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Nina Simone on Time 

A meditation on the one dimension of human existence that “goes past all racial conflict and all kinds of 

conflicts.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

“If our heart were large enough to love life in all its detail, we would see that every instant is at once a giver 

and a plunderer,” wrote the French philosopher Gaston Bachelard as he contemplated our paradoxical 

experience of time in the early 1930s just as Einstein, Gödel, and the rise of relativity had 

begun revolutionizing our understanding of time. “Time is the substance I am made of,” Borges proclaimed a 

generation later in his exquisite 1944 refutation of time. “Time is a river which sweeps me along, but I am the 

river; it is a tiger which destroys me, but I am the tiger; it is a fire which consumes me, but I am the fire.” 

If Borges’s words sound like a song lyric, it is because there is something singularly musical about our 

perception of time — we speak of our daily rhythms, abide by the metronomic ticking of the clock, and feel 

the flow of time like one feels the flow of a melody. It is perhaps unsurprising, then, that the elusive and 

indomitable nature of time preoccupied not only the twentieth century’s greatest philosophers, scientists, and 

writers, but also one of its greatest musicians: Eunice Kathleen Waymon, better known as Nina 

Simone (February 21, 1933–April 21, 2003). 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/01/18/intuition-of-the-instant-gaston-bachelard/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/01/18/intuition-of-the-instant-gaston-bachelard/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/05/07/rebecca-goldstein-incompleteness-godel-einstein-time/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/09/19/a-new-refutation-of-time-borges/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/B004RF4FP0/braipick-20
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Nina Simone, 1969 

On October 26, 1969, at the Philharmonic Hall in New York City, Simone performed a version of “Who 

Knows Where the Time Goes,” written by the English folk-rock singer-songwriter Sandy Denny and 

popularized by Judy Collins. The version was released a year later on her live album Black Gold and was later 

included in The Essential Nina Simone. 

Simone, who was at least as devoted to civil rights as she was to music, considered this “a reflective tune” 

that “goes past all racial conflict and all kinds of conflicts,” for it deals with the supreme unifying force of all 

human existence: the shared experience of time’s inescapable flow. She introduced her cover with a beautiful, 

simple, profound prefatory meditation on time — please enjoy: 

Sometime in your life, you will have occasion to say, “What is this thing called time?” What is that, the 

clock? You go to work by the clock, you get your martini in the afternoon by the clock and your coffee by the 

clock, and you have to get on the plane at a certain time, and arrive at a certain time. It goes on and on and on 

and on. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/B004RF4FP0/braipick-20


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 559 may  2021 

 

5 

And time is a dictator, as we know it. Where does it go? What does it do? Most of all, is it alive? Is it a thing 

that we cannot touch and is it alive? And then, one day, you look in the mirror — you’re old — and you say, 

“Where does the time go?” 

WHO KNOWS WHERE THE TIME GOES 

Across the morning sky, all the birds are leaving 

How can they know that it’s time to go? 

Before the winter fire, I’ll still be dreaming 

I do not count the time 

Who knows where the time goes? 

Who knows where the time goes? 

Sad, deserted shore, your fickle friends are leaving 

Ah, but then you know that it’s time for them to go 

But I will still be here, I have no thought of leaving 

For I do not count the time 

Who knows where the time goes? 

Who knows where the time goes? 

But I am not alone as long as my love is near me 

And I know it will be so till it’s time to go 

All through the winter, until the birds return in spring again 

I do not fear the time 

Who knows where the time goes? 

Who knows where the time goes? 

Complement with the psychology of how we experience time, T.S. Eliot’s timeless ode to the nature of time, 

and James Gleick on how our fascination with time illuminates the central mystery of consciousness. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/02/21/nina-simone-time/?mc_cid=94584f4668&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/04/27/time-felt-marc-wittmann/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/11/18/t-s-eliot-reads-burnt-norton/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/09/27/james-gleick-time-travel/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/02/21/nina-simone-time/?mc_cid=94584f4668&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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Numbers can trip you up during the pandemic – here are 4 tips to help you figure out tricky stats 

27 abril 2021 14:13 CEST 

Autor 

1. Ellen Peters 

Director, Center for Science Communication Research, University of Oregon 

Cláusula de Divulgación 

Ellen Peters receives funding from the National Science Foundation and USAFacts. 

Nuestros socios 

 

University of Oregon aporta financiación como institución colaboradora de The Conversation US. 

Ver todos los asociados 

 

The COVID-19 pandemic thrust many news consumers into a world of statistics and deep uncertainty. An 

endless swirl of numbers – case counts, infection rates, vaccine efficacy – can leave you feeling stressed, 

anxious and powerless if you’re not confident you know what they really mean. 

https://theconversation.com/profiles/ellen-peters-812268
https://theconversation.com/institutions/university-of-oregon-811
https://theconversation.com/es/partners
https://www.nytimes.com/2020/03/12/opinion/sunday/coronavirus-statistics.html
https://www.nytimes.com/2020/03/12/opinion/sunday/coronavirus-statistics.html
https://theconversation.com/profiles/ellen-peters-812268
https://theconversation.com/institutions/university-of-oregon-811
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But when used effectively, statistics can help you know more, trust more and avoid surprise and regret when 

the unexpected occurs. People also tend to want them and find them useful when weighing uncertain risks and 

making decisions. 

I’m a decision psychologist. I study how people understand and use numbers as they’re figuring out risks and 

making choices. I then try to improve how numbers are communicated to help people make better decisions. 

Here are four ways that stats in the news can confuse you – and my advice on how to understand them. 

1. Look for consistent categories 

Uncertainty and risk are often presented numerically. Rain is 35% likely today; 10% of patients will suffer 

this side effect. But sometimes how those numbers are presented is confusing. 

Our mission is to share knowledge and inform decisions. 

About us 

For example, early in the pandemic, The New York Times tweeted that “nearly half of New York City voters 

know someone who died of Covid-19. 74% of white voters said they did not know someone who died from 

coronavirus, but 48% of black voters, and 52% of Latino voters, said they did.” 

Notice that some statistics referred to knowing someone, and others to not knowing someone. 

This difference shouldn’t matter because once you know the proportion of people who knew someone who 

died, you also know the proportion who didn’t – people either know someone or they don’t. If 74% of white 

voters didn’t know someone, then 26% did know someone (74% plus 26% = 100%). 

But how options are described can be misleading. In a classic example, researchers described cancer treatment 

options either in terms of survival (that is, 90% of patients survive) or mortality (10% died). The numbers are 

logically the same in both descriptions. But people, including experts, tend to feel worse when a likelihood is 

described in the negative mortality frame, and they’re less likely to choose a treatment described in those 

terms. People who are not great with numbers are even more likely to be swayed by the positive or negative 

frame. 

When you’re reading a tweet like the one above, pay attention to the words as well as the numbers. Are they 

describing things in a consistent way? If not, consider the flip side. The tweet should have read “26% of white 

voters said they knew someone who died from the coronavirus, and so did 48% of black voters, and 52% of 

Latino voters.” With consistency between numbers and words, you can more easily compare across groups. 

2. Convert numbers for easier comparison 

Numbers can be communicated in other ways, too, that make them hard to decipher. One example comes 

from a list of the proportion of people in the U.S. who died of COVID-19 within several racial categories. 

https://doi.org/10.1111/j.1539-6924.1995.tb00341.x
https://doi.org/10.3758/BF03334162
https://doi.org/10.1080/10410236.2017.1407276
https://scholar.google.com/citations?user=Y5HYFV8AAAAJ&hl=en&oi=ao
https://scr.uoregon.edu/
https://twitter.com/nytimes/status/1254802547719757830?s=20
https://doi.org/10.1056/NEJM198205273062103
https://doi.org/10.1111/j.1467-9280.2006.01720.x
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It’s challenging to make out which groups have fared worse during the pandemic when you’re looking at a 

“one in something” format. 

That “something” is the denominator of the fraction. It’s far easier to understand the data if you pick a single 

number you want them all to be out of. This becomes the new denominator. I chose 10,000 because it was 

bigger than the other denominators. 

Then, divide 10,000 by what the original number was “out of” (the original denominator). For example, with 

the category Indigenous Americans, I divided 10,000 by 390. That equals 25.6, or approximately 26. 

Therefore, I wrote 26 in 10,000 Indigenous Americans. 

So instead of 1 in 390 versus 1 in 665, you can compare 26 in 10,000 versus 15 in 10,000. It’s a lot easier to 

see that Indigenous Americans died at almost twice the rate of white Americans. 

3. Think about absolute vs. relative percentages 

CNN recently wrote about flying safely, claiming that 90% vaccine effectiveness meant that “for every 

million fully vaccinated people who fly, some 100,000 could still become infected.” 

This is grossly incorrect. 

Vaccine effectiveness concerns the relative risk of getting infected if you get the vaccine compared with not 

getting it. To calculate it, you need two groups of people, one vaccinated, one not. You wait and see what 

infections emerge in both groups. Then you calculate the proportion of people in the vaccinated group who 

got infected and the proportion of people in the unvaccinated group who did. 

Divide the vaccinated proportion by the unvaccinated proportion, and the resulting number is the risk ratio. 

One minus the risk ratio is vaccine effectiveness, the 90% number from a recent study published by the 

Centers for Disease Control and Prevention. 

What this number means is that, all else being equal, with vaccination, you are 10 times less likely to get a 

COVID-19 infection. This is true whether you live in Michigan or Oregon, fly on planes or don’t, even wear a 

mask or don’t. Whatever the average infection rate you face – based on where you live and how you act – you 

are 10 times less likely to get infected if you get vaccinated. 

https://www.cdc.gov/mmwr/volumes/70/wr/mm7013e3.htm?s_cid=mm7013e3_w
https://twitter.com/zeynep/status/1381223370436530176
http://dx.doi.org/10.15585/mmwr.mm7013e3
http://dx.doi.org/10.15585/mmwr.mm7013e3
https://doi.org/10.1001/jama.2020.19108
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A vaccine with 90% effectiveness does not mean 10% of vaccinated travelers will get COVID-19. AP 

Photo/Sue Ogrocki 

Next time you see a percentage number, stop and think about whether it’s an absolute number, like the 

percentage who know or don’t know someone who has died from COVID-19. Or is it a relative percentage, 

like vaccine effectiveness – a comparison of people who get vaccinated to those who do not. 

A 90% effective vaccine means that, if in a group of 1 million unvaccinated people who flew, 100 of them got 

infected, then among 1 million vaccinated people who flew, only 10 of them would get COVID-19. 

These vaccines are imperfect, but they are phenomenally effective in that relative sense. 

4. Don’t let an anecdote displace the data 

News articles often tell a story about an individual that draws readers in. You can be tricked by these 

compelling stories, though, especially if any accompanying numbers are hard to understand. 

https://images.theconversation.com/files/397153/original/file-20210426-15-1lkeo5l.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/397153/original/file-20210426-15-1lkeo5l.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://newsroom.ap.org/detail/ArizonaDailyLIfe/bdbcda82cbc444deb6929c33061cf643/photo?Query=air%20AND%20passengers&mediaType=photo&sortBy=creationdatetime:desc&dateRange=Anytime&totalCount=3653&currentItemNo=4
https://newsroom.ap.org/detail/ArizonaDailyLIfe/bdbcda82cbc444deb6929c33061cf643/photo?Query=air%20AND%20passengers&mediaType=photo&sortBy=creationdatetime:desc&dateRange=Anytime&totalCount=3653&currentItemNo=4
https://doi.org/10.1016/j.tmaid.2020.101915
https://images.theconversation.com/files/397153/original/file-20210426-15-1lkeo5l.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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Leilani Jordan continued to work as a clerk at a Maryland grocery store so she could help seniors, even 

though she had cerebral palsy and came in frequent contact with the public. She ultimately died from COVID-

19, but her story may have persuaded some people to behave more carefully. 

[Understand key political developments, each week. Subscribe to The Conversation’s election newsletter.] 

Some celebrity stories may have had the opposite effect. Tom Hanks and Rita Wilson had particularly mild 

cases of COVID-19. Reading about them may have reduced worry and caused some people to ease off hand-

washing and physical distancing. 

When you read a story, think carefully about what’s useful. Stories can help you understand experiences – 

what it feels like to have COVID-19 or become unemployed because of the pandemic. But they leave out 

other experiences and don’t tell you how common different experiences are. 

After being drawn into a good story, think about how relevant it is to you and what is its likelihood. You can 

even look up statistics to better inform yourself about a situation rather than rely on anecdotes that might 

leave you with a false impression. 

Knowing statistics can help you, but sometimes you need to empower yourself to understand what the 

numbers are telling you. 

https://theconversation.com/numbers-can-trip-you-up-during-the-pandemic-here-are-4-tips-to-help-you-

figure-out-tricky-stats-

158495?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20April%2

027%202021%20-

%201931118897&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20April%2027%202021

%20-

%201931118897+CID_6dbce6d9c24dfea791211786031d6eec&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_ter

m=Numbers%20can%20trip%20you%20up%20during%20the%20pandemic%20%20here%20are%204%20ti

ps%20to%20help%20you%20figure%20out%20tricky%20stats 

  

https://www.cnn.com/2020/04/08/us/coronavirus-leilani-jordan-grocery-worker/index.html
https://theconversation.com/us/newsletters/politics-weekly-74/?utm_source=TCUS&utm_medium=inline-link&utm_campaign=newsletter-text&utm_content=politics-understand
https://www.vulture.com/article/famous-people-celebrities-with-coronavirus.html
https://theconversation.com/numbers-can-trip-you-up-during-the-pandemic-here-are-4-tips-to-help-you-figure-out-tricky-stats-158495?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20April%2027%202021%20-%201931118897&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20April%2027%202021%20-%201931118897+CID_6dbce6d9c24dfea791211786031d6eec&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Numbers%20can%20trip%20you%20up%20during%20the%20pandemic%20%20here%20are%204%20tips%20to%20help%20you%20figure%20out%20tricky%20stats
https://theconversation.com/numbers-can-trip-you-up-during-the-pandemic-here-are-4-tips-to-help-you-figure-out-tricky-stats-158495?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20April%2027%202021%20-%201931118897&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20April%2027%202021%20-%201931118897+CID_6dbce6d9c24dfea791211786031d6eec&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Numbers%20can%20trip%20you%20up%20during%20the%20pandemic%20%20here%20are%204%20tips%20to%20help%20you%20figure%20out%20tricky%20stats
https://theconversation.com/numbers-can-trip-you-up-during-the-pandemic-here-are-4-tips-to-help-you-figure-out-tricky-stats-158495?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20April%2027%202021%20-%201931118897&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20April%2027%202021%20-%201931118897+CID_6dbce6d9c24dfea791211786031d6eec&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Numbers%20can%20trip%20you%20up%20during%20the%20pandemic%20%20here%20are%204%20tips%20to%20help%20you%20figure%20out%20tricky%20stats
https://theconversation.com/numbers-can-trip-you-up-during-the-pandemic-here-are-4-tips-to-help-you-figure-out-tricky-stats-158495?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20April%2027%202021%20-%201931118897&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20April%2027%202021%20-%201931118897+CID_6dbce6d9c24dfea791211786031d6eec&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Numbers%20can%20trip%20you%20up%20during%20the%20pandemic%20%20here%20are%204%20tips%20to%20help%20you%20figure%20out%20tricky%20stats
https://theconversation.com/numbers-can-trip-you-up-during-the-pandemic-here-are-4-tips-to-help-you-figure-out-tricky-stats-158495?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20April%2027%202021%20-%201931118897&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20April%2027%202021%20-%201931118897+CID_6dbce6d9c24dfea791211786031d6eec&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Numbers%20can%20trip%20you%20up%20during%20the%20pandemic%20%20here%20are%204%20tips%20to%20help%20you%20figure%20out%20tricky%20stats
https://theconversation.com/numbers-can-trip-you-up-during-the-pandemic-here-are-4-tips-to-help-you-figure-out-tricky-stats-158495?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20April%2027%202021%20-%201931118897&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20April%2027%202021%20-%201931118897+CID_6dbce6d9c24dfea791211786031d6eec&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Numbers%20can%20trip%20you%20up%20during%20the%20pandemic%20%20here%20are%204%20tips%20to%20help%20you%20figure%20out%20tricky%20stats
https://theconversation.com/numbers-can-trip-you-up-during-the-pandemic-here-are-4-tips-to-help-you-figure-out-tricky-stats-158495?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20April%2027%202021%20-%201931118897&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20April%2027%202021%20-%201931118897+CID_6dbce6d9c24dfea791211786031d6eec&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Numbers%20can%20trip%20you%20up%20during%20the%20pandemic%20%20here%20are%204%20tips%20to%20help%20you%20figure%20out%20tricky%20stats
https://theconversation.com/numbers-can-trip-you-up-during-the-pandemic-here-are-4-tips-to-help-you-figure-out-tricky-stats-158495?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20April%2027%202021%20-%201931118897&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20April%2027%202021%20-%201931118897+CID_6dbce6d9c24dfea791211786031d6eec&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Numbers%20can%20trip%20you%20up%20during%20the%20pandemic%20%20here%20are%204%20tips%20to%20help%20you%20figure%20out%20tricky%20stats
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A Burlesque Biography 

by Mark Twain 

 

Two or three persons having at different times intimated that if I would write an autobiography they would 

read it when they got leisure, I yield at last to this frenzied public demand and herewith tender my history. 

Ours is a noble house, and stretches a long way back into antiquity. The earliest ancestor the Twains have any 

record of was a friend of the family by the name of Higgins. This was in the eleventh century, when our 

people were living in Aberdeen, county of Cork, England. Why it is that our long line has ever since borne the 

maternal name (except when one of them now and then took a playful refuge in an alias to avert foolishness), 

instead of Higgins, is a mystery which none of us has ever felt much desire to stir. It is a kind of vague, pretty 

romance, and we leave it alone. All the old families do that way. 

Arthour Twain was a man of considerable note--a solicitor on the highway in William Rufus's time. At about 

the age of thirty he went to one of those fine old English places of resort called Newgate, to see about 

something, and never returned again. While there he died suddenly. 

Augustus Twain seems to have made something of a stir about the year 1160. He was as full of fun as he 

could be, and used to take his old saber and sharpen it up, and get in a convenient place on a dark night, and 

stick it through people as they went by, to see them jump. He was a born humorist. But he got to going too far 

with it; and the first time he was found stripping one of these parties, the authorities removed one end of him, 

and put it up on a nice high place on Temple Bar, where it could contemplate the people and have a good 

time. He never liked any situation so much or stuck to it so long. 

Then for the next two hundred years the family tree shows a succession of soldiers--noble, high-spirited 

fellows, who always went into battle singing, right behind the army, and always went out a-whooping, right 

ahead of it. 

This is a scathing rebuke to old dead Froissart's poor witticism that our family tree never had but one limb to 

it, and that that one stuck out at right angles, and bore fruit winter and summer. 

Early in the fifteenth century we have Beau Twain, called "the Scholar." He wrote a beautiful, beautiful hand. 

And he could imitate anybody's hand so closely that it was enough to make a person laugh his head off to see 

it. He had infinite sport with his talent. But by and by he took a contract to break stone for a road, and the 

roughness of the work spoiled his hand. Still, he enjoyed life all the time he was in the stone business, which, 

with inconsiderable intervals, was some forty-two years. In fact, he died in harness. During all those long 

years he gave such satisfaction that he never was through with one contract a week till the government gave 

him another. He was a perfect pet. And he was always a favorite with his fellow-artists, and was a 

conspicuous member of their benevolent secret society, called the Chain Gang. He always wore his hair short, 

had a preference for striped clothes, and died lamented by the government. He was a sore loss to his country. 

