time so you could practice a skill in more detail or practice 

something without having any fear of the repercussions of failing." 

Imagine a surgeon attempting to perfect a technique used in open heart surgery — in a dream.  

"There are many unexplored neurobiological aspects to learning and training during REM sleep. But without 

two-way communication, you can't conduct a proper controlled experiment to understand it," she adds. 

“People say 'sleep on it,” when grappling with a hard problem," says Paller, in reference to his research 

published in 2019, which showed people who were cued to think about puzzles during sleep exhibited 

substantial improvement in finding solutions. "There's some sense that sleep can help you find an answer to a 

problem that's vexing you. Our two-way communication method provides hope for improving that. If you're 

working on a problem, can you be reminded of that problem during a dream and come up with a creative 

answer more easily? 

"From run of the mill personal problems to complex global problems, we need creative solutions. If we can 

help people come up with the answers more easily, we should do that," he says. 

Paller's lab has also developed a smartphone app that aims to make it easier for people to achieve lucidity, 

which could enable anyone to phone home from the world of dreams without visiting a sleep laboratory. You 

can learn how to get the app and give it a try through Paller's cognitive neuroscience website. 

  

https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fdoi.org%2F10.1177%252F0956797619873344&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fscience-matters%2Fscientists-break-through-wall-sleep-untapped-world-dreams
https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fdoi.org%2F10.1177%252F0956797619873344&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fscience-matters%2Fscientists-break-through-wall-sleep-untapped-world-dreams
https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fpallerlab.psych.northwestern.edu%2Fdream&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fscience-matters%2Fscientists-break-through-wall-sleep-untapped-world-dreams
https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving?external_url=http%3A%2F%2Fpallerlab.psych.northwestern.edu%2Fdream&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fscience-matters%2Fscientists-break-through-wall-sleep-untapped-world-dreams
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Konkoly watches brain signals from a sleeping participant. Researchers are working to expand and refine 

two-way communications with sleeping people so more complex conversations may one day be possible. 

Photo Credit: K. Konkoly 

  

Our full potential 

Although many aspects of the sleeping mind remain a mystery, researchers across a variety of scientific 

disciplines are utilizing new techniques and analytical methods to better understand it. “Sleep is valuable for 

our health in ways we’ve yet to come to grips with,” says Paller. For example, neuroscientists at the 

University of California, Berkeley, recently uncovered evidence showing that sleep plays a critical role in 

how our brains flush out beta-amyloid, a toxic substance that contributes to the onset of Alzheimer's disease. 

“REM sleep is a unique state of consciousness,” adds Konkoly. “We spend a lot of time in it and yet no one 

really understands its full potential. We want to know how it works.” 

The pioneering work of Konkoly, Paller and their colleagues provides an entirely new method that scientists 

can use to investigate how sleep and dreams affect health and mental abilities. 

https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fnews.berkeley.edu%2F2020%2F09%2F03%2Fhow-we-sleep-today-may-forecast-when-alzheimers-disease-begins%2F&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fscience-matters%2Fscientists-break-through-wall-sleep-untapped-world-dreams
https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fnews.berkeley.edu%2F2020%2F09%2F03%2Fhow-we-sleep-today-may-forecast-when-alzheimers-disease-begins%2F&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fscience-matters%2Fscientists-break-through-wall-sleep-untapped-world-dreams
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And who knows? Perhaps the idea of conversing with someone from within a dream may one day be as 

routine as sending a text message on your phone: 

“Can I snooze five more minutes? I’ve almost figured out this problem...” 

[Other contributors to this discovery include researchers at Osnabrück University in Germany, Sorbonne 

University in Paris, and Radboud University Medical Center in the Netherlands. NSF supported the 

researchers at Northwestern University in the U.S.] 
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A Dark Brown Dog 

by Stephen Crane 

 

A Dark Brown Dog and the accompanying illustrations were published in Cosmopolitan, March 1901. The 

story was probably written in the summer of 1893, an allegory about the Jim Crow South during 

Reconstruction. The dog represents emancipated slaves. Students and teachers, check out our useful A Dark 

Brown Dog Study Guide to break-down the allegory. This story is featured in our collection of Dog Stories. 

 

 

A Child was standing on a street-corner. He leaned with one shoulder against a high board-fence and swayed 

the other to and fro, the while kicking carelessly at the gravel. 

Sunshine beat upon the cobbles, and a lazy summer wind raised yellow dust which trailed in clouds down the 

avenue. Clattering trucks moved with indistinctness through it. The child stood dreamily gazing. 

After a time, a little dark-brown dog came trotting with an intent air down the sidewalk. A short rope was 

dragging from his neck. Occasionally he trod upon the end of it and stumbled. 

He stopped opposite the child, and the two regarded each other. The dog hesitated for a moment, but presently 

he made some little advances with his tail. The child put out his hand and called him. In an apologetic manner 

the dog came close, and the two had an interchange of friendly pattings and waggles. The dog became more 

enthusiastic with each moment of the interview, until with his gleeful caperings he threatened to overturn the 

child. Whereupon the child lifted his hand and struck the dog a blow upon the head. 

This thing seemed to overpower and astonish the little dark-brown dog, and wounded him to the heart. He 

sank down in despair at the child's feet. When the blow was repeated, together with an admonition in childish 

https://americanliterature.com/author/stephen-crane
https://americanliterature.com/a-dark-brown-dog-study-guide
https://americanliterature.com/a-dark-brown-dog-study-guide
https://americanliterature.com/dog-stories


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 558 may  2021 

 

71 

sentences, he turned over upon his back, and held his paws in a peculiar manner. At the same time with his 

ears and his eyes he offered a small prayer to the child. 

 

He looked so comical on his back, and holding his paws peculiarly, that the child was greatly amused and 

gave him little taps repeatedly, to keep him so. But the little dark-brown dog took this chastisement in the 

most serious way, and no doubt considered that he had committed some grave crime, for he wriggled 

contritely and showed his repentance in every way that was in his power. He pleaded with the child and 

petitioned him, and offered more prayers. 
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At last the child grew weary of this amusement and turned toward home. The dog was praying at the time. He 

lay on his back and turned his eyes upon the retreating form. 

Presently he struggled to his feet and started after the child. The latter wandered in a perfunctory way toward 

his home, stopping at times to investigate various matters. During one of these pauses he discovered the little 

dark-brown dog who was following him with the air of a footpad. 

The child beat his pursuer with a small stick he had found. The dog lay down and prayed until the child had 

finished, and resumed his journey. Then he scrambled erect and took up the pursuit again. 

On the way to his home the child turned many times and beat the dog, proclaiming with childish gestures that 

he held him in contempt as an unimportant dog, with no value save for a moment. For being this quality of 

animal the dog apologized and eloquently expressed regret, but he continued stealthily to follow the child. His 

manner grew so very guilty that he slunk like an assassin. 

When the child reached his door-step, the dog was industriously ambling a few yards in the rear. He became 

so agitated with shame when he again confronted the child that he forgot the dragging rope. He tripped upon 

it and fell forward. 
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The child sat down on the step and the two had another interview. During it the dog greatly exerted himself to 

please the child. He performed a few gambols with such abandon that the child suddenly saw him to be a 

valuable thing. He made a swift, avaricious charge and seized the rope. 

He dragged his captive into a hall and up many long stairways in a dark tenement. The dog made willing 

efforts, but he could not hobble very skillfully up the stairs because he was very small and soft, and at last the 

pace of the engrossed child grew so energetic that the dog became panic-stricken. In his mind he was being 

dragged toward a grim unknown. His eyes grew wild with the terror of it. He began to wiggle his head 

frantically and to brace his legs. 

The child redoubled his exertions. They had a battle on the stairs. The child was victorious because he was 

completely absorbed in his purpose, and because the dog was very small. He dragged his acquirement to the 

door of his home, and finally with triumph across the threshold. 
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No one was in. The child sat down on the floor and made overtures to the dog. These the dog instantly 

accepted. He beamed with affection upon his new friend. In a short time they were firm and abiding 

comrades. 

When the child's family appeared, they made a great row. The dog was examined and commented upon and 

called names. Scorn was leveled at him from all eyes, so that he became much embarrassed and drooped like 

a scorched plant. But the child went sturdily to the center of the floor, and, at the top of his voice, championed 

the dog. It happened that he was roaring protestations, with his arms clasped about the dog's neck, when the 

father of the family came in from work. 

The parent demanded to know what the blazes they were making the kid howl for. It was explained in many 

words that the infernal kid wanted to introduce a disreputable dog into the family. 

A family council was held. On this depended the dog's fate, but he in no way heeded, being busily engaged in 

chewing the end of the child's dress. 

The affair was quickly ended. The father of the family, it appears, was in a particularly savage temper that 

evening, and when he perceived that it would amaze and anger everybody if such a dog were allowed to 

remain, he decided that it should be so. The child, crying softly, took his friend off to a retired part of the 

room to hobnob with him, while the father quelled a fierce rebellion of his wife. So it came to pass that the 

dog was a member of the household. 

He and the child were associated together at all times save when the child slept. The child became a guardian 

and a friend. If the large folk kicked the dog and threw things at him, the child made loud and violent 

objections. Once when the child had run, protesting loudly, with tears raining down his face and his arms 

outstretched, to protect his friend, he had been struck in the head with a very large saucepan from the hand of 

his father, enraged at some seeming lack of courtesy in the dog. Ever after, the family were careful how they 

threw things at the dog. Moreover, the latter grew very skilful in avoiding missiles and feet. In a small room 

containing a stove, a table, a bureau and some chairs, he would display strategic ability of a high order, 

dodging, feinting and scuttling about among the furniture. He could force three or four people armed with 

brooms, sticks and handfuls of coal, to use all their ingenuity to get in a blow. And even when they did, it was 

seldom that they could do him a serious injury or leave any imprint. 

But when the child was present, these scenes did not occur. It came to be recognized that if the dog was 

molested, the child would burst into sobs, and as the child, when started, was very riotous and practically 

unquenchable, the dog had therein a safeguard. 

However, the child could not always be near. At night, when he was asleep, his dark-brown friend would raise 

from some black corner a wild, wailful cry, a song of infinite lowliness and despair, that would go shuddering 

and sobbing among the buildings of the block and cause people to swear. At these times the singer would 

often be chased all over the kitchen and hit with a great variety of articles. 

Sometimes, too, the child himself used to beat the dog, although it is not known that he ever had what could 

be truly called a just cause. The dog always accepted these thrashings with an air of admitted guilt. He was 
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too much of a dog to try to look to be a martyr or to plot revenge. He received the blows with deep humility, 

and furthermore he forgave his friend the moment the child had finished, and was ready to caress the child's 

hand with his little red tongue. 

When misfortune came upon the child, and his troubles overwhelmed him, he would often crawl under the 

table and lay his small distressed head on the dog's back. The dog was ever sympathetic. It is not to be 

supposed that at such times he took occasion to refer to the unjust beatings his friend, when provoked, had 

administered to him. 

He did not achieve any notable degree of intimacy with the other members of the family. He had no 

confidence in them, and the fear that he would express at their casual approach often exasperated them 

exceedingly. They used to gain a certain satisfaction in underfeeding him, but finally his friend the child grew 

to watch the matter with some care, and when he forgot it, the dog was often successful in secret for himself. 

So the dog prospered. He developed a large bark, which came wondrously from such a small rug of a dog. He 

ceased to howl persistently at night. Sometimes, indeed, in his sleep, he would utter little yells, as from pain, 

but that occurred, no doubt, when in his dreams he encountered huge flaming dogs who threatened him 

direfully. 

His devotion to the child grew until it was a sublime thing. He wagged at his approach; he sank down in 

despair at his departure. He could detect the sound of the child's step among all the noises of the 

neighborhood. It was like a calling voice to him. 

The scene of their companionship was a kingdom governed by this terrible potentate, the child; but neither 

criticism nor rebellion ever lived for an instant in the heart of the one subject. Down in the mystic, hidden 

fields of his little dog-soul bloomed flowers of love and fidelity and perfect faith. 

The child was in the habit of going on many expeditions to observe strange things in the vicinity. On these 

occasions his friend usually jogged aimfully along behind. Perhaps, though, he went ahead. This necessitated 

his turning around every quarter-minute to make sure the child was coming. He was filled with a large idea of 

the importance of these journeys. He would carry himself with such an air! He was proud to be the retainer of 

so great a monarch. 

One day, however, the father of the family got quite exceptionally drunk. He came home and held carnival 

with the cooking utensils, the furniture and his wife. He was in the midst of this recreation when the child, 

followed by the dark-brown dog, entered the room. They were returning from their voyages. 
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The child's practised eye instantly noted his father's state. He dived under the table, where experience had 

taught him was a rather safe place. The dog, lacking skill in such matters, was, of course, unaware of the true 

condition of affairs. He looked with interested eyes at his friend's sudden dive. He interpreted it to mean: 

Joyous gambol. He started to patter across the floor to join him. He was the picture of a little dark-brown dog 

en route to a friend. 

The head of the family saw him at this moment. He gave a huge howl of joy, and knocked the dog down with 

a heavy coffee-pot. The dog, yelling in supreme astonishment and fear, writhed to his feet and ran for cover. 

The man kicked out with a ponderous foot. It caused the dog to swerve as if caught in a tide. A second blow 

of the coffee-pot laid him upon the floor. 
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Here the child, uttering loud cries, came valiantly forth like a knight. The father of the family paid no 

attention to these calls of the child, but advanced with glee upon the dog. Upon being knocked down twice in 

swift succession, the latter apparently gave up all hope of escape. He rolled over on his back and held his 

paws in a peculiar manner. At the same time with his eyes and his ears he offered up a small prayer. 

But the father was in a mood for having fun, and it occurred to him that it would be a fine thing to throw the 

dog out of the window. So he reached down and grabbing the animal by a leg, lifted him, squirming, up. He 

swung him two or three times hilariously about his head, and then flung him with great accuracy through the 

window. 

The soaring dog created a surprise in the block. A woman watering plants in an opposite window gave an 

involuntary shout and dropped a flower-pot. A man in another window leaned perilously out to watch the 

flight of the dog. A woman, who had been hanging out clothes in a yard, began to caper wildly. Her mouth 

was filled with clothes-pins, but her arms gave vent to a sort of exclamation. In appearance she was like a 

gagged prisoner. Children ran whooping. 

The dark-brown body crashed in a heap on the roof of a shed five stories below. From thence it rolled to the 

pavement of an alleyway. 

The child in the room far above burst into a long, dirgelike cry, and toddled hastily out of the room. It took 

him a long time to reach the alley, because his size compelled him to go downstairs backward, one step at a 

time, and holding with both hands to the step above.

 

When they came for him later, they found him seated by the body of his dark-brown friend. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/stephen-crane/short-story/a-dark-brown-dog 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/stephen-crane/short-story/a-dark-brown-dog
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Creativity, the Commonplace, and the Cosmos: Joseph Cornell’s Formative Visit to the Hayden 

Planetarium 

Perspectival awakenings in the “blue dome, silhouetted city sky-line fringing it, and the gradual appearance of 

all the stars in the night sky to music.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

In the spring of 1919, as the world was shaking off the debris and despair of its first global war, the queer 

Quaker astronomer Arthur Eddington left England to traverse seas and meridians and blood-stained borders in 

an ambitious expedition to observe a total solar eclipse in order to prove correct, at the risk of his own 

reputation, the controversial theory of a ridiculed German Jew. Eddington’s historic observation of 

totality confirmed his instinct, confirmed relativity, catapulted Einstein into global celebrity, revolutionized 

our understanding of the universe, and united war-torn humanity under the same sky of elemental, astonishing 

truth. 

But however much the telescopic perspective might lavish us with self-transcendence, it is only a temporary 

transcendence — the human animal is not marrowed and tendoned to roam the vast vistas of universal truth 

for too long before growing paralyzed again by its invented parochial partialities. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/10/29/in-transit-neil-gaiman-eddington/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/05/29/eddington-einstein-janna-levin/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/05/29/eddington-einstein-janna-levin/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/12/21/reflection/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0500015449/braipick-20
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Joseph Cornell, Untitled (Solar Soap Bubble Set Series), 1955 

Within a generation, as the world was being savaged anew by its most bloodthirsty war yet, the artist Joseph 

Cornell (December 24, 1903–December 29, 1972) leaned on the cosmic perspective for a different kind of 

coherence, infusing astronomy into his visionary shadow boxes: reliquaries of the mundane washed up on the 

shoreline between memory and dream, discarded fragments of this world assembled into portals to another — 

a world of our world, yet more magical, more mystical, more immortal in its obsolescence; a world wrested 

from an uncommon imagination. “I certainly was not relaxed or comfortable in his presence,” Susan 

Sontag once remarked of Cornell, “but why should I be? That’s hardly a complaint. He was a delicate, 

complicated person whose imagination worked in a very special way.” 

https://www.brainpickings.org/tag/susan-sontag/
https://www.brainpickings.org/tag/susan-sontag/
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Joseph Cornell, Soap Bubble Set, 1949-1950 (Smithsonian American Art Museum) 

On a warm and clear summer Tuesday in 1941, as WWII is rendering the present unbearable and the future 

uncertain, Cornell voyages first into the human past and then into the remote consolations of spacetime in a 

journal entry included in the out-of-print treasure Joseph Cornell’s Theater of the Mind: Selected Diaries, 

Letters, and Files (public library): 

A suggestion of that wonderful feeling of detachment that comes over me every so often — a leisurely kind of 

feeling that seems to impart to the routine events of the day a certain sense of “festivity.” 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0500015449/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0500015449/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/joseph-cornells-theater-of-the-mind-selected-diaries-letters-and-files/oclc/45762678&referer=brief_results
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[…] 

Into the city and all the way up to the Museum of the American Indian to find it closed! Compensation in the 

buoyant feeling aroused by the buildings of the Geographic Society in their quiet uptown setting. An abstract 

feeling of geography and voyaging I have thought about before of getting into objects, like the Compass Set 

with map. A reminder of earliest school-book days when the world was divided up into irregular masses of 

bright colors, with vignettes of the pictorial world scattered, like toy picture-blocks. 

To recompense the failed Native American art field trip, Cornell decides to head to the Museum of Natural 

History and forage for inspiration there. In a burst of spontaneity, after hours of copying Native designs into 

his sketchbook beneath an old oil painting of “an Indian princess” at the museum library, he decides to make 

his first visit to the museum’s now-iconic Hayden Planetarium, then just a few years old. 

Joseph 

Cornell, Untitled (Celestial Navigation), 1958. (U.S. Department of State / Joseph and Robert Cornell 

Memorial Foundation) 

Not yet aware of how that extemporaneous encounter would foment the future of his art — as we rarely are of 

our most catalytic inspirations the moment we encounter them i the wild — Cornell writes: 

https://www.amnh.org/research/hayden-planetarium
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The Planetarium was another moving experience, especially on the second floor with its blue dome, 

silhouetted city sky-line fringing it, and the gradual appearance of all the stars in the night sky to music. 

He finds himself tuning out the bland educational lecture — “there is enough reconstruction of the night 

atmosphere and really so well done, to offset it” — and lets his imagination voyage into the celestial splendor. 

In a deeply pleasing parenthetical wink, penned long before the world had awakened to Hedy Lamarr’s 

contribution to science, he adds: 

(Yesterday I was trying to fit Hedy Lamarr into Dante Gabriel Rossetti’s pre-Raphaelite garden, without 

success. She was more at-one today with the night sky of the Planetarium. I wish she could have done the 

lecturing, with her wonderful detachment.) 