For he was so regular. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/mark-twain
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Some years later we have the illustrious John Morgan Twain. He came over to this country with Columbus in 

1492 as a passenger. He appears to have been of a crusty, uncomfortable disposition. He complained of the 

food all the way over, and was always threatening to go ashore unless there was a change. He wanted fresh 

shad. Hardly a day passed over his head that he did not go idling about the ship with his nose in the air, 

sneering about the commander, and saying he did not believe Columbus knew where he was going to or had 

ever been there before. The memorable cry of "Land ho!" thrilled every heart in the ship but his. He gazed 

awhile through a piece of smoked glass at the penciled line lying on the distant water, and then said: "Land be 

hanged--it's a raft!" 

When this questionable passenger came on board the ship, be brought nothing with him but an old newspaper 

containing a handkerchief marked "B. G.," one cotton sock marked "L. W. C.," one woolen one marked "D. 

F.," and a night-shirt marked "O. M. R." And yet during the voyage he worried more about his "trunk," and 

gave himself more airs about it, than all the rest of the passengers put together. If the ship was "down by the 

head," and would not steer, he would go and move his "trunk" further aft, and then watch the effect. If the 

ship was "by the stern," he would suggest to Columbus to detail some men to "shift that baggage." In storms 

he had to be gagged, because his wailings about his "trunk" made it impossible for the men to hear the orders. 

The man does not appear to have been openly charged with any gravely unbecoming thing, but it is noted in 

the ship's log as a "curious circumstance" that albeit he brought his baggage on board the ship in a newspaper, 

he took it ashore in four trunks, a queensware crate, and a couple of champagne baskets. But when he came 

back insinuating, in an insolent, swaggering way, that some of this things were missing, and was going to 

search the other passengers' baggage, it was too much, and they threw him overboard. They watched long and 

wonderingly for him to come up, but not even a bubble rose on the quietly ebbing tide. But while every one 

was most absorbed in gazing over the side, and the interest was momentarily increasing, it was observed with 

consternation that the vessel was adrift and the anchor-cable hanging limp from the bow. Then in the ship's 

dimmed and ancient log we find this quaint note: 

"In time it was discouvered yt ye troblesome passenger hadde gone downe and got ye anchor, and toke ye 

same and solde it to ye dam sauvages from ye interior, saying yt he hadde founde it, ye sonne of a ghun!" 

Yet this ancestor had good and noble instincts, and it is with pride that we call to mind the fact that he was the 

first white person who ever interested himself in the work of elevating and civilizing our Indians. He built a 

commodious jail and put up a gallows, and to his dying day he claimed with satisfaction that he had had a 

more restraining and elevating influence on the Indians than any other reformer that ever labored among 

them. At this point the chronicle becomes less frank and chatty, and closes abruptly by saying that the old 

voyager went to see his gallows perform on the first white man ever hanged in America, and while there 

received injuries which terminated in his death. 

The great-grandson of the "Reformer" flourished in sixteen hundred and something, and was known in our 

annals as "the old Admiral," though in history he had other titles. He was long in command of fleets of swift 

vessels, well armed and manned, and did great service in hurrying up merchantmen. Vessels which he 

followed and kept his eagle eye on, always made good fair time across the ocean. But if a ship still loitered in 

spite of all he could do, his indignation would grow till he could contain himself no longer-- and then he 

would take that ship home where he lived and keep it there carefully, expecting the owners to come for it, but 

they never did. And he would try to get the idleness and sloth out of the sailors of that ship by compelling 

them to take invigorating exercise and a bath. He called it "walking a plank." All the pupils liked it. At any 
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rate, they never found any fault with it after trying it. When the owners were late coming for their ships, the 

Admiral always burned them, so that the insurance money should not be lost. At last this fine old tar was cut 

down in the fullness of his years and honors. And to her dying day, his poor heart-broken widow believed that 

if he had been cut down fifteen minutes sooner he might have been resuscitated. 

Charles Henry Twain lived during the latter part of the seventeenth century, and was a zealous and 

distinguished missionary. He converted sixteen thousand South Sea islanders, and taught them that a dog-

tooth necklace and a pair of spectacles was not enough clothing to come to divine service in. His poor flock 

loved him very, very dearly; and when his funeral was over, they got up in a body (and came out of the 

restaurant) with tears in their eyes, and saying, one to another, that he was a good tender missionary, and they 

wished they had some more of him. 

Pah-go-to-wah-wah-pukketekeewis (Mighty-Hunter-with-a-Hog-Eye-Twain) adorned the middle of the 

eighteenth century, and aided General Braddock with all his heart to resist the oppressor Washington. It was 

this ancestor who fired seventeen times at our Washington from behind a tree. So far the beautiful romantic 

narrative in the moral story-books is correct; but when that narrative goes on to say that at the seventeenth 

round the awe-stricken savage said solemnly that that man was being reserved by the Great Spirit for some 

mighty mission, and he dared not lift his sacrilegious rifle against him again, the narrative seriously impairs 

the integrity of history. What he did say was: 

"It ain't no (hic) no use. 'At man's so drunk he can't stan' still long enough for a man to hit him. I (hic) I can't 

'ford to fool away any more am'nition on him." 

That was why he stopped at the seventeenth round, and it was a good, plain, matter-of-fact reason, too, and 

one that easily commends itself to us by the eloquent, persuasive flavor of probability there is about it. 

I also enjoyed the story-book narrative, but I felt a marring misgiving that every Indian at Braddock's Defeat 

who fired at a soldier a couple of times (two easily grows to seventeen in a century), and missed him, jumped 

to the conclusion that the Great Spirit was reserving that soldier for some grand mission; and so I somehow 

feared that the only reason why Washington's case is remembered and the others forgotten is, that in his the 

prophecy came true, and in that of the others it didn't. There are not books enough on earth to contain the 

record of the prophecies Indians and other unauthorized parties have made; but one may carry in his overcoat 

pockets the record of all the prophecies that have been fulfilled. 

I will remark here, in passing, that certain ancestors of mine are so thoroughly well-known in history by their 

aliases, that I have not felt it to be worth while to dwell upon them, or even mention them in the order of their 

birth. Among these may be mentioned Richard Brinsley Twain, alias Guy Fawkes; John Wentworth Twain, 

alias Sixteen-String Jack; William Hogarth Twain, alias Jack Sheppard; Ananias Twain, alias Baron 

Munchausen; John George Twain, alias Captain Kydd; and then there are George Francis Twain, Tom 

Pepper, Nebuchadnezzar, and Baalam's Ass--they all belong to our family, but to a branch of it somewhat 

distinctly removed from the honorable direct line--in fact, a collateral branch, whose members chiefly differ 

from the ancient stock in that, in order to acquire the notoriety we have always yearned and hungered for, they 

have got into a low way of going to jail instead of getting hanged. 
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It is not well, when writing an autobiography, to follow your ancestry down too close to your own time--it is 

safest to speak only vaguely of your great-grandfather, and then skip from there to yourself, which I now do. 

I was born without teeth--and there Richard III. had the advantage of me; but I was born without a humpback, 

likewise, and there I had the advantage of him. My parents were neither very poor nor conspicuously honest. 

But now a thought occurs to me. My own history would really seem so tame contrasted with that of my 

ancestors, that it is simply wisdom to leave it unwritten until I am hanged. If some other biographies I have 

read had stopped with the ancestry until a like event occurred, it would have been a felicitous thing for the 

reading public. How does it strike you? 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/mark-twain/short-story/a-burlesque-biography 
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My Dear Love, 

by Sylvia Legris 

 

Issue no. 231 (Winter 2019) 

Nature must prick us with her courages also. —Vita Sackville-West 

Mad March dreams 

of crane flowers, 

birds of paradise. 

Strelitzia reginae a deft cut 

of bird and flower. 

Sunbirds perch and powder 

their breasts with pollen— 

pollinators who sail the season. 

(A rare plant who prefers birds over insects 

am I.) 

         —V 

This poem is part of a selection from “Floral Correspondences,” an imagined exchange between writer and 

gardener Vita Sackville-West (1892–1962) and her husband, the diplomat Harold Nicolson (1886–1968). 

Together, the two designed the renowned gardens at Sissinghurst Castle in the county of Kent in England. 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=940f3a019a&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=940f3a019a&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=940f3a019a&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=940f3a019a&e=d538c8f2e0
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Why Can’t More Leaders Teach? 

by James Heskett 

If the best leaders tend to be great teachers, why do some successful executives struggle to share their 

knowledge? What does this shortcoming say about their leadership? asks James Heskett.

(Image credit: Harvard Business School) 

Some years ago at Harvard Business School, on classroom and office walls we posted a motto: “We all teach, 

we all learn, for life.” It was intended for faculty as well as students and staff. It reflected the educational 

philosophy of the School, one in which everyone is expected to give and take, teach and learn, during the 

discussions of issues in its classrooms. 

A book, Teaching by Heart: One Professor's Journey to Inspire, by Tom DeLong (pictured above), a member 

of the HBS faculty, reinforces this philosophy. In it, he reflects on a life as both a senior corporate manager 

and a highly regarded teacher of future leaders. He cites, for example, lessons he learned working with former 

Morgan Stanley CEO John Mack. Among other things, they included the abilities to listen, “compartmentalize 

on the task at hand”, make one feel like the “most important person in the company,” and encourage 

associates to feel psychologically safe and willing to take reasonable risks. 

“Observing John, I realized that the best leaders also possess qualities that make great teachers,” says 

DeLong, who’s the Baker Foundation Professor of Management Practice. 

https://www.amazon.com/Teaching-Heart-Professors-Journey-Inspire/dp/1633698521
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According to DeLong, the best leaders and teachers create covenant versus contractual (purely transactional) 

relationships. The former generates the trust necessary for cooperation and useful two-way communication. In 

DeLong’s words, “The best leaders and teachers listen deeply, communicate empathically, and motivate 

adroitly … Both must be brave enough to make themselves vulnerable and admit mistakes.” 

"JUST HOW EXTENSIVE IS THIS OVERLAP BETWEEN GOOD LEADERS AND TEACHERS?" 

The question this raised for me was: Just how extensive is this overlap between good leaders and teachers? 

For example, HBS regularly invites CEOs and other practitioners to complement our full-time, tenure-track 

faculty in teaching MBA classes. The executives are typically well-recognized for their successful careers. 

As faculty head of the MBA program for several years, however, I observed that only about half of them 

enjoyed their stints at the School and their interactions with students. The other half were like the well-known 

CEO who came to my office to tell me, “I’ve decided to leave at the end of the term. This is the toughest job 

I’ve ever had.” 

Lest my experience be misinterpreted, let me say that several of the popular and successful instructors at the 

School, including DeLong, formerly led large numbers of people. But Professor Leonard Schlesinger, the 

faculty member currently responsible for leaders from non-academic organizations in the School’s faculty 

ranks, tells me that perhaps one in three of the leaders who are considered for teaching appointments actually 

qualify. He attributes this mainly to issues with “status and ego.” 

In my experience, the problem often was the inability to listen to what MBA students were really saying. I 

assumed this was a habit they picked up as they rose in their organizations. They had drifted far from the time 

when they may have asked themselves what DeLong labels “the three guiding questions” of a good leader or 

teacher: 

1. How do I experience others? 

2. How do others experience me? 

3. How do others experience themselves when they are in (my) presence? 

If DeLong is right about the overlap between good leaders and teachers, how did our unsuccessful teachers 

ever attain their positions as leaders of large, successful organizations? Did they manage to do it without 

doing much teaching? Did the organizations succeed in spite of their leadership? 

Why can’t more leaders teach? What do you think? 

Share your thoughts in the comments below. 
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Reference: 

Thomas J. DeLong, Teaching by Heart: One Professor’s Journey to Inspire (Boston: Harvard Business 

Review Press, 2019) 

Summing up last month’s column 

Last month we explored together the impact of remote work on middle managers, in particular whether it had 

made such jobs harder and more complex. It is the latest chapter in a long-running examination of the role of 

middle managers that my HBS colleague, Emeritus Professor Stephen Greyser reminds me led to the 

assignment of a reading in the School’s Administration Practice (AdPrac) course in the mid-1950s titled, “The 

Foreman: Master and Victim of Doubletalk.” 

Responses to last month’s column brought out reminders of the importance of middle management, regardless 

of the growth of remote work. Laura McCallum said that in her experience as a middle manager, among other 

things, “you were there to tone down the heat from above and keep your team motivated and focused.” 

Tim Armour said that his growing organization tried to remain as flat as possible, but is adding to middle 

management ranks now, “with one eye on immediate required skills and the other on longer term leadership 

development.” 

The growth of remote work resulting from the global pandemic has affected both the importance and nature of 

middle management. Esther Derby asserts that the “role for middle managers … is more important now than 

ever,” summing up a list of middle management roles with a particularly interesting one of, “fostering 

connections across the organization, rebuilding networks.” 

"THE MIDDLE MANAGER NOW IS THE BRIDGE TO CONNECTION IN REMOTE WORK." 

Mark Tover comments that, “the middle manager now is the bridge to connection in remote work” but 

worries that this complex task will contribute to added burnout of middle managers. Cindy McDaniel agrees 

that middle managers, “now, more importantly than ever before … keep their team members connected and 

engaged.” 

Germain St-Denis put it more graphically when he commented that, “However nicely crafted, an artificial 

intelligence-augmented … ‘we appreciate you’ note … will never replace a manager with a #smile and a 

warm #heart.” 

Several suggested that the trend toward remote work will increase the middle manager’s role with potentially 

damaging consequences. Rehan Nagi, a middle manager, commented that, “my work load multiplied as soon 

as we started formulating” a plan to cope with the pandemic. He, along with Mark Tover, fears the added 

burnout associated with the job. This raises the questions of whether middle managers will experience 

increased burnout in the coming months and how they will deal with it. What do you think? 

https://hbswk.hbs.edu/item/why-cant-more-leaders-teach?cid=spmailing-33293539-WK%20Newsletter%204-

28-21%20(1)-April%2028,%202021 

https://hbswk.hbs.edu/item/what-does-remote-work-mean-for-middle-managers
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“I Go Down to the Shore”: Natascha McElhone Reads Mary Oliver’s Spare, Splendid Antidote to 

Melancholy and Personal Misery 

Consolation for the waves of sorry from the waves of the sea. 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1594204772/braipick-20
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“Skybreath” by Maria Popova. (Available as a print.) 

https://society6.com/product/skybreath_framed-print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/skybreath_framed-print?curator=brainpicker
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 “Let us… seek peace… near the inland murmur of streams, and the gracious waving of trees, the beauteous 

vesture of earth, and sublime pageantry of the skies,” Mary Shelley wrote two hundred years ago as she 

envisioned a world ravaged by a deadly pandemic and weighed what makes life worth living. “The setting sun 

will always set me to rights,” the melancholy John Keats wrote in the same era, a century and a half before 

Lorraine Hansberry considered the mightiest remedy for depression and observed that “hills, the trees, sunrise 

and sunset — the lake the moon and the stars / summer clouds — the poets have been right in these 

centuries.” 

To divert the beam of your attention to nature, to take in the staggering scale of spacetime under the starlit 

sky or the miniature cosmos of aliveness on the scale of moss or the blooming of a single potted flower, is to 

step beyond the smallness of your own experience, beyond its all-consuming sorrows and its all-important 

fixations, and into a calibrated perspective that arrives like a colossal exhale from the lung of life. 

That is what Mary Oliver (September 10, 1935–January 17, 2019) offers in her spare, splendid poem “I Go 

Down to the Shore,” found in her 2012 collection A Thousand Mornings (public library) and brought to life 

by actor extraordinaire, my dear friend, and voice of Figuring Natascha McElhone at the 2020 Universe in 

Verse, celebrating the fiftieth anniversary of Earth Day — a hallmark awakening of our ecological 

conscience, inspired by Rachel Carson’s work — as Earth was being stilled and disdayed by a deadly 

pandemic that suddenly made the interconnectedness of life and lives viscerally real. Against this backdrop, 

Oliver’s poem sings quiet, powerful consolation for the fear- and sorrow-contracted pinhole of our 

perspective. 

I GO DOWN TO THE SHORE 

by Mary Oliver 

I go down to the shore in the morning 

and depending on the hour the waves 

are rolling in or moving out, 

and I say, oh, I am miserable, 

what shall — 

what should I do? And the sea says 

in its lovely voice: 

Excuse me, I have work to do. 

Complement with Mary Oliver’s equally, differently perspectival poem “When I Am Among the Trees” and 

Natascha’s enchanting narration of Hermann Hesse’s 100-year-old love letter to trees, then revisit other 

highlights from The Universe in Verse: Patti Smith reading Emily Dickinson’s ode to how the world holds 

together, astronaut Leland Melvin reading Pablo Neruda’s love letter to the forest, a breathtaking animation of 

Marie Howe’s poem “Singularity,” and astronomer-poet Rebecca Elson’s staggering “Antidotes to Fear of 

Death.” 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/09/18/i-go-down-to-the-shore-mary-

oliver/?mc_cid=2e6be28c14&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/16/mary-shelley-the-last-man/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/06/14/nature-depression/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/12/21/reflection/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/12/21/reflection/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/05/13/gathering-moss-robin-wall-kimmerer/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/02/27/bloom-depression/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1594204772/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/thousand-mornings/oclc/1159808204&referer=brief_results
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/B07N8CLNTL/braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/the-universe-in-verse/
https://www.brainpickings.org/the-universe-in-verse/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/04/12/rachel-carson-scripps-college-commencement/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/09/23/amanda-palmer-mary-oliver-when-i-am-among-the-trees/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/05/04/natascha-mcelhone-wander-hesse-kew/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/08/06/patti-smith-reads-emily-dickinson/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/08/06/patti-smith-reads-emily-dickinson/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/26/leland-melvin-reads-pablo-neruda-chilean-forest/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/23/singularity-marie-howe-animated/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/10/antidotes-to-fear-of-death-rebecca-elson/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/04/10/antidotes-to-fear-of-death-rebecca-elson/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/09/18/i-go-down-to-the-shore-mary-oliver/?mc_cid=2e6be28c14&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/09/18/i-go-down-to-the-shore-mary-oliver/?mc_cid=2e6be28c14&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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VIA ABRAMS PRESS 

On Heartbreak, Absence, and Falling in Love with The Great Gatsby 

David Stuart MacLean Charts the Path to His Gatsby-Inspired Novel 

By David Stuart MacLean 

 

January 21, 2021 

I didn’t read any of the required books in high school; I preferred comic books to Jude the Obscure, or The 

Scarlet Letter, or Catch 22. The Great Gatsby was likewise assigned and likewise ignored. 

In between high school and going to college, I worked on a car assembly line. I worked second shifts while 

my friends were away at school, and I spent my days alone at the library checking things out to read at work, 

including all the books I was supposed to have read in high school. I picked up The Great Gatsby and read it 

in the work breakroom. But its tale of opulence and fancy parties fell flat as I ate cold cut turkey sandwiches 

under fluorescent lights. I preferred to read Doestoevsky and Sinclair, stories of poverty and despair, which 

clicked with me and my $6.35 an hour wage. 

https://bookshop.org/a/132/9781419747199
https://lithub.com/author/davidstuartmaclean/
https://bookshop.org/a/132/9781548787813
https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780743487566
https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780743487566
https://bookshop.org/a/132/9781451626650
https://bookshop.org/a/132/9781951570323
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Years later, in graduate school, I was assigned Gatsby again. I still didn’t “get it.” Instead I was in love with 

Nathanael West’s cynicism and had no patience for what I saw as Fitzgerald’s romantic view of life, all those 

women crying over shirts flying through the air. But my professor, Robert Boswell, really loved Gatsby and 

convinced me to stick with it. Books are patient. They wait until they find the right reader. I had not yet 

become the right reader for Gatsby. 

In between the academic year, I got a summer job working construction. I helped build a mid to high-end 

clothing store in a mall in Virginia. I installed the doors in the dressing rooms, jackhammered the front of the 

store out so we could plant the anti-theft sensors deep, but mostly I ran baseboard. 

Two things to know about that summer: 1) I was in a lot of physical pain; I had an undiagnosed case of 

MRSA which meant my legs were a mess of tiny inflamed painful boils. The coarse material of my work 

pants didn’t help. Sometimes one of my boils would burst and my work pants would be flecked with the 

blood that leaked through. I had no money for a doctor visit, so I resorted to anecdotal remedies like taking 

baths with bleach—it didn’t help. 2). My fiancée had left me. 

All of this is to say that I felt ugly inside and out. 

I preferred to read Doestoevsky and Sinclair, stories of poverty and despair, which clicked with me and my 

$6.35 an hour wage. 

This job was scored by an inane, endless loop of Classic Rock radio that continually blared from the worksite 

boombox. Instead I plugged into my Classic Ipod, the kind that was white and as big as a deck of cards. I had 

grown tired of the music I had downloaded on it. I decided I’d give Gatsby another try. I downloaded an 

audiobook version narrated by Tim Robbins. 

Since I was working under the table without normal workday protections, I frequently worked twelve hour 

days. Gatsbytook about five hours to get through. So for that summer, I spent two weeks listening to Tim 

Robbins read The Great Gatsby to me, twice a day as I measured and cut and nailed the baseboard throughout 

the store. It wasn’t long before I started listening to it during my lunch breaks as well. I’d sit in the food court 

with my Mongolian Grill bowl of meat and noodles and listen to Robbins narrate Gatsby’s marvelous parties. 

Tim Robbins does a good job narrating the book, except for one thing. He makes Tom Buchanan sound like 

an easy villain. He goes broad vaguely tough guy with his voice and, in spite of his characterization, I started 

to feel empathy with Tom, which is decidedly what you’re not supposed to do. He’s awful. He punches 

Myrtle Wilson in their love nest in front of all of her friends. But as I worked, I wondered about his internal 

life. How he must have felt when he figured out Daisy was cheating on him. Did he feel his own betrayals 

more pointedly at that point? At the heart of my fiancée leaving me was the strong suspicion that she’d 

cheated on me. She never told me this. The suspicion just hung there at the edges of my mind and haunted 

me. The last time I’d talked to her she told me she loved me too much to marry me. I was ready to forgive 

Tom Buchanan for being such an awful human being if it also allowed me to forgive her. I still wasn’t angry 

about being dumped. I’d excuse her actions to anyone who asked. I still loved the person who’d hurt me so 

badly. 
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Like a chump. Like a Myrtle Wilson. The fool who loves above her station in life. The fool who believes the 

liar’s lies. 

My problems with Gatsby started to erode as I listened to it repeatedly. I began to appreciate the lyricism of 

Fitzgerald’s prose and I started to realize that some of the flaws I’d identified in the book were actually its 

strengths. At the core of the book is an absence. We actually barely see the relationship between Gatsby and 

Daisy. The doors close, the parties end, the staff is dismissed. We don’t know the shape their assignations 

take. Nick is left outside. What we do know is that this isn’t a love story for the ages. It’s a folie à deux, a 

shared delusion. But what love story, real or imagined, isn’t about a shared delusion? What makes this shared 

delusion toxic is Daisy’s abandonment of her daughter during her days holed up with Gatsby. Daisy is a bad 

mom. Tom Buchanan, it goes without saying, is a bad dad. I started to wonder what the romance between 

Daisy and Gatsby would look like narrated not by Nick but instead by Daisy and Tom’s child. Someone with 

even less experience in love than Nick Carraway. Someone who would have no idea why his mother would 

cheat on his dad. Someone who like me had no idea what just happened to his sense of the future. 

But as I worked, I wondered about his internal life. How he must have felt when he figured out Daisy was 

cheating on him. 

I think heartaches knock us back to the most cringy gelatinous shape we ever held. For me that place is 

located just north of fourteen years old, covered with acne and the braces on my teeth cutting into my lips so 

if anyone would’ve actually wanted to kiss me, they’d have gotten a full mouthful of canker sores. I think 

that’s why we have kids read Gatsby during their teen years, when we usually hear more about love stories 

than actually being a participant in one. That summer in between grad school, while I jackhammered and 

labored and listened and read, I know that if I had seen my ex’s car coming down the road, I’d have run into 

traffic after it just like Myrtle Wilson. And maybe I had to be brought back to that state, ugly and unloved 

inside and out, to become the right reader for Gatsby. I’m glad I did because I learned that just because there’s 

love in a story, it doesn’t make it a love story. That lives and novels can be bigger than just their love parts. 

__________________________________ 
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How I Learned to Hate in Ohio by David Stuart MacLean is available now via Abrams. 

AbramsAbrams PressaudiobookDavid Stuart MacLeanF. Scott FitzgeraldHow I Learned to Hate in OhioThe 

Great Gatsby 

 

 

David Stuart MacLean 

David Stuart MacLean is a winner of the PEN Emerging Writer Award for Nonfiction and author of the 

award-winning memoir The Answer to the Riddle Is Me. His work has appeared in the New York Times, 

Ploughshares, Guernica, and on This American Life. He has taught creative writing at the University of 

Chicago, Columbia College, and the School of the Art Institute; is co-founder of the Poison Pen Reading 

Series in Houston. How I Learned to Hate in Ohio is his debut novel. 

https://lithub.com/on-heartbreak-absence-and-falling-in-love-with-the-great-gatsby/ 

https://bookshop.org/a/132/9781419747199
https://lithub.com/tag/abrams/
https://lithub.com/tag/abrams-press/
https://lithub.com/tag/audiobook/
https://lithub.com/tag/david-stuart-maclean/
https://lithub.com/tag/f-scott-fitzgerald/
https://lithub.com/tag/how-i-learned-to-hate-in-ohio/
https://lithub.com/tag/the-great-gatsby/
https://lithub.com/tag/the-great-gatsby/
https://lithub.com/author/davidstuartmaclean/
https://lithub.com/author/davidstuartmaclean/
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The Lady with the Little Dog 

by Anton Chekhov 

 

The Lady with the Little Dog was first published in 1899, translated to English in 1903. This story is featured 

in our collection of Dog Stories. 

 

Madeleine Lemaire, Colette Dumas, 19th 

century 

https://americanliterature.com/author/anton-chekhov
https://americanliterature.com/dog-stories
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I 

IT was said that a new person had appeared on the sea-front: a lady with a little dog. Dmitri Dmitritch Gurov, 

who had by then been a fortnight at Yalta, and so was fairly at home there, had begun to take an interest in 

new arrivals. Sitting in Verney's pavilion, he saw, walking on the sea-front, a fair-haired young lady of 

medium height, wearing a bret; a white Pomeranian dog was running behind her. 

And afterwards he met her in the public gardens and in the square several times a day. She was walking alone, 

always wearing the same bret, and always with the same white dog; no one knew who she was, and every one 

called her simply "the lady with the dog." 

"If she is here alone without a husband or friends, it wouldn't be amiss to make her acquaintance," Gurov 

reflected. 

He was under forty, but he had a daughter already twelve years old, and two sons at school. He had been 

married young, when he was a student in his second year, and by now his wife seemed half as old again as he. 

She was a tall, erect woman with dark eyebrows, staid and dignified, and, as she said of herself, intellectual. 

She read a great deal, used phonetic spelling, called her husband, not Dmitri, but Dimitri, and he secretly 

considered her unintelligent, narrow, inelegant, was afraid of her, and did not like to be at home. He had 

begun being unfaithful to her long ago -- had been unfaithful to her often, and, probably on that account, 

almost always spoke ill of women, and when they were talked about in his presence, used to call them "the 

lower race." 

It seemed to him that he had been so schooled by bitter experience that he might call them what he liked, and 

yet he could not get on for two days together without "the lower race." In the society of men he was bored and 

not himself, with them he was cold and uncommunicative; but when he was in the company of women he felt 

free, and knew what to say to them and how to behave; and he was at ease with them even when he was silent. 

In his appearance, in his character, in his whole nature, there was something attractive and elusive which 

allured women and disposed them in his favour; he knew that, and some force seemed to draw him, too, to 

them. 

Experience often repeated, truly bitter experience, had taught him long ago that with decent people, especially 

Moscow people -- always slow to move and irresolute -- every intimacy, which at first so agreeably 

diversifies life and appears a light and charming adventure, inevitably grows into a regular problem of 

extreme intricacy, and in the long run the situation becomes unbearable. But at every fresh meeting with an 

interesting woman this experience seemed to slip out of his memory, and he was eager for life, and everything 

seemed simple and amusing. 

One evening he was dining in the gardens, and the lady in the bret came up slowly to take the next table. Her 

expression, her gait, her dress, and the way she did her hair told him that she was a lady, that she was married, 

that she was in Yalta for the first time and alone, and that she was dull there. . . . The stories told of the 

immorality in such places as Yalta are to a great extent untrue; he despised them, and knew that such stories 

were for the most part made up by persons who would themselves have been glad to sin if they had been able; 

but when the lady sat down at the next table three paces from him, he remembered these tales of easy 
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conquests, of trips to the mountains, and the tempting thought of a swift, fleeting love affair, a romance with 

an unknown woman, whose name he did not know, suddenly took possession of him. } 
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He beckoned coaxingly to the Pomeranian, and when the dog came up to him he shook his finger at it. The 

Pomeranian growled: Gurov shook his finger at it again. 

The lady looked at him and at once dropped her eyes. 

"He doesn't bite," she said, and blushed. 

"May I give him a bone?" he asked; and when she nodded he asked courteously, "Have you been long in 

Yalta?" 

"Five days." 

"And I have already dragged out a fortnight here." 

There was a brief silence. 

"Time goes fast, and yet it is so dull here!" she said, not looking at him. 

"That's only the fashion to say it is dull here. A provincial will live in Belyov or Zhidra and not be dull, and 

when he comes here it's 'Oh, the dulness! Oh, the dust!' One would think he came from Grenada." 

She laughed. Then both continued eating in silence, like strangers, but after dinner they walked side by side; 

and there sprang up between them the light jesting conversation of people who are free and satisfied, to whom 

it does not matter where they go or what they talk about. They walked and talked of the strange light on the 

sea: the water was of a soft warm lilac hue, and there was a golden streak from the moon upon it. They talked 

of how sultry it was after a hot day. Gurov told her that he came from Moscow, that he had taken his degree in 

Arts, but had a post in a bank; that he had trained as an opera-singer, but had given it up, that he owned two 

houses in Moscow. . . . And from her he learnt that she had grown up in Petersburg, but had lived in S---- 

since her marriage two years before, that she was staying another month in Yalta, and that her husband, who 

needed a holiday too, might perhaps come and fetch her. She was not sure whether her husband had a post in 

a Crown Department or under the Provincial Council -- and was amused by her own ignorance. And Gurov 

learnt, too, that she was called Anna Sergeyevna. 

Afterwards he thought about her in his room at the hotel -- thought she would certainly meet him next day; it 

would be sure to happen. As he got into bed he thought how lately she had been a girl at school, doing lessons 

like his own daughter; he recalled the diffidence, the angularity, that was still manifest in her laugh and her 

manner of talking with a stranger. This must have been the first time in her life she had been alone in 

surroundings in which she was followed, looked at, and spoken to merely from a secret motive which she 

could hardly fail to guess. He recalled her slender, delicate neck, her lovely grey eyes. 

"There's something pathetic about her, anyway," he thought, and fell asleep. 

II 
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A week had passed since they had made acquaintance. It was a holiday. It was sultry indoors, while in the 

street the wind whirled the dust round and round, and blew people's hats off. It was a thirsty day, and Gurov 

often went into the pavilion, and pressed Anna Sergeyevna to have syrup and water or an ice. One did not 

know what to do with oneself. 

In the evening when the wind had dropped a little, they went out on the groyne to see the steamer come in. 

There were a great many people walking about the harbour; they had gathered to welcome some one, bringing 

bouquets. And two peculiarities of a well-dressed Yalta crowd were very conspicuous: the elderly ladies were 

dressed like young ones, and there were great numbers of generals. 

Owing to the roughness of the sea, the steamer arrived late, after the sun had set, and it was a long time 

turning about before it reached the groyne. Anna Sergeyevna looked through her lorgnette at the steamer and 

the passengers as though looking for acquaintances, and when she turned to Gurov her eyes were shining. She 

talked a great deal and asked disconnected questions, forgetting next moment what she had asked; then she 

dropped her lorgnette in the crush. 

The festive crowd began to disperse; it was too dark to see people's faces. The wind had completely dropped, 

but Gurov and Anna Sergeyevna still stood as though waiting to see some one else come from the steamer. 

Anna Sergeyevna was silent now, and sniffed the flowers without looking at Gurov. 

"The weather is better this evening," he said. "Where shall we go now? Shall we drive somewhere?" 

She made no answer. 

Then he looked at her intently, and all at once put his arm round her and kissed her on the lips, and breathed 

in the moisture and the fragrance of the flowers; and he immediately looked round him, anxiously wondering 

whether any one had seen them. 

"Let us go to your hotel," he said softly. And both walked quickly. 

The room was close and smelt of the scent she had bought at the Japanese shop. Gurov looked at her and 

thought: "What different people one meets in the world!" From the past he preserved memories of careless, 

good-natured women, who loved cheerfully and were grateful to him for the happiness he gave them, 

however brief it might be; and of women like his wife who loved without any genuine feeling, with 

superfluous phrases, affectedly, hysterically, with an expression that suggested that it was not love nor 

passion, but something more significant; and of two or three others, very beautiful, cold women, on whose 

faces he had caught a glimpse of a rapacious expression -- an obstinate desire to snatch from life more than it 

could give, and these were capricious, unreflecting, domineering, unintelligent women not in their first youth, 

and when Gurov grew cold to them their beauty excited his hatred, and the lace on their linen seemed to him 

like scales. 

But in this case there was still the diffidence, the angularity of inexperienced youth, an awkward feeling; and 

there was a sense of consternation as though some one had suddenly knocked at the door. The attitude of 

Anna Sergeyevna -- "the lady with the dog" -- to what had happened was somehow peculiar, very grave, as 
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though it were her fall -- so it seemed, and it was strange and inappropriate. Her face dropped and faded, and 

on both sides of it her long hair hung down mournfully; she mused in a dejected attitude like "the woman who 

was a sinner" in an old-fashioned picture. 

"It's wrong," she said. "You will be the first to despise me now." 

There was a water-melon on the table. Gurov cut himself a slice and began eating it without haste. There 

followed at least half an hour of silence. 

Anna Sergeyevna was touching; there was about her the purity of a good, simple woman who had seen little 

of life. The solitary candle burning on the table threw a faint light on her face, yet it was clear that she was 

very unhappy. 

"How could I despise you?" asked Gurov. "You don't know what you are saying." 

"God forgive me," she said, and her eyes filled with tears. "It's awful." 

"You seem to feel you need to be forgiven." 

"Forgiven? No. I am a bad, low woman; I despise myself and don't attempt to justify myself. It's not my 

husband but myself I have deceived. And not only just now; I have been deceiving myself for a long time. My 

husband may be a good, honest man, but he is a flunkey! I don't know what he does there, what his work is, 

but I know he is a flunkey! I was twenty when I was married to him. I have been tormented by curiosity; I 

wanted something better. 'There must be a different sort of life,' I said to myself. I wanted to live! To live, to 

live! . . . I was fired by curiosity . . . you don't understand it, but, I swear to God, I could not control myself; 

something happened to me: I could not be restrained. I told my husband I was ill, and came here. . . . And here 

I have been walking about as though I were dazed, like a mad creature; . . . and now I have become a vulgar, 

contemptible woman whom any one may despise." 

Gurov felt bored already, listening to her. He was irritated by the nave tone, by this remorse, so unexpected 

and inopportune; but for the tears in her eyes, he might have thought she was jesting or playing a part. 

"I don't understand," he said softly. "What is it you want?" 

She hid her face on his breast and pressed close to him. 

"Believe me, believe me, I beseech you . . ." she said. "I love a pure, honest life, and sin is loathsome to me. I 

don't know what I am doing. Simple people say: 'The Evil One has beguiled me.' And I may say of myself 

now that the Evil One has beguiled me." 

"Hush, hush! . . ." he muttered. 
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He looked at her fixed, scared eyes, kissed her, talked softly and affectionately, and by degrees she was 

comforted, and her gaiety returned; they both began laughing. 

Afterwards when they went out there was not a soul on the sea-front. The town with its cypresses had quite a 

deathlike air, but the sea still broke noisily on the shore; a single barge was rocking on the waves, and a 

lantern was blinking sleepily on it. 

They found a cab and drove to Oreanda. 

"I found out your surname in the hall just now: it was written on the board -- Von Diderits," said Gurov. "Is 

your husband a German?" 

"No; I believe his grandfather was a German, but he is an Orthodox Russian himself." 

At Oreanda they sat on a seat not far from the church, looked down at the sea, and were silent. Yalta was 

hardly visible through the morning mist; white clouds stood motionless on the mountain-tops. The leaves did 

not stir on the trees, grasshoppers chirruped, and the monotonous hollow sound of the sea rising up from 

below, spoke of the peace, of the eternal sleep awaiting us. So it must have sounded when there was no Yalta, 

no Oreanda here; so it sounds now, and it will sound as indifferently and monotonously when we are all no 

more. And in this constancy, in this complete indifference to the life and death of each of us, there lies hid, 

perhaps, a pledge of our eternal salvation, of the unceasing movement of life upon earth, of unceasing 

progress towards perfection. Sitting beside a young woman who in the dawn seemed so lovely, soothed and 

spellbound in these magical surroundings -- the sea, mountains, clouds, the open sky -- Gurov thought how in 

reality everything is beautiful in this world when one reflects: everything except what we think or do 

ourselves when we forget our human dignity and the higher aims of our existence. 

A man walked up to them -- probably a keeper -- looked at them and walked away. And this detail seemed 

mysterious and beautiful, too. They saw a steamer come from Theodosia, with its lights out in the glow of 

dawn. 

"There is dew on the grass," said Anna Sergeyevna, after a silence. 

"Yes. It's time to go home." 

They went back to the town. 

Then they met every day at twelve o'clock on the sea-front, lunched and dined together, went for walks, 

admired the sea. She complained that she slept badly, that her heart throbbed violently; asked the same 

questions, troubled now by jealousy and now by the fear that he did not respect her sufficiently. And often in 

the square or gardens, when there was no one near them, he suddenly drew her to him and kissed her 

passionately. Complete idleness, these kisses in broad daylight while he looked round in dread of some one's 

seeing them, the heat, the smell of the sea, and the continual passing to and fro before him of idle, well-

dressed, well-fed people, made a new man of him; he told Anna Sergeyevna how beautiful she was, how 

fascinating. He was impatiently passionate, he would not move a step away from her, while she was often 
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pensive and continually urged him to confess that he did not respect her, did not love her in the least, and 

thought of her as nothing but a common woman. Rather late almost every evening they drove somewhere out 

of town, to Oreanda or to the waterfall; and the expedition was always a success, the scenery invariably 

impressed them as grand and beautiful. 

They were expecting her husband to come, but a letter came from him, saying that there was something 

wrong with his eyes, and he entreated his wife to come home as quickly as possible. Anna Sergeyevna made 

haste to go. 

"It's a good thing I am going away," she said to Gurov. "It's the finger of destiny!" 

She went by coach and he went with her. They were driving the whole day. When she had got into a 

compartment of the express, and when the second bell had rung, she said: 

"Let me look at you once more . . . look at you once again. That's right." 

She did not shed tears, but was so sad that she seemed ill, and her face was quivering. 

"I shall remember you . . . think of you," she said. "God be with you; be happy. Don't remember evil against 

me. We are parting forever -- it must be so, for we ought never to have met. Well, God be with you." 

The train moved off rapidly, its lights soon vanished from sight, and a minute later there was no sound of it, 

as though everything had conspired together to end as quickly as possible that sweet delirium, that madness. 

Left alone on the platform, and gazing into the dark distance, Gurov listened to the chirrup of the 

grasshoppers and the hum of the telegraph wires, feeling as though he had only just waked up. And he 

thought, musing, that there had been another episode or adventure in his life, and it, too, was at an end, and 

nothing was left of it but a memory. . . . He was moved, sad, and conscious of a slight remorse. This young 

woman whom he would never meet again had not been happy with him; he was genuinely warm and 

affectionate with her, but yet in his manner, his tone, and his caresses there had been a shade of light irony, 

the coarse condescension of a happy man who was, besides, almost twice her age. All the time she had called 

him kind, exceptional, lofty; obviously he had seemed to her different from what he really was, so he had 

unintentionally deceived her. . . . 