Upon returning to Earth, he immediately moors the conceptual quickening of the cosmos to the empirical 

materiality of his art, already foraging for objects at the museum that would invoke the feeling-tone of the 

celestial spectacle, already constellating those objects into shadow-boxed poems in his mind’s eye to invite 

the same transcendent cosmic perspective: 

The astronomical paraphernalia: charts, transparencies, broken meteors, and especially compass curios (also 

armillaries, telescopes, etc.) are intriguing. Arranged in cases in the hall around the circular hall. On the amid 

floor a particularly fine set of murals of the zodiac, picked out in white on blue. The nicest rendition of the 

Gemini I’ve seen. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2011/12/08/hedys-folly/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2011/12/08/hedys-folly/
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Joseph Cornell, Solar Set (Joseph and Robert Cornell Memorial Foundation) 

Although the night sky had fascinated Cornell since childhood, it was this visit to the planetarium that made 

astronomy a centerpiece of his art for the remaining three decades of his life, both as an object-category to for 

his boxes and as a sensemaking framework for the miniature cosmogonies of meaning nested inside them. 
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Joseph Cornell, Observatory 

Series: Corona Borealis, 1950 (SFMoMA / Joseph and Robert Cornell Memorial Foundation) 
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Nearly a century later, in another uncertain present amid another moment of cultural tumult, the endeavor to 

build New York City’s first public observatory emerged from the kindred sense that we may never know what 

child might step into the dome of possibility to become the next Eddington, what young artist might grow 

bewitched by the science and splendor of the cosmos through the telescope to become the next Cornell, or 

how many generations of human eyes and minds might look through the telescope to transcend the smallness 

of perspective that makes us draw imaginary lines of unbelonging beneath this boundless shared sky. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/11/24/joseph-cornell-

planetarium/?mc_cid=f75b7697c8&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

https://pioneerworks.org/initiatives/observatory-at-pioneer-works/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/11/24/joseph-cornell-planetarium/?mc_cid=f75b7697c8&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/11/24/joseph-cornell-planetarium/?mc_cid=f75b7697c8&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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The right '5-a-day' mix is 2 fruit and 3 vegetable servings for longer life 

American Heart Association 

Summary: 

Higher consumption of fruits and vegetables is associated with a lower risk of death in men and women, 

according to data representing nearly 2 million adults. Five daily servings of fruits and vegetables, eaten as 2 

servings of fruit and 3 servings of vegetables, may be the optimal amount and combination for a longer life. 

These findings support current U.S. dietary recommendations to eat more fruits and vegetables and the simple 

public health message '5-a-day.' 

FULL STORY 

 

Studies representing nearly 2 million adults worldwide show that eating about five daily servings of fruits and 

vegetables, in which 2 are fruits and 3 are vegetables, is likely the optimal amount for a longer life, according 

to new research published today in the American Heart Association's flagship journal Circulation. 

Diets rich in fruits and vegetables help reduce risk for numerous chronic health conditions that are leading 

causes of death, including cardiovascular disease and cancer. Yet, only about one in 10 adults eat enough 

fruits or vegetables, according to the U.S. Centers for Disease Control and Prevention. 

"While groups like the American Heart Association recommend four to five servings each of fruits and 

vegetables daily, consumers likely get inconsistent messages about what defines optimal daily intake of fruits 

and vegetables such as the recommended amount, and which foods to include and avoid," said lead study 

author Dong D. Wang, M.D., Sc.D., an epidemiologist, nutritionist and a member of the medical faculty at 

Harvard Medical School and Brigham and Women's Hospital in Boston. 

Wang and colleagues analyzed data from the Nurses' Health Study and the Health Professionals Follow-Up 

Study, two studies including more than 100,000 adults who were followed for up to 30 years. Both datasets 

included detailed dietary information repeatedly collected every two to four years. For this analysis, 

researchers also pooled data on fruit and vegetable intake and death from 26 studies that included about 1.9 

million participants from 29 countries and territories in North and South America, Europe, Asia, Africa and 

Australia. 

Analysis of all studies, with a composite of more than 2 million participants, revealed: 

• Intake of about five servings of fruits and vegetables daily was associated with the lowest risk of 

death. Eating more than five servings was not associated with additional benefit. 
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• Eating about two servings daily of fruits and three servings daily of vegetables was associated with 

the greatest longevity. 

• Compared to those who consumed two servings of fruit and vegetables per day, participants who 

consumed five servings a day of fruits and vegetable had a 13% lower risk of death from all causes; a 

12% lower risk of death from cardiovascular disease, including heart disease and stroke; a 10% 

lower risk of death from cancer; and a 35% lower risk of death from respiratory disease, such as 

chronic obstructive pulmonary disease (COPD). 

• Not all foods that one might consider to be fruits and vegetables offered the same benefits. For 

example: Starchy vegetables, such as peas and corn, fruit juices and potatoes were not associated 

with reduced risk of death from all causes or specific chronic diseases. 

• On the other hand, green leafy vegetables, including spinach, lettuce and kale, and fruit and 

vegetables rich in beta carotene and vitamin C, such as citrus fruits, berries and carrots, showed 

benefits. 

"Our analysis in the two cohorts of U.S. men and women yielded results similar to those from 26 cohorts 

around the world, which supports the biological plausibility of our findings and suggests these findings can be 

applied to broader populations," Wang said. 

Wang said this study identifies an optimal intake level of fruits and vegetables and supports the evidence-

based, succinct public health message of '5-a-day,' meaning people should ideally consume five servings of 

fruit and vegetable each day. "This amount likely offers the most benefit in terms of prevention of major 

chronic disease and is a relatively achievable intake for the general public," he said. "We also found that not 

all fruits and vegetables offer the same degree of benefit, even though current dietary recommendations 

generally treat all types of fruits and vegetables, including starchy vegetables, fruit juices and potatoes, the 

same." 

A limitation of the research is that it is observational, showing an association between fruit and vegetable 

consumption and risk of death; it does not confer a direct cause-and-effect relationship. 

"The American Heart Association recommends filling at least half your plate with fruits and vegetables at 

each meal," said Anne Thorndike, M.D., M.P.H., chair of the American Heart Association's nutrition 

committee and an associate professor of medicine at Harvard Medical School in Boston. "This research 

provides strong evidence for the lifelong benefits of eating fruits and vegetables and suggests a goal amount 

to consume daily for ideal health. Fruits and vegetables are naturally packaged sources of nutrients that can be 

included in most meals and snacks, and they are essential for keeping our hearts and bodies healthy." 

Co-authors are Yanping Li, Ph.D.; Shilpa N. Bhupathiraju, Ph.D.; Bernard A. Rosner, Ph.D.; Qi Sun, M.D., 

Sc.D.; Edward L. Giovannucci; Eric B. Rimm, Sc.D.; JoAnn E. Manson, M.D., M.P.H., Dr.P.H., FAHA; 

Walter C. Willett, M.D., Dr.P.H.; Meir J. Stampfer, M.D., Dr.P.H.; and Frank B. Hu, M.D., Ph.D. 
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The study was funded by the National Institutes of Health, the American Heart Association and the National 

Institute of Diabetes and Digestive and Kidney Diseases of the National Institutes of Health. 

 

Story Source: 

Materials provided by American Heart Association. Note: Content may be edited for style and length. 
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https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2021/03/210301084519.htm 

  

https://newsroom.heart.org/news/the-right-5-a-day-mix-is-2-fruit-and-3-vegetable-servings-for-longer-life
https://www.heart.org/
http://dx.doi.org/10.1161/CIRCULATIONAHA.120.048996
https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2021/03/210301084519.htm
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The Wind in the Willows 

by Kenneth Grahame 

 

Next Chapter 

I. THE RIVER BANK 

 

The Mole had been working very hard all the morning, spring-cleaning his little home. First with brooms, 

then with dusters; then on ladders and steps and chairs, with a brush and a pail of whitewash; till he had dust 

in his throat and eyes, and splashes of whitewash all over his black fur, and an aching back and weary arms. 

Spring was moving in the air above and in the earth below and around him, penetrating even his dark and 

lowly little house with its spirit of divine discontent and longing. It was small wonder, then, that he suddenly 

flung down his brush on the floor, said 'Bother!' and 'O blow!' and also 'Hang spring-cleaning!' and bolted out 

of the house without even waiting to put on his coat. Something up above was calling him imperiously, and he 

made for the steep little tunnel which answered in his case to the gavelled carriage-drive owned by animals 

whose residences are nearer to the sun and air. So he scraped and scratched and scrabbled and scrooged and 

then he scrooged again and scrabbled and scratched and scraped, working busily with his little paws and 

muttering to himself, 'Up we go! Up we go!' till at last, pop! his snout came out into the sunlight, and he 

found himself rolling in the warm grass of a great meadow. 

'This is fine!' he said to himself. 'This is better than whitewashing!' The sunshine struck hot on his fur, soft 

breezes caressed his heated brow, and after the seclusion of the cellarage he had lived in so long the carol of 

happy birds fell on his dulled hearing almost like a shout. Jumping off all his four legs at once, in the joy of 

living and the delight of spring without its cleaning, he pursued his way across the meadow till he reached the 

hedge on the further side. 

'Hold up!' said an elderly rabbit at the gap. 'Sixpence for the privilege of passing by the private road!' He was 

bowled over in an instant by the impatient and contemptuous Mole, who trotted along the side of the hedge 

chaffing the other rabbits as they peeped hurriedly from their holes to see what the row was about. 'Onion-

sauce! Onion-sauce!' he remarked jeeringly, and was gone before they could think of a thoroughly satisfactory 

reply. Then they all started grumbling at each other. 'How STUPID you are! Why didn't you tell him——' 

'Well, why didn't YOU say——' 'You might have reminded him——' and so on, in the usual way; but, of 

course, it was then much too late, as is always the case. 

It all seemed too good to be true. Hither and thither through the meadows he rambled busily, along the 

hedgerows, across the copses, finding everywhere birds building, flowers budding, leaves thrusting—

everything happy, and progressive, and occupied. And instead of having an uneasy conscience pricking him 

and whispering 'whitewash!' he somehow could only feel how jolly it was to be the only idle dog among all 

https://americanliterature.com/author/kenneth-grahame/book/the-wind-in-the-willows/summary
https://americanliterature.com/author/kenneth-grahame
https://americanliterature.com/author/kenneth-grahame/book/the-wind-in-the-willows/ii-the-open-road
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these busy citizens. After all, the best part of a holiday is perhaps not so much to be resting yourself, as to see 

all the other fellows busy working. 

He thought his happiness was complete when, as he meandered aimlessly along, suddenly he stood by the 

edge of a full-fed river. Never in his life had he seen a river before—this sleek, sinuous, full-bodied animal, 

chasing and chuckling, gripping things with a gurgle and leaving them with a laugh, to fling itself on fresh 

playmates that shook themselves free, and were caught and held again. All was a-shake and a-shiver—glints 

and gleams and sparkles, rustle and swirl, chatter and bubble. The Mole was bewitched, entranced, fascinated. 

By the side of the river he trotted as one trots, when very small, by the side of a man who holds one spell-

bound by exciting stories; and when tired at last, he sat on the bank, while the river still chattered on to him, a 

babbling procession of the best stories in the world, sent from the heart of the earth to be told at last to the 

insatiable sea. 

As he sat on the grass and looked across the river, a dark hole in the bank opposite, just above the water's 

edge, caught his eye, and dreamily he fell to considering what a nice snug dwelling-place it would make for 

an animal with few wants and fond of a bijou riverside residence, above flood level and remote from noise 

and dust. As he gazed, something bright and small seemed to twinkle down in the heart of it, vanished, then 

twinkled once more like a tiny star. But it could hardly be a star in such an unlikely situation; and it was too 

glittering and small for a glow-worm. Then, as he looked, it winked at him, and so declared itself to be an eye; 

and a small face began gradually to grow up round it, like a frame round a picture. 

A brown little face, with whiskers. 

A grave round face, with the same twinkle in its eye that had first attracted his notice. 

Small neat ears and thick silky hair. 

It was the Water Rat! 

Then the two animals stood and regarded each other cautiously. 

'Hullo, Mole!' said the Water Rat. 

'Hullo, Rat!' said the Mole. 

'Would you like to come over?' enquired the Rat presently. 

'Oh, its all very well to TALK,' said the Mole, rather pettishly, he being new to a river and riverside life and 

its ways. 

The Rat said nothing, but stooped and unfastened a rope and hauled on it; then lightly stepped into a little boat 

which the Mole had not observed. It was painted blue outside and white within, and was just the size for two 
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animals; and the Mole's whole heart went out to it at once, even though he did not yet fully understand its 

uses. 

The Rat sculled smartly across and made fast. Then he held up his forepaw as the Mole stepped gingerly 

down. 'Lean on that!' he said. 'Now then, step lively!' and the Mole to his surprise and rapture found himself 

actually seated in the stern of a real boat. 

'This has been a wonderful day!' said he, as the Rat shoved off and took to the sculls again. 'Do you know, I've 

never been in a boat before in all my life.' 

'What?' cried the Rat, open-mouthed: 'Never been in a—you never—well I—what have you been doing, 

then?' 

'Is it so nice as all that?' asked the Mole shyly, though he was quite prepared to believe it as he leant back in 

his seat and surveyed the cushions, the oars, the rowlocks, and all the fascinating fittings, and felt the boat 

sway lightly under him. 

'Nice? It's the ONLY thing,' said the Water Rat solemnly, as he leant forward for his stroke. 'Believe me, my 

young friend, there is NOTHING—absolute nothing—half so much worth doing as simply messing about in 

boats. Simply messing,' he went on dreamily: 'messing—about—in—boats; messing——' 

'Look ahead, Rat!' cried the Mole suddenly. 

It was too late. The boat struck the bank full tilt. The dreamer, the joyous oarsman, lay on his back at the 

bottom of the boat, his heels in the air. 

'—about in boats—or WITH boats,' the Rat went on composedly, picking himself up with a pleasant laugh. 'In 

or out of 'em, it doesn't matter. Nothing seems really to matter, that's the charm of it. Whether you get away, 

or whether you don't; whether you arrive at your destination or whether you reach somewhere else, or whether 

you never get anywhere at all, you're always busy, and you never do anything in particular; and when you've 

done it there's always something else to do, and you can do it if you like, but you'd much better not. Look 

here! If you've really nothing else on hand this morning, supposing we drop down the river together, and have 

a long day of it?' 

The Mole waggled his toes from sheer happiness, spread his chest with a sigh of full contentment, and leaned 

back blissfully into the soft cushions. 'WHAT a day I'm having!' he said. 'Let us start at once!' 

'Hold hard a minute, then!' said the Rat. He looped the painter through a ring in his landing-stage, climbed up 

into his hole above, and after a short interval reappeared staggering under a fat, wicker luncheon-basket. 

'Shove that under your feet,' he observed to the Mole, as he passed it down into the boat. Then he untied the 

painter and took the sculls again. 
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'What's inside it?' asked the Mole, wriggling with curiosity. 

'There's cold chicken inside it,' replied the Rat briefly; 

'coldtonguecoldhamcoldbeefpickledgherkinssaladfrenchrollscresssandwichespottedmeatgingerbeerlemonades

odawater——' 

'O stop, stop,' cried the Mole in ecstacies: 'This is too much!' 

'Do you really think so?' enquired the Rat seriously. 'It's only what I always take on these little excursions; 

and the other animals are always telling me that I'm a mean beast and cut it VERY fine!' 

The Mole never heard a word he was saying. Absorbed in the new life he was entering upon, intoxicated with 

the sparkle, the ripple, the scents and the sounds and the sunlight, he trailed a paw in the water and dreamed 

long waking dreams. The Water Rat, like the good little fellow he was, sculled steadily on and forebore to 

disturb him. 

'I like your clothes awfully, old chap,' he remarked after some half an hour or so had passed. 'I'm going to get 

a black velvet smoking-suit myself some day, as soon as I can afford it.' 

'I beg your pardon,' said the Mole, pulling himself together with an effort. 'You must think me very rude; but 

all this is so new to me. So—this—is—a—River!' 

'THE River,' corrected the Rat. 

'And you really live by the river? What a jolly life!' 

'By it and with it and on it and in it,' said the Rat. 'It's brother and sister to me, and aunts, and company, and 

food and drink, and (naturally) washing. It's my world, and I don't want any other. What it hasn't got is not 

worth having, and what it doesn't know is not worth knowing. Lord! the times we've had together! Whether in 

winter or summer, spring or autumn, it's always got its fun and its excitements. When the floods are on in 

February, and my cellars and basement are brimming with drink that's no good to me, and the brown water 

runs by my best bedroom window; or again when it all drops away and, shows patches of mud that smells like 

plum-cake, and the rushes and weed clog the channels, and I can potter about dry shod over most of the bed of 

it and find fresh food to eat, and things careless people have dropped out of boats!' 

'But isn't it a bit dull at times?' the Mole ventured to ask. 'Just you and the river, and no one else to pass a 

word with?' 

'No one else to—well, I mustn't be hard on you,' said the Rat with forbearance. 'You're new to it, and of 

course you don't know. The bank is so crowded nowadays that many people are moving away altogether: O 

no, it isn't what it used to be, at all. Otters, kingfishers, dabchicks, moorhens, all of them about all day long 

and always wanting you to DO something—as if a fellow had no business of his own to attend to!' 
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'What lies over THERE' asked the Mole, waving a paw towards a background of woodland that darkly framed 

the water-meadows on one side of the river. 

'That? O, that's just the Wild Wood,' said the Rat shortly. 'We don't go there very much, we river-bankers.' 

'Aren't they—aren't they very NICE people in there?' said the Mole, a trifle nervously. 

'W-e-ll,' replied the Rat, 'let me see. The squirrels are all right. AND the rabbits—some of 'em, but rabbits are 

a mixed lot. And then there's Badger, of course. He lives right in the heart of it; wouldn't live anywhere else, 

either, if you paid him to do it. Dear old Badger! Nobody interferes with HIM. They'd better not,' he added 

significantly. 

'Why, who SHOULD interfere with him?' asked the Mole. 

'Well, of course—there—are others,' explained the Rat in a hesitating sort of way. 

'Weasels—and stoats—and foxes—and so on. They're all right in a way—I'm very good friends with them—

pass the time of day when we meet, and all that—but they break out sometimes, there's no denying it, and 

then—well, you can't really trust them, and that's the fact.' 

The Mole knew well that it is quite against animal-etiquette to dwell on possible trouble ahead, or even to 

allude to it; so he dropped the subject. 

'And beyond the Wild Wood again?' he asked: 'Where it's all blue and dim, and one sees what may be hills or 

perhaps they mayn't, and something like the smoke of towns, or is it only cloud-drift?' 

'Beyond the Wild Wood comes the Wide World,' said the Rat. 'And that's something that doesn't matter, either 

to you or me. I've never been there, and I'm never going, nor you either, if you've got any sense at all. Don't 

ever refer to it again, please. Now then! Here's our backwater at last, where we're going to lunch.' 

Leaving the main stream, they now passed into what seemed at first sight like a little land-locked lake. Green 

turf sloped down to either edge, brown snaky tree-roots gleamed below the surface of the quiet water, while 

ahead of them the silvery shoulder and foamy tumble of a weir, arm-in-arm with a restless dripping mill-

wheel, that held up in its turn a grey-gabled mill-house, filled the air with a soothing murmur of sound, dull 

and smothery, yet with little clear voices speaking up cheerfully out of it at intervals. It was so very beautiful 

that the Mole could only hold up both forepaws and gasp, 'O my! O my! O my!' 

The Rat brought the boat alongside the bank, made her fast, helped the still awkward Mole safely ashore, and 

swung out the luncheon-basket. The Mole begged as a favour to be allowed to unpack it all by himself; and 

the Rat was very pleased to indulge him, and to sprawl at full length on the grass and rest, while his excited 

friend shook out the table-cloth and spread it, took out all the mysterious packets one by one and arranged 

their contents in due order, still gasping, 'O my! O my!' at each fresh revelation. When all was ready, the Rat 

said, 'Now, pitch in, old fellow!' and the Mole was indeed very glad to obey, for he had started his spring-
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cleaning at a very early hour that morning, as people WILL do, and had not paused for bite or sup; and he had 

been through a very great deal since that distant time which now seemed so many days ago. 

'What are you looking at?' said the Rat presently, when the edge of their hunger was somewhat dulled, and the 

Mole's eyes were able to wander off the table-cloth a little. 

'I am looking,' said the Mole, 'at a streak of bubbles that I see travelling along the surface of the water. That is 

a thing that strikes me as funny.' 