Here at the station was already a scent of autumn; it was a cold evening. 

"It's time for me to go north," thought Gurov as he left the platform. "High time!" 

III 

At home in Moscow everything was in its winter routine; the stoves were heated, and in the morning it was 

still dark when the children were having breakfast and getting ready for school, and the nurse would light the 

lamp for a short time. The frosts had begun already. When the first snow has fallen, on the first day of sledge-

driving it is pleasant to see the white earth, the white roofs, to draw soft, delicious breath, and the season 

brings back the days of one's youth. The old limes and birches, white with hoar-frost, have a good-natured 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 559 may  2021 

 

34 

expression; they are nearer to one's heart than cypresses and palms, and near them one doesn't want to be 

thinking of the sea and the mountains. 

Gurov was Moscow born; he arrived in Moscow on a fine frosty day, and when he put on his fur coat and 

warm gloves, and walked along Petrovka, and when on Saturday evening he heard the ringing of the bells, his 

recent trip and the places he had seen lost all charm for him. Little by little he became absorbed in Moscow 

life, greedily read three newspapers a day, and declared he did not read the Moscow papers on principle! He 

already felt a longing to go to restaurants, clubs, dinner-parties, anniversary celebrations, and he felt flattered 

at entertaining distinguished lawyers and artists, and at playing cards with a professor at the doctors' club. He 

could already eat a whole plateful of salt fish and cabbage. 

In another month, he fancied, the image of Anna Sergeyevna would be shrouded in a mist in his memory, and 

only from time to time would visit him in his dreams with a touching smile as others did. But more than a 

month passed, real winter had come, and everything was still clear in his memory as though he had parted 

with Anna Sergeyevna only the day before. And his memories glowed more and more vividly. When in the 

evening stillness he heard from his study the voices of his children, preparing their lessons, or when he 

listened to a song or the organ at the restaurant, or the storm howled in the chimney, suddenly everything 

would rise up in his memory: what had happened on the groyne, and the early morning with the mist on the 

mountains, and the steamer coming from Theodosia, and the kisses. He would pace a long time about his 

room, remembering it all and smiling; then his memories passed into dreams, and in his fancy the past was 

mingled with what was to come. Anna Sergeyevna did not visit him in dreams, but followed him about 

everywhere like a shadow and haunted him. When he shut his eyes he saw her as though she were living 

before him, and she seemed to him lovelier, younger, tenderer than she was; and he imagined himself finer 

than he had been in Yalta. In the evenings she peeped out at him from the bookcase, from the fireplace, from 

the corner -- he heard her breathing, the caressing rustle of her dress. In the street he watched the women, 

looking for some one like her. 

He was tormented by an intense desire to confide his memories to some one. But in his home it was 

impossible to talk of his love, and he had no one outside; he could not talk to his tenants nor to any one at the 

bank. And what had he to talk of? Had he been in love, then? Had there been anything beautiful, poetical, or 

edifying or simply interesting in his relations with Anna Sergeyevna? And there was nothing for him but to 

talk vaguely of love, of woman, and no one guessed what it meant; only his wife twitched her black 

eyebrows, and said: 

"The part of a lady-killer does not suit you at all, Dimitri." 

One evening, coming out of the doctors' club with an official with whom he had been playing cards, he could 

not resist saying: 

"If only you knew what a fascinating woman I made the acquaintance of in Yalta!" 

The official got into his sledge and was driving away, but turned suddenly and shouted: 

"Dmitri Dmitritch!" 
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"What?" 

"You were right this evening: the sturgeon was a bit too strong!" 

These words, so ordinary, for some reason moved Gurov to indignation, and struck him as degrading and 

unclean. What savage manners, what people! What senseless nights, what uninteresting, uneventful days! The 

rage for card-playing, the gluttony, the drunkenness, the continual talk always about the same thing. Useless 

pursuits and conversations always about the same things absorb the better part of one's time, the better part of 

one's strength, and in the end there is left a life grovelling and curtailed, worthless and trivial, and there is no 

escaping or getting away from it -- just as though one were in a madhouse or a prison. 

Gurov did not sleep all night, and was filled with indignation. And he had a headache all next day. And the 

next night he slept badly; he sat up in bed, thinking, or paced up and down his room. He was sick of his 

children, sick of the bank; he had no desire to go anywhere or to talk of anything. 

In the holidays in December he prepared for a journey, and told his wife he was going to Petersburg to do 

something in the interests of a young friend -- and he set off for S----. What for? He did not very well know 

himself. He wanted to see Anna Sergeyevna and to talk with her -- to arrange a meeting, if possible. 

He reached S---- in the morning, and took the best room at the hotel, in which the floor was covered with grey 

army cloth, and on the table was an inkstand, grey with dust and adorned with a figure on horseback, with its 

hat in its hand and its head broken off. The hotel porter gave him the necessary information; Von Diderits 

lived in a house of his own in Old Gontcharny Street -- it was not far from the hotel: he was rich and lived in 

good style, and had his own horses; every one in the town knew him. The porter pronounced the name 

"Dridirits." 

Gurov went without haste to Old Gontcharny Street and found the house. Just opposite the house stretched a 

long grey fence adorned with nails. 

"One would run away from a fence like that," thought Gurov, looking from the fence to the windows of the 

house and back again. 

He considered: to-day was a holiday, and the husband would probably be at home. And in any case it would 

be tactless to go into the house and upset her. If he were to send her a note it might fall into her husband's 

hands, and then it might ruin everything. The best thing was to trust to chance. And he kept walking up and 

down the street by the fence, waiting for the chance. He saw a beggar go in at the gate and dogs fly at him; 

then an hour later he heard a piano, and the sounds were faint and indistinct. Probably it was Anna 

Sergeyevna playing. The front door suddenly opened, and an old woman came out, followed by the familiar 

white Pomeranian. Gurov was on the point of calling to the dog, but his heart began beating violently, and in 

his excitement he could not remember the dog's name. 

He walked up and down, and loathed the grey fence more and more, and by now he thought irritably that 

Anna Sergeyevna had forgotten him, and was perhaps already amusing herself with some one else, and that 

that was very natural in a young woman who had nothing to look at from morning till night but that 
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confounded fence. He went back to his hotel room and sat for a long while on the sofa, not knowing what to 

do, then he had dinner and a long nap. 

"How stupid and worrying it is!" he thought when he woke and looked at the dark windows: it was already 

evening. "Here I've had a good sleep for some reason. What shall I do in the night?" 

He sat on the bed, which was covered by a cheap grey blanket, such as one sees in hospitals, and he taunted 

himself in his vexation: 

"So much for the lady with the dog . . . so much for the adventure. . . . You're in a nice fix. . . ." 

That morning at the station a poster in large letters had caught his eye. "The Geisha" was to be performed for 

the first time. He thought of this and went to the theatre. 

"It's quite possible she may go to the first performance," he thought. 

The theatre was full. As in all provincial theatres, there was a fog above the chandelier, the gallery was noisy 

and restless; in the front row the local dandies were standing up before the beginning of the performance, with 

their hands behind them; in the Governor's box the Governor's daughter, wearing a boa, was sitting in the 

front seat, while the Governor himself lurked modestly behind the curtain with only his hands visible; the 

orchestra was a long time tuning up; the stage curtain swayed. All the time the audience were coming in and 

taking their seats Gurov looked at them eagerly. 

Anna Sergeyevna, too, came in. She sat down in the third row, and when Gurov looked at her his heart 

contracted, and he understood clearly that for him there was in the whole world no creature so near, so 

precious, and so important to him; she, this little woman, in no way remarkable, lost in a provincial crowd, 

with a vulgar lorgnette in her hand, filled his whole life now, was his sorrow and his joy, the one happiness 

that he now desired for himself, and to the sounds of the inferior orchestra, of the wretched provincial violins, 

he thought how lovely she was. He thought and dreamed. 

A young man with small side-whiskers, tall and stooping, came in with Anna Sergeyevna and sat down beside 

her; he bent his head at every step and seemed to be continually bowing. Most likely this was the husband 

whom at Yalta, in a rush of bitter feeling, she had called a flunkey. And there really was in his long figure, his 

side-whiskers, and the small bald patch on his head, something of the flunkey's obsequiousness; his smile was 

sugary, and in his buttonhole there was some badge of distinction like the number on a waiter. 

During the first interval the husband went away to smoke; she remained alone in her stall. Gurov, who was 

sitting in the stalls, too, went up to her and said in a trembling voice, with a forced smile: 

"Good-evening." 

She glanced at him and turned pale, then glanced again with horror, unable to believe her eyes, and tightly 

gripped the fan and the lorgnette in her hands, evidently struggling with herself not to faint. Both were silent. 

She was sitting, he was standing, frightened by her confusion and not venturing to sit down beside her. The 
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violins and the flute began tuning up. He felt suddenly frightened; it seemed as though all the people in the 

boxes were looking at them. She got up and went quickly to the door; he followed her, and both walked 

senselessly along passages, and up and down stairs, and figures in legal, scholastic, and civil service uniforms, 

all wearing badges, flitted before their eyes. They caught glimpses of ladies, of fur coats hanging on pegs; the 

draughts blew on them, bringing a smell of stale tobacco. And Gurov, whose heart was beating violently, 

thought: 

"Oh, heavens! Why are these people here and this orchestra! . . ." 

And at that instant he recalled how when he had seen Anna Sergeyevna off at the station he had thought that 

everything was over and they would never meet again. But how far they were still from the end! 

On the narrow, gloomy staircase over which was written "To the Amphitheatre," she stopped. 

"How you have frightened me!" she said, breathing hard, still pale and overwhelmed. "Oh, how you have 

frightened me! I am half dead. Why have you come? Why?" 

"But do understand, Anna, do understand . . ." he said hastily in a low voice. "I entreat you to understand. . . ." 

She looked at him with dread, with entreaty, with love; she looked at him intently, to keep his features more 

distinctly in her memory. 

"I am so unhappy," she went on, not heeding him. "I have thought of nothing but you all the time; I live only 

in the thought of you. And I wanted to forget, to forget you; but why, oh, why, have you come?" 

On the landing above them two schoolboys were smoking and looking down, but that was nothing to Gurov; 

he drew Anna Sergeyevna to him, and began kissing her face, her cheeks, and her hands. 

"What are you doing, what are you doing!" she cried in horror, pushing him away. "We are mad. Go away to-

day; go away at once. . . . I beseech you by all that is sacred, I implore you. . . . There are people coming this 

way!" 

Some one was coming up the stairs. 

"You must go away," Anna Sergeyevna went on in a whisper. "Do you hear, Dmitri Dmitritch? I will come 

and see you in Moscow. I have never been happy; I am miserable now, and I never, never shall be happy, 

never! Don't make me suffer still more! I swear I'll come to Moscow. But now let us part. My precious, good, 

dear one, we must part!" 

She pressed his hand and began rapidly going downstairs, looking round at him, and from her eyes he could 

see that she really was unhappy. Gurov stood for a little while, listened, then, when all sound had died away, 

he found his coat and left the theatre. 
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IV 

And Anna Sergeyevna began coming to see him in Moscow. Once in two or three months she left S----, 

telling her husband that she was going to consult a doctor about an internal complaint -- and her husband 

believed her, and did not believe her. In Moscow she stayed at the Slaviansky Bazaar hotel, and at once sent a 

man in a red cap to Gurov. Gurov went to see her, and no one in Moscow knew of it. 

Once he was going to see her in this way on a winter morning (the messenger had come the evening before 

when he was out). With him walked his daughter, whom he wanted to take to school: it was on the way. Snow 

was falling in big wet flakes. 

"It's three degrees above freezing-point, and yet it is snowing," said Gurov to his daughter. "The thaw is only 

on the surface of the earth; there is quite a different temperature at a greater height in the atmosphere." 

"And why are there no thunderstorms in the winter, father?" 

He explained that, too. He talked, thinking all the while that he was going to see her, and no living soul knew 

of it, and probably never would know. He had two lives: one, open, seen and known by all who cared to 

know, full of relative truth and of relative falsehood, exactly like the lives of his friends and acquaintances; 

and another life running its course in secret. And through some strange, perhaps accidental, conjunction of 

circumstances, everything that was essential, of interest and of value to him, everything in which he was 

sincere and did not deceive himself, everything that made the kernel of his life, was hidden from other people; 

and all that was false in him, the sheath in which he hid himself to conceal the truth -- such, for instance, as 

his work in the bank, his discussions at the club, his "lower race," his presence with his wife at anniversary 

festivities -- all that was open. And he judged of others by himself, not believing in what he saw, and always 

believing that every man had his real, most interesting life under the cover of secrecy and under the cover of 

night. All personal life rested on secrecy, and possibly it was partly on that account that civilised man was so 

nervously anxious that personal privacy should be respected. 

After leaving his daughter at school, Gurov went on to the Slaviansky Bazaar. He took off his fur coat below, 

went upstairs, and softly knocked at the door. Anna Sergeyevna, wearing his favourite grey dress, exhausted 

by the journey and the suspense, had been expecting him since the evening before. She was pale; she looked 

at him, and did not smile, and he had hardly come in when she fell on his breast. Their kiss was slow and 

prolonged, as though they had not met for two years. 

"Well, how are you getting on there?" he asked. "What news?" 

"Wait; I'll tell you directly. . . . I can't talk." 

She could not speak; she was crying. She turned away from him, and pressed her handkerchief to her eyes. 

"Let her have her cry out. I'll sit down and wait," he thought, and he sat down in an arm-chair. 
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Then he rang and asked for tea to be brought him, and while he drank his tea she remained standing at the 

window with her back to him. She was crying from emotion, from the miserable consciousness that their life 

was so hard for them; they could only meet in secret, hiding themselves from people, like thieves! Was not 

their life shattered? 

"Come, do stop!" he said. 

It was evident to him that this love of theirs would not soon be over, that he could not see the end of it. Anna 

Sergeyevna grew more and more attached to him. She adored him, and it was unthinkable to say to her that it 

was bound to have an end some day; besides, she would not have believed it! 

He went up to her and took her by the shoulders to say something affectionate and cheering, and at that 

moment he saw himself in the looking-glass. 

His hair was already beginning to turn grey. And it seemed strange to him that he had grown so much older, 

so much plainer during the last few years. The shoulders on which his hands rested were warm and quivering. 

He felt compassion for this life, still so warm and lovely, but probably already not far from beginning to fade 

and wither like his own. Why did she love him so much? He always seemed to women different from what he 

was, and they loved in him not himself, but the man created by their imagination, whom they had been 

eagerly seeking all their lives; and afterwards, when they noticed their mistake, they loved him all the same. 

And not one of them had been happy with him. Time passed, he had made their acquaintance, got on with 

them, parted, but he had never once loved; it was anything you like, but not love. 

And only now when his head was grey he had fallen properly, really in love -- for the first time in his life. 

Anna Sergeyevna and he loved each other like people very close and akin, like husband and wife, like tender 

friends; it seemed to them that fate itself had meant them for one another, and they could not understand why 

he had a wife and she a husband; and it was as though they were a pair of birds of passage, caught and forced 

to live in different cages. They forgave each other for what they were ashamed of in their past, they forgave 

everything in the present, and felt that this love of theirs had changed them both. 

In moments of depression in the past he had comforted himself with any arguments that came into his mind, 

but now he no longer cared for arguments; he felt profound compassion, he wanted to be sincere and tender. . 

. . 

"Don't cry, my darling," he said. "You've had your cry; that's enough. . . . Let us talk now, let us think of some 

plan." 

Then they spent a long while taking counsel together, talked of how to avoid the necessity for secrecy, for 

deception, for living in different towns and not seeing each other for long at a time. How could they be free 

from this intolerable bondage? 

"How? How?" he asked, clutching his head. "How?" 
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And it seemed as though in a little while the solution would be found, and then a new and splendid life would 

begin; and it was clear to both of them that they had still a long, long road before them, and that the most 

complicated and difficult part of it was only just beginning. 

 

The Lady with the Little Dog was featured as The Short Story of the Day on Fri, Jan 29, 2021 

 

You may enjoy another story about forbidden love and secrets, The Fortune-Teller by Machado de Assis. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/anton-chekhov/short-story/the-lady-with-the-little-dog 
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'Walking' molecule superstructures could help create neurons for regenerative medicine 

3D-printed novel biomaterial mimics properties of living tissues 

Northwestern University 

Summary: 

By discovering a new printable biomaterial that can mimic properties of brain tissue, researchers are now 

closer to developing a platform capable of treating conditions using regenerative medicine. 

FULL STORY 

 

Neurons concept illustration (stock image). 

Credit: © whitehoune / stock.adobe.com 

Imagine if surgeons could transplant healthy neurons into patients living with neurodegenerative diseases or 

brain and spinal cord injuries. And imagine if they could "grow" these neurons in the laboratory from a 

patient's own cells using a synthetic, highly bioactive material that is suitable for 3D printing. 

By discovering a new printable biomaterial that can mimic properties of brain tissue, Northwestern University 

researchers are now closer to developing a platform capable of treating these conditions using regenerative 

medicine. 

A key ingredient to the discovery is the ability to control the self-assembly processes of molecules within the 

material, enabling the researchers to modify the structure and functions of the systems from the nanoscale to 

the scale of visible features. The laboratory of Samuel I. Stupp published a 2018 paper in the 

journal Science which showed that materials can be designed with highly dynamic molecules programmed to 

migrate over long distances and self-organize to form larger, "superstructured" bundles of nanofibers. 

Now, a research group led by Stupp has demonstrated that these superstructures can enhance neuron growth, 

an important finding that could have implications for cell transplantation strategies for neurodegenerative 

diseases such as Parkinson's and Alzheimer's disease, as well as spinal cord injury. 

"This is the first example where we've been able to take the phenomenon of molecular reshuffling we reported 

in 2018 and harness it for an application in regenerative medicine," said Stupp, the lead author on the study 

and the director of Northwestern's Simpson Querrey Institute. "We can also use constructs of the new 

biomaterial to help discover therapies and understand pathologies." 
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A pioneer of supramolecular self-assembly, Stupp is also the Board of Trustees Professor of Materials 

Science and Engineering, Chemistry, Medicine and Biomedical Engineering and holds appointments in the 

Weinberg College of Arts and Sciences, the McCormick School of Engineering and the Feinberg School of 

Medicine. 

The paper was published today (Feb. 22) in the journal Advanced Science. 

Walking molecules and 3D printing 

The new material is created by mixing two liquids that quickly become rigid as a result of interactions known 

in chemistry as host-guest complexes that mimic key-lock interactions among proteins, and also as the result 

of the concentration of these interactions in micron-scale regions through a long scale migration of "walking 

molecules." 

The agile molecules cover a distance thousands of times larger than themselves in order to band together into 

large superstructures. At the microscopic scale, this migration causes a transformation in structure from what 

looks like an uncooked chunk of ramen noodles into ropelike bundles. 

"Typical biomaterials used in medicine like polymer hydrogels don't have the capabilities to allow molecules 

to self-assemble and move around within these assemblies," said Tristan Clemons, a research associate in the 

Stupp lab and co-first author of the paper with Alexandra Edelbrock, a former graduate student in the group. 

"This phenomenon is unique to the systems we have developed here." 

Furthermore, as the dynamic molecules move to form superstructures, large pores open that allow cells to 

penetrate and interact with bioactive signals that can be integrated into the biomaterials. 

Interestingly, the mechanical forces of 3D printing disrupt the host-guest interactions in the superstructures 

and cause the material to flow, but it can rapidly solidify into any macroscopic shape because the interactions 

are restored spontaneously by self-assembly. This also enables the 3D printing of structures with distinct 

layers that harbor different types of neural cells in order to study their interactions. 