'Bubbles? Oho!' said the Rat, and chirruped cheerily in an inviting sort of way. 

A broad glistening muzzle showed itself above the edge of the bank, and the Otter hauled himself out and 

shook the water from his coat. 

'Greedy beggars!' he observed, making for the provender. 'Why didn't you invite me, Ratty?' 

'This was an impromptu affair,' explained the Rat. 'By the way—my friend Mr. Mole.' 

'Proud, I'm sure,' said the Otter, and the two animals were friends forthwith. 

'Such a rumpus everywhere!' continued the Otter. 'All the world seems out on the river to-day. I came up this 

backwater to try and get a moment's peace, and then stumble upon you fellows!—At least—I beg pardon—I 

don't exactly mean that, you know.' 

There was a rustle behind them, proceeding from a hedge wherein last year's leaves still clung thick, and a 

stripy head, with high shoulders behind it, peered forth on them. 

'Come on, old Badger!' shouted the Rat. 

The Badger trotted forward a pace or two; then grunted, 'H'm! Company,' and turned his back and disappeared 

from view. 

'That's JUST the sort of fellow he is!' observed the disappointed Rat. 'Simply hates Society! Now we shan't 

see any more of him to-day. Well, tell us, WHO'S out on the river?' 

'Toad's out, for one,' replied the Otter. 'In his brand-new wager-boat; new togs, new everything!' 

The two animals looked at each other and laughed. 

'Once, it was nothing but sailing,' said the Rat, 'Then he tired of that and took to punting. Nothing would 

please him but to punt all day and every day, and a nice mess he made of it. Last year it was house-boating, 

and we all had to go and stay with him in his house-boat, and pretend we liked it. He was going to spend the 
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rest of his life in a house-boat. It's all the same, whatever he takes up; he gets tired of it, and starts on 

something fresh.' 

'Such a good fellow, too,' remarked the Otter reflectively: 'But no stability—especially in a boat!' 

From where they sat they could get a glimpse of the main stream across the island that separated them; and 

just then a wager-boat flashed into view, the rower—a short, stout figure—splashing badly and rolling a good 

deal, but working his hardest. The Rat stood up and hailed him, but Toad—for it was he—shook his head and 

settled sternly to his work. 

'He'll be out of the boat in a minute if he rolls like that,' said the Rat, sitting down again. 

'Of course he will,' chuckled the Otter. 'Did I ever tell you that good story about Toad and the lock-keeper? It 

happened this way. Toad....' 

An errant May-fly swerved unsteadily athwart the current in the intoxicated fashion affected by young bloods 

of May-flies seeing life. A swirl of water and a 'cloop!' and the May-fly was visible no more. 

Neither was the Otter. 

The Mole looked down. The voice was still in his ears, but the turf whereon he had sprawled was clearly 

vacant. Not an Otter to be seen, as far as the distant horizon. 

But again there was a streak of bubbles on the surface of the river. 

The Rat hummed a tune, and the Mole recollected that animal-etiquette forbade any sort of comment on the 

sudden disappearance of one's friends at any moment, for any reason or no reason whatever. 

'Well, well,' said the Rat, 'I suppose we ought to be moving. I wonder which of us had better pack the 

luncheon-basket?' He did not speak as if he was frightfully eager for the treat. 

'O, please let me,' said the Mole. So, of course, the Rat let him. 

Packing the basket was not quite such pleasant work as unpacking' the basket. It never is. But the Mole was 

bent on enjoying everything, and although just when he had got the basket packed and strapped up tightly he 

saw a plate staring up at him from the grass, and when the job had been done again the Rat pointed out a fork 

which anybody ought to have seen, and last of all, behold! the mustard pot, which he had been sitting on 

without knowing it—still, somehow, the thing got finished at last, without much loss of temper. 

The afternoon sun was getting low as the Rat sculled gently homewards in a dreamy mood, murmuring 

poetry-things over to himself, and not paying much attention to Mole. But the Mole was very full of lunch, 

and self-satisfaction, and pride, and already quite at home in a boat (so he thought) and was getting a bit 

restless besides: and presently he said, 'Ratty! Please, I want to row, now!' 
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The Rat shook his head with a smile. 'Not yet, my young friend,' he said—'wait till you've had a few lessons. 

It's not so easy as it looks.' 

The Mole was quiet for a minute or two. But he began to feel more and more jealous of Rat, sculling so 

strongly and so easily along, and his pride began to whisper that he could do it every bit as well. He jumped 

up and seized the sculls, so suddenly, that the Rat, who was gazing out over the water and saying more 

poetry-things to himself, was taken by surprise and fell backwards off his seat with his legs in the air for the 

second time, while the triumphant Mole took his place and grabbed the sculls with entire confidence. 

'Stop it, you SILLY ass!' cried the Rat, from the bottom of the boat. 'You can't do it! You'll have us over!' 

The Mole flung his sculls back with a flourish, and made a great dig at the water. He missed the surface 

altogether, his legs flew up above his head, and he found himself lying on the top of the prostrate Rat. Greatly 

alarmed, he made a grab at the side of the boat, and the next moment—Sploosh! 

Over went the boat, and he found himself struggling in the river. 

O my, how cold the water was, and O, how VERY wet it felt. How it sang in his ears as he went down, down, 

down! How bright and welcome the sun looked as he rose to the surface coughing and spluttering! How black 

was his despair when he felt himself sinking again! Then a firm paw gripped him by the back of his neck. It 

was the Rat, and he was evidently laughing—the Mole could FEEL him laughing, right down his arm and 

through his paw, and so into his—the Mole's—neck. 

The Rat got hold of a scull and shoved it under the Mole's arm; then he did the same by the other side of him 

and, swimming behind, propelled the helpless animal to shore, hauled him out, and set him down on the bank, 

a squashy, pulpy lump of misery. 

When the Rat had rubbed him down a bit, and wrung some of the wet out of him, he said, 'Now, then, old 

fellow! Trot up and down the towing-path as hard as you can, till you're warm and dry again, while I dive for 

the luncheon-basket.' 

So the dismal Mole, wet without and ashamed within, trotted about till he was fairly dry, while the Rat 

plunged into the water again, recovered the boat, righted her and made her fast, fetched his floating property 

to shore by degrees, and finally dived successfully for the luncheon-basket and struggled to land with it. 

When all was ready for a start once more, the Mole, limp and dejected, took his seat in the stern of the boat; 

and as they set off, he said in a low voice, broken with emotion, 'Ratty, my generous friend! I am very sorry 

indeed for my foolish and ungrateful conduct. My heart quite fails me when I think how I might have lost that 

beautiful luncheon-basket. Indeed, I have been a complete ass, and I know it. Will you overlook it this once 

and forgive me, and let things go on as before?' 

'That's all right, bless you!' responded the Rat cheerily. 'What's a little wet to a Water Rat? I'm more in the 

water than out of it most days. Don't you think any more about it; and, look here! I really think you had better 

come and stop with me for a little time. It's very plain and rough, you know—not like Toad's house at all—but 
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you haven't seen that yet; still, I can make you comfortable. And I'll teach you to row, and to swim, and you'll 

soon be as handy on the water as any of us.' 

The Mole was so touched by his kind manner of speaking that he could find no voice to answer him; and he 

had to brush away a tear or two with the back of his paw. But the Rat kindly looked in another direction, and 

presently the Mole's spirits revived again, and he was even able to give some straight back-talk to a couple of 

moorhens who were sniggering to each other about his bedraggled appearance. 

When they got home, the Rat made a bright fire in the parlour, and planted the Mole in an arm-chair in front 

of it, having fetched down a dressing-gown and slippers for him, and told him river stories till supper-time. 

Very thrilling stories they were, too, to an earth-dwelling animal like Mole. Stories about weirs, and sudden 

floods, and leaping pike, and steamers that flung hard bottles—at least bottles were certainly flung, and 

FROM steamers, so presumably BY them; and about herons, and how particular they were whom they spoke 

to; and about adventures down drains, and night-fishings with Otter, or excursions far a-field with Badger. 

Supper was a most cheerful meal; but very shortly afterwards a terribly sleepy Mole had to be escorted 

upstairs by his considerate host, to the best bedroom, where he soon laid his head on his pillow in great peace 

and contentment, knowing that his new-found friend the River was lapping the sill of his window. 

This day was only the first of many similar ones for the emancipated Mole, each of them longer and full of 

interest as the ripening summer moved onward. He learnt to swim and to row, and entered into the joy of 

running water; and with his ear to the reed-stems he caught, at intervals, something of what the wind went 

whispering so constantly among them. 
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II. THE OPEN ROAD 

 

'Ratty,' said the Mole suddenly, one bright summer morning, 'if you please, I want to ask you a favour.' 

The Rat was sitting on the river bank, singing a little song. He had just composed it himself, so he was very 

taken up with it, and would not pay proper attention to Mole or anything else. Since early morning he had 

been swimming in the river, in company with his friends the ducks. And when the ducks stood on their heads 

suddenly, as ducks will, he would dive down and tickle their necks, just under where their chins would be if 

ducks had chins, till they were forced to come to the surface again in a hurry, spluttering and angry and 

shaking their feathers at him, for it is impossible to say quite ALL you feel when your head is under water. At 

last they implored him to go away and attend to his own affairs and leave them to mind theirs. So the Rat 

went away, and sat on the river bank in the sun, and made up a song about them, which he called 

            'DUCKS' DITTY.' 

 

          All along the backwater, 

          Through the rushes tall, 

          Ducks are a-dabbling, 

          Up tails all! 

          Ducks' tails, drakes' tails, 

          Yellow feet a-quiver, 

          Yellow bills all out of sight 

          Busy in the river! 

 

          Slushy green undergrowth 

          Where the roach swim— 

          Here we keep our larder, 
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          Cool and full and dim. 

 

          Everyone for what he likes! 

          We like to be 

          Heads down, tails up, 

          Dabbling free! 

 

          High in the blue above 

          Swifts whirl and call— 

          We are down a-dabbling 

          Uptails all! 

 

'I don't know that I think so VERY much of that little song, Rat,' observed the Mole cautiously. He was no 

poet himself and didn't care who knew it; and he had a candid nature. 

'Nor don't the ducks neither,' replied the Rat cheerfully. 'They say, "WHY can't fellows be allowed to do what 

they like WHEN they like and AS they like, instead of other fellows sitting on banks and watching them all 

the time and making remarks and poetry and things about them? What NONSENSE it all is!" That's what the 

ducks say.' 

'So it is, so it is,' said the Mole, with great heartiness. 

'No, it isn't!' cried the Rat indignantly. 

'Well then, it isn't, it isn't,' replied the Mole soothingly. 'But what I wanted to ask you was, won't you take me 

to call on Mr. Toad? I've heard so much about him, and I do so want to make his acquaintance.' 

'Why, certainly,' said the good-natured Rat, jumping to his feet and dismissing poetry from his mind for the 

day. 'Get the boat out, and we'll paddle up there at once. It's never the wrong time to call on Toad. Early or 

late he's always the same fellow. Always good-tempered, always glad to see you, always sorry when you go!' 
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'He must be a very nice animal,' observed the Mole, as he got into the boat and took the sculls, while the Rat 

settled himself comfortably in the stern. 

'He is indeed the best of animals,' replied Rat. 'So simple, so good-natured, and so affectionate. Perhaps he's 

not very clever—we can't all be geniuses; and it may be that he is both boastful and conceited. But he has got 

some great qualities, has Toady.' 

Rounding a bend in the river, they came in sight of a handsome, dignified old house of mellowed red brick, 

with well-kept lawns reaching down to the water's edge. 

'There's Toad Hall,' said the Rat; 'and that creek on the left, where the notice-board says, "Private. No landing 

allowed," leads to his boat-house, where we'll leave the boat. The stables are over there to the right. That's the 

banqueting-hall you're looking at now—very old, that is. Toad is rather rich, you know, and this is really one 

of the nicest houses in these parts, though we never admit as much to Toad.' 

They glided up the creek, and the Mole shipped his sculls as they passed into the shadow of a large boat-

house. Here they saw many handsome boats, slung from the cross beams or hauled up on a slip, but none in 

the water; and the place had an unused and a deserted air. 

The Rat looked around him. 'I understand,' said he. 'Boating is played out. He's tired of it, and done with it. I 

wonder what new fad he has taken up now? Come along and let's look him up. We shall hear all about it quite 

soon enough.' 

They disembarked, and strolled across the gay flower-decked lawns in search of Toad, whom they presently 

happened upon resting in a wicker garden-chair, with a pre-occupied expression of face, and a large map 

spread out on his knees. 

'Hooray!' he cried, jumping up on seeing them, 'this is splendid!' He shook the paws of both of them warmly, 

never waiting for an introduction to the Mole. 'How KIND of you!' he went on, dancing round them. 'I was 

just going to send a boat down the river for you, Ratty, with strict orders that you were to be fetched up here 

at once, whatever you were doing. I want you badly—both of you. Now what will you take? Come inside and 

have something! You don't know how lucky it is, your turning up just now!' 

'Let's sit quiet a bit, Toady!' said the Rat, throwing himself into an easy chair, while the Mole took another by 

the side of him and made some civil remark about Toad's 'delightful residence.' 

'Finest house on the whole river,' cried Toad boisterously. 'Or anywhere else, for that matter,' he could not 

help adding. 

Here the Rat nudged the Mole. Unfortunately the Toad saw him do it, and turned very red. There was a 

moment's painful silence. Then Toad burst out laughing. 'All right, Ratty,' he said. 'It's only my way, you 

know. And it's not such a very bad house, is it? You know you rather like it yourself. Now, look here. Let's be 

sensible. You are the very animals I wanted. You've got to help me. It's most important!' 
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'It's about your rowing, I suppose,' said the Rat, with an innocent air. 'You're getting on fairly well, though 

you splash a good bit still. With a great deal of patience, and any quantity of coaching, you may——' 

'O, pooh! boating!' interrupted the Toad, in great disgust. Silly boyish amusement. I've given that up LONG 

ago. Sheer waste of time, that's what it is. It makes me downright sorry to see you fellows, who ought to know 

better, spending all your energies in that aimless manner. No, I've discovered the real thing, the only genuine 

occupation for a life time. I propose to devote the remainder of mine to it, and can only regret the wasted 

years that lie behind me, squandered in trivialities. Come with me, dear Ratty, and your amiable friend also, if 

he will be so very good, just as far as the stable-yard, and you shall see what you shall see!' 

He led the way to the stable-yard accordingly, the Rat following with a most mistrustful expression; and there, 

drawn out of the coach house into the open, they saw a gipsy caravan, shining with newness, painted a 

canary-yellow picked out with green, and red wheels. 

'There you are!' cried the Toad, straddling and expanding himself. 'There's real life for you, embodied in that 

little cart. The open road, the dusty highway, the heath, the common, the hedgerows, the rolling downs! 

Camps, villages, towns, cities! Here to-day, up and off to somewhere else to-morrow! Travel, change, 

interest, excitement! The whole world before you, and a horizon that's always changing! And mind! this is the 

very finest cart of its sort that was ever built, without any exception. Come inside and look at the 

arrangements. Planned 'em all myself, I did!' 

The Mole was tremendously interested and excited, and followed him eagerly up the steps and into the 

interior of the caravan. The Rat only snorted and thrust his hands deep into his pockets, remaining where he 

was. 

It was indeed very compact and comfortable. Little sleeping bunks—a little table that folded up against the 

wall—a cooking-stove, lockers, bookshelves, a bird-cage with a bird in it; and pots, pans, jugs and kettles of 

every size and variety. 

'All complete!' said the Toad triumphantly, pulling open a locker. 'You see—biscuits, potted lobster, 

sardines—everything you can possibly want. Soda-water here—baccy there—letter-paper, bacon, jam, cards 

and dominoes—you'll find,' he continued, as they descended the steps again, 'you'll find that nothing what 

ever has been forgotten, when we make our start this afternoon.' 

'I beg your pardon,' said the Rat slowly, as he chewed a straw, 'but did I overhear you say something about 

"WE," and "START," and "THIS AFTERNOON?"' 

'Now, you dear good old Ratty,' said Toad, imploringly, 'don't begin talking in that stiff and sniffy sort of way, 

because you know you've GOT to come. I can't possibly manage without you, so please consider it settled, 

and don't argue—it's the one thing I can't stand. You surely don't mean to stick to your dull fusty old river all 

your life, and just live in a hole in a bank, and BOAT? I want to show you the world! I'm going to make an 

ANIMAL of you, my boy!' 
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'I don't care,' said the Rat, doggedly. 'I'm not coming, and that's flat. And I AM going to stick to my old river, 

AND live in a hole, AND boat, as I've always done. And what's more, Mole's going to stick to me and do as I 

do, aren't you, Mole?' 

'Of course I am,' said the Mole, loyally. 'I'll always stick to you, Rat, and what you say is to be—has got to be. 

All the same, it sounds as if it might have been—well, rather fun, you know!' he added, wistfully. Poor Mole! 

The Life Adventurous was so new a thing to him, and so thrilling; and this fresh aspect of it was so tempting; 

and he had fallen in love at first sight with the canary-coloured cart and all its little fitments. 

The Rat saw what was passing in his mind, and wavered. He hated disappointing people, and he was fond of 

the Mole, and would do almost anything to oblige him. Toad was watching both of them closely. 

'Come along in, and have some lunch,' he said, diplomatically, 'and we'll talk it over. We needn't decide 

anything in a hurry. Of course, I don't really care. I only want to give pleasure to you fellows. "Live for 

others!" That's my motto in life.' 

During luncheon—which was excellent, of course, as everything at Toad Hall always was—the Toad simply 

let himself go. Disregarding the Rat, he proceeded to play upon the inexperienced Mole as on a harp. 

Naturally a voluble animal, and always mastered by his imagination, he painted the prospects of the trip and 

the joys of the open life and the roadside in such glowing colours that the Mole could hardly sit in his chair 

for excitement. Somehow, it soon seemed taken for granted by all three of them that the trip was a settled 

thing; and the Rat, though still unconvinced in his mind, allowed his good-nature to over-ride his personal 

objections. He could not bear to disappoint his two friends, who were already deep in schemes and 

anticipations, planning out each day's separate occupation for several weeks ahead. 

When they were quite ready, the now triumphant Toad led his companions to the paddock and set them to 

capture the old grey horse, who, without having been consulted, and to his own extreme annoyance, had been 

told off by Toad for the dustiest job in this dusty expedition. He frankly preferred the paddock, and took a 

deal of catching. Meantime Toad packed the lockers still tighter with necessaries, and hung nosebags, nets of 

onions, bundles of hay, and baskets from the bottom of the cart. At last the horse was caught and harnessed, 

and they set off, all talking at once, each animal either trudging by the side of the cart or sitting on the shaft, 

as the humour took him. It was a golden afternoon. The smell of the dust they kicked up was rich and 

satisfying; out of thick orchards on either side the road, birds called and whistled to them cheerily; good-

natured wayfarers, passing them, gave them 'Good-day,' or stopped to say nice things about their beautiful 

cart; and rabbits, sitting at their front doors in the hedgerows, held up their fore-paws, and said, 'O my! O my! 

O my!' 

Late in the evening, tired and happy and miles from home, they drew up on a remote common far from 

habitations, turned the horse loose to graze, and ate their simple supper sitting on the grass by the side of the 

cart. Toad talked big about all he was going to do in the days to come, while stars grew fuller and larger all 

around them, and a yellow moon, appearing suddenly and silently from nowhere in particular, came to keep 

them company and listen to their talk. At last they turned in to their little bunks in the cart; and Toad, kicking 

out his legs, sleepily said, 'Well, good night, you fellows! This is the real life for a gentleman! Talk about 

your old river!' 
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'I DON'T talk about my river,' replied the patient Rat. 'You KNOW I don't, Toad. But I THINK about it,' he 

added pathetically, in a lower tone: 'I think about it—all the time!' 