Signaling neuronal growth 

The superstructure and bioactive properties of the material could have vast implications for tissue 

regeneration. Neurons are stimulated by a protein in the central nervous system known as brain-derived 

neurotrophic factor (BDNF), which helps neurons survive by promoting synaptic connections and allowing 

neurons to be more plastic. BDNF could be a valuable therapy for patients with neurodegenerative diseases 

and injuries in the spinal cord but these proteins degrade quickly in the body and are expensive to produce. 

One of the molecules in the new material integrates a mimic of this protein that activates its receptor known 

as Trkb, and the team found that neurons actively penetrate the large pores and populate the new biomaterial 

when the mimetic signal is present. This could also create an environment in which neurons differentiated 

from patient-derived stem cells mature before transplantation. 
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Now that the team has applied a proof of concept to neurons, Stupp believes he could now break into other 

areas of regenerative medicine by applying different chemical sequences to the material. Simple chemical 

changes in the biomaterials would allow them to provide signals for a wide range of tissues. 

"Cartilage and heart tissue are very difficult to regenerate after injury or heart attacks, and the platform could 

be used to prepare these tissues in vitro from patient-derived cells," Stupp said. "These tissues could then be 

transplanted to help restore lost functions. Beyond these interventions, the materials could be used to build 

organoids to discover therapies or even directly implanted into tissues for regeneration since they are 

biodegradable." 

The work was supported by the Center for Regenerative Nanomedicine at Northwestern's Simpson Querrey 

Institute, graduate research fellowships through the National Science Foundation and an American Australian 

Association Fellowship. 

 

Story Source: 

Materials provided by Northwestern University. Original written by Lila Reynolds. Note: Content may be 

edited for style and length. 

 

Related Multimedia: 

• Image of bundles of 'superstructured' nanofibers that can enhance neuron growth 

 

Journal Reference: 

1. Alexandra N. Edelbrock, Tristan D. Clemons, Stacey M. Chin, Joshua J. W. Roan, Eric P. Bruckner, 

Zaida Álvarez, Jack F. Edelbrock, Kristen S. Wek, Samuel I. Stupp. Superstructured Biomaterials 

Formed by Exchange Dynamics and Host–Guest Interactions in Supramolecular 

Polymers. Advanced Science, 2021; 2004042 DOI: 10.1002/advs.202004042 

 

https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2021/02/210223110435.htm 
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Alain de Botton on Emotional Generosity and the Difficult, Largehearted Art of Charity of 

Interpretation 

How to master a singular flavor of kindness we rarely afford others but always demand for ourselves. 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

Goethe, who lived and died by the indivisibility of art and life, insisted that we ought to treat the works of 

others, however imperfect, the way we treat their actions — with “a loving sympathy.” And yet one of the 

most damning paradoxes of our condition is that, again and again, we withhold from others the loving 

sympathy and empathic understanding we demand for ourselves. When we lose the reins of our own 

character, when we lash out or sulk or act from a small dark place, we hasten to rationalize our actions as 

situational — we were too tired, too triggered, too threadbare with stress or vulnerability or loss. When others 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/04/03/goethe-schiller-criticism/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1912891166/braipick-20
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lose the reins of their character, we hasten to indict their misdeeds as constitutional, representative of a self 

rather than of a state. 

Two centuries after Goethe — epochs that saw the birth of psychology as a systematic effort to do for our 

emotional fragility what philosophy has endeavored to do for our unwisdom and astronomy for our cosmic 

solipsism — the poetic astronomer of self-awareness Alain de Botton offers a calibration for the bifocal 

instrument of our sympathy in The School of Life: An Emotional Education (public library) — the 

wonderful handbook of self-refinement that gave us De Botton on existential maturity and what emotional 

intelligence really means. 

Alain de Botton 

In a section devoted to the most difficult and most rewarding form of generosity there is — what he calls 

“charity of interpretation” — De Botton writes: 

At its most basic, charity means offering someone something they need but can’t get for themselves. This is 

normally and logically understood to mean something material. We overwhelmingly associate charity with 

https://www.brainpickings.org/tag/alain-de-botton/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1912891166/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/school-of-life-an-emotional-education/oclc/1124073781&referer=brief_results
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/11/25/the-school-of-life-book/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/11/25/the-school-of-life-book/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1912891166/braipick-20
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giving money. But, in its widest sense, charity stretches far beyond financial donations. Charity involves 

offering someone something that they may not entirely deserve and that it is a long way beyond the call of 

duty for us to provide: sympathy. 

Illustration by Margaret C. Cook for a rare 1913 edition of Walt Whitman’s Leaves of Grass. (Available as a 

print 

Like Kepler, who composed the world’s first true work of science fiction as a clever invitation for people to 

examine their own blind spots through the safe lens of observing the flagrant blind spots of imaginary others, 

De Botton invites such charity of interpretation toward others by reminding us how deeply it gladdens when 

we receive it ourselves. Defining this difficult, triumphal generosity of spirit as “an uncommonly generous 

assessment of our idiocy, weakness, eccentricity, or deceit,” he paints a portrait of what it looks like in others 

when they confer it upon the fragile and foibled parts of our own nature: 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/04/11/leaves-of-grass-margaret-cook/
https://society6.com/product/two-fishes-swimming-in-the-sea-not-more-lawless-than-we_framed-print?sku=s6-8967304p21a12v52a13v54?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/two-fishes-swimming-in-the-sea-not-more-lawless-than-we_framed-print?sku=s6-8967304p21a12v52a13v54?curator=brainpicker
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/12/26/katharina-kepler-witchcraft-dream/
https://society6.com/product/two-fishes-swimming-in-the-sea-not-more-lawless-than-we_framed-print?sku=s6-8967304p21a12v52a13v54?curator=brainpicker
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Even when they do not know any of the details, generous onlookers must make a stab at picturing the overall 

structure of what might have happened to the wretched being before them. They must guess that there will be 

sorrow and regret beneath the furious rantings, or a sense of intolerable vulnerability behind the pomposity 

and snobbishness. They must intimate that early trauma and let-down must have formed the backdrop to later 

transgressions. They will remember that the person before them was once a baby too. 

The charitable interpreter holds on also to the idea that sweetness must remain beneath the surface, along with 

the possibility of remorse and growth. 

.) 

In a passage evocative of that splendid Seamus Heaney verse — “On your way up, show consideration / To 

the ones you meet on their way down. / The Latin root of condescension / Means we all sink.” — De Botton 

adds: 

Such is our proclivity for error and our vulnerability to reversals of fortune, we are all on the verge of needing 

someone to come to our imaginative aid. And therefore, if for no other reason, we have a duty to remain 

constant providers of generous interpretations of the lives of others. We must be kind in the sense not only of 

being touched by the remote material suffering of strangers, but also of being ready to do more than condemn 

and hate the sinful around us, hopeful that we too may be accorded a tolerable degree of sympathy in our 

forthcoming hour of failure and shame. 

Complement this fragment of the thoroughly resaning School of Life — which was among the finest books of 

its year — with philosopher Martha Nussbaum on how to live with our human fragility, then revisit De Botton 

on what makes a good communicator, why our partners drive us mad, the psychological paradox of sulking, 

and his lovely letter to children about reading as a portal to self-understanding. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/11/27/alain-de-botton-charity-of-

interpretation/?mc_cid=f75b7697c8&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/01/19/seamus-heaney-commencement/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/01/19/seamus-heaney-commencement/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1912891166/braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/12/19/best-books-2019/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/12/19/best-books-2019/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/03/14/martha-nussbaum-bill-moyers-world-of-ideas/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/08/15/alain-de-botton-the-course-of-love-communicator/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/12/09/alain-de-botton-school-of-life-love/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/06/27/alain-de-botton-the-course-of-love/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/03/28/alain-de-botton-velocity-of-being-why-we-read/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/11/27/alain-de-botton-charity-of-interpretation/?mc_cid=f75b7697c8&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/11/27/alain-de-botton-charity-of-interpretation/?mc_cid=f75b7697c8&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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The Prose Poem 

by Campbell McGrath 

Issue no. 140 (Fall 1996) 

On the map it is precise and rectilinear as a chessboard, but driving past you would hardly notice it, a 

boundary line or ragged margin, a shallow swale that cups a simple trickle of water, less rill than rivulet, more 

gully than dell, a tangled ditch grown up throughout with a fearsome assortment of wildflowers and bracken. 

There is no fence, though here and there a weathered post asserts a former claim, strands of fallen wire taken 

by the dust. To the left a cornfield carries into the distance, dips and rises to the blue sky, a rolling plain of 

green and healthy plants aligned in close order, row upon row upon row. To the right, a field of wheat, a field 

of hay, young grasses breaking the soil, filling their allotted land with the rich, slow-waving spectacle of their 

grain. As to the farmers, they are, for the most part, indistinguishable: here the tractor is red, there yellow; 

here a pair of ditty hands, there a pair of dirty hands. They are cultivators of the soil. They grow crops by 

pattern, by acre, by foresight, by habit. What corn is to one, wheat is to the other, and though to some eyes the 

similarities outweigh the differences it would be as unthinkable for the second to commence planting corn as 

for the first to switch over to wheat. What happens in the gully between them is no concern of theirs, they say, 

so long as the plow stays out, the weeds stay in the ditch where they belong, though anyone would notice the 

wind-sewn cornstalks poking up their shaggy ears like young lovers run off into the bushes, and the kinship of 

these wild grasses with those the farmer cultivates is too obvious to mention, sage and dun-colored stalks 

hanging their noble heads, hoarding their exotic burrs and seeds, though it is neither corn nor wheat that truly 

flourishes there, nor some peculiar hybrid of the two. What grows in that place is possessed of an unexpected 

beauty all its own, even in winter when the wind hangs icicles from the skeletons of briars and small tracks 

cross the snow in search of forgotten grain; in the spring the little trickle of water swells to welcome frog and 

minnows, a muskrat, a family of turtles, nesting doves in the verdant grass; in summer it is a throughfare for 

raccoons and opossums, field mice, swallows and blackbirds, migrating egrets, a passing fox; in autumn the 

geese avoid its ramshackle abundance, seeking out windrows of toppled stalks, fatter grain more quickly 

discerned, more easily digested. Of those that travel the local road few pay that fertile hollow any mind, even 

those with an eye for what blossoms, an eye for vetch and timothy, early forsythia, the fatted calf in the fallow 

field, the rabbit running for cover, the hawk's descent from the lightning-struck tree. You've passed this way 

yourself, many times, and can tell me, if you would, do the formal fields end here the valley begins, or does 

everything that surrounds us emerge from its embrace? 

If you enjoyed this poem, why not … 

• read “Fever of Unknown Origin” by Campbell McGrath, new in the Spring 2021 issue? Then, tune 

in tonight at 6 p.m. for our free digital release party for the new issue, featuring readings 

from Yohanca Delgado, Tracie Morris, Ocean Vuong, and Dana Spiotta and Jonathan Dee reading 

work by Anthony Veasna So. Register here! 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=fd272243c7&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=fd272243c7&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=acac4c3cb7&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=f004b6a2b5&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=fd272243c7&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=fd272243c7&e=d538c8f2e0
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Pollen can raise your risk of COVID-19 – and the season is getting longer thanks to climate change 

9 marzo 2021 16:36 CET 
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Exposure to pollen can make you more susceptible to COVID-19, and it isn’t just a problem for people with 

allergies, new research released March 9 shows. Plant physiologist Lewis Ziska, a co-author of the new peer-

reviewed study and other recent research on pollen and climate change, explains the findings and why pollen 

seasons are getting longer and more intense. 

What does pollen have to do with a virus? 

The most important takeaway from our new study is that pollen can be a factor in exacerbating COVID-19. 

A couple years ago, my coauthors showed that pollen can suppress how the human immune system responds 

to viruses. By interfering with proteins that signal antiviral responses in cells lining the airways, it can leave 

people more susceptible to potentially a whole host of respiratory viruses, such as the flu virus and other 

SARS viruses. 

In this study, we looked specifically at COVID-19. We wanted to see how the number of new infections 

changed with the rise and fall of pollen levels in 31 countries around the world. We found that, on average, 

about 44% of the variability in COVID-19 case rates was related to pollen exposure, often in synergy with 

humidity and temperature. 

The infection rates tended to rise four days after a high pollen count. If there was no local lockdown, the 

infection rate increased by an average of about 4% per 100 pollen grains in a cubic meter of air. A strict 

lockdown cut the increase by half. 

This pollen exposure isn’t just a problem for people with hay fever. It’s a reaction to pollen in general. Even 

types of pollen that typically don’t cause allergic reactions were correlated with an increase in COVID-19 

infections. 

What precautions can people take? 

On days with high pollen counts, try to stay indoors to limit your exposure as much as possible. 

When you’re outdoors, wear a mask during pollen season. Pollen grains are large enough that almost any 

mask designed for allergies will work to keep them out. However, if you’re sneezing and coughing, wear a 

mask that’s effective against the coronavirus. If you’re asymptomatic with COVID-19, all that sneezing 

increases your chances of spreading the virus. Mild cases of COVID-19 could also be mistaken for allergies. 

Why is pollen season lasting longer? 

As the climate changes, we’re seeing three things that relate specifically to pollen. 

One is an earlier start to pollen season. Spring changes are starting earlier, and there are signals globally of 

exposure to pollen earlier in the season. 

https://scholar.google.com/citations?user=TkabY8wAAAAJ&hl=en&oi=sra
https://doi.org/10.1073/pnas.2019034118
https://doi.org/10.1111/all.14047
https://www.mayoclinic.org/diseases-conditions/coronavirus/in-depth/covid-19-cold-flu-and-allergies-differences/art-20503981
https://doi.org/10.1073/pnas.2013284118
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Second, the overall pollen season is getting longer. The time you’re exposed to pollen, from spring, which is 

primarily driven by tree pollen, to the summer, which is weeds and grasses, and then the fall, which is 

primarily ragweed, is about 20 days longer in North America now than it was in 1990. As you move toward 

the poles, where temperatures are rising faster, we found that the season is becoming even more pronounced. 

Third, more pollen is being produced. Colleagues and I described all three changes in a paper published in 

February. 

As climate change drives pollen counts upward, that could potentially result in greater human susceptibility to 

viruses. 

[Get the best of The Conversation, every weekend. Sign up for our weekly newsletter.] 

These changes in the pollen season have been underway for several decades. When my colleagues and I 

looked back at as many different records of pollen keeping as we could locate since the 1970s, we found solid 

evidence suggesting that these shifts have been happening for at least the past 30 to 40 years. 

Greenhouse gas concentrations are rising and the surface of the Earth is warming, and that’s going to affect 

life as we know it. I’ve been studying climate change for 30 years. It’s so endemic of the current environment 

that it’s going to be hard to look at any medical issue without at least trying to understand whether climate 

change has already affected it or is going to do so. 

 

https://theconversation.com/pollen-can-raise-your-risk-of-covid-19-and-the-season-is-getting-longer-thanks-

to-climate-change-

156754?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Science%20Weekly%20%20for%20March%2010%202021%2

0-%201886118412&utm_content=Science%20Weekly%20%20for%20March%2010%202021%20-

%201886118412+CID_d22c17210ee8602a2880dc3d8484d99e&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_ter

m=Pollen%20can%20raise%20your%20risk%20of%20COVID-

19%20%20and%20the%20season%20is%20getting%20longer%20thanks%20to%20climate%20change 

  

https://doi.org/10.1073/pnas.2013284118
https://arctic.noaa.gov/Report-Card/Report-Card-2019/ArtMID/7916/ArticleID/831/Executive-Summary
https://doi.org/10.1073/pnas.2013284118
https://theconversation.com/us/newsletters/weekly-highlights-61?utm_source=TCUS&utm_medium=inline-link&utm_campaign=newsletter-text&utm_content=weeklybest
https://doi.org/10.1016/S2542-5196(19)30015-4
https://nca2018.globalchange.gov/
https://nca2018.globalchange.gov/
https://theconversation.com/pollen-can-raise-your-risk-of-covid-19-and-the-season-is-getting-longer-thanks-to-climate-change-156754?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Science%20Weekly%20%20for%20March%2010%202021%20-%201886118412&utm_content=Science%20Weekly%20%20for%20March%2010%202021%20-%201886118412+CID_d22c17210ee8602a2880dc3d8484d99e&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Pollen%20can%20raise%20your%20risk%20of%20COVID-19%20%20and%20the%20season%20is%20getting%20longer%20thanks%20to%20climate%20change
https://theconversation.com/pollen-can-raise-your-risk-of-covid-19-and-the-season-is-getting-longer-thanks-to-climate-change-156754?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Science%20Weekly%20%20for%20March%2010%202021%20-%201886118412&utm_content=Science%20Weekly%20%20for%20March%2010%202021%20-%201886118412+CID_d22c17210ee8602a2880dc3d8484d99e&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Pollen%20can%20raise%20your%20risk%20of%20COVID-19%20%20and%20the%20season%20is%20getting%20longer%20thanks%20to%20climate%20change
https://theconversation.com/pollen-can-raise-your-risk-of-covid-19-and-the-season-is-getting-longer-thanks-to-climate-change-156754?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Science%20Weekly%20%20for%20March%2010%202021%20-%201886118412&utm_content=Science%20Weekly%20%20for%20March%2010%202021%20-%201886118412+CID_d22c17210ee8602a2880dc3d8484d99e&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Pollen%20can%20raise%20your%20risk%20of%20COVID-19%20%20and%20the%20season%20is%20getting%20longer%20thanks%20to%20climate%20change
https://theconversation.com/pollen-can-raise-your-risk-of-covid-19-and-the-season-is-getting-longer-thanks-to-climate-change-156754?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Science%20Weekly%20%20for%20March%2010%202021%20-%201886118412&utm_content=Science%20Weekly%20%20for%20March%2010%202021%20-%201886118412+CID_d22c17210ee8602a2880dc3d8484d99e&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Pollen%20can%20raise%20your%20risk%20of%20COVID-19%20%20and%20the%20season%20is%20getting%20longer%20thanks%20to%20climate%20change
https://theconversation.com/pollen-can-raise-your-risk-of-covid-19-and-the-season-is-getting-longer-thanks-to-climate-change-156754?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Science%20Weekly%20%20for%20March%2010%202021%20-%201886118412&utm_content=Science%20Weekly%20%20for%20March%2010%202021%20-%201886118412+CID_d22c17210ee8602a2880dc3d8484d99e&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Pollen%20can%20raise%20your%20risk%20of%20COVID-19%20%20and%20the%20season%20is%20getting%20longer%20thanks%20to%20climate%20change
https://theconversation.com/pollen-can-raise-your-risk-of-covid-19-and-the-season-is-getting-longer-thanks-to-climate-change-156754?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Science%20Weekly%20%20for%20March%2010%202021%20-%201886118412&utm_content=Science%20Weekly%20%20for%20March%2010%202021%20-%201886118412+CID_d22c17210ee8602a2880dc3d8484d99e&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Pollen%20can%20raise%20your%20risk%20of%20COVID-19%20%20and%20the%20season%20is%20getting%20longer%20thanks%20to%20climate%20change
https://theconversation.com/pollen-can-raise-your-risk-of-covid-19-and-the-season-is-getting-longer-thanks-to-climate-change-156754?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Science%20Weekly%20%20for%20March%2010%202021%20-%201886118412&utm_content=Science%20Weekly%20%20for%20March%2010%202021%20-%201886118412+CID_d22c17210ee8602a2880dc3d8484d99e&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Pollen%20can%20raise%20your%20risk%20of%20COVID-19%20%20and%20the%20season%20is%20getting%20longer%20thanks%20to%20climate%20change
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STOP the STOP in cancer: evading pathogenic premature translation termination of tumor 

suppressors 

BIOMEDICINE • MEDICINE • MOLECULAR BIOLOGY 

ByInvited Researcher March 8, 2021 0 comments 

Author: Rafael Pulido is an Ikerbasque Research Professor at the BioCruces Health Research Institute 

 

Inherited or somatic mutations targeting genes which encode essential cell growth regulatory proteins favor 

the emergence of cancer. Cells carrying these mutations acquire growing and survival advantages that trigger 

the emergence of the tumor. A large number of tumor-associated mutations, as well as many mutations found 

in the germline of hereditary cancer patients, are single-nucleotide nonsense substitutions that generate stop 

codons in coding regions (premature termination codons, PTC) of tumor suppressor genes. The biosynthetic 

translation of these genes carrying PTC mutations produces truncated unstable or non-functional tumor 

suppressor proteins that lack the ability to control cell growth. Nonsense substitutions targeting one of the 

tumor suppressor genes more mutated in cancer, PTEN, represent about the 20% of PTEN mutations found in 

https://mappingignorance.org/category/science/biomedicine/
https://mappingignorance.org/category/technology/medicine/
https://mappingignorance.org/category/science/molecular-biology/
https://mappingignorance.org/2021/03/08/stop-the-stop-in-cancer-evading-pathogenic-premature-translation-termination-of-tumor-suppressors/#author
https://mappingignorance.org/2021/03/08/stop-the-stop-in-cancer-evading-pathogenic-premature-translation-termination-of-tumor-suppressors/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#comments
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tumors, and about 50% of patients with germline PTEN mutations and cancer predisposition (PTEN 

Hamartoma Tumor Syndrome patients) carry a nucleotide nonsense substitution generating a PTC. We have 

coined the term PTCome to refer to the collection of PTC that are found in a specific gene in association with 

disease. The PTEN PTCome is composed by more than 140 different PTC mutations, which distribute along 

almost the entire PTEN coding sequence. Three of these mutations are found with high prevalence, and 

together account for about 30% of the PTEN PTC mutations detected in patients. The truncated PTEN 

proteins generated by translation of these mutations are non-functional (Figure 1), and the restoration of full-

length functional PTEN biosynthesis in these cases could help to compensate the pathogenicity of the 

mutation. 