The Mole reached out from under his blanket, felt for the Rat's paw in the darkness, and gave it a squeeze. 'I'll 

do whatever you like, Ratty,' he whispered. 'Shall we run away to-morrow morning, quite early—VERY 

early—and go back to our dear old hole on the river?' 

'No, no, we'll see it out,' whispered back the Rat. 'Thanks awfully, but I ought to stick by Toad till this trip is 

ended. It wouldn't be safe for him to be left to himself. It won't take very long. His fads never do. Good night!' 

The end was indeed nearer than even the Rat suspected. 

After so much open air and excitement the Toad slept very soundly, and no amount of shaking could rouse 

him out of bed next morning. So the Mole and Rat turned to, quietly and manfully, and while the Rat saw to 

the horse, and lit a fire, and cleaned last night's cups and platters, and got things ready for breakfast, the Mole 

trudged off to the nearest village, a long way off, for milk and eggs and various necessaries the Toad had, of 

course, forgotten to provide. The hard work had all been done, and the two animals were resting, thoroughly 

exhausted, by the time Toad appeared on the scene, fresh and gay, remarking what a pleasant easy life it was 

they were all leading now, after the cares and worries and fatigues of housekeeping at home. 

They had a pleasant ramble that day over grassy downs and along narrow by-lanes, and camped as before, on 

a common, only this time the two guests took care that Toad should do his fair share of work. In consequence, 

when the time came for starting next morning, Toad was by no means so rapturous about the simplicity of the 

primitive life, and indeed attempted to resume his place in his bunk, whence he was hauled by force. Their 

way lay, as before, across country by narrow lanes, and it was not till the afternoon that they came out on the 

high-road, their first high-road; and there disaster, fleet and unforeseen, sprang out on them—disaster 

momentous indeed to their expedition, but simply overwhelming in its effect on the after-career of Toad. 

They were strolling along the high-road easily, the Mole by the horse's head, talking to him, since the horse 

had complained that he was being frightfully left out of it, and nobody considered him in the least; the Toad 

and the Water Rat walking behind the cart talking together—at least Toad was talking, and Rat was saying at 

intervals, 'Yes, precisely; and what did YOU say to HIM?'—and thinking all the time of something very 

different, when far behind them they heard a faint warning hum; like the drone of a distant bee. Glancing 

back, they saw a small cloud of dust, with a dark centre of energy, advancing on them at incredible speed, 

while from out the dust a faint 'Poop-poop!' wailed like an uneasy animal in pain. Hardly regarding it, they 

turned to resume their conversation, when in an instant (as it seemed) the peaceful scene was changed, and 

with a blast of wind and a whirl of sound that made them jump for the nearest ditch, It was on them! The 

'Poop-poop' rang with a brazen shout in their ears, they had a moment's glimpse of an interior of glittering 

plate-glass and rich morocco, and the magnificent motor-car, immense, breath-snatching, passionate, with its 

pilot tense and hugging his wheel, possessed all earth and air for the fraction of a second, flung an enveloping 

cloud of dust that blinded and enwrapped them utterly, and then dwindled to a speck in the far distance, 

changed back into a droning bee once more. 

The old grey horse, dreaming, as he plodded along, of his quiet paddock, in a new raw situation such as this 

simply abandoned himself to his natural emotions. Rearing, plunging, backing steadily, in spite of all the 
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Mole's efforts at his head, and all the Mole's lively language directed at his better feelings, he drove the cart 

backwards towards the deep ditch at the side of the road. It wavered an instant—then there was a heartrending 

crash—and the canary-coloured cart, their pride and their joy, lay on its side in the ditch, an irredeemable 

wreck. 

The Rat danced up and down in the road, simply transported with passion. 'You villains!' he shouted, shaking 

both fists, 'You scoundrels, you highwaymen, you—you—roadhogs!—I'll have the law of you! I'll report you! 

I'll take you through all the Courts!' His home-sickness had quite slipped away from him, and for the moment 

he was the skipper of the canary-coloured vessel driven on a shoal by the reckless jockeying of rival mariners, 

and he was trying to recollect all the fine and biting things he used to say to masters of steam-launches when 

their wash, as they drove too near the bank, used to flood his parlour-carpet at home. 

Toad sat straight down in the middle of the dusty road, his legs stretched out before him, and stared fixedly in 

the direction of the disappearing motor-car. He breathed short, his face wore a placid satisfied expression, and 

at intervals he faintly murmured 'Poop-poop!' 

The Mole was busy trying to quiet the horse, which he succeeded in doing after a time. Then he went to look 

at the cart, on its side in the ditch. It was indeed a sorry sight. Panels and windows smashed, axles hopelessly 

bent, one wheel off, sardine-tins scattered over the wide world, and the bird in the bird-cage sobbing pitifully 

and calling to be let out. 

The Rat came to help him, but their united efforts were not sufficient to right the cart. 'Hi! Toad!' they cried. 

'Come and bear a hand, can't you!' 

The Toad never answered a word, or budged from his seat in the road; so they went to see what was the 

matter with him. They found him in a sort of a trance, a happy smile on his face, his eyes still fixed on the 

dusty wake of their destroyer. At intervals he was still heard to murmur 'Poop-poop!' 

The Rat shook him by the shoulder. 'Are you coming to help us, Toad?' he demanded sternly. 

'Glorious, stirring sight!' murmured Toad, never offering to move. 'The poetry of motion! The REAL way to 

travel! The ONLY way to travel! Here to-day—in next week to-morrow! Villages skipped, towns and cities 

jumped—always somebody else's horizon! O bliss! O poop-poop! O my! O my!' 

'O STOP being an ass, Toad!' cried the Mole despairingly. 

'And to think I never KNEW!' went on the Toad in a dreamy monotone. 'All those wasted years that lie behind 

me, I never knew, never even DREAMT! But NOW—but now that I know, now that I fully realise! O what a 

flowery track lies spread before me, henceforth! What dust-clouds shall spring up behind me as I speed on my 

reckless way! What carts I shall fling carelessly into the ditch in the wake of my magnificent onset! Horrid 

little carts—common carts—canary-coloured carts!' 

'What are we to do with him?' asked the Mole of the Water Rat. 
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'Nothing at all,' replied the Rat firmly. 'Because there is really nothing to be done. You see, I know him from 

of old. He is now possessed. He has got a new craze, and it always takes him that way, in its first stage. He'll 

continue like that for days now, like an animal walking in a happy dream, quite useless for all practical 

purposes. Never mind him. Let's go and see what there is to be done about the cart.' 

A careful inspection showed them that, even if they succeeded in righting it by themselves, the cart would 

travel no longer. The axles were in a hopeless state, and the missing wheel was shattered into pieces. 

The Rat knotted the horse's reins over his back and took him by the head, carrying the bird cage and its 

hysterical occupant in the other hand. 'Come on!' he said grimly to the Mole. 'It's five or six miles to the 

nearest town, and we shall just have to walk it. The sooner we make a start the better.' 

'But what about Toad?' asked the Mole anxiously, as they set off together. 'We can't leave him here, sitting in 

the middle of the road by himself, in the distracted state he's in! It's not safe. Supposing another Thing were to 

come along?' 

'O, BOTHER Toad,' said the Rat savagely; 'I've done with him!' 

They had not proceeded very far on their way, however, when there was a pattering of feet behind them, and 

Toad caught them up and thrust a paw inside the elbow of each of them; still breathing short and staring into 

vacancy. 

'Now, look here, Toad!' said the Rat sharply: 'as soon as we get to the town, you'll have to go straight to the 

police-station, and see if they know anything about that motor-car and who it belongs to, and lodge a 

complaint against it. And then you'll have to go to a blacksmith's or a wheelwright's and arrange for the cart to 

be fetched and mended and put to rights. It'll take time, but it's not quite a hopeless smash. Meanwhile, the 

Mole and I will go to an inn and find comfortable rooms where we can stay till the cart's ready, and till your 

nerves have recovered their shock.' 

'Police-station! Complaint!'murmured Toad dreamily. 'Me COMPLAIN of that beautiful, that heavenly vision 

that has been vouchsafed me! MEND THE CART! I've done with carts for ever. I never want to see the cart, 

or to hear of it, again. O, Ratty! You can't think how obliged I am to you for consenting to come on this trip! I 

wouldn't have gone without you, and then I might never have seen that—that swan, that sunbeam, that 

thunderbolt! I might never have heard that entrancing sound, or smelt that bewitching smell! I owe it all to 

you, my best of friends!' 

The Rat turned from him in despair. 'You see what it is?' he said to the Mole, addressing him across Toad's 

head: 'He's quite hopeless. I give it up—when we get to the town we'll go to the railway station, and with luck 

we may pick up a train there that'll get us back to riverbank to-night. And if ever you catch me going a-

pleasuring with this provoking animal again!'—He snorted, and during the rest of that weary trudge addressed 

his remarks exclusively to Mole. 

On reaching the town they went straight to the station and deposited Toad in the second-class waiting-room, 

giving a porter twopence to keep a strict eye on him. They then left the horse at an inn stable, and gave what 
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directions they could about the cart and its contents. Eventually, a slow train having landed them at a station 

not very far from Toad Hall, they escorted the spell-bound, sleep-walking Toad to his door, put him inside it, 

and instructed his housekeeper to feed him, undress him, and put him to bed. Then they got out their boat 

from the boat-house, sculled down the river home, and at a very late hour sat down to supper in their own 

cosy riverside parlour, to the Rat's great joy and contentment. 

The following evening the Mole, who had risen late and taken things very easy all day, was sitting on the 

bank fishing, when the Rat, who had been looking up his friends and gossiping, came strolling along to find 

him. 'Heard the news?' he said. 'There's nothing else being talked about, all along the river bank. Toad went 

up to Town by an early train this morning. And he has ordered a large and very expensive motor-car.' 

 

 

III. THE WILD WOOD 

 

The Mole had long wanted to make the acquaintance of the Badger. He seemed, by all accounts, to be such an 

important personage and, though rarely visible, to make his unseen influence felt by everybody about the 

place. But whenever the Mole mentioned his wish to the Water Rat he always found himself put off. 'It's all 

right,' the Rat would say. 'Badger'll turn up some day or other—he's always turning up—and then I'll 

introduce you. The best of fellows! But you must not only take him AS you find him, but WHEN you find 

him.' 

'Couldn't you ask him here dinner or something?' said the Mole. 

'He wouldn't come,' replied the Rat simply. 'Badger hates Society, and invitations, and dinner, and all that sort 

of thing.' 

'Well, then, supposing we go and call on HIM?' suggested the Mole. 

'O, I'm sure he wouldn't like that at ALL,' said the Rat, quite alarmed. 'He's so very shy, he'd be sure to be 

offended. I've never even ventured to call on him at his own home myself, though I know him so well. 

Besides, we can't. It's quite out of the question, because he lives in the very middle of the Wild Wood.' 

'Well, supposing he does,' said the Mole. 'You told me the Wild Wood was all right, you know.' 

'O, I know, I know, so it is,' replied the Rat evasively. 'But I think we won't go there just now. Not JUST yet. 

It's a long way, and he wouldn't be at home at this time of year anyhow, and he'll be coming along some day, 

if you'll wait quietly.' 
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The Mole had to be content with this. But the Badger never came along, and every day brought its 

amusements, and it was not till summer was long over, and cold and frost and miry ways kept them much 

indoors, and the swollen river raced past outside their windows with a speed that mocked at boating of any 

sort or kind, that he found his thoughts dwelling again with much persistence on the solitary grey Badger, 

who lived his own life by himself, in his hole in the middle of the Wild Wood. 

In the winter time the Rat slept a great deal, retiring early and rising late. During his short day he sometimes 

scribbled poetry or did other small domestic jobs about the house; and, of course, there were always animals 

dropping in for a chat, and consequently there was a good deal of story-telling and comparing notes on the 

past summer and all its doings. 
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Such a rich chapter it had been, when one came to look back on it all! With illustrations so numerous and so 

very highly coloured! The pageant of the river bank had marched steadily along, unfolding itself in scene-

pictures that succeeded each other in stately procession. Purple loosestrife arrived early, shaking luxuriant 

tangled locks along the edge of the mirror whence its own face laughed back at it. Willow-herb, tender and 

wistful, like a pink sunset cloud, was not slow to follow. Comfrey, the purple hand-in-hand with the white, 

crept forth to take its place in the line; and at last one morning the diffident and delaying dog-rose stepped 

delicately on the stage, and one knew, as if string-music had announced it in stately chords that strayed into a 

gavotte, that June at last was here. One member of the company was still awaited; the shepherd-boy for the 

nymphs to woo, the knight for whom the ladies waited at the window, the prince that was to kiss the sleeping 

summer back to life and love. But when meadow-sweet, debonair and odorous in amber jerkin, moved 

graciously to his place in the group, then the play was ready to begin. 

And what a play it had been! Drowsy animals, snug in their holes while wind and rain were battering at their 

doors, recalled still keen mornings, an hour before sunrise, when the white mist, as yet undispersed, clung 

closely along the surface of the water; then the shock of the early plunge, the scamper along the bank, and the 

radiant transformation of earth, air, and water, when suddenly the sun was with them again, and grey was gold 

and colour was born and sprang out of the earth once more. They recalled the languorous siesta of hot mid-

day, deep in green undergrowth, the sun striking through in tiny golden shafts and spots; the boating and 

bathing of the afternoon, the rambles along dusty lanes and through yellow cornfields; and the long, cool 

evening at last, when so many threads were gathered up, so many friendships rounded, and so many 

adventures planned for the morrow. There was plenty to talk about on those short winter days when the 

animals found themselves round the fire; still, the Mole had a good deal of spare time on his hands, and so 

one afternoon, when the Rat in his arm-chair before the blaze was alternately dozing and trying over rhymes 

that wouldn't fit, he formed the resolution to go out by himself and explore the Wild Wood, and perhaps strike 

up an acquaintance with Mr. Badger. 

It was a cold still afternoon with a hard steely sky overhead, when he slipped out of the warm parlour into the 

open air. The country lay bare and entirely leafless around him, and he thought that he had never seen so far 

and so intimately into the insides of things as on that winter day when Nature was deep in her annual slumber 

and seemed to have kicked the clothes off. Copses, dells, quarries and all hidden places, which had been 

mysterious mines for exploration in leafy summer, now exposed themselves and their secrets pathetically, and 

seemed to ask him to overlook their shabby poverty for a while, till they could riot in rich masquerade as 

before, and trick and entice him with the old deceptions. It was pitiful in a way, and yet cheering—even 

exhilarating. He was glad that he liked the country undecorated, hard, and stripped of its finery. He had got 

down to the bare bones of it, and they were fine and strong and simple. He did not want the warm clover and 

the play of seeding grasses; the screens of quickset, the billowy drapery of beech and elm seemed best away; 

and with great cheerfulness of spirit he pushed on towards the Wild Wood, which lay before him low and 

threatening, like a black reef in some still southern sea. 

There was nothing to alarm him at first entry. Twigs crackled under his feet, logs tripped him, funguses on 

stumps resembled caricatures, and startled him for the moment by their likeness to something familiar and far 

away; but that was all fun, and exciting. It led him on, and he penetrated to where the light was less, and trees 

crouched nearer and nearer, and holes made ugly mouths at him on either side. 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 558 may  2021 

 

111 

Everything was very still now. The dusk advanced on him steadily, rapidly, gathering in behind and before; 

and the light seemed to be draining away like flood-water. 

Then the faces began. 

It was over his shoulder, and indistinctly, that he first thought he saw a face; a little evil wedge-shaped face, 

looking out at him from a hole. When he turned and confronted it, the thing had vanished. 

He quickened his pace, telling himself cheerfully not to begin imagining things, or there would be simply no 

end to it. He passed another hole, and another, and another; and then—yes!—no!—yes! certainly a little 

narrow face, with hard eyes, had flashed up for an instant from a hole, and was gone. He hesitated—braced 

himself up for an effort and strode on. Then suddenly, and as if it had been so all the time, every hole, far and 

near, and there were hundreds of them, seemed to possess its face, coming and going rapidly, all fixing on 

him glances of malice and hatred: all hard-eyed and evil and sharp. 

If he could only get away from the holes in the banks, he thought, there would be no more faces. He swung 

off the path and plunged into the untrodden places of the wood. 

Then the whistling began. 

Very faint and shrill it was, and far behind him, when first he heard it; but somehow it made him hurry 

forward. Then, still very faint and shrill, it sounded far ahead of him, and made him hesitate and want to go 

back. As he halted in indecision it broke out on either side, and seemed to be caught up and passed on 

throughout the whole length of the wood to its farthest limit. They were up and alert and ready, evidently, 

whoever they were! And he—he was alone, and unarmed, and far from any help; and the night was closing in. 

Then the pattering began. 

He thought it was only falling leaves at first, so slight and delicate was the sound of it. Then as it grew it took 

a regular rhythm, and he knew it for nothing else but the pat-pat-pat of little feet still a very long way off. Was 

it in front or behind? It seemed to be first one, and then the other, then both. It grew and it multiplied, till from 

every quarter as he listened anxiously, leaning this way and that, it seemed to be closing in on him. As he 

stood still to hearken, a rabbit came running hard towards him through the trees. He waited, expecting it to 

slacken pace, or to swerve from him into a different course. Instead, the animal almost brushed him as it 

dashed past, his face set and hard, his eyes staring. 'Get out of this, you fool, get out!' the Mole heard him 

mutter as he swung round a stump and disappeared down a friendly burrow. 

The pattering increased till it sounded like sudden hail on the dry leaf-carpet spread around him. The whole 

wood seemed running now, running hard, hunting, chasing, closing in round something or—somebody? In 

panic, he began to run too, aimlessly, he knew not whither. He ran up against things, he fell over things and 

into things, he darted under things and dodged round things. At last he took refuge in the deep dark hollow of 

an old beech tree, which offered shelter, concealment—perhaps even safety, but who could tell? Anyhow, he 

was too tired to run any further, and could only snuggle down into the dry leaves which had drifted into the 

hollow and hope he was safe for a time. And as he lay there panting and trembling, and listened to the 
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whistlings and the patterings outside, he knew it at last, in all its fullness, that dread thing which other little 

dwellers in field and hedgerow had encountered here, and known as their darkest moment—that thing which 

the Rat had vainly tried to shield him from—the Terror of the Wild Wood! 

Meantime the Rat, warm and comfortable, dozed by his fireside. His paper of half-finished verses slipped 

from his knee, his head fell back, his mouth opened, and he wandered by the verdant banks of dream-rivers. 

Then a coal slipped, the fire crackled and sent up a spurt of flame, and he woke with a start. Remembering 

what he had been engaged upon, he reached down to the floor for his verses, pored over them for a minute, 

and then looked round for the Mole to ask him if he knew a good rhyme for something or other. 

But the Mole was not there. 

He listened for a time. The house seemed very quiet. 

Then he called 'Moly!' several times, and, receiving no answer, got up and went out into the hall. 

The Mole's cap was missing from its accustomed peg. His goloshes, which always lay by the umbrella-stand, 

were also gone. 

The Rat left the house, and carefully examined the muddy surface of the ground outside, hoping to find the 

Mole's tracks. There they were, sure enough. The goloshes were new, just bought for the winter, and the 

pimples on their soles were fresh and sharp. He could see the imprints of them in the mud, running along 

straight and purposeful, leading direct to the Wild Wood. 

The Rat looked very grave, and stood in deep thought for a minute or two. Then he re-entered the house, 

strapped a belt round his waist, shoved a brace of pistols into it, took up a stout cudgel that stood in a corner 

of the hall, and set off for the Wild Wood at a smart pace. 

It was already getting towards dusk when he reached the first fringe of trees and plunged without hesitation 

into the wood, looking anxiously on either side for any sign of his friend. Here and there wicked little faces 

popped out of holes, but vanished immediately at sight of the valorous animal, his pistols, and the great ugly 

cudgel in his grasp; and the whistling and pattering, which he had heard quite plainly on his first entry, died 

away and ceased, and all was very still. He made his way manfully through the length of the wood, to its 

furthest edge; then, forsaking all paths, he set himself to traverse it, laboriously working over the whole 

ground, and all the time calling out cheerfully, 'Moly, Moly, Moly! Where are you? It's me—it's old Rat!' 