Figure 1. A) Crystal structure of human PTEN, showing the two domains that configure the full-length 

protein. Arginine residues (R) frequently mutated to PTC are indicated. Numbers in brackets indicate the first 

and the last residue from PTEN amino acid sequence. B) Depiction of full-length wild type and PTC-

generated truncated forms of PTEN. The truncated forms lack the totality or parts of the protein domains, 

which generates unstable non-functional proteins. 

Translational readthrough of PTC consists in the incorporation of an amino acid, during protein biosynthetic 

translation, in the position corresponding to the anomalous PTC created by a nonsense mutation in the coding 

region of a gene. The readthrough process is facilitated by the weakening of the fidelity in the recognition of 

the PTC by the translation termination machinery, and can be further improved by compounds that bind to the 

ribosome, including some antibiotics currently used in the clinics (Figure 2). The efficiency of the induced 

readthrough depends on the inducer compound, as well as on the identity of the PTC (TAA, TAG, or TGA) 

and its surrounding nucleotide sequence. Importantly, compounds inducing PTC readthrough do not affect the 

efficient recognition of natural termination codons. The heterogeneity in the efficacy and toxicity of the 

readthrough-inducing compounds is one of the major restrictions of this approach for its therapeutic 

application. In addition, for proteins such as tumor suppressors it is also a limiting aspect their functional 

status after the readthrough reconstitution, since this process incorporates variable amino acids (encoded by 

near-cognate codons) at the PTC position. This demands dedicated studies that address the potential of 

precision anticancer therapies based on the functional reconstitution of tumor suppressors targeted by PTC. 
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Figure 2. A) Translation of wild type and PTC-mutated PTEN. The translation of PTEN mRNA with a PTC is 

prematurely terminated upon ribosome recognition of the PTC (middle arrow). In the presence of a 

readthrough inducer (bottom arrow), the PTC is not recognized and a variable amino acid is incorporated, 

allowing the complete translation of the mRNA. B) Depiction of full-length and PTC-generated truncated 

forms of PTEN. The PTC generates a PTEN truncated protein (middle). In the presence of a readthrough 

inducer (bottom), a full-length PTEN protein is synthesized, although the inserted amino acid can be different 

from the wild type. This makes necessary the functional testing of the readthrough protein products. 

To gain knowledge on the potential of PTEN PTC readthrough as an anticancer therapy, we have performed a 

global biochemical and functional analysis of the readthrough of the entire PTEN PTCome. We have found a 

heterogeneous response of the different PTEN PTC mutations to readthrough induced by aminoglycoside 

antibiotics, ranging from 0 to 35% of biochemical full-length protein reconstitution, and we have determined 

the function of the resulting PTEN protein variants 1. Our analysis has unveiled the set of PTEN PTC 

mutations that can be functionally reconstituted by translational readthrough, among which the more 

prevalent mutations associated to disease (Figure 1) are included. The results from these in vitro experiments 

open the possibility of readthrough therapeutic actionability on specific groups of cancer patients with PTEN 

PTC mutations. Further evidence is necessary, using physiologic experimental conditions, to confirm the 

benefits of this approach to rescue PTEN functions in cancer patients. 

Our global studies on the functional reconstitution by readthrough of the PTEN PTCome establish the basis of 

the preclinical experimental methodology required to implement with efficiency readthrough-based therapies 

in precision oncology. These global analyses should be extended to the PTCome from other important tumor 

suppressors, from which genetic information is starting to be routinely obtained in the clinic. This will make 

accessible useful information on the specific readthrough response expected for cancer cases affected by PTC 

mutations at relevant tumor suppressors. The identification and preclinical validation of PTC readthrough-

inducing compounds of high efficacy and low toxicity will provide the tools that bring readthrough anti-

cancer therapies to practice. The availability of the readthrough response of PTCome from tumor suppressors 

will accelerate the attempts to evade their pathogenic premature translation termination in human cancer. 

References 

1. Luna, S., Torices, L., Mingo, J., Amo. L., Rodríguez-Escudero, I., Ruiz-Ibarlucea, P., Erramuzpe, A., 

Cortés, J.M., Tejada, M.I., Molina, M., Nunes-Xavier, C.E., López, J.I., Cid, V.J., Pulido, R. (2021). 

A global analysis of the reconstitution of PTEN function by translational readthrough of PTEN 
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A Gentleman of Bayou Têche 

by Kate Chopin 

 

It was no wonder Mr. Sublet, who was staying at the Hallet plantation, wanted to make a picture of Evariste. 

The ‘Cadian was rather a picturesque subject in his way, and a tempting one to an artist looking for bits of 

“local color” along the Têche. 

Mr. Sublet had seen the man on the back gallery just as he came out, trying to sell a wild turkey to the 

housekeeper. He spoke to him at once, and in the course of conversation engaged him to return to the house 

the following morning and have his picture drawn. He handed Evariste a couple of silver dollars to show that 

his intentions were fair, and that he expected the ‘Cadian to keep faith with him. 

“He tell’ me he want’ put my picture in one fine ‘Mag’zine,’” said Evariste to his daughter, Martinette, when 

the two were talking the matter over in the afternoon. “W’at fo’ you reckon he want’ do dat?” They sat within 

the low, homely cabin of two rooms, that was not quite so comfortable as Mr. Hallet’s negro quarters. 

Martinette pursed her red lips that had little sensitive curves to them, and her black eyes took on a reflective 

expression. 

“Mebbe he yeard ‘bout that big fish w’at you ketch las’ winta in Carancro lake. You know it was all wrote 

about in the ‘Suga Bowl.’” Her father set aside the suggestion with a deprecatory wave of the hand. 

“Well, anyway, you got to fix yo’se’f up,” declared Martinette, dismissing further speculation; “put on yo’ 

otha pant’loon’ an’ yo’ good coat; an’ you betta ax Mr. Léonce to cut yo’ hair, an’ yo’ w’sker’ a li’le bit.” 

“It’s w’at I say,” chimed in Evariste. “I tell dat gent’man I’m goin make myse’f fine. He say’, ‘No, no,’ like 

he ent please’. He want’ me like I come out de swamp. So much betta if my pant’loon an’ coat is tore, he say, 

an’ color’ like de mud.” They could not understand these eccentric wishes on the part of the strange 

gentleman, and made no effort to do so. 

An hour later Martinette, who was quite puffed up over the affair, trotted across to Aunt Dicey’s cabin to 

communicate the news to her. The negress was ironing; her irons stood in a long row before the fire of logs 

that burned on the hearth. Martinette seated herself in the chimney corner and held her feet up to the blaze; it 

was damp and a little chilly out of doors. The girl’s shoes were considerably worn and her garments were a 

little too thin and scant for the winter season. Her father had given her the two dollars he had received from 

the artist, and Martinette was on her way to the store to invest them as judiciously as she knew how. 

“You know, Aunt Dicey,” she began a little complacently after listening awhile to Aunt Dicey’s unqualified 

abuse of her own son, Wilkins, who was dining-room boy at Mr. Hallet’s, “you know that stranger gentleman 

up to Mr. Hallet’s? he want’ to make my popa’s picture; an’ he say’ he goin’ put it in one fine Mag’zine 

yonda.” 

https://americanliterature.com/author/kate-chopin
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Aunt Dicey spat upon her iron to test its heat. Then she began to snicker. She kept on laughing inwardly, 

making her fat body shake, and saying nothing. 

“W’at you laughin’ bout, Aunt Dice?” inquired Martinette mistrustfully. 

“I isn’ laughin’, chile!” 

“Yas, you’ laughin’.” 

“Oh, don’t pay no ‘tention to me. I jis studyin’ how simple you an’ yo’ pa is. You is bof de simplest 

somebody I eva com ‘crost.” 

“You got to say plumb out w’at you mean, Aunt Dice,” insisted the girl doggedly, suspicious and alert now. 

“Well, dat w’y I say you is simple,” proclaimed the woman, slamming down her iron on an inverted, battered 

pie pan, “jis like you says, dey gwine put yo’ pa’s picture yonda in de picture paper. An’ you know w’at 

readin’ dey gwine sot down on’neaf dat picture?” Martinette was intensely attentive. “Dey gwine sot down 

on’neaf: ‘Dis heah is one dem low-down ‘Cajuns o’ Bayeh Têche!’” 

The blood flowed from Martinette’s face, leaving it deathly pale; in another instant it came beating back in a 

quick flood, and her eyes smarted with pain as if the tears that filled them had been fiery hot. 

“I knows dem kine o’ folks,” continued Aunt Dicey, resuming her interrupted ironing. “Dat stranger he got a 

li’le boy w’at ain’t none too big to spank. Dat li’le imp he come a hoppin’ in heah yistiddy wid a kine o’ box 

on’neaf his arm. He say’ ‘Good mo’nin’’, madam. Will you be so kine an’ stan’ jis like you is dah at yo’ 

I’onin’, an’ lef me take yo’ picture?’ I ‘lowed I gwine make a picture outen him wid dis heah flati’on, ef he 

don’ cl’ar hisse’f quick. An’ he say he baig my pardon fo’ his intrudement. All dat kine o’ talk to a ole nigga 

‘oman! Dat plainly sho’ he don’ know his place.” 

“W’at you want ‘im to say, Aunt Dice?” asked Martinette, with an effort to conceal her distress. 

“I wants ‘im to come in heah an’ say: ‘Howdy, Aunt Dicey! will you be so kine and go put on yo’ noo calker 

dress an’ yo’ bonnit w’at you w’ars to meetin’, an’ stan’ ‘side f’om day i’onin-boa’d w’ilse I gwine take yo’ 

photygraph.’ Dat de way fo’ a boy to talke w’at had good raisin’.” 

Martinette had arisen, and began to take slow leave of the woman. She turned at the cabin door to observe 

tentatively: “I reckon it’s Wilkins tells you how the folks they talk, yonda up to Mr. Hallet’s.” 

She did not go to the store as she had intended, but walked with a dragging step back to her home. The silver 

dollars clicked in her pocket as she walked. She felt like flinging them across the field; they seemed to her 

somehow the price of shame. 
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The sun had sunk, and twilight was settling like a silver beam upon the bayou and enveloping the fields in a 

gray mist. Evariste, slim and slouchy, was waiting for his daughter in the cabin door. He had lighted a fire of 

sticks and branches, and placed the kettle before it to boil. He met the girl with his slow serious, questioning 

eyes, astonished to see her empty-handed. 

“How come you didn’ bring nuttin’ f’om de sto’, Martinette?” 

She entered and flung her gingham sun-bonnet upon a chair. “No, I didn’ go yonda;” and with sudden 

exasperation: “You got to go take back that money; you musn’ git no picture took.” 

“But, Martinette,” her father mildly interposed, “I promise ‘im; an’ he’s goin’ give me some mo’ money w’en 

he finish.” 

“If he give you a ba’el o’ money, you musn’ git no picture took. You know what he want to put un’neath that 

picture, fo’ ev’body to read?” She could not tell him the whole hideous truth as she had heard it distorted from 

Aunt Dicey’s lips; she would not hurt him that much. “He’s goin’ to write: ‘This is one ’Cajun o’ the Bayou 

Têche.’” Evariste winced. 

“How you know?” he asked. 

“I yeard so. I know it’s true.” 

The water in the kettle was boiling. He went and poured a small quantity upon the coffee which he had set 

there to drip. Then he said to her: “I reckon you jus’ as well go care dat two dolla’ back, tomo’ mo’nin’; me, 

I’ll go yonda ketch a mess o’ fish in Carancro lake.” 

 

Mr. Hallet and a few masculine companions were assembled at a rather late breakfast the following morning. 

The dining room was a big, bare one, enlivened by a cheerful fire of logs that blazed in the wide chimney on 

massive andirons. There were guns, fishing tackle, and other implements of sport lying about. A couple of 

fine dogs strayed unceremoniously in and out behind Wilkins, the negro boy who waited upon the table. The 

chair beside Mr. Sublet, usually occupied by his little son, was vacant, as the child had gone for an early 

morning outing and had not yet returned. 

When breakfast was about half over, Mr. Hallet noticed Martinette standing outside upon the gallery. The 

dining room door had stood open more than half the time. 

“Isn’t that Martinette out there, Wilkins?” inquired the jovial-faced young planter. 

“Dat’s who, suh,” returned Wilkins. “She ben standin’ dah sence mos’ sun-up; look like she studyin’ to take 

root to de gall’ry.” 

“What in the name of goodness does she want? Ask her what she wants. Tell her to come in to the fire.” 
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Martinette walked into the room with much hesitancy. Her small, brown face could hardly be seen in the 

depths of the gingham sun-bonnet. Her blue cottonade skirt scarcely reached the thin ankles that it should 

have covered. 

“Bonjou’,” she murmured, with a little comprehensive nod that took in the entire company. Her eyes searched 

the table for the “stranger gentleman,” and she knew him at once, because his hair was parted in the middle 

and he wore a pointed beard. She went and laid the two silver dollars beside his plate and motioned to retire 

without a word of explanation. 

“Hold on, Martinette!” called out the planter, “what’s all this pantomime business? Speak out, little one.” 

“My popa don’t want any picture took,” she offered, a little timorously. On her way to the door she had 

looked back to say this. In that fleeting glance she detected a smile of intelligence pass from one to the other 

of the group. She turned quickly, facing them all, and spoke out, excitement making her voice bold and shrill: 

“My popa ent one low-down ‘Cajun. He ent goin’ to stan’ to have that kine o’ writin’ put down un’neath his 

picture!” 

She almost ran from the room, half blinded by the emotion that had helped her to make so daring a speech. 

Descending the gallery steps she ran full against her father who was ascending, bearing in his arms the little 

boy, Archie Sublet. The child was most grotesquely attired in garments far too large for his diminutive person 

– the rough jeans clothing of some negro boy. Evariste himself had evidently been taking a bath without the 

preliminary ceremony of removing his clothes, that were now half dried upon his person by the wind and sun. 

“Yere you’ li’le boy,” he announced, stumbling into the room. “You ought not lef dat li’le chile go by 

hisse’f comme ça in de pirogue.” Mr. Sublet darted from his chair; the others following suit almost as hastily. 

In an instant, quivering with apprehension, he had his little son in his arms. The child was quite unharmed, 

only somewhat pale and nervous, as the consequence of a recent very serious ducking. 

Evariste related in his uncertain, broken English how he had been fishing for an hour or more in Carancro 

lake, when he noticed the boy paddling over the deep, black water in a shell-like pirogue. Nearing a clump of 

cypress-trees that rose from the lake, the pirogue became entangled in the heavy moss that hung from the tree 

limbs and trailed upon the water. The next thing he knew, the boat had overturned, he heard the child scream, 

and saw him disappear beneath the still, black surface of the lake. 

“W’en I done swim to de sho’ wid ‘im,” continued Evariste, “I hurry yonda to Jake Baptiste’s cabin, an’ we 

rub ‘im an’ warm ‘im up, an’ dress ‘im up dry like you see. He all right now, M’sieur; but you musn’ lef ‘im 

go no mo’ by hisse’f in one pirogue.” 

Martinette had followed into the room behind her father. She was feeling and tapping his wet garments 

solicitously, and begging him in French to come home. Mr. Hallet at once ordered hot coffee and a warm 

breakfast for the two; and they sat down at the corner of the table, making no manner of objection in their 

perfect simplicity. It was with visible reluctance and ill-disguised contempt that Wilkins served them. 
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When Mr. Sublet had arranged his son comfortably, with tender care, upon the sofa, and had satisfied himself 

that the child was quite uninjured, he attempted to find words with which to thank Evariste for this service 

which no treasure of words or gold could pay for. These warm and heartfelt expressions seemed to Evariste to 

exaggerate the importance of his action, and they intimidated him. He attempted shyly to hide his face as well 

as he could in the depths of his bowl of coffee. 

“You will let me make your picture now, I hope, Evariste,” begged Mr. Sublet, laying his hand upon the 

‘Cadian’s shoulder. “I want to place it among things I hold most dear, and shall call it ‘A hero of Bayou 

Têche.’” This assurance seemed to distress Evariste greatly. 

“No, no,” he protested, “it’s nuttin’ hero’ to take a li’le boy out de water. I jus’ as easy do dat like I stoop 

down an’ pick up a li’le chile w’at fall down in de road. I ent goin’ to ‘low dat, me. I don’t git no picture 

took, va!” 

Mr. Hallet, who now discerned his friend’s eagerness in the matter, came to his aid. 

“I tell you, Evariste, let Mr. Sublet draw your picture, and you yourself may call it whatever you want. I’m 

sure he’ll let you.” 

“Most willingly,” agreed the artist. 

Evariste glanced up at him with shy and child-like pleasure. “It’s a bargain?” he asked. 

“A bargain,” affirmed Mr. Sublet. 

“Popa,” whispered Martinette, “you betta come home an’ put on yo’ otha pant’loon’ an’ yo’ good coat.” 

“And now, what shall we call the much talked-of picture?” cheerily inquired the planter, standing with his 

back to the blaze. 

Evariste in a business-like manner began carefully to trace on the tablecloth imaginary characters with an 

imaginary pen; he could not have written the real characters with a real pen – he did not know how. 

“You will put on’neat’ de picture,” he said, deliberately, “’Dis is one picture of Mista Evariste Anatole 

Bonamour, a gent’man of Bayou Têche.’” 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/kate-chopin/short-story/a-gentleman-of-bayou-teche 
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The Snail with the Right Heart: A True Story 

A love story, a time story, an invitation not to mistake difference for defect and to welcome, across the 

accordion scales of time and space, diversity as nature’s wellspring of resilience and beauty. 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

Great children’s books move young hearts, yes, but they also move the great common heart that beats in the 

chest of humanity by articulating in the language of children, which is the language of simplicity and absolute 

sincerity, the elemental truths of being: what it means to love, what it means to be mortal, what it means to 

live with our fragilities and our frissons. As such, children’s books are miniature works of philosophy, works 

of wonder and wonderment that bypass our ordinary resistances and our cerebral modes of understanding, 

entering the backdoor of consciousness with their soft, surefooted gait to remind us who and what we are. 

This is something I have always believed, and so I have always turned to children’s books — classics like The 

Little Prince, which I reread once a year every year for basic soul-maintenance, and modern masterpieces 

like Cry, Heart, But Never Break — as mighty instruments of existential calibration. But I never thought I 

would write one. 

And then I did: The Snail with the Right Heart: A True Story (public library) is a labor of love three years in 

the making, illustrated by the uncommonly talented and sensitive Ping Zhu, whom I asked for the honor after 

she staggered me with the painting that became the cover of A Velocity of Being: Letters to a Young Reader. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/02/03/exupery-little-prince-morgan-drawings/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/02/03/exupery-little-prince-morgan-drawings/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/03/08/cry-heart-but-never-break/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703496/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/snail-with-the-right-heart-a-true-story/oclc/1175915416&referer=brief_results
https://www.pingszoo.com/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/20/a-velocity-of-being-letters-to-a-young-reader/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703496/braipick-20
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While the story is inspired by a beloved young human in my own life, who is living with the same rare and 

wondrous variation of body as the real-life mollusk protagonist, it is a larger story about science and the 

poetry of existence, about time and chance, genetics and gender, love and death, evolution and infinity — 

concepts often too abstract for the human mind to fathom, often more accessible to the young imagination; 

concepts made fathomable in the concrete, finite life of one tiny, unusual creature dwelling in a pile of 

compost amid an English garden. 

At the heart of the story, excerpted below, is an invitation not to mistake difference for defect and to 

recognize, across the accordion scales of time and space, diversity as nature’s fulcrum of resilience and 

wellspring of beauty. 

 

Long ago, before half the stars that speckle the sky were born and before the mountains rose reaching for 

them, a giant ocean covered the Earth. One day, something strange happened in the giant ocean — a change 

so mysterious and magnificent that it was given a special name: mutation. 

From this mutation, life was born from non-life: The first living creatures — tinier than a grain of sand, tinier 

than the tip of the eyelash of a mouse — came into being. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703496/braipick-20
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Time tended to them kindly — 

they grew bigger and bigger, 

curiouser and curiouser. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703496/braipick-20
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Soon — which in cosmic time means millions and millions of years — they crawled out of the ocean and onto 

the land. Not knowing whether they would find a home there, some of these brave early explorers carried 

their homes on their backs. 

And so snails took to the Earth. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703496/braipick-20
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Soon — more millions and millions of years later — humans were walking the Earth alongside them. 

 

 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703496/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703496/braipick-20
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One autumn afternoon a cosmic blink ago, a human — a retired scientist from the London’s Natural History 

Museum — stopped mid-stride on his walk when he noticed a most unusual garden snail in a pile of 

compost. It was smaller than the other snails. Its shell was darker than theirs. One of its tentacles had trouble 

unspooling. And because the snail’s tentacles are both its fingers and its eyes, this little snail didn’t feel and 

see the world the way most snails do. 

But the strangest thing was something else still: The spiral of its shell coiled in the opposite direction from 

other snails — it spiraled left instead of right, the same direction the Earth crawls around the Sun. 

 

The old man picked up the little snail tenderly and marveled at it. 

It just so happened (isn’t chance lovely?) that a few days earlier, he had heard on the radio an interview with a 

snail researcher from an important university. Doctor Angus Davidson was his name. So he decided to send 

this unusual little snail to Doctor Angus’s laboratory. Maybe its strangeness held some beautiful secret 

waiting to be unlocked. 

Carefully, the elderly scientist packed the little snail into a cozy box and sent it on its way. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703496/braipick-20
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When it arrived at the famous snail laboratory, Doctor Angus named it Jeremy, after the English politician 

Jeremy Corbyn. (Grownups believe that this big round world has sides, so they divide their politics into left 

and right, like shoes or gloves. Because Jeremy Corbyn belongs to the left, Doctor Angus thought it would be 

funny to name the little lefty snail after him.) 

But although Jeremy the snail was given a boy name, Jeremy the snail was neither a he nor a she — Jeremy, 

like all land snails, was both. 

Jeremy was a they. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703496/braipick-20
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One of the wonders of snails is that they can make babies without a mate, because every snail has a body that 

is both male and female. Such a wondrous body is called a hermaphrodite. 

If a hermaphrodite makes babies alone, they are almost exactly like their parent. But when two parents make a 

baby together, the baby is partly like each of them. 

And because diversity is always lovelier than sameness, and because it makes communities stronger and 

better able to adapt to change, snails prefer to make babies in pairs. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703496/braipick-20
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This is how it happens: When a snail finds a partner, the two face each other, gently touching their tentacles 

together to feel if they like each other. And if they do, they glide their bodies alongside one another in a slow 

double embrace, until their baby-making parts fit together like puzzle pieces. Then, they gently pierce each 

other with tiny spears called “love darts,” which contain their genes — the building blocks of bodies. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703496/braipick-20
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Genes are like tiny seeds your parents plant in the garden that becomes your body — your special 

combination of seeds is what makes you you, what makes your body-garden unlike anyone else’s. Genes are 

how life talks to the future. Your genes decide things like how tall you grow, what color your eyes are, and 

how your thumbs are shaped. 

Many of your gene-seeds come abloom in your own body-garden — you get to see, to be the flowers they 

become. But not every one of your seeds will bloom — some only sprout when they are near other seeds just 

like them. These shy seeds may lay dormant in the soil and only bloom in generations of gardens down the 

line — in your children, or your children’s children, or your children’s children’s children. Those seeds are 

called recessive genes. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703496/braipick-20
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Jeremy was so unusual because in their body, a rare recessive gene came abloom — one of Jeremy’s great-

great-grand-parents must have passed this dormant seed on, until it awakened to make Jeremy’s shell coil in 

the opposite direction. 

Jeremy’s shell was just the most obvious expression of that mutation, but the entire soft body hidden inside 

was also a mirror-image of almost every other snail’s body — a condition known as situs inversus, Latin for 

“inverted internal organs.” 

In his twenty years of working with snails, Doctor Angus had never before seen a lefty. He believes that situs 

inversus is rarer than one in 10,000, probably one in 100,000, possibly even one in a million. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703496/braipick-20
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Some humans, too, have such wondrous mirror-image bodies — it is just as rare in us as it is in snails. If you 

had situs inversus, your heart would be on the right side — which is the wrong side, because almost 

everyone’s heart is on the left side. 

Jeremy’s heart was also on the right-wrong side, as were all his vital body parts — which meant that Jeremy 

could only do the double-embrace dance with another snail with situs inversus, or else the puzzle pieces 

wouldn’t fit together to make baby snails. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703496/braipick-20
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Life can be lonesome when your mate is one in a million. And Doctor Angus didn’t want Jeremy to be 

lonesome. He also knew that if Jeremy had babies with another lefty snail, scientists could study this very rare 

gene and better understand situs inversus not only in snails, but in humans. 

So, he went on the radio again and made an appeal to the whole world to help find Jeremy a lefty mate. 

 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703496/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703496/braipick-20
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Moved by Jeremy’s story, people far and wide got on their knees amid gardens and grasslands and compost 

piles, determined to find Jeremy’s inverted puzzle piece. Within weeks, not one but two potential mates were 

found — one by a young Englishwoman who kept snails as pets, and another by a snail farmer in Spain. 

The whole round world rejoiced when Lefty, the English snail, and Tomeu, the Spanish snail, were sent to 

Doctor Angus’s lab to meet Jeremy. 

But… 

But — that three-letter twist of fate that can so instantly take the trajectory of any story, any expectation, any 

life and coil it in the opposite direction. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703496/braipick-20
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Before the watercolor sun sets beneath the endpapers, the story ends the same way life lives itself through us 

— unpredictable, heartbreaking, and redemptive, forever planting dormant seeds to come abloom in some 

future garden, maybe tomorrow, maybe long after the stars that speckle this sky are gone and new stars are 

born to shine upon new hearts beating to the same primeval pulse-beat of cosmic chance. 

 

 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703496/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703496/braipick-20
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The Snail with the Right Heart, out on February 2, came alive thanks to the invaluable stewardship of my 

longtime friend, neighbor, and collaborator Claudia Zoe Bedrick — the one-woman powerhouse behind 

Brooklyn-based independent children’s publisher Enchanted Lion. 

I have chosen to donate all my author’s proceeds from the book to the Children’s Heart Foundation, whose 

quarter-century devotion to funding research and scientific collaborations is shedding light on congenital heart 

conditions to help young humans with unusual hearts live longer, wider lives. 

Special thanks to my biologist pal Joe Hanson for assaying the solidity of the science, to my former partner 

and darling friend Debbie Millman for hand-lettering the cover text, and to the fine journalists at The 

Guardian for reporting the true story on which this labor of love is based. 

Illustrations by Ping Zhu courtesy of Enchanted Lion Books; story and page photographs by Maria Popova 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2021/01/02/the-snail-with-the-right-

heart/?mc_cid=2ea7f66682&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703496/braipick-20
https://enchantedlion.com/all-books/the-snail-with-the-right-heart-a-true-story
https://www.childrensheartfoundation.org/
https://twitter.com/DrJoeHanson
https://www.debbiemillman.com/
https://www.theguardian.com/uk-news/2017/may/19/jeremy-the-lonely-left-coiling-snail-loses-out-in-love-triangle
https://www.brainpickings.org/2021/01/02/the-snail-with-the-right-heart/?mc_cid=2ea7f66682&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2021/01/02/the-snail-with-the-right-heart/?mc_cid=2ea7f66682&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703496/braipick-20


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 559 may  2021 

 

84 

A Hole in the Wall 

by Louisa May Alcott 

 

Published in The Louisa Alcott Reader: A Supplementary Reader for the Fourth Year of School (1908). 

 

 

PART I. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/louisa-may-alcott
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If any one had asked Johnny Morris who were his best friends, he would have answered,-- 

"The sun and the wind, next to mother." 

Johnny lived in a little court that led off from one of the busiest streets in the city,--a noisy street, where 

horse-car bells tinkled and omnibuses rumbled all day long, going and coming from several great depots near 

by. The court was a dull place, with only two or three shabby houses in it, and a high blank wall at the end. 

The people who hurried by were too busy to do more than to glance at the lame boy who sat in the sunshine 

against the wall, or to guess that there was a picture-gallery and a circulating-library in the court. But Johnny 

had both, and took such comfort in them that he never could be grateful enough to the wind that brought him 

his books and pictures, nor to the sun that made it possible for him to enjoy them in the open air, far more 

than richer folk enjoy their fine galleries and libraries. 

A bad fall, some months before the time this story begins, did something to Johnny's back which made his 

poor legs nearly useless, and changed the lively, rosy boy into a pale cripple. His mother took in fine washing, 

and worked hard to pay doctors' bills and feed and clothe her boy, who could no longer run errands, help with 

the heavy tubs, or go to school. He could only pick out laces for her to iron, lie on his bed in pain for hours, 

and, each fair day, hobble out to sit in a little old chair between the water-butt and the leaky tin boiler in 

which he kept his library. 

But he was a happy boy, in spite of poverty and pain; and the day a great gust came blowing fragments of a 

gay placard and a dusty newspaper down the court to his feet, was the beginning of good fortune for patient 

Johnny. There was a theatre in the street beyond, and other pictured bits found their way to him; for the 

frolicsome wind liked to whisk the papers around the corner, and chase them here and there till they settled 

under the chair or flew wildly over the wall. 

Faces, animals, people, and big letters, all came to cheer the boy, who was never tired of collecting these 

waifs and strays; cutting out the big pictures to paste on the wall with the leavings of mother's starch, and the 

smaller in the scrap-book he made out of stout brown wrappers or newspapers, when he had read the latter 

carefully. Soon it was a very gay wall; for mother helped, standing on a chair, to put the large pictures up, 

when Johnny had covered all the space he could reach. The books were laid carefully away in the boiler, after 

being smoothly ironed out and named to suit Johnny's fancy by pasting letters on the back. This was the 

circulating library; for not only did the papers whisk about the court to begin with, but the books they 

afterward made went the rounds among the neighbors till they were worn out. 

The old cobbler next door enjoyed reading the anecdotes on Sunday when he could not work; the pale 

seamstress upstairs liked to look over advertisements of the fine things which she longed for; and Patsey 

Flynn, the newsboy, who went by each day to sell his papers at the station, often paused to look at the play-

bills,--for he adored the theatre, and entertained Johnny with descriptions of the splendors there to be beheld, 

till he felt as if he had really been, and had known all the famous actors, from Humpty Dumpty to the great 

Salvini. 
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Now and then a flock of dirty children would stray into the court and ask to see the "pretty picters." Then 

Johnny was a proud and happy boy; for, armed with a clothes-pole, he pointed out and explained the beauties 

of his gallery, feeling that he was a public benefactor when the poor babies thanked him warmly, and 

promised to come again and bring all the nice papers they could pick up. 

These were Johnny's pleasures: but he had two sorrows,--one, a very real one, his aching back; and the other, 

a boyish longing to climb the wall and see what was on the other side, for it seemed a most wonderful and 

delightful place to the poor child, shut up in that dismal court, with no playmates and few comforts. 

He amused himself with imagining how it looked over there, and nearly every night added some new charm 

to this unseen country, when his mother told him fairy tales to get him to sleep. He peopled it with the dear 

old characters all children know and love. The white cat that sat on the wall was Puss in Boots to him, or 

Whittington's good friend. Blue-beard's wives were hidden in the house of whose upper windows the boy 

could just catch glimpses. Red Riding-hood met the wolf in the grove of chestnuts that rustled over there; and 

Jack's Beanstalk grew up just such a wall as that, he was sure. 

But the story he liked best was the "Sleeping Beauty in the Wood;" for he was sure some lovely creature lived 

in that garden, and he longed to get in to find and play with her. He actually planted a bean in a bit of damp 

earth behind the water-barrel, and watched it grow, hoping for as strong a ladder as Jack's. But the vine grew 

very slowly, and Johnny was so impatient that he promised Patsey his best book "for his ownty-donty," if he 

would climb up and report what was to be seen in that enchanted garden. 

"Faix, and I will, thin." And up went good-natured Pat, after laying an old board over the hogshead to stand 

on; for there were spikes all along the top of the wall, and only cats and sparrows could walk there. 

Alas for Johnny's eager hopes, and alas for Pat's Sunday best! The board broke, and splash went the climber, 

with a wild Irish howl that startled Johnny half out of his wits and brought both Mrs. Morris and the cobbler 

to the rescue. 

After this sad event Pat kept away for a time in high dudgeon, and Johnny was more lonely than ever. But he 

was a cheery little soul, so he was grateful for what joys he had, and worked away at his wall,--for the March 

winds had brought him many treasures, and after April rains were over, May sunshine made the court warm 

enough for him to be out nearly all day. 

"I'm so sorry Pat is mad, 'cause he saw this piece and told me about it, and he'd like to help me put up these 

pictures," said Johnny to himself, one breezy morning, as he sat examining a big poster which the wind had 

sent flying into his lap a few minutes before. 

The play was "Monte Cristo," and the pictures represented the hero getting out of prison by making holes in 

the wall, among other remarkable performances. 

"This is a jolly red one! Now, where will I put it to show best and not spoil the other beauties?" 
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As he spoke, Johnny turned his chair around and surveyed his gallery with as much pride and satisfaction as if 

it held all the wonders of art. 

It really was quite splendid; for every sort of picture shone in the sun,--simpering ladies, tragic scenes, circus 

parades, labels from tin cans, rosy tomatoes, yellow peaches, and purple plums, funny advertisements, and 

gay bills of all kinds. None were perfect, but they were arranged with care; and the effect was very fine, 

Johnny thought. 

Presently his eyes wandered from these treasures to the budding bushes that nodded so tantalizingly over the 

wall. A grape-vine ran along the top, trying to hide the sharp spikes; lilacs tossed their purple plumes above it, 

and several tall chestnuts rose over all, making green tents with their broad leaves, where spires of blossom 

began to show like candles on a mammoth Christmas tree. Sparrows were chirping gayly everywhere; the 

white cat, with a fresh blue bow, basked on the coping of the wall, and from the depths of the enchanted 

garden came a sweet voice singing,-- 

"And she bids you to come in, 

With a dimple in your chin, 

Billy boy, Billy boy." 

Johnny smiled as he listened, and put his finger to the little dent in his own chin, wishing the singer would 

finish this pleasing song. But she never did, though he often heard that, as well as other childish ditties, sung 

in the same gay voice, with bursts of laughter and the sound of lively feet tripping up and down the boarded 

walks. Johnny longed intensely to know who the singer was; for her music cheered his solitude, and the 

mysterious sounds he heard in the garden increased his wonder and his longing day by day. 

Sometimes a man's voice called, "Fay, where are you?" and Johnny was sure "Fay" was short for Fairy. 

Another voice was often heard talking in a strange, soft language, full of exclamations and pretty sounds. A 

little dog barked, and answered to the name Pippo. Canaries carolled, and some elfish bird scolded, screamed, 

and laughed so like a human being, that Johnny felt sure that magic of some sort was at work next door. 

A delicious fragrance was now wafted over the wall as of flowers, and the poor boy imagined untold 

loveliness behind that cruel wall, as he tended the dandelions his mother brought him from the Common, 

when she had time to stop and gather them; for he loved flowers dearly, and tried to make them out of colored 

paper, since he could have no sweeter sort. 

Now and then a soft, rushing sound excited his curiosity to such a pitch that once he hobbled painfully up the 

court till he could see into the trees; and once his eager eyes caught glimpses of a little creature, all blue and 

white and gold, who peeped out from the green fans, and nodded, and tried to toss him a cluster of the 

chestnut flowers. He stretched his hands to her with speechless delight, forgetting his crutches, and would 

have fallen if he had not caught by the shutter of a window so quickly that he gave the poor back a sad 

wrench; and when he could look up again, the fairy had vanished, and nothing was to be seen but the leaves 

dancing in the wind. 
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Johnny dared not try this again for fear of a fall, and every step cost him a pang; but he never forgot it, and 

was thinking of it as he sat staring at the wall on that memorable May day. 

"How I should like to peek in and see just how it all really looks! It sounds and smells so summery and nice in 

there. I know it must be splendid. I say, Pussy, can't you tell a feller what you see?" 

Johnny laughed as he spoke, and the white cat purred politely; for she liked the boy who never threw stones at 

her, nor disturbed her naps. But Puss could not describe the beauties of the happy hunting-ground below; and, 

to console himself for the disappointment, Johnny went back to his new picture. 

"Now, if this man in the play dug his way out through a wall ten feet thick with a rusty nail and a broken 

knife, I don't see why I couldn't pick away one brick and get a peek. It's all quiet in there now; here's a good 

place, and nobody will know, if I stick a picture over the hole. And I'll try it, I declare I will!" 

Fired with the idea of acting Monte Cristo on a small scale, Johnny caught up the old scissors in his lap, and 

began to dig out the mortar around a brick already loose, and crumbling at the corners. His mother smiled at 

his energy, then sighed and said, as she clapped her laces with a heavy heart,-- 

"Ah, poor dear, if he only had his health he'd make his way in the world. But now he's like to find a blank 

wall before him while he lives, and none to help him over." 

Puss, in her white boots, sat aloft and looked on, wise as the cat in the story, but offered no advice. The toad 

who lived behind the water-barrel hopped under the few leaves of the struggling bean, like Jack waiting to 

climb; and just then the noon bells began to ring as if they sang clear and loud,-- 

"Turn again, Whittington, Lord Mayor of London." 

So, cheered by his friends, Johnny scraped and dug vigorously till the old brick fell out, showing another 

behind it. Only pausing to take breath, he caught up his crutch and gave two or three hearty pokes, which soon 

cleared the way and let the sunshine stream through, while the wind tossed the lilacs like triumphal banners, 

and the jolly sparrows chirped,-- 

"Hail, the conquering hero comes!" 

Rather scared by his unexpected success, the boy sat silent for a moment to see what would happen. But all 

was still; and presently, with a beating heart, Johnny leaned forward to enjoy the long-desired "peek." He 

could not see much; but that little increased his curiosity and delight, for it seemed like looking into fairy-

land, after the dust and noise and dingy houses of the court. 