He had patiently hunted through the wood for an hour or more, when at last to his joy he heard a little 

answering cry. Guiding himself by the sound, he made his way through the gathering darkness to the foot of 

an old beech tree, with a hole in it, and from out of the hole came a feeble voice, saying 'Ratty! Is that really 

you?' 

The Rat crept into the hollow, and there he found the Mole, exhausted and still trembling. 'O Rat!' he cried, 

'I've been so frightened, you can't think!' 
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'O, I quite understand,' said the Rat soothingly. 'You shouldn't really have gone and done it, Mole. I did my 

best to keep you from it. We river-bankers, we hardly ever come here by ourselves. If we have to come, we 

come in couples, at least; then we're generally all right. Besides, there are a hundred things one has to know, 

which we understand all about and you don't, as yet. I mean passwords, and signs, and sayings which have 

power and effect, and plants you carry in your pocket, and verses you repeat, and dodges and tricks you 

practise; all simple enough when you know them, but they've got to be known if you're small, or you'll find 

yourself in trouble. Of course if you were Badger or Otter, it would be quite another matter.' 

'Surely the brave Mr. Toad wouldn't mind coming here by himself, would he?' inquired the Mole. 

'Old Toad?' said the Rat, laughing heartily. 'He wouldn't show his face here alone, not for a whole hatful of 

golden guineas, Toad wouldn't.' 

The Mole was greatly cheered by the sound of the Rat's careless laughter, as well as by the sight of his stick 

and his gleaming pistols, and he stopped shivering and began to feel bolder and more himself again. 

'Now then,' said the Rat presently, 'we really must pull ourselves together and make a start for home while 

there's still a little light left. It will never do to spend the night here, you understand. Too cold, for one thing.' 

'Dear Ratty,' said the poor Mole, 'I'm dreadfully sorry, but I'm simply dead beat and that's a solid fact. You 

MUST let me rest here a while longer, and get my strength back, if I'm to get home at all.' 

'O, all right,' said the good-natured Rat, 'rest away. It's pretty nearly pitch dark now, anyhow; and there ought 

to be a bit of a moon later.' 

So the Mole got well into the dry leaves and stretched himself out, and presently dropped off into sleep, 

though of a broken and troubled sort; while the Rat covered himself up, too, as best he might, for warmth, and 

lay patiently waiting, with a pistol in his paw. 

When at last the Mole woke up, much refreshed and in his usual spirits, the Rat said, 'Now then! I'll just take a 

look outside and see if everything's quiet, and then we really must be off.' 

He went to the entrance of their retreat and put his head out. Then the Mole heard him saying quietly to 

himself, 'Hullo! hullo! here—is—a—go!' 

'What's up, Ratty?' asked the Mole. 

'SNOW is up,' replied the Rat briefly; 'or rather, DOWN. It's snowing hard.' 

The Mole came and crouched beside him, and, looking out, saw the wood that had been so dreadful to him in 

quite a changed aspect. Holes, hollows, pools, pitfalls, and other black menaces to the wayfarer were 

vanishing fast, and a gleaming carpet of faery was springing up everywhere, that looked too delicate to be 
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trodden upon by rough feet. A fine powder filled the air and caressed the cheek with a tingle in its touch, and 

the black boles of the trees showed up in a light that seemed to come from below. 

'Well, well, it can't be helped,' said the Rat, after pondering. 'We must make a start, and take our chance, I 

suppose. The worst of it is, I don't exactly know where we are. And now this snow makes everything look so 

very different.' 

It did indeed. The Mole would not have known that it was the same wood. However, they set out bravely, and 

took the line that seemed most promising, holding on to each other and pretending with invincible 

cheerfulness that they recognized an old friend in every fresh tree that grimly and silently greeted them, or 

saw openings, gaps, or paths with a familiar turn in them, in the monotony of white space and black tree-

trunks that refused to vary. 

An hour or two later—they had lost all count of time—they pulled up, dispirited, weary, and hopelessly at 

sea, and sat down on a fallen tree-trunk to recover their breath and consider what was to be done. They were 

aching with fatigue and bruised with tumbles; they had fallen into several holes and got wet through; the snow 

was getting so deep that they could hardly drag their little legs through it, and the trees were thicker and more 

like each other than ever. There seemed to be no end to this wood, and no beginning, and no difference in it, 

and, worst of all, no way out. 

'We can't sit here very long,' said the Rat. 'We shall have to make another push for it, and do something or 

other. The cold is too awful for anything, and the snow will soon be too deep for us to wade through.' He 

peered about him and considered. 'Look here,' he went on, 'this is what occurs to me. There's a sort of dell 

down here in front of us, where the ground seems all hilly and humpy and hummocky. We'll make our way 

down into that, and try and find some sort of shelter, a cave or hole with a dry floor to it, out of the snow and 

the wind, and there we'll have a good rest before we try again, for we're both of us pretty dead beat. Besides, 

the snow may leave off, or something may turn up.' 

So once more they got on their feet, and struggled down into the dell, where they hunted about for a cave or 

some corner that was dry and a protection from the keen wind and the whirling snow. They were investigating 

one of the hummocky bits the Rat had spoken of, when suddenly the Mole tripped up and fell forward on his 

face with a squeal. 

'O my leg!' he cried. 'O my poor shin!' and he sat up on the snow and nursed his leg in both his front paws. 

'Poor old Mole!' said the Rat kindly. 

'You don't seem to be having much luck to-day, do you? Let's have a look at the leg. Yes,' he went on, going 

down on his knees to look, 'you've cut your shin, sure enough. Wait till I get at my handkerchief, and I'll tie it 

up for you.' 

'I must have tripped over a hidden branch or a stump,' said the Mole miserably. 'O, my! O, my!' 
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'It's a very clean cut,' said the Rat, examining it again attentively. 'That was never done by a branch or a 

stump. Looks as if it was made by a sharp edge of something in metal. Funny!' He pondered awhile, and 

examined the humps and slopes that surrounded them. 

'Well, never mind what done it,' said the Mole, forgetting his grammar in his pain. 'It hurts just the same, 

whatever done it.' 

But the Rat, after carefully tying up the leg with his handkerchief, had left him and was busy scraping in the 

snow. He scratched and shovelled and explored, all four legs working busily, while the Mole waited 

impatiently, remarking at intervals, 'O, COME on, Rat!' 

Suddenly the Rat cried 'Hooray!' and then 'Hooray-oo-ray-oo-ray-oo-ray!' and fell to executing a feeble jig in 

the snow. 

'What HAVE you found, Ratty?' asked the Mole, still nursing his leg. 

'Come and see!' said the delighted Rat, as he jigged on. 

The Mole hobbled up to the spot and had a good look. 

'Well,' he said at last, slowly, 'I SEE it right enough. Seen the same sort of thing before, lots of times. Familiar 

object, I call it. A door-scraper! Well, what of it? Why dance jigs around a door-scraper?' 

'But don't you see what it MEANS, you—you dull-witted animal?' cried the Rat impatiently. 

'Of course I see what it means,' replied the Mole. 'It simply means that some VERY careless and forgetful 

person has left his door-scraper lying about in the middle of the Wild Wood, JUST where it's SURE to trip 

EVERYBODY up. Very thoughtless of him, I call it. When I get home I shall go and complain about it to—to 

somebody or other, see if I don't!' 

'O, dear! O, dear!' cried the Rat, in despair at his obtuseness. 'Here, stop arguing and come and scrape!' And 

he set to work again and made the snow fly in all directions around him. 

After some further toil his efforts were rewarded, and a very shabby door-mat lay exposed to view. 

'There, what did I tell you?' exclaimed the Rat in great triumph. 

'Absolutely nothing whatever,' replied the Mole, with perfect truthfulness. 'Well now,' he went on, 'you seem 

to have found another piece of domestic litter, done for and thrown away, and I suppose you're perfectly 

happy. Better go ahead and dance your jig round that if you've got to, and get it over, and then perhaps we can 

go on and not waste any more time over rubbish-heaps. Can we EAT a doormat? or sleep under a door-mat? 

Or sit on a door-mat and sledge home over the snow on it, you exasperating rodent?' 
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'Do—you—mean—to—say,' cried the excited Rat, 'that this door-mat doesn't TELL you anything?' 

'Really, Rat,' said the Mole, quite pettishly, 'I think we'd had enough of this folly. Who ever heard of a door-

mat TELLING anyone anything? They simply don't do it. They are not that sort at all. Door-mats know their 

place.' 

'Now look here, you—you thick-headed beast,' replied the Rat, really angry, 'this must stop. Not another 

word, but scrape—scrape and scratch and dig and hunt round, especially on the sides of the hummocks, if you 

want to sleep dry and warm to-night, for it's our last chance!' 

The Rat attacked a snow-bank beside them with ardour, probing with his cudgel everywhere and then digging 

with fury; and the Mole scraped busily too, more to oblige the Rat than for any other reason, for his opinion 

was that his friend was getting light-headed. 

Some ten minutes' hard work, and the point of the Rat's cudgel struck something that sounded hollow. He 

worked till he could get a paw through and feel; then called the Mole to come and help him. Hard at it went 

the two animals, till at last the result of their labours stood full in view of the astonished and hitherto 

incredulous Mole. 

In the side of what had seemed to be a snow-bank stood a solid-looking little door, painted a dark green. An 

iron bell-pull hung by the side, and below it, on a small brass plate, neatly engraved in square capital letters, 

they could read by the aid of moonlight MR. BADGER. 

The Mole fell backwards on the snow from sheer surprise and delight. 'Rat!' he cried in penitence, 'you're a 

wonder! A real wonder, that's what you are. I see it all now! You argued it out, step by step, in that wise head 

of yours, from the very moment that I fell and cut my shin, and you looked at the cut, and at once your 

majestic mind said to itself, "Door-scraper!" And then you turned to and found the very door-scraper that 

done it! Did you stop there? No. Some people would have been quite satisfied; but not you. Your intellect 

went on working. "Let me only just find a door-mat," says you to yourself, "and my theory is proved!" And of 

course you found your door-mat. You're so clever, I believe you could find anything you liked. "Now," says 

you, "that door exists, as plain as if I saw it. There's nothing else remains to be done but to find it!" Well, I've 

read about that sort of thing in books, but I've never come across it before in real life. You ought to go where 

you'll be properly appreciated. You're simply wasted here, among us fellows. If I only had your head, Ratty—

—' 

'But as you haven't,' interrupted the Rat, rather unkindly, 'I suppose you're going to sit on the snow all night 

and TALK? Get up at once and hang on to that bell-pull you see there, and ring hard, as hard as you can, 

while I hammer!' 

While the Rat attacked the door with his stick, the Mole sprang up at the bell-pull, clutched it and swung 

there, both feet well off the ground, and from quite a long way off they could faintly hear a deep-toned bell 

respond. 
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IV. MR. BADGER 

 

THEY waited patiently for what seemed a very long time, stamping in the snow to keep their feet warm. At 

last they heard the sound of slow shuffling footsteps approaching the door from the inside. It seemed, as the 

Mole remarked to the Rat, like some one walking in carpet slippers that were too large for him and down at 

heel; which was intelligent of Mole, because that was exactly what it was. 

There was the noise of a bolt shot back, and the door opened a few inches, enough to show a long snout and a 

pair of sleepy blinking eyes. 

'Now, the VERY next time this happens,' said a gruff and suspicious voice, 'I shall be exceedingly angry. 

Who is it THIS time, disturbing people on such a night? Speak up!' 

'Oh, Badger,' cried the Rat, 'let us in, please. It's me, Rat, and my friend Mole, and we've lost our way in the 

snow.' 

'What, Ratty, my dear little man!' exclaimed the Badger, in quite a different voice. 'Come along in, both of 

you, at once. Why, you must be perished. Well I never! Lost in the snow! And in the Wild Wood, too, and at 

this time of night! But come in with you.' 

The two animals tumbled over each other in their eagerness to get inside, and heard the door shut behind them 

with great joy and relief. 

The Badger, who wore a long dressing-gown, and whose slippers were indeed very down at heel, carried a flat 

candlestick in his paw and had probably been on his way to bed when their summons sounded. He looked 

kindly down on them and patted both their heads. 'This is not the sort of night for small animals to be out,' he 

said paternally. 'I'm afraid you've been up to some of your pranks again, Ratty. But come along; come into the 

kitchen. There's a first-rate fire there, and supper and everything.' 

He shuffled on in front of them, carrying the light, and they followed him, nudging each other in an 

anticipating sort of way, down a long, gloomy, and, to tell the truth, decidedly shabby passage, into a sort of a 

central hall; out of which they could dimly see other long tunnel-like passages branching, passages mysterious 

and without apparent end. But there were doors in the hall as well—stout oaken comfortable-looking doors. 

One of these the Badger flung open, and at once they found themselves in all the glow and warmth of a large 

fire-lit kitchen. 

The floor was well-worn red brick, and on the wide hearth burnt a fire of logs, between two attractive 

chimney-corners tucked away in the wall, well out of any suspicion of draught. A couple of high-backed 

settles, facing each other on either side of the fire, gave further sitting accommodations for the sociably 

disposed. In the middle of the room stood a long table of plain boards placed on trestles, with benches down 
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each side. At one end of it, where an arm-chair stood pushed back, were spread the remains of the Badger's 

plain but ample supper. Rows of spotless plates winked from the shelves of the dresser at the far end of the 

room, and from the rafters overhead hung hams, bundles of dried herbs, nets of onions, and baskets of eggs. It 

seemed a place where heroes could fitly feast after victory, where weary harvesters could line up in scores 

along the table and keep their Harvest Home with mirth and song, or where two or three friends of simple 

tastes could sit about as they pleased and eat and smoke and talk in comfort and contentment. The ruddy brick 

floor smiled up at the smoky ceiling; the oaken settles, shiny with long wear, exchanged cheerful glances with 

each other; plates on the dresser grinned at pots on the shelf, and the merry firelight flickered and played over 

everything without distinction. 

The kindly Badger thrust them down on a settle to toast themselves at the fire, and bade them remove their 

wet coats and boots. Then he fetched them dressing-gowns and slippers, and himself bathed the Mole's shin 

with warm water and mended the cut with sticking-plaster till the whole thing was just as good as new, if not 

better. In the embracing light and warmth, warm and dry at last, with weary legs propped up in front of them, 

and a suggestive clink of plates being arranged on the table behind, it seemed to the storm-driven animals, 

now in safe anchorage, that the cold and trackless Wild Wood just left outside was miles and miles away, and 

all that they had suffered in it a half-forgotten dream. 

When at last they were thoroughly toasted, the Badger summoned them to the table, where he had been busy 

laying a repast. They had felt pretty hungry before, but when they actually saw at last the supper that was 

spread for them, really it seemed only a question of what they should attack first where all was so attractive, 

and whether the other things would obligingly wait for them till they had time to give them attention. 

Conversation was impossible for a long time; and when it was slowly resumed, it was that regrettable sort of 

conversation that results from talking with your mouth full. The Badger did not mind that sort of thing at all, 

nor did he take any notice of elbows on the table, or everybody speaking at once. As he did not go into 

Society himself, he had got an idea that these things belonged to the things that didn't really matter. (We know 

of course that he was wrong, and took too narrow a view; because they do matter very much, though it would 

take too long to explain why.) He sat in his arm-chair at the head of the table, and nodded gravely at intervals 

as the animals told their story; and he did not seem surprised or shocked at anything, and he never said, 'I told 

you so,' or, 'Just what I always said,' or remarked that they ought to have done so-and-so, or ought not to have 

done something else. The Mole began to feel very friendly towards him. 

When supper was really finished at last, and each animal felt that his skin was now as tight as was decently 

safe, and that by this time he didn't care a hang for anybody or anything, they gathered round the glowing 

embers of the great wood fire, and thought how jolly it was to be sitting up SO late, and SO independent, and 

SO full; and after they had chatted for a time about things in general, the Badger said heartily, 'Now then! tell 

us the news from your part of the world. How's old Toad going on?' 

'Oh, from bad to worse,' said the Rat gravely, while the Mole, cocked up on a settle and basking in the 

firelight, his heels higher than his head, tried to look properly mournful. 'Another smash-up only last week, 

and a bad one. You see, he will insist on driving himself, and he's hopelessly incapable. If he'd only employ a 

decent, steady, well-trained animal, pay him good wages, and leave everything to him, he'd get on all right. 

But no; he's convinced he's a heaven-born driver, and nobody can teach him anything; and all the rest 

follows.' 
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'How many has he had?' inquired the Badger gloomily. 

'Smashes, or machines?' asked the Rat. 'Oh, well, after all, it's the same thing—with Toad. This is the seventh. 

As for the others—you know that coach-house of his? Well, it's piled up—literally piled up to the roof—with 

fragments of motor-cars, none of them bigger than your hat! That accounts for the other six—so far as they 

can be accounted for.' 

'He's been in hospital three times,' put in the Mole; 'and as for the fines he's had to pay, it's simply awful to 

think of.' 

'Yes, and that's part of the trouble,' continued the Rat. 'Toad's rich, we all know; but he's not a millionaire. 

And he's a hopelessly bad driver, and quite regardless of law and order. Killed or ruined—it's got to be one of 

the two things, sooner or later. Badger! we're his friends—oughtn't we to do something?' 

The Badger went through a bit of hard thinking. 'Now look here!' he said at last, rather severely; 'of course 

you know I can't do anything NOW?' 

His two friends assented, quite understanding his point. No animal, according to the rules of animal-etiquette, 

is ever expected to do anything strenuous, or heroic, or even moderately active during the off-season of 

winter. All are sleepy—some actually asleep. All are weather-bound, more or less; and all are resting from 

arduous days and nights, during which every muscle in them has been severely tested, and every energy kept 

at full stretch. 

'Very well then!' continued the Badger. 'BUT, when once the year has really turned, and the nights are shorter, 

and halfway through them one rouses and feels fidgety and wanting to be up and doing by sunrise, if not 

before—YOU know!——' 

Both animals nodded gravely. THEY knew! 

'Well, THEN,' went on the Badger, 'we—that is, you and me and our friend the Mole here—we'll take Toad 

seriously in hand. We'll stand no nonsense whatever. We'll bring him back to reason, by force if need be. 

We'll MAKE him be a sensible Toad. We'll—you're asleep, Rat!' 

'Not me!' said the Rat, waking up with a jerk. 

'He's been asleep two or three times since supper,' said the Mole, laughing. He himself was feeling quite 

wakeful and even lively, though he didn't know why. The reason was, of course, that he being naturally an 

underground animal by birth and breeding, the situation of Badger's house exactly suited him and made him 

feel at home; while the Rat, who slept every night in a bedroom the windows of which opened on a breezy 

river, naturally felt the atmosphere still and oppressive. 

'Well, it's time we were all in bed,' said the Badger, getting up and fetching flat candlesticks. 'Come along, 

you two, and I'll show you your quarters. And take your time tomorrow morning—breakfast at any hour you 

please!' 
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He conducted the two animals to a long room that seemed half bedchamber and half loft. The Badger's winter 

stores, which indeed were visible everywhere, took up half the room—piles of apples, turnips, and potatoes, 

baskets full of nuts, and jars of honey; but the two little white beds on the remainder of the floor looked soft 

and inviting, and the linen on them, though coarse, was clean and smelt beautifully of lavender; and the Mole 

and the Water Rat, shaking off their garments in some thirty seconds, tumbled in between the sheets in great 

joy and contentment. 

In accordance with the kindly Badger's injunctions, the two tired animals came down to breakfast very late 

next morning, and found a bright fire burning in the kitchen, and two young hedgehogs sitting on a bench at 

the table, eating oatmeal porridge out of wooden bowls. The hedgehogs dropped their spoons, rose to their 

feet, and ducked their heads respectfully as the two entered. 

'There, sit down, sit down,' said the Rat pleasantly, 'and go on with your porridge. Where have you youngsters 

come from? Lost your way in the snow, I suppose?' 

'Yes, please, sir,' said the elder of the two hedgehogs respectfully. 'Me and little Billy here, we was trying to 

find our way to school—mother WOULD have us go, was the weather ever so—and of course we lost 

ourselves, sir, and Billy he got frightened and took and cried, being young and faint-hearted. And at last we 

happened up against Mr. Badger's back door, and made so bold as to knock, sir, for Mr. Badger he's a kind-

hearted gentleman, as everyone knows——' 

'I understand,' said the Rat, cutting himself some rashers from a side of bacon, while the Mole dropped some 

eggs into a saucepan. 'And what's the weather like outside? You needn't "sir" me quite so much?' he added. 

'O, terrible bad, sir, terrible deep the snow is,' said the hedgehog. 'No getting out for the likes of you 

gentlemen to-day.' 

'Where's Mr. Badger?' inquired the Mole, as he warmed the coffee-pot before the fire. 

'The master's gone into his study, sir,' replied the hedgehog, 'and he said as how he was going to be particular 

busy this morning, and on no account was he to be disturbed.' 

This explanation, of course, was thoroughly understood by every one present. The fact is, as already set forth, 

when you live a life of intense activity for six months in the year, and of comparative or actual somnolence 

for the other six, during the latter period you cannot be continually pleading sleepiness when there are people 

about or things to be done. The excuse gets monotonous. The animals well knew that Badger, having eaten a 

hearty breakfast, had retired to his study and settled himself in an arm-chair with his legs up on another and a 

red cotton handkerchief over his face, and was being 'busy' in the usual way at this time of the year. 

The front-door bell clanged loudly, and the Rat, who was very greasy with buttered toast, sent Billy, the 

smaller hedgehog, to see who it might be. There was a sound of much stamping in the hall, and presently 

Billy returned in front of the Otter, who threw himself on the Rat with an embrace and a shout of affectionate 

greeting. 
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'Get off!' spluttered the Rat, with his mouth full. 

'Thought I should find you here all right,' said the Otter cheerfully. 'They were all in a great state of alarm 

along River Bank when I arrived this morning. Rat never been home all night—nor Mole either—something 

dreadful must have happened, they said; and the snow had covered up all your tracks, of course. But I knew 

that when people were in any fix they mostly went to Badger, or else Badger got to know of it somehow, so I 

came straight off here, through the Wild Wood and the snow! My! it was fine, coming through the snow as 

the red sun was rising and showing against the black tree-trunks! As you went along in the stillness, every 

now and then masses of snow slid off the branches suddenly with a flop! making you jump and run for cover. 

Snow-castles and snow-caverns had sprung up out of nowhere in the night—and snow bridges, terraces, 

ramparts—I could have stayed and played with them for hours. Here and there great branches had been torn 

away by the sheer weight of the snow, and robins perched and hopped on them in their perky conceited way, 

just as if they had done it themselves. A ragged string of wild geese passed overhead, high on the grey sky, 

and a few rooks whirled over the trees, inspected, and flapped off homewards with a disgusted expression; but 

I met no sensible being to ask the news of. About halfway across I came on a rabbit sitting on a stump, 

cleaning his silly face with his paws. He was a pretty scared animal when I crept up behind him and placed a 

heavy forepaw on his shoulder. I had to cuff his head once or twice to get any sense out of it at all. At last I 

managed to extract from him that Mole had been seen in the Wild Wood last night by one of them. It was the 

talk of the burrows, he said, how Mole, Mr. Rat's particular friend, was in a bad fix; how he had lost his way, 

and "They" were up and out hunting, and were chivvying him round and round. "Then why didn't any of you 

DO something?" I asked. "You mayn't be blest with brains, but there are hundreds and hundreds of you, big, 

stout fellows, as fat as butter, and your burrows running in all directions, and you could have taken him in and 

made him safe and comfortable, or tried to, at all events." "What, US?" he merely said: "DO something? us 

rabbits?" So I cuffed him again and left him. There was nothing else to be done. At any rate, I had learnt 

something; and if I had had the luck to meet any of "Them" I'd have learnt something more—or THEY 

would.' 

'Weren't you at all—er—nervous?' asked the Mole, some of yesterday's terror coming back to him at the 

mention of the Wild Wood. 

'Nervous?' The Otter showed a gleaming set of strong white teeth as he laughed. 'I'd give 'em nerves if any of 

them tried anything on with me. Here, Mole, fry me some slices of ham, like the good little chap you are. I'm 

frightfully hungry, and I've got any amount to say to Ratty here. Haven't seen him for an age.' 

So the good-natured Mole, having cut some slices of ham, set the hedgehogs to fry it, and returned to his own 

breakfast, while the Otter and the Rat, their heads together, eagerly talked river-shop, which is long shop and 

talk that is endless, running on like the babbling river itself. 

A plate of fried ham had just been cleared and sent back for more, when the Badger entered, yawning and 

rubbing his eyes, and greeted them all in his quiet, simple way, with kind enquiries for every one. 'It must be 

getting on for luncheon time,' he remarked to the Otter. 'Better stop and have it with us. You must be hungry, 

this cold morning.' 

'Rather!' replied the Otter, winking at the Mole. 'The sight of these greedy young hedgehogs stuffing 

themselves with fried ham makes me feel positively famished.' 
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The hedgehogs, who were just beginning to feel hungry again after their porridge, and after working so hard 

at their frying, looked timidly up at Mr. Badger, but were too shy to say anything. 

'Here, you two youngsters be off home to your mother,' said the Badger kindly. 'I'll send some one with you to 

show you the way. You won't want any dinner to-day, I'll be bound.' 

He gave them sixpence apiece and a pat on the head, and they went off with much respectful swinging of caps 

and touching of forelocks. 

Presently they all sat down to luncheon together. The Mole found himself placed next to Mr. Badger, and, as 

the other two were still deep in river-gossip from which nothing could divert them, he took the opportunity to 

tell Badger how comfortable and home-like it all felt to him. 'Once well underground,' he said, 'you know 

exactly where you are. Nothing can happen to you, and nothing can get at you. You're entirely your own 

master, and you don't have to consult anybody or mind what they say. Things go on all the same overhead, 

and you let 'em, and don't bother about 'em. When you want to, up you go, and there the things are, waiting 

for you.' 

The Badger simply beamed on him. 'That's exactly what I say,' he replied. 'There's no security, or peace and 

tranquillity, except underground. And then, if your ideas get larger and you want to expand—why, a dig and a 

scrape, and there you are! If you feel your house is a bit too big, you stop up a hole or two, and there you are 

again! No builders, no tradesmen, no remarks passed on you by fellows looking over your wall, and, above 

all, no WEATHER. Look at Rat, now. A couple of feet of flood water, and he's got to move into hired 

lodgings; uncomfortable, inconveniently situated, and horribly expensive. Take Toad. I say nothing against 

Toad Hall; quite the best house in these parts, AS a house. But supposing a fire breaks out—where's Toad? 

Supposing tiles are blown off, or walls sink or crack, or windows get broken—where's Toad? Supposing the 

rooms are draughty—I HATE a draught myself—where's Toad? No, up and out of doors is good enough to 

roam about and get one's living in; but underground to come back to at last—that's my idea of HOME.' 

The Mole assented heartily; and the Badger in consequence got very friendly with him. 'When lunch is over,' 

he said, 'I'll take you all round this little place of mine. I can see you'll appreciate it. You understand what 

domestic architecture ought to be, you do.' 

After luncheon, accordingly, when the other two had settled themselves into the chimney-corner and had 

started a heated argument on the subject of EELS, the Badger lighted a lantern and bade the Mole follow him. 

Crossing the hall, they passed down one of the principal tunnels, and the wavering light of the lantern gave 

glimpses on either side of rooms both large and small, some mere cupboards, others nearly as broad and 

imposing as Toad's dining-hall. A narrow passage at right angles led them into another corridor, and here the 

same thing was repeated. The Mole was staggered at the size, the extent, the ramifications of it all; at the 

length of the dim passages, the solid vaultings of the crammed store-chambers, the masonry everywhere, the 

pillars, the arches, the pavements. 'How on earth, Badger,' he said at last, 'did you ever find time and strength 

to do all this? It's astonishing!' 

'It WOULD be astonishing indeed,' said the Badger simply, 'if I HAD done it. But as a matter of fact I did 

none of it—only cleaned out the passages and chambers, as far as I had need of them. There's lots more of it, 

all round about. I see you don't understand, and I must explain it to you. Well, very long ago, on the spot 
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where the Wild Wood waves now, before ever it had planted itself and grown up to what it now is, there was 

a city—a city of people, you know. Here, where we are standing, they lived, and walked, and talked, and 

slept, and carried on their business. Here they stabled their horses and feasted, from here they rode out to fight 

or drove out to trade. They were a powerful people, and rich, and great builders. They built to last, for they 

thought their city would last for ever.' 

'But what has become of them all?' asked the Mole. 

'Who can tell?' said the Badger. 'People come—they stay for a while, they flourish, they build—and they go. 

It is their way. But we remain. There were badgers here, I've been told, long before that same city ever came 

to be. And now there are badgers here again. We are an enduring lot, and we may move out for a time, but we 

wait, and are patient, and back we come. And so it will ever be.' 

'Well, and when they went at last, those people?' said the Mole. 

'When they went,' continued the Badger, 'the strong winds and persistent rains took the matter in hand, 

patiently, ceaselessly, year after year. Perhaps we badgers too, in our small way, helped a little—who knows? 

It was all down, down, down, gradually—ruin and levelling and disappearance. Then it was all up, up, up, 

gradually, as seeds grew to saplings, and saplings to forest trees, and bramble and fern came creeping in to 

help. Leaf-mould rose and obliterated, streams in their winter freshets brought sand and soil to clog and to 

cover, and in course of time our home was ready for us again, and we moved in. Up above us, on the surface, 

the same thing happened. Animals arrived, liked the look of the place, took up their quarters, settled down, 

spread, and flourished. They didn't bother themselves about the past—they never do; they're too busy. The 

place was a bit humpy and hillocky, naturally, and full of holes; but that was rather an advantage. And they 

don't bother about the future, either—the future when perhaps the people will move in again—for a time—as 

may very well be. The Wild Wood is pretty well populated by now; with all the usual lot, good, bad, and 

indifferent—I name no names. It takes all sorts to make a world. But I fancy you know something about them 

yourself by this time.' 

'I do indeed,' said the Mole, with a slight shiver. 

'Well, well,' said the Badger, patting him on the shoulder, 'it was your first experience of them, you see. 

They're not so bad really; and we must all live and let live. But I'll pass the word around to-morrow, and I 

think you'll have no further trouble. Any friend of MINE walks where he likes in this country, or I'll know the 

reason why!' 

When they got back to the kitchen again, they found the Rat walking up and down, very restless. The 

underground atmosphere was oppressing him and getting on his nerves, and he seemed really to be afraid that 

the river would run away if he wasn't there to look after it. So he had his overcoat on, and his pistols thrust 

into his belt again. 'Come along, Mole,' he said anxiously, as soon as he caught sight of them. 'We must get 

off while it's daylight. Don't want to spend another night in the Wild Wood again.' 

'It'll be all right, my fine fellow,' said the Otter. 'I'm coming along with you, and I know every path blindfold; 

and if there's a head that needs to be punched, you can confidently rely upon me to punch it.' 
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'You really needn't fret, Ratty,' added the Badger placidly. 'My passages run further than you think, and I've 

bolt-holes to the edge of the wood in several directions, though I don't care for everybody to know about 

them. When you really have to go, you shall leave by one of my short cuts. Meantime, make yourself easy, 

and sit down again.' 

The Rat was nevertheless still anxious to be off and attend to his river, so the Badger, taking up his lantern 

again, led the way along a damp and airless tunnel that wound and dipped, part vaulted, part hewn through 

solid rock, for a weary distance that seemed to be miles. At last daylight began to show itself confusedly 

through tangled growth overhanging the mouth of the passage; and the Badger, bidding them a hasty good-

bye, pushed them hurriedly through the opening, made everything look as natural as possible again, with 

creepers, brushwood, and dead leaves, and retreated. 

They found themselves standing on the very edge of the Wild Wood. Rocks and brambles and tree-roots 

behind them, confusedly heaped and tangled; in front, a great space of quiet fields, hemmed by lines of 

hedges black on the snow, and, far ahead, a glint of the familiar old river, while the wintry sun hung red and 

low on the horizon. The Otter, as knowing all the paths, took charge of the party, and they trailed out on a 

bee-line for a distant stile. Pausing there a moment and looking back, they saw the whole mass of the Wild 

Wood, dense, menacing, compact, grimly set in vast white surroundings; simultaneously they turned and 

made swiftly for home, for firelight and the familiar things it played on, for the voice, sounding cheerily 

outside their window, of the river that they knew and trusted in all its moods, that never made them afraid 

with any amazement. 

As he hurried along, eagerly anticipating the moment when he would be at home again among the things he 

knew and liked, the Mole saw clearly that he was an animal of tilled field and hedge-row, linked to the 

ploughed furrow, the frequented pasture, the lane of evening lingerings, the cultivated garden-plot. For others 

the asperities, the stubborn endurance, or the clash of actual conflict, that went with Nature in the rough; he 

must be wise, must keep to the pleasant places in which his lines were laid and which held adventure enough, 

in their way, to last for a lifetime. 

V. DULCE DOMUM 

 

The sheep ran huddling together against the hurdles, blowing out thin nostrils and stamping with delicate fore-

feet, their heads thrown back and a light steam rising from the crowded sheep-pen into the frosty air, as the 

two animals hastened by in high spirits, with much chatter and laughter. They were returning across country 

after a long day's outing with Otter, hunting and exploring on the wide uplands where certain streams 

tributary to their own River had their first small beginnings; and the shades of the short winter day were 

closing in on them, and they had still some distance to go. Plodding at random across the plough, they had 

heard the sheep and had made for them; and now, leading from the sheep-pen, they found a beaten track that 

made walking a lighter business, and responded, moreover, to that small inquiring something which all 

animals carry inside them, saying unmistakably, 'Yes, quite right; THIS leads home!' 

'It looks as if we were coming to a village,' said the Mole somewhat dubiously, slackening his pace, as the 

track, that had in time become a path and then had developed into a lane, now handed them over to the charge 
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of a well-metalled road. The animals did not hold with villages, and their own highways, thickly frequented as 

they were, took an independent course, regardless of church, post office, or public-house. 

'Oh, never mind!' said the Rat. 'At this season of the year they're all safe indoors by this time, sitting round the 

fire; men, women, and children, dogs and cats and all. We shall slip through all right, without any bother or 

unpleasantness, and we can have a look at them through their windows if you like, and see what they're 

doing.' 

The rapid nightfall of mid-December had quite beset the little village as they approached it on soft feet over a 

first thin fall of powdery snow. Little was visible but squares of a dusky orange-red on either side of the 

street, where the firelight or lamplight of each cottage overflowed through the casements into the dark world 

without. Most of the low latticed windows were innocent of blinds, and to the lookers-in from outside, the 

inmates, gathered round the tea-table, absorbed in handiwork, or talking with laughter and gesture, had each 

that happy grace which is the last thing the skilled actor shall capture—the natural grace which goes with 

perfect unconsciousness of observation. Moving at will from one theatre to another, the two spectators, so far 

from home themselves, had something of wistfulness in their eyes as they watched a cat being stroked, a 

sleepy child picked up and huddled off to bed, or a tired man stretch and knock out his pipe on the end of a 

smouldering log. 

But it was from one little window, with its blind drawn down, a mere blank transparency on the night, that the 

sense of home and the little curtained world within walls—the larger stressful world of outside Nature shut 

out and forgotten—most pulsated. Close against the white blind hung a bird-cage, clearly silhouetted, every 

wire, perch, and appurtenance distinct and recognisable, even to yesterday's dull-edged lump of sugar. On the 

middle perch the fluffy occupant, head tucked well into feathers, seemed so near to them as to be easily 

stroked, had they tried; even the delicate tips of his plumped-out plumage pencilled plainly on the illuminated 

screen. As they looked, the sleepy little fellow stirred uneasily, woke, shook himself, and raised his head. 

They could see the gape of his tiny beak as he yawned in a bored sort of way, looked round, and then settled 

his head into his back again, while the ruffled feathers gradually subsided into perfect stillness. Then a gust of 

bitter wind took them in the back of the neck, a small sting of frozen sleet on the skin woke them as from a 

dream, and they knew their toes to be cold and their legs tired, and their own home distant a weary way. 

Once beyond the village, where the cottages ceased abruptly, on either side of the road they could smell 

through the darkness the friendly fields again; and they braced themselves for the last long stretch, the home 

stretch, the stretch that we know is bound to end, some time, in the rattle of the door-latch, the sudden 

firelight, and the sight of familiar things greeting us as long-absent travellers from far over-sea. They plodded 

along steadily and silently, each of them thinking his own thoughts. The Mole's ran a good deal on supper, as 

it was pitch-dark, and it was all a strange country for him as far as he knew, and he was following obediently 

in the wake of the Rat, leaving the guidance entirely to him. As for the Rat, he was walking a little way ahead, 

as his habit was, his shoulders humped, his eyes fixed on the straight grey road in front of him; so he did not 

notice poor Mole when suddenly the summons reached him, and took him like an electric shock. 

We others, who have long lost the more subtle of the physical senses, have not even proper terms to express 

an animal's inter-communications with his surroundings, living or otherwise, and have only the word 'smell,' 

for instance, to include the whole range of delicate thrills which murmur in the nose of the animal night and 

day, summoning, warning, inciting, repelling. It was one of these mysterious fairy calls from out the void that 
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suddenly reached Mole in the darkness, making him tingle through and through with its very familiar appeal, 

even while yet he could not clearly remember what it was. He stopped dead in his tracks, his nose searching 

hither and thither in its efforts to recapture the fine filament, the telegraphic current, that had so strongly 

moved him. A moment, and he had caught it again; and with it this time came recollection in fullest flood. 

Home! That was what they meant, those caressing appeals, those soft touches wafted through the air, those 

invisible little hands pulling and tugging, all one way! Why, it must be quite close by him at that moment, his 

old home that he had hurriedly forsaken and never sought again, that day when he first found the river! And 

now it was sending out its scouts and its messengers to capture him and bring him in. Since his escape on that 

bright morning he had hardly given it a thought, so absorbed had he been in his new life, in all its pleasures, 

its surprises, its fresh and captivating experiences. Now, with a rush of old memories, how clearly it stood up 

before him, in the darkness! Shabby indeed, and small and poorly furnished, and yet his, the home he had 

made for himself, the home he had been so happy to get back to after his day's work. And the home had been 

happy with him, too, evidently, and was missing him, and wanted him back, and was telling him so, through 

his nose, sorrowfully, reproachfully, but with no bitterness or anger; only with plaintive reminder that it was 

there, and wanted him. 

The call was clear, the summons was plain. He must obey it instantly, and go. 'Ratty!' he called, full of joyful 

excitement, 'hold on! Come back! I want you, quick!' 

'Oh, COME along, Mole, do!' replied the Rat cheerfully, still plodding along. 

'PLEASE stop, Ratty!' pleaded the poor Mole, in anguish of heart. 'You don't understand! It's my home, my 

old home! I've just come across the smell of it, and it's close by here, really quite close. And I MUST go to it, 

I must, I must! Oh, come back, Ratty! Please, please come back!' 

The Rat was by this time very far ahead, too far to hear clearly what the Mole was calling, too far to catch the 

sharp note of painful appeal in his voice. And he was much taken up with the weather, for he too could smell 

something—something suspiciously like approaching snow. 

'Mole, we mustn't stop now, really!' he called back. 'We'll come for it to-morrow, whatever it is you've found. 

But I daren't stop now—it's late, and the snow's coming on again, and I'm not sure of the way! And I want 

your nose, Mole, so come on quick, there's a good fellow!' And the Rat pressed forward on his way without 

waiting for an answer. 