A bed of splendid tulips tossed their gay garments in the middle of a grass-plot; a strange and brilliant bird sat 

dressing its feathers on a golden cage; a little white dog dozed in the sun; and on a red carpet under the trees 

lay the Princess, fast asleep. 
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"It's all right," said Johnny, with a long sigh of pleasure; "that's the Sleeping Beauty, sure enough. There's the 

blue gown, the white fur-cloak sweeping round, the pretty hair, and--yes--there's the old nurse, spinning and 

nodding, just as she did in the picture-book mother got me when I cried because I couldn't go to see the play." 

This last discovery really did bewilder Johnny, and make him believe that fairy tales might be true, after all, 

for how could he know that the strange woman was an Italian servant, in her native dress, with a distaff in her 

hand? After pausing a moment, to rub his eyes, he took another look, and made fresh discoveries by twisting 

his head about. A basket of oranges stood near the Princess, a striped curtain hung from a limb of the tree to 

keep the wind off, and several books fluttered their pictured leaves temptingly before Johnny's longing eyes. 

"Oh, if I could only go in and eat 'em and read 'em and speak to 'em and see all the splendid things!" thought 

the poor boy, as he looked from one delight to another, and felt shut out from all. "I can't go and wake her like 

the Prince did, but I do wish she'd get up and do something, now I can see. I daren't throw a stone, it might hit 

some one, or holler, it might scare her. Pussy won't help, and the sparrows are too busy scolding one another. 

I know! I'll fly a kite over, and that will please her any way. Don't believe she has kites; girls never do." 

Eager to carry out his plan, Johnny tied a long string to his gayest poster, and then fastening it to the pole with 

which he sometimes fished in the water-cask, held it up to catch the fresh breezes blowing down the court. 

His good friend, the wind, soon caught the idea, and with a strong breath sent the red paper whisking over the 

wall, to hang a moment on the trees and then drop among the tulips, where its frantic struggles to escape 

waked the dog, and set him to racing and barking, as Johnny hurriedly let the string go, and put his eye to his 

peep-hole. 

The eyes of the Princess were wide open now, and she clapped her hands when Pippo brought the gay picture 

for her to see; while the old woman, with a long yawn, went away, carrying her distaff, like a gun, over her 

shoulder. 

"She likes it! I'm so glad. Wish I had some more to send over. This will come off, I'll poke it through, and 

maybe she will see it." 

Very much excited, Johnny recklessly tore from the wall his most cherished picture, a gay flower-piece, just 

put up; and folding it, he thrust it through the hole and waited to see what followed. 

Nothing but a rustle, a bark, and a queer croak from the splendid bird, which set the canaries to trilling 

sweetly. 

"She don't see, maybe she will hear," said Johnny. And he began to whistle like a mocking-bird; for this was 

his one accomplishment, and he was proud of it. 

Presently he heard a funny burst of laughter from the parrot, and then the voice said,-- 

"No, Polly, you can't sing like that bird. I wonder where he is? Among the bushes over there, I think. Come, 

Pippo, let us go and find him." 
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"Now she's coming!" And Johnny grew red in the face trying to give his best trills and chirrups. 

Nearer and nearer came the steps, the lilacs rustled as if shaken, and presently the roll of paper vanished. A 

pause, and then the little voice exclaimed, in a tone of great surprise,-- 

"Why, there's a hole! I never saw it before. Oh! I can see the street. How nice! how nice!" 

"She likes the hole! I wonder if she will like me?" And, emboldened by these various successes, Johnny took 

another peep. This was the most delicious one of all; for he looked right into a great blue eye, with glimpses 

of golden hair above, a little round nose in the middle, and red lips below. It was like a flash of sunshine, and 

Johnny winked, as if dazzled; for the eye sparkled, the nose sniffed daintily, and the pretty mouth broke into a 

laugh as the voice cried out delightedly,-- 

"I see some one! Who are you? Come and tell me!" 

"I'm Johnny Morris," answered the boy, quite trembling with pleasure. 

"Did you make this nice hole?" 

"I just poked a brick, and it fell out." 

"Papa won't mind. Is that your bird?" 

"No; it's me. I whistled." 

"It's very pretty. Do it again," commanded the voice, as if used to give orders. 

Johnny obeyed; and when he paused, out of breath, a small hand came through the hole, grasping as many 

lilies of the valley as it could hold, and the Princess graciously expressed her pleasure by saying,-- 

"I like it; you shall do it again, by and by. Here are some flowers for you. Now we will talk. Are you a nice 

boy?" 

This was a poser; and Johnny answered meekly, with his nose luxuriously buried in the lovely flowers,-- 

"Not very,--I'm lame; I can't play like other fellers." 

"Porverino!" sighed the little voice, full of pity; and, in a moment, three red-and-yellow tulips fell at Johnny's 

feet, making him feel as if he really had slipped into fairy-land through that delightful hole. 

"Oh, thank you! Aren't they just elegant? I never see such beauties," stammered the poor boy, grasping his 

treasures as if he feared they might vanish away. 
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"You shall have as many as you like. Nanna will scold, but papa won't mind. Tell me more. What do you do 

over there?" asked the child, eagerly. 

"Nothing but paste pictures and make books, when I don't ache too bad. I used to help mother; but I got hurt, 

and I can't do much now," answered the boy, ashamed to mention how many laces he patiently picked or 

clapped, since it was all he could do to help. 

"If you like pictures, you shall come and see mine some day. I do a great many. Papa shows me how. His are 

splendid. Do you draw or paint yours?" 

"I only cut 'em out of papers, and stick 'em on this wall or put 'em in scrap-books. I can't draw, and I haven't 

got no paints," answered Johnny. 

"You should say 'haven't any paints.' I will come and see you some day; and if I like you, I will let you have 

my old paint-box. Do you want it?" 

"Guess I do!" 

"I think I shall like you; so I'll bring it when I come. Do you ache much?" 

"Awfully, sometimes. Have to lay down all day, and can't do a thing." 

"Do you cry?" 

"No! I'm too big for that. I whistle." 

"I know I shall like you, because you are brave!" cried the impetuous voice, with its pretty accent; and then an 

orange came tumbling through the hole, as if the new acquaintance longed to do something to help the "ache." 

"Isn't that a rouser! I do love 'em, but mother can't afford 'em often." And Johnny took one delicious taste on 

the spot. 

"Then I shall give you many. We have loads at home, much finer than these. Ah, you should see our garden 

there!" 

"Where do you live?" Johnny ventured to ask; for there was a homesick sound to the voice as it said those last 

words. 

"In Rome. Here we only stay a year, while papa arranges his affairs; then we go back, and I am happy." 

"I should think you'd be happy in there. It looks real splendid to me, and I've been longing to see it ever since 

I could come out." 
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"It's a dull place to me. I like better to be where it's always warm, and people are more beautiful than here. 

Are you beautiful?" 

"What queer questions she does ask!" And poor Johnny was so perplexed he could only stammer, with a 

laugh,-- 

"I guess not. Boys don't care for looks." 

"Peep, and let me see. I like pretty persons," commanded the voice. 

"Don't she order round?" thought Johnny, as he obeyed. But he liked it, and showed such a smiling face at the 

peep-hole, that Princess Fay was pleased to say, after a long look at him,-- 

"No, you are not beautiful; but your eyes are bright, and you look pleasant, so I don't mind the freckles on 

your nose and the whiteness of your face. I think you are good. I am sorry for you, and I shall lend you a book 

to read when the pain comes." 

"I couldn't wait for that if I had a book. I do love so to read!" And Johnny laughed out from sheer delight at 

the thought of a new book; for he seldom got one, being too poor to buy them, and too helpless to enjoy the 

free libraries of the city. 

"Then you shall have it now." And there was another quick rush in the garden, followed by the appearance of 

a fat little book, slowly pushed through the hole in the wall. 

"This is the only one that will pass. You will like Hans Andersen's fairy tales, I know. Keep it as long as you 

please. I have many more." 

"You're so good! I wish I had something for you," said the boy, quite overcome by this sweet friendliness. 

"Let me see one of your books. They will be new to me. I'm tired of all mine." 

Quick as a flash, off went the cover of the old boiler, and out came half- a-dozen of Johnny's best works, to be 

crammed through the wall, with the earnest request,-- 

"Keep 'em all; they're not good for much, but they're the best I've got. I'll do some prettier ones as soon as I 

can find more nice pictures and pieces." 

"They look very interesting. I thank you. I shall go and read them now, and then come and talk again. Addio, 

Giovanni." 

"Good-by, Miss." 
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Thus ended the first interview of little Pyramus and Thisbe through the hole in the wall, while puss sat up 

above and played moonshine with her yellow eyes. 

PART II. 

After that day a new life began for Johnny, and he flourished like a poor little plant that has struggled out of 

some dark corner into the sunshine. All sorts of delightful things happened, and good times really seemed to 

have come. The mysterious papa made no objection to the liberties taken with his wall, being busy with his 

own affairs, and glad to have his little girl happy. Old Nanna, being more careful, came to see the new 

neighbors, and was disarmed at once by the affliction of the boy and the gentle manners of the mother. She 

brought all the curtains of the house for Mrs. Morris to do up, and in her pretty broken English praised 

Johnny's gallery and library, promising to bring Fay to see him some day. 

Meantime the little people prattled daily together, and all manner of things came and went between them. 

Flowers, fruit, books, and bonbons kept Johnny in a state of bliss, and inspired him with such brilliant 

inventions that the Princess never knew what agreeable surprise would come next. Astonishing kites flew 

over the wall, and tissue balloons exploded in the flower-beds. All the birds of the air seemed to live in that 

court; for the boy whistled and piped till he was hoarse, because she liked it. The last of the long-hoarded 

cents came out of his tin bank to buy paper and pictures for the gay little books he made for her. His side of 

the wall was ravaged that hers might be adorned; and, as the last offering his grateful heart could give, he 

poked the toad through the hole, to live among the lilies and eat the flies that began to buzz about her 

Highness when she came to give her orders to her devoted subjects. 

She always called the lad Giovanni, because she thought it a prettier name than John; and she was never tired 

of telling stories, asking questions, and making plans. The favorite one was what they would do when Johnny 

came to see her, as she had been promised he should when papa was not too busy to let them enjoy the charms 

of the studio; for Fay was a true artist's child, and thought nothing so lovely as pictures. Johnny thought so, 

too, and dreamed of the happy day when he should go and see the wonders his little friend described so well. 

"I think it will be to-morrow; for papa has a lazy fit coming on, and then he always plays with me and lets me 

rummage where I like, while he goes out or smokes in the garden. So be ready; and if he says you can come, I 

will have the flag up early and you can hurry." 

These agreeable remarks were breathed into Johnny's willing ear about a fortnight after the acquaintance 

began; and he hastened to promise, adding soberly, a minute after,-- 

"Mother says she's afraid it will be too much for me to go around and up steps, and see new things; for I get 

tired so easy, and then the pain comes on. But I don't care how I ache if I can only see the pictures--and you." 

"Won't you ever be any better? Nanna thinks you might." 

"So does mother, if we had money to go away in the country, and eat nice things; and have doctors. But we 

can't; so it's no use worrying." And Johnny gave a great sigh. 
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"I wish papa was rich, then he would give you money. He works hard to make enough to go back to Italy, so I 

cannot ask him; but perhaps I can sell my pictures also, and get a little. Papa's friends often offer me sweets 

for kisses; I will have money instead, and that will help. Yes, I shall do it." And Fay clapped her hands 

decidedly. 

"Don't you mind about it. I'm going to learn to mend shoes. Mr. Pegget says he'll teach me. That doesn't need 

legs, and he gets enough to live on very well." 

"It isn't pretty work. Nanna can teach you to braid straw as she did at home; that is easy and nice, and the 

baskets sell very well, she says. I shall speak to her about it, and you can try to-morrow when you come." 

"I will. Do you really think I can come, then?" And Johnny stood up to try his legs; for he dreaded the long 

walk, as it seemed to him. 

"I will go at once and ask papa." 

Away flew Fay, and soon came back with a glad "Yes!" that sent Johnny hobbling in to tell his mother, and 

beg her to mend the elbows of his only jacket; for, suddenly, his old clothes looked so shabby he feared to 

show himself to the neighbors he so longed to see. 

"Hurrah! I'm really going to-morrow. And you, too, mammy dear," cried the boy, waving his crutch so 

vigorously that he slipped and fell. 

"Never mind; I'm used to it. Pull me up, and I'll rest while we talk about it," he said cheerily, as his mother 

helped him to the bed, where he forgot his pain in thinking of the delights in store for him. 

Next day, the flag was flying from the wall, and Fay early at the hole, but no Johnny came; and when Nanna 

went to see what kept him, she returned with the sad news that the poor boy was suffering much, and would 

not be able to stir for some days. 

"Let me go and see him," begged Fay, imploringly. 

"Cara mia, it is no place for you. So dark, so damp, so poor, it is enough to break the heart," said Nanna, 

decidedly. 

"If papa was here, he would let me go. I shall not play; I shall sit here and make some plans for my poor boy." 

Nanna left her indignant little mistress, and went to cook a nice bowl of soup for Johnny; while Fay concocted 

a fine plan, and, what was more remarkable, carried it out. 

For a week it rained, for a week Johnny lay in pain, and for a week Fay worked quietly at her little easel in the 

corner of the studio, while her father put the last touches to his fine picture, too busy to take much notice of 

the child. On Saturday the sun shone, Johnny was better, and the great picture was done. So were the small 
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ones; for as her father sat resting after his work, Fay went to him, with a tired but happy face, and, putting 

several drawings into his hand, told her cherished plan. 

"Papa, you said you would pay me a dollar for every good copy I made of the cast you gave me. I tried very 

hard, and here are three. I want some money very, very much. Could you pay for these?" 

"They are excellent," said the artist, after carefully looking at them. "You have tried, my good child, and here 

are your well-earned dollars. What do you want them for?" 

"To help my boy. I want him to come in here and see the pictures, and let Nanna teach him to plait baskets; 

and he can rest, and you will like him, and he might get well if he had some money, and I have three quarters 

the friends gave me instead of bonbons. Would that be enough to send poor Giovanni into the country and 

have doctors?" 

No wonder Fay's papa was bewildered by this queer jumble, because, being absorbed in his work, he had 

never heard half the child had told him, and had forgotten all about Johnny. Now he listened with half an ear, 

studying the effect of sunshine upon his picture meantime, while Fay told him the little story, and begged to 

know how much money it would take to make Johnny's back well. 

"Bless your sweet soul, my darling, it would need more than I can spare or you earn in a year. By and by, 

when I am at leisure, we will see what can be done," answered papa, smoking comfortably, as he lay on the 

sofa in the large studio at the top of the house. 

"You say that about a great many things, papa. 'By and by' won't be long enough to do all you promise then. I 

like now much better, and poor Giovanni needs the country more than you need cigars or I new frocks," said 

Fay, stroking her father's tired forehead and looking at him with an imploring face. 

"My dear, I cannot give up my cigar, for in this soothing smoke I find inspiration, and though you are a little 

angel, you must be clothed; so wait a bit, and we will attend to the boy--later." He was going to say "by and 

by" again, but paused just in time, with a laugh. 

"Then I shall take him to the country all myself. I cannot wait for this hateful 'by and by.' I know how I shall 

do it, and at once. Now, now!" cried Fay, losing patience; and with an indignant glance at the lazy papa, who 

seemed going to sleep, she dashed out of the room, down many stairs, through the kitchen, startling Nanna 

and scattering the salad as if a whirlwind had gone by, and never paused for breath till she stood before the 

garden wall with a little hatchet in her hand. 

"This shall be the country for him till I get enough money to send him away. I will show what I can do. He 

pulled out two bricks. I will beat down the wall, and he shall come in at once," panted Fay; and she gave a 

great blow at the bricks, bent on having her will without delay,--for she was an impetuous little creature, full 

of love and pity for the poor boy pining for the fresh air and sunshine, of which she had so much. 
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Bang, bang, went the little hatchet, and down came one brick after another, till the hole was large enough for 

Fay to thrust her head through; and being breathless by that time, she paused to rest and take a look at 

Johnny's court. 

Meanwhile Nanna, having collected her lettuce leaves and her wits, went to see what the child was about; and 

finding her at work like a little fury, the old woman hurried up to tell "the Signor," Fay's papa, that his little 

daughter was about to destroy the garden and bury herself under the ruins of the wall. This report, delivered 

with groans and wringing of the hands, roused the artist and sent him to the rescue, as he well knew that his 

angel was a very energetic one, and capable of great destruction. 

When he arrived, he beheld a cloud of dust, a pile of bricks among the lilies, and the feet of his child sticking 

out of a large hole in the wall, while her head and shoulders were on the other side. Much amused, yet fearful 

that the stone coping might come down on her, he pulled her back with the assurance that he would listen and 

help her now immediately, if there was such need of haste. 

But he grew sober when he saw Fay's face; for it was bathed in tears, her hands were bleeding, and dust 

covered her from head to foot. 

"My darling, what afflicts you? Tell papa, and he will do anything you wish." 

"No, you will forget, you will say 'Wait;' and now that I have seen it all, I cannot stop till I get him out of that 

dreadful place. Look, look, and see if it is not sad to live there all in pain and darkness, and so poor." 

As she spoke, Fay urged her father toward the hole; and to please her he looked, seeing the dull court, the 

noisy street beyond, and close by the low room, where Johnny's mother worked all day, while the poor boy's 

pale face was dimly seen as he lay on his bed waiting for deliverance. 

"Well, well, it is a pitiful case; and easily mended, since Fay is so eager about it. Hope the lad is all she says, 

and nothing catching about his illness. Nanna can tell me." 

Then he drew back his head, and leading Fay to the seat, took her on his knee, all flushed, dirty, and tearful as 

she was, soothing her by saying tenderly,-- 

"Now let me hear all about it, and be sure I'll not forget. What shall I do to please you, dear, before you pull 

down the house about my ears?" 

Then Fay told her tale all over again; and being no longer busy, her father found it very touching, with the 

dear, grimy little face looking into his, and the wounded hands clasped beseechingly as she pleaded for poor 

Johnny. 

"God bless your tender heart, child; you shall have him in here to-morrow, and we will see what can be done 

for those pathetic legs of his. But listen, Fay, I have an easier way to do it than yours, and a grand surprise for 

the boy. Time is short, but it can be done; and to show you that I am in earnest, I will go this instant and begin 

the work. Come and wash your face while I get on my boots, and then we will go together." 
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At these words Fay threw her arms about papa's neck and gave him many grateful kisses, stopping in the 

midst to ask,-- 

"Truly, now?" 

"See if it is not so." And putting her down, papa went off with great strides, while she ran laughing after him, 

all her doubts set at rest by this agreeable energy on his part. 

If Johnny had not been asleep in the back room, he would have seen strange and pleasant sights that afternoon 

and evening; for something went on in the court that delighted his mother, amused the artist, and made Fay 

the happiest child in Boston. No one was to tell till the next day, that Johnny's surprise might be quite perfect, 

and Mrs. Morris sat up till eleven to get his old clothes in order; for Fay's papa had been to see her, and 

became interested in the boy, as no one could help being when they saw his patient little face. 

So hammers rang, trowels scraped, shovels dug, and wonderful changes were made, while Fay danced about 

in the moonlight, like Puck intent upon some pretty prank, and papa quoted Snout, [1] the tinker's parting 

words, as appropriate to the hour,-- 

"Thus have I, wall, my part dischargèd so; 

And, being done, thus wall away doth go." 

1. A character in Shakspeare's "Midsummer Night's Dream."] 

PART III. 

A lovely Sunday morning dawned without a cloud; and even in the dingy court the May sunshine shone 

warmly, and the spring breezes blew freshly from green fields far away. Johnny begged to go out; and being 

much better, his mother consented, helping him to dress with such a bright face and eager hands that the boy 

said innocently,-- 