Poor Mole stood alone in the road, his heart torn asunder, and a big sob gathering, gathering, somewhere low 

down inside him, to leap up to the surface presently, he knew, in passionate escape. But even under such a test 

as this his loyalty to his friend stood firm. Never for a moment did he dream of abandoning him. Meanwhile, 

the wafts from his old home pleaded, whispered, conjured, and finally claimed him imperiously. He dared not 

tarry longer within their magic circle. With a wrench that tore his very heartstrings he set his face down the 

road and followed submissively in the track of the Rat, while faint, thin little smells, still dogging his 

retreating nose, reproached him for his new friendship and his callous forgetfulness. 
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With an effort he caught up to the unsuspecting Rat, who began chattering cheerfully about what they would 

do when they got back, and how jolly a fire of logs in the parlour would be, and what a supper he meant to 

eat; never noticing his companion's silence and distressful state of mind. At last, however, when they had 

gone some considerable way further, and were passing some tree-stumps at the edge of a copse that bordered 

the road, he stopped and said kindly, 'Look here, Mole old chap, you seem dead tired. No talk left in you, and 

your feet dragging like lead. We'll sit down here for a minute and rest. The snow has held off so far, and the 

best part of our journey is over.' 

The Mole subsided forlornly on a tree-stump and tried to control himself, for he felt it surely coming. The sob 

he had fought with so long refused to be beaten. Up and up, it forced its way to the air, and then another, and 

another, and others thick and fast; till poor Mole at last gave up the struggle, and cried freely and helplessly 

and openly, now that he knew it was all over and he had lost what he could hardly be said to have found. 

The Rat, astonished and dismayed at the violence of Mole's paroxysm of grief, did not dare to speak for a 

while. At last he said, very quietly and sympathetically, 'What is it, old fellow? Whatever can be the matter? 

Tell us your trouble, and let me see what I can do.' 

Poor Mole found it difficult to get any words out between the upheavals of his chest that followed one upon 

another so quickly and held back speech and choked it as it came. 'I know it's a—shabby, dingy little place,' 

he sobbed forth at last, brokenly: 'not like—your cosy quarters—or Toad's beautiful hall—or Badger's great 

house—but it was my own little home—and I was fond of it—and I went away and forgot all about it—and 

then I smelt it suddenly—on the road, when I called and you wouldn't listen, Rat—and everything came back 

to me with a rush—and I WANTED it!—O dear, O dear!—and when you WOULDN'T turn back, Ratty—and 

I had to leave it, though I was smelling it all the time—I thought my heart would break.—We might have just 

gone and had one look at it, Ratty—only one look—it was close by—but you wouldn't turn back, Ratty, you 

wouldn't turn back! O dear, O dear!' 

Recollection brought fresh waves of sorrow, and sobs again took full charge of him, preventing further 

speech. 

The Rat stared straight in front of him, saying nothing, only patting Mole gently on the shoulder. After a time 

he muttered gloomily, 'I see it all now! What a PIG I have been! A pig—that's me! Just a pig—a plain pig!' 

He waited till Mole's sobs became gradually less stormy and more rhythmical; he waited till at last sniffs were 

frequent and sobs only intermittent. Then he rose from his seat, and, remarking carelessly, 'Well, now we'd 

really better be getting on, old chap!' set off up the road again, over the toilsome way they had come. 

'Wherever are you (hic) going to (hic), Ratty?' cried the tearful Mole, looking up in alarm. 

'We're going to find that home of yours, old fellow,' replied the Rat pleasantly; 'so you had better come along, 

for it will take some finding, and we shall want your nose.' 

'Oh, come back, Ratty, do!' cried the Mole, getting up and hurrying after him. 'It's no good, I tell you! It's too 

late, and too dark, and the place is too far off, and the snow's coming! And—and I never meant to let you 
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know I was feeling that way about it—it was all an accident and a mistake! And think of River Bank, and 

your supper!' 

'Hang River Bank, and supper too!' said the Rat heartily. 'I tell you, I'm going to find this place now, if I stay 

out all night. So cheer up, old chap, and take my arm, and we'll very soon be back there again.' 

Still snuffling, pleading, and reluctant, Mole suffered himself to be dragged back along the road by his 

imperious companion, who by a flow of cheerful talk and anecdote endeavoured to beguile his spirits back 

and make the weary way seem shorter. When at last it seemed to the Rat that they must be nearing that part of 

the road where the Mole had been 'held up,' he said, 'Now, no more talking. Business! Use your nose, and 

give your mind to it.' 

They moved on in silence for some little way, when suddenly the Rat was conscious, through his arm that was 

linked in Mole's, of a faint sort of electric thrill that was passing down that animal's body. Instantly he 

disengaged himself, fell back a pace, and waited, all attention. 

The signals were coming through! 

Mole stood a moment rigid, while his uplifted nose, quivering slightly, felt the air. 

Then a short, quick run forward—a fault—a check—a try back; and then a slow, steady, confident advance. 

The Rat, much excited, kept close to his heels as the Mole, with something of the air of a sleep-walker, 

crossed a dry ditch, scrambled through a hedge, and nosed his way over a field open and trackless and bare in 

the faint starlight. 

Suddenly, without giving warning, he dived; but the Rat was on the alert, and promptly followed him down 

the tunnel to which his unerring nose had faithfully led him. 

It was close and airless, and the earthy smell was strong, and it seemed a long time to Rat ere the passage 

ended and he could stand erect and stretch and shake himself. The Mole struck a match, and by its light the 

Rat saw that they were standing in an open space, neatly swept and sanded underfoot, and directly facing 

them was Mole's little front door, with 'Mole End' painted, in Gothic lettering, over the bell-pull at the side. 

Mole reached down a lantern from a nail on the wail and lit it... and the Rat, looking round him, saw that they 

were in a sort of fore-court. A garden-seat stood on one side of the door, and on the other a roller; for the 

Mole, who was a tidy animal when at home, could not stand having his ground kicked up by other animals 

into little runs that ended in earth-heaps. On the walls hung wire baskets with ferns in them, alternating with 

brackets carrying plaster statuary—Garibaldi, and the infant Samuel, and Queen Victoria, and other heroes of 

modern Italy. Down on one side of the forecourt ran a skittle-alley, with benches along it and little wooden 

tables marked with rings that hinted at beer-mugs. In the middle was a small round pond containing gold-fish 

and surrounded by a cockle-shell border. Out of the centre of the pond rose a fanciful erection clothed in more 

cockle-shells and topped by a large silvered glass ball that reflected everything all wrong and had a very 

pleasing effect. 
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Mole's face-beamed at the sight of all these objects so dear to him, and he hurried Rat through the door, lit a 

lamp in the hall, and took one glance round his old home. He saw the dust lying thick on everything, saw the 

cheerless, deserted look of the long-neglected house, and its narrow, meagre dimensions, its worn and shabby 

contents—and collapsed again on a hall-chair, his nose to his paws. 'O Ratty!' he cried dismally, 'why ever did 

I do it? Why did I bring you to this poor, cold little place, on a night like this, when you might have been at 

River Bank by this time, toasting your toes before a blazing fire, with all your own nice things about you!' 

The Rat paid no heed to his doleful self-reproaches. He was running here and there, opening doors, inspecting 

rooms and cupboards, and lighting lamps and candles and sticking them, up everywhere. 'What a capital little 

house this is!' he called out cheerily. 'So compact! So well planned! Everything here and everything in its 

place! We'll make a jolly night of it. The first thing we want is a good fire; I'll see to that—I always know 

where to find things. So this is the parlour? Splendid! Your own idea, those little sleeping-bunks in the wall? 

Capital! Now, I'll fetch the wood and the coals, and you get a duster, Mole—you'll find one in the drawer of 

the kitchen table—and try and smarten things up a bit. Bustle about, old chap!' 

Encouraged by his inspiriting companion, the Mole roused himself and dusted and polished with energy and 

heartiness, while the Rat, running to and fro with armfuls of fuel, soon had a cheerful blaze roaring up the 

chimney. He hailed the Mole to come and warm himself; but Mole promptly had another fit of the blues, 

dropping down on a couch in dark despair and burying his face in his duster. 'Rat,' he moaned, 'how about 

your supper, you poor, cold, hungry, weary animal? I've nothing to give you—nothing—not a crumb!' 

'What a fellow you are for giving in!' said the Rat reproachfully. 'Why, only just now I saw a sardine-opener 

on the kitchen dresser, quite distinctly; and everybody knows that means there are sardines about somewhere 

in the neighbourhood. Rouse yourself! pull yourself together, and come with me and forage.' 

They went and foraged accordingly, hunting through every cupboard and turning out every drawer. The result 

was not so very depressing after all, though of course it might have been better; a tin of sardines—a box of 

captain's biscuits, nearly full—and a German sausage encased in silver paper. 

'There's a banquet for you!' observed the Rat, as he arranged the table. 'I know some animals who would give 

their ears to be sitting down to supper with us to-night!' 

'No bread!' groaned the Mole dolorously; 'no butter, no——' 

'No pate de foie gras, no champagne!' continued the Rat, grinning. 'And that reminds me—what's that little 

door at the end of the passage? Your cellar, of course! Every luxury in this house! Just you wait a minute.' 

He made for the cellar-door, and presently reappeared, somewhat dusty, with a bottle of beer in each paw and 

another under each arm, 'Self-indulgent beggar you seem to be, Mole,' he observed. 'Deny yourself nothing. 

This is really the jolliest little place I ever was in. Now, wherever did you pick up those prints? Make the 

place look so home-like, they do. No wonder you're so fond of it, Mole. Tell us all about it, and how you 

came to make it what it is.' 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 558 may  2021 

 

130 

Then, while the Rat busied himself fetching plates, and knives and forks, and mustard which he mixed in an 

egg-cup, the Mole, his bosom still heaving with the stress of his recent emotion, related—somewhat shyly at 

first, but with more freedom as he warmed to his subject—how this was planned, and how that was thought 

out, and how this was got through a windfall from an aunt, and that was a wonderful find and a bargain, and 

this other thing was bought out of laborious savings and a certain amount of 'going without.' His spirits finally 

quite restored, he must needs go and caress his possessions, and take a lamp and show off their points to his 

visitor and expatiate on them, quite forgetful of the supper they both so much needed; Rat, who was 

desperately hungry but strove to conceal it, nodding seriously, examining with a puckered brow, and saying, 

'wonderful,' and 'most remarkable,' at intervals, when the chance for an observation was given him. 

At last the Rat succeeded in decoying him to the table, and had just got seriously to work with the sardine-

opener when sounds were heard from the fore-court without—sounds like the scuffling of small feet in the 

gravel and a confused murmur of tiny voices, while broken sentences reached them—'Now, all in a line—

hold the lantern up a bit, Tommy—clear your throats first—no coughing after I say one, two, three.—Where's 

young Bill?—Here, come on, do, we're all a-waiting——' 

'What's up?' inquired the Rat, pausing in his labours. 

'I think it must be the field-mice,' replied the Mole, with a touch of pride in his manner. 'They go round carol-

singing regularly at this time of the year. They're quite an institution in these parts. And they never pass me 

over—they come to Mole End last of all; and I used to give them hot drinks, and supper too sometimes, when 

I could afford it. It will be like old times to hear them again.' 

'Let's have a look at them!' cried the Rat, jumping up and running to the door. 

It was a pretty sight, and a seasonable one, that met their eyes when they flung the door open. In the fore-

court, lit by the dim rays of a horn lantern, some eight or ten little fieldmice stood in a semicircle, red worsted 

comforters round their throats, their fore-paws thrust deep into their pockets, their feet jigging for warmth. 

With bright beady eyes they glanced shyly at each other, sniggering a little, sniffing and applying coat-sleeves 

a good deal. As the door opened, one of the elder ones that carried the lantern was just saying, 'Now then, one, 

two, three!' and forthwith their shrill little voices uprose on the air, singing one of the old-time carols that 

their forefathers composed in fields that were fallow and held by frost, or when snow-bound in chimney 

corners, and handed down to be sung in the miry street to lamp-lit windows at Yule-time. 

                      CAROL 

 

          Villagers all, this frosty tide, 

          Let your doors swing open wide, 

          Though wind may follow, and snow beside, 
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           Yet draw us in by your fire to bide; 

             Joy shall be yours in the morning! 

 

          Here we stand in the cold and the sleet, 

          Blowing fingers and stamping feet, 

          Come from far away you to greet— 

           You by the fire and we in the street— 

            Bidding you joy in the morning! 

 

          For ere one half of the night was gone, 

          Sudden a star has led us on, 

          Raining bliss and benison— 

           Bliss to-morrow and more anon, 

            Joy for every morning! 

 

          Goodman Joseph toiled through the snow— 

          Saw the star o'er a stable low; 

          Mary she might not further go— 

           Welcome thatch, and litter below! 

            Joy was hers in the morning! 
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          And then they heard the angels tell 

          'Who were the first to cry NOWELL? 

          Animals all, as it befell, 

           In the stable where they did dwell! 

            Joy shall be theirs in the morning!' 

 

The voices ceased, the singers, bashful but smiling, exchanged sidelong glances, and silence succeeded—but 

for a moment only. Then, from up above and far away, down the tunnel they had so lately travelled was borne 

to their ears in a faint musical hum the sound of distant bells ringing a joyful and clangorous peal. 

'Very well sung, boys!' cried the Rat heartily. 'And now come along in, all of you, and warm yourselves by 

the fire, and have something hot!' 

'Yes, come along, field-mice,' cried the Mole eagerly. 'This is quite like old times! Shut the door after you. 

Pull up that settle to the fire. Now, you just wait a minute, while we—O, Ratty!' he cried in despair, plumping 

down on a seat, with tears impending. 'Whatever are we doing? We've nothing to give them!' 

'You leave all that to me,' said the masterful Rat. 'Here, you with the lantern! Come over this way. I want to 

talk to you. Now, tell me, are there any shops open at this hour of the night?' 

'Why, certainly, sir,' replied the field-mouse respectfully. 'At this time of the year our shops keep open to all 

sorts of hours.' 

'Then look here!' said the Rat. 'You go off at once, you and your lantern, and you get me——' 

Here much muttered conversation ensued, and the Mole only heard bits of it, such as—'Fresh, mind!—no, a 

pound of that will do—see you get Buggins's, for I won't have any other—no, only the best—if you can't get 

it there, try somewhere else—yes, of course, home-made, no tinned stuff—well then, do the best you can!' 

Finally, there was a chink of coin passing from paw to paw, the field-mouse was provided with an ample 

basket for his purchases, and off he hurried, he and his lantern. 

The rest of the field-mice, perched in a row on the settle, their small legs swinging, gave themselves up to 

enjoyment of the fire, and toasted their chilblains till they tingled; while the Mole, failing to draw them into 

easy conversation, plunged into family history and made each of them recite the names of his numerous 

brothers, who were too young, it appeared, to be allowed to go out a-carolling this year, but looked forward 

very shortly to winning the parental consent. 
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The Rat, meanwhile, was busy examining the label on one of the beer-bottles. 'I perceive this to be Old 

Burton,' he remarked approvingly. 'SENSIBLE Mole! The very thing! Now we shall be able to mull some ale! 

Get the things ready, Mole, while I draw the corks.' 

It did not take long to prepare the brew and thrust the tin heater well into the red heart of the fire; and soon 

every field-mouse was sipping and coughing and choking (for a little mulled ale goes a long way) and wiping 

his eyes and laughing and forgetting he had ever been cold in all his life. 

'They act plays too, these fellows,' the Mole explained to the Rat. 'Make them up all by themselves, and act 

them afterwards. And very well they do it, too! They gave us a capital one last year, about a field-mouse who 

was captured at sea by a Barbary corsair, and made to row in a galley; and when he escaped and got home 

again, his lady-love had gone into a convent. Here, YOU! You were in it, I remember. Get up and recite a bit.' 

The field-mouse addressed got up on his legs, giggled shyly, looked round the room, and remained absolutely 

tongue-tied. His comrades cheered him on, Mole coaxed and encouraged him, and the Rat went so far as to 

take him by the shoulders and shake him; but nothing could overcome his stage-fright. They were all busily 

engaged on him like watermen applying the Royal Humane Society's regulations to a case of long 

submersion, when the latch clicked, the door opened, and the field-mouse with the lantern reappeared, 

staggering under the weight of his basket. 

There was no more talk of play-acting once the very real and solid contents of the basket had been tumbled 

out on the table. Under the generalship of Rat, everybody was set to do something or to fetch something. In a 

very few minutes supper was ready, and Mole, as he took the head of the table in a sort of a dream, saw a 

lately barren board set thick with savoury comforts; saw his little friends' faces brighten and beam as they fell 

to without delay; and then let himself loose—for he was famished indeed—on the provender so magically 

provided, thinking what a happy home-coming this had turned out, after all. As they ate, they talked of old 

times, and the field-mice gave him the local gossip up to date, and answered as well as they could the hundred 

questions he had to ask them. The Rat said little or nothing, only taking care that each guest had what he 

wanted, and plenty of it, and that Mole had no trouble or anxiety about anything. 

They clattered off at last, very grateful and showering wishes of the season, with their jacket pockets stuffed 

with remembrances for the small brothers and sisters at home. When the door had closed on the last of them 

and the chink of the lanterns had died away, Mole and Rat kicked the fire up, drew their chairs in, brewed 

themselves a last nightcap of mulled ale, and discussed the events of the long day. At last the Rat, with a 

tremendous yawn, said, 'Mole, old chap, I'm ready to drop. Sleepy is simply not the word. That your own 

bunk over on that side? Very well, then, I'll take this. What a ripping little house this is! Everything so handy!' 

He clambered into his bunk and rolled himself well up in the blankets, and slumber gathered him forthwith, as 

a swathe of barley is folded into the arms of the reaping machine. 

The weary Mole also was glad to turn in without delay, and soon had his head on his pillow, in great joy and 

contentment. But ere he closed his eyes he let them wander round his old room, mellow in the glow of the 

firelight that played or rested on familiar and friendly things which had long been unconsciously a part of 

him, and now smilingly received him back, without rancour. He was now in just the frame of mind that the 

tactful Rat had quietly worked to bring about in him. He saw clearly how plain and simple—how narrow, 
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even—it all was; but clearly, too, how much it all meant to him, and the special value of some such anchorage 

in one's existence. He did not at all want to abandon the new life and its splendid spaces, to turn his back on 

sun and air and all they offered him and creep home and stay there; the upper world was all too strong, it 

called to him still, even down there, and he knew he must return to the larger stage. But it was good to think 

he had this to come back to; this place which was all his own, these things which were so glad to see him 

again and could always be counted upon for the same simple welcome. 
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New physics: the anomalous high-temperature superconductivity of yttrium hydride 

DIPC ADVANCED MATERIALS 

ByDIPC April 15, 2021 0 comments 

The standard explanation of superconductivity goes more or less like this. Electrical resistance is due to 

collisions of the electrons (whether treated as particles or waves) with impurities, imperfections, and 

especially the lattice vibrations of the metal crystal. The lattice vibrations of the solid will decrease as the 

temperature falls, because the entropy, which represents disorder, also decreases. Therefore, the resistance 

should also decrease. This is what is observed, and it is well explained by quantum band theory. 

But at very low temperatures something strange happens: the resistance of some materials suddenly drops to 

zero at a certain temperature. These materials become superconductors, meaning they can conduct currents 

without resistance or loss of electric energy. The temperature at which superconductivity occurs is called the 

critical temperature. Its value ranges from 0.015 K for tungsten to as high as 288 K for carbonaceous sulfur 

hydrides but, in this case, at very high pressures (some 275 GPa). You can imagine some possible advantages 

of electrical wires having zero resistance. It is like motion without friction. Among the many actual and 

potential applications are electric power transmission lines without power loss, faster computers, and super-

strong electromagnets. 

The development of superconducting devices was greatly stimulated after the acceptance of the basic theory 

of superconductivity proposed in 1957 by John Bardeen, Leon Cooper, and Robert Schrieffer. The authors of 

the BCS theory, as it is known, received the Nobel Prize for their work in 1972. Their theory is highly 

technical, but the basic idea is that the electron waves in the superconducting state no longer act 

independently, as in Bloch’s model. Instead, they are paired together at the critical temperature so that their 

wave functions act as one unit as they interact with the crystal lattice. Moreover, all the electron pairs move 

together in one collective motion, so that if any single electron is scattered by the lattice it is pulled back into 

the flow by its partner, and if any pair of electrons is somehow scattered off track, it is pulled back into the 

collective flow by all the other pairs. Since there is no scattering or inelastic collisions, there is no resistance, 

and the material becomes a superconductor. 

 

And this is it…or not. Because there are some materials that, under superconductivity conditions of 

temperature and pressure, for which the BCS theory does not seem to work, nor its alternative, the Migdal–

Eliashberg theory. One case in point has been recently reported 1 by a team of scientists: yttrium hexahydride 

(YH6). In this hydride, experimental data and theoretical calculations suggest notable departures of the 

superconducting properties from the conventional theories, and the presence of an additional mechanism of 

superconductivity. 

The theoretical prediction of record high-temperature superconductor LaH10 followed by the experimental 

confirmation of its critical temperature in the range of 250–260 K, and the discovery of the already mentioned 

highest known critical temperature of 288 K at ≈275 GPa in the ternary carbonaceous sulfur hydrides CSHx, 

opened a new field in high-pressure physics devoted to the investigation of superconducting metal hydrides. 

https://mappingignorance.org/category/dipc/dipc-advanced-materials/
https://mappingignorance.org/2021/04/15/new-physics-the-anomalous-high-temperature-superconductivity-of-yttrium-hydride/#author
https://mappingignorance.org/2021/04/15/new-physics-the-anomalous-high-temperature-superconductivity-of-yttrium-hydride/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#comments
https://mappingignorance.org/2016/01/14/why-do-some-materials-conduct-electricity-and-others-dont-2-the-band-theory-of-metals/
https://mappingignorance.org/2021/04/15/new-physics-the-anomalous-high-temperature-superconductivity-of-yttrium-hydride/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-8067-1
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In this vein, the recent successful synthesis of previously predicted superconducting hydrides (BaH12, ThH10, 

UH7 and UH8, CeH9, PrH9, and NdH9) lead the team to perform an experimental study of the Y–H system, 

focused on YH6, due to the outstanding superconducting properties predicted combined with a relatively low 

expected stabilization pressure of about 110 GPa. The results were surprising. }

 

Not only YH6, but also YH4 and YH7, were confirmed as high-temperature superconductors at pressures of 

160–196 GPa, confirming theoretical predictions. However, the measured critical temperature of YH6 is 224 

K, which is unexpectedly lower than the theoretically predicted value (>273 K). Another predicted variable, 

the upper critical magnetic field, was found to be more than two times larger than the calculated one. Some 

important superconducting characteristics, like the critical current and its density, may be higher than that of 

the commercial superconductors. 

The results of superconducting density functional theory (SCDFT) and anharmonic calculations, together with 

the anomalously high critical magnetic field signify the importance of the effects missing in conventional 

theories. 

Note: The team dedicates this piece of research to the memory of Gerasim Matveevich Eliashberg (1930-

2021). 

Author: César Tomé López is a science writer and the editor of Mapping Ignorance 

Disclaimer: Parts of this article may have been copied verbatim or almost verbatim from the referenced 

research papers. 

http://about.me/cesar_tome
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The Celebrated Jumping Frog of Calaveras County 

by Mark Twain 

 

Twain's story was first published in The Saturday Press on Nov. 18, 1865. It was republished in The 

Celebrated Jumping Frog of Calaveras County, and Other Sketches in 1867 by Harper & Brothers. 

 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/mark-twain
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In compliance with the request of a friend of mine, who wrote me from the East, I called on good-natured, 

garrulous old Simon Wheeler, and inquired after my friend's friend, Leonidas W. Smiley, as requested to do, 

and I hereunto append the result. I have a lurking suspicion that Leonidas W. Smiley is a myth; and that my 

friend never knew such a personage; and that he only conjectured that if I asked old Wheeler about him, it 

would remind him of his infamous Jim Smiley, and he would go to work and bore me to death with some 

exasperating reminiscence of him as long and as tedious as it should be useless to me. If that was the design, it 

succeeded. 

I found Simon Wheeler dozing comfortably by the barroom stove of the dilapidated tavern in the decayed 

mining camp of Angel's, and I noticed that he was fat and bald-headed, and had an expression of winning 

gentleness and simplicity upon his tranquil countenance. He roused up, and gave me good-day. I told him a 

friend had commissioned me to make some inquiries about a cherished companion of his boyhood 

named Leonidas W. Smiley--Rev. Leonidas W. Smiley, a young minister of the Gospel, who he had heard was 

at one time a resident of Angel's Camp. I added that if Mr. Wheeler could tell me anything about this Rev. 

Leonidas W. Smiley, I would feel under many obligations to him. 

Simon Wheeler backed me into a corner and blockaded me there with his chair, and then sat down and reeled 

off the monotonous narrative which follows this paragraph. He never smiled, he never frowned, he never 

changed his voice from the gentle-flowing key to which he tuned his initial sentence, he never betrayed the 

slightest suspicion of enthusiasm; but all through the interminable narrative there ran a vein of impressive 

earnestness and sincerity, which showed me plainly that, so far from his imagining that there was anything 

ridiculous or funny about his story, he regarded it as a really important matter, and admired its two heroes as 

men of transcendent genius in finesse. I let him go on in his own way, and never interrupted him once. 

"Rev. Leonidas W. H'm, Reverend Le--well, there was a feller here once by the name of Jim Smiley, in the 

winter of '49--or may be it was the spring of '50--I don't recollect exactly, somehow, though what makes me 

think it was one or the other is because I remember the big flume warn't finished when he first came to the 

camp; but any way, he was the curiousest man about always betting on anything that turned up you ever see, 

if he could get anybody to bet on the other side; and if he couldn't he'd change sides. Any way that suited the 

other man would suit him--any way just so's he got a bet, he was satisfied. But still he was lucky, uncommon 

lucky; he most always come out winner. He was always ready and laying for a chance; there couldn't be no 

solit'ry thing mentioned but that feller'd offer to bet on it, and take any side you please, as I was just telling 

you. If there was a horse-race, you'd find him flush or you'd find him busted at the end of it; if there was a 

dog-fight, he'd bet on it; if there was a cat-fight, he'd bet on it; if there was a chicken-fight, he'd bet on it; why, 

if there was two birds setting on a fence, he would bet you which one would fly first; or if there was a camp-

meeting, he would be there reg'lar to bet on Parson Walker, which he judged to be the best exhorter about 

here, and he was, too, and a good man. If he even see a straddle-bug start to go anywheres, he would bet you 

how long it would take him to get to--to wherever he was going to, and if you took him up, he would foller 

that straddle-bug to Mexico but what he would find out where he was bound for and how long he was on the 

road. 
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Lots of the boys here has seen that Smiley and can tell you about him. Why, it never made no difference 

to him--he'd bet on any thing--the dangest feller. Parson Walker's wife laid very sick once, for a good while, 

and it seemed as if they warn't going to save her; but one morning he come in, and Smiley up and asked him 

how she was, and he said she was considerable better--thank the Lord for his inf'nit' mercy--and coming on so 
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smart that with the blessing of Prov'dence she'd get well yet; and Smiley, before he thought, says, Well, I'll 

risk two-and-a-half she don't anyway.'" 

Thish-yer Smiley had a mare--the boys called her the fifteen-minute nag, but that was only in fun, you know, 

because, of course, she was faster than that--and he used to win money on that horse, for all she was so slow 

and always had the asthma, or the distemper, or the consumption, or something of that kind. They used to give 

her two or three hundred yards start, and then pass her under way; but always at the fag-end of the race she'd 

get excited and desperate-like, and come cavorting and straddling up, and scattering her legs around limber, 

sometimes in the air, and sometimes out to one side amongst the fences, and kicking up m-o-r-e dust and 

raising m-o-r-e racket with her coughing and sneezing and blowing her nose--and always fetch up at the stand 

just about a neck ahead, as near as you could cipher it down. 

 

And he had a little small bull-pup, that to look at him you'd think he warn't worth a cent but to set around and 

look ornery and lay for a chance to steal something. But as soon as money was up on him he was a different 
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dog; his under-jaw'd begin to stick out like the fo'-castle of a steamboat, and his teeth would uncover and 

shine like the furnaces. And a dog might tackle him and bully-rag him, and bite him, and throw him over his 

shoulder two or three times, and Andrew Jackson--which was the name of the pup--Andrew Jackson would 

never let on but what he was satisfied, and hadn't expected nothing else--and the bets being doubled and 

doubled on the other side all the time, till the money was all up; and then all of a sudden he would grab that 

other dog jest by the j'int of his hind leg and freeze to it--not chaw, you understand, but only just grip and 

hang on till they throwed up the sponge, if it was a year. Smiley always come out winner on that pup, till he 

harnessed a dog once that didn't have no hind legs, because they'd been sawed off in a circular saw, and when 

the thing had gone along far enough, and the money was all up, and he come to make a snatch for his pet holt, 

he see in a minute how he'd been imposed on, and how the other dog had him in the door, so to speak, and he 

'peared surprised, and then he looked sorter discouraged-like, and didn't try no more to win the fight, and so 

he got shucked out bad. He gave Smiley a look, as much as to say his heart was broke, and it was his fault, for 

putting up a dog that hadn't no hind legs for him to take holt of, which was his main dependence in a fight, 

and then he limped off a piece and laid down and died. It was a good pup, was that Andrew Jackson, and 

would have made a name for hisself if he'd lived, for the stuff was in him and he had genius--I know it, 

because he hadn't no opportunities to speak of, and it don't stand to reason that a dog could make such a fight 

as he could under them circumstances if he hadn't no talent. It always makes me feel sorry when I think of 

that last fight of his'n, and the way it turned out. 

Well, thish-yer Smiley had rat-tarriers, and chicken cocks, and tom-cats and all of them kind of things, till you 

couldn't rest, and you couldn't fetch nothing for him to bet on but he'd match you. He ketched a frog one day, 

and took him home, and said he cal'lated to educate him; and so he never done nothing for three months but 

set in his back yard and learn that frog to jump. And you bet you he did learn him, too. He'd give him a little 

punch behind, and the next minute you'd see that frog whirling in the air like a doughnut--see him turn one 

summerset, or may be a couple, if he got a good start, and come down flat-footed and all right, like a cat. 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 558 may  2021 

 

144 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 558 may  2021 

 

145 

He got him up so in the matter of ketching flies, and kep' him in practice so constant, that he'd nail a fly every 

time as fur as he could see him. Smiley said all a frog wanted was education, and he could do 'most anything--

and I believe him. Why, I've seen him set Dan'l Webster down here on this floor--Dan'l Webster was the name 

of the frog--and sing out, "Flies, Dan'l, flies!" and quicker'n you could wink he'd spring straight up and snake 

a fly off'n the counter there, and flop down on the floor ag'in as solid as a gob of mud, and fall to scratching 

the side of his head with his hind foot as indifferent as if he hadn't no idea he'd been doin' any more'n any frog 

might do. You never see a frog so modest and straightfor'ard as he was, for all he was so gifted. And when it 

come to fair and square jumping on a dead level, he could get over more ground at one straddle than any 

animal of his breed you ever see. Jumping on a dead level was his strong suit, you understand; and when it 

come to that, Smiley would ante up money on him as long as he had a red. Smiley was monstrous proud of his 

frog, and well he might be, for fellers that had traveled and been everywheres, all said he laid over any frog 

that ever they see. 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 558 may  2021 

 

146 

Well, Smiley kep' the beast in a little lattice box, and he used to fetch him downtown sometimes and lay for a 

bet. One day a feller--a stranger in the camp, he was--come acrost him with his box, and says: 

"What might be that you've got in the box?" 

And Smiley says, sorter indifferent-like, "It might be a parrot, or it might be a canary, maybe, but it ain't--it's 

only just a frog." 

And the feller took it, and looked at it careful, and turned it round this way and that, and says, "H'm--so 'tis. 

Well, what's he good for?" 

"Well," Smiley says, easy and careless, "he's good enough for one thing, I should judge--he can outjump any 

frog in Calaveras county." 

The feller took the box again, and took another long, particular look, and give it back to Smiley, and says, 

very deliberate, "Well," he says, "I don't see no p'ints about that frog that's any better'n any other frog." 

"Maybe you don't," Smiley says. "Maybe you understand frogs and maybe you don't understand 'em; maybe 

you've had experience, and maybe you ain't only a amature, as it were. Anyways, I've got my opinion and I'll 

risk forty dollars that he can outjump any frog in Calaveras County." 

And the feller studied a minute, and then says, kinder sad like, "Well, I'm only a stranger here, and I ain't got 

no frog; but if I had a frog, I'd bet you." 

And then Smiley says, "That's all right--that's all right--if you'll hold my box a minute, I'll go and get you a 

frog." And so the feller took the box, and put up his forty dollars along with Smiley's, and set down to wait. 

So he set there a good while thinking and thinking to his-self, and then he got the frog out and prized his 

mouth open and took a teaspoon and filled him full of quail shot--filled! him pretty near up to his chin--and 

set him on the floor. Smiley he went to the swamp and slopped around in the mud for a long time, and finally 

he ketched a frog, and fetched him in, and give him to this feller, and says: 

"Now, if you're ready, set him alongside of Dan'l, with his forepaws just even with Dan'l's, and I'll give the 

word." Then he says, "One--two--three--git!" and him and the feller touched up the frogs from behind, and the 

new frog hopped off lively, but Dan'l give a heave, and hysted up his shoulders--so--like a Frenchman, but it 

warn't no use--he couldn't budge; he was planted as solid as a church, and he couldn't no more stir than if he 

was anchored out. Smiley was a good deal surprised, and he was disgusted too, but he didn't have no idea 

what the matter was, of course. 

The feller took the money and started away; and when he was going out at the door, he sorter jerked his 

thumb over his shoulder--so--at Dan'l, and says again, very deliberate, "Well," he says, "I don't see no p'ints 

about that frog that's any better'n any other frog." 
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Smiley he stood scratching his head and looking down at Dan'l a long time, and at last says, "I do wonder 

what in the nation that frog throwed off for--I wonder if there ain't something the matter with him--he 'pears 

to look mighty baggy, somehow." And he ketched Dan'l up by the nap of the neck, and hefted him, and says, 

"Why blame my cats if he don't weigh five pounds!" and turned him upside down and he belched out a double 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 558 may  2021 

 

148 

handful of shot. And then he see how it was, and he was the maddest man--he set the frog down and took out 

after that feller, but he never ketched him. And---- 

(Here Simon Wheeler heard his name called from the front yard, and got up to see what was wanted.) And 

turning to me as he moved away, he said: "Just set where you are, stranger, and rest easy--I ain't going to be 

gone a second." 

But, by your leave, I did not think that a continuation of the history of the enterprising vagabond Jim Smiley 

would be likely to afford me much information concerning the Rev. Leonidas W. Smiley, and so I started 

away. 

At the door I met the sociable Wheeler returning, and he buttonholed me and recommenced: 

"Well, thish-yer Smiley had a yaller, one-eyed cow that didn't have no tail, only jest a short stump like a 

bannanner, and----" 

However, lacking both time and inclination, I did not wait to hear about the afflicted cow, but took my leave. 

 

The Celebrated Jumping Frog of Calaveras County was featured as The Short Story of the Day on Wed, 

Apr 21, 2021 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/mark-twain/short-story/the-celebrated-jumping-frog-of-calaveras-

county 

  

https://americanliterature.com/short-story-of-the-day
https://americanliterature.com/author/mark-twain/short-story/the-celebrated-jumping-frog-of-calaveras-county
https://americanliterature.com/author/mark-twain/short-story/the-celebrated-jumping-frog-of-calaveras-county
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Quatrains 

by Allen Ginsberg 

Issue no. 100 (Summer-Fall 1986) 

Those high lunches needn’t matter 

If you are of businessman’s age 

Anyway he enjoyed creating food 

drifting across the Fragrant Nation 

Who was it that began the mouth talk 

Gave the citizens thoughtful Saliva 

Nature boy came close to Government 

Secret police maintained their ham & eggs 

O what tragedy for multiple Chickens 

O how pigs dreamt butcher night! 

Sheep squawked nightmare, goat 

fish sent regrets from meadow and sea 

If he only could have made new Congress 

We wouldn’t breathe so much sulphur smog 

Sugar dances at the movies, coffee tells you on TV 

and Sodium Nitrate & Nicotine Cholesterol 

have nothing to do with Foreign policy. 

Nature boy drifts into Central American oblivion 

with Seminole Patchwork and Albert Einstein. 

Nobody thought heat rays would end the world. 

  

If you enjoyed this poem, why not … 

• celebrate National Poetry Month with our latest anthology, Poets at Work? Featuring an 

introduction by Paris Review poetry editor Vijay Seshadri and interviews with Allen 

Ginsberg, Ishmael Reed, Marianne Moore, Yehuda Amichai, and many more! Subscribe 

now to receive Poets at Work for 25% off. 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=fe65d95e2a&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=fe65d95e2a&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=84f2544392&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=652e0ea7f8&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=652e0ea7f8&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=fe65d95e2a&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=fe65d95e2a&e=d538c8f2e0
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How Much 

by Victoria Chang 

Issue no. 180 (Spring 2007) 

A boy drowns in a lake. Another opens 

his head against a steering wheel. Another 

goes downtown. Into a boardroom. Into 

leveraged buyouts. Into Italian shoes. 

Into spearheading something. Hi, you’ve reached  

Victoria Chang. I’m not at my desk right now.   

Please leave a message at the beep. Never mind  

the kickbacks, passing the sound barrier in 

the Concorde, its needle-nosed body. How much  

mahogany we all had. Cheese stabbed with  

sticks our teeth tugged on. How many drivers  

in black cars we said Happy Valentine’s Day to. 

                        * 

Each morning, I put on those shoes, legs,  

nylons, sex, black briefs with texts. Each 

dusk, there were martinis, drinks that said 

Cocktail! No choice. Of course, starters, soup  

& salad, main meal, dessert, coffee. Always  

in that order. Business models. Pigeons on  

ledges I watched. Dimmed rooms with white  

screens, a man with a pointer. No one stops  

him. Someone make him stop. My watch gets  

tired from looking up at me. The next table is  

once again pioneering something. I can shake  

a hundred hands in an hour. Watch me. 

                        * 

Thirteen dollars a share. The man on the phone line  

has a rope in his throat. The closing price is  

rouged. We can believe in God again. The banks  

are full. The streets are hungover. The man on  

my left is rich. The man on my right is a month  

from dead. The Champagne ditches its bottle.   

The London air free-falls in the hotel room.   

There are plates of carved fruit. New York is  

cheering through the phone. Heaven must 

be this way. Tomorrow, Germany. Then Paris.   

Hello. Goodbye. Where’s the bathroom? I don’t  

understand. I am lost. How much? 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=70e26614f0&e=d538c8f2e0
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                        * 

A man carrying a tray of sandwiches.   

A woman on a cell phone. The doorman  

on California Street. The cable-car driver.   

No one knows how beautiful the check  

looks in my wallet. $94 million. Tomorrow,  

$106 million. From: IV Drip. To: Bob  

Dahl. From: Ivy hiccupping up a wall.   

To: John Hedge. Everyone is drunk today.   

Everyone is preparing for sex today. Little  

turquoise boxes with white ribbon are hand- 

delivered around town today. The smell of  

beef is powerful. The cemeteries are still full. 

                        * 

Tired of the stitched ball, line of breeze.   

Tired of the corporate seats. The Samsung.   

The Solectron. The Synopsys. The Pitch.  

Positioning. Presentations. Tired of summer  

that can’t stop its inverting. Of the cartoon ball  

under the cartoon hats that keep moving.   

One, two, three, the crowd shouts. Someday  

the big screen will dangle in rust. The headless  

field will become untethered. Someday  

the rain will withdraw from the sleeping dog.   

Somewhere in a kitchen, a mother will watch  

the last piece of beef fall off a bone. 
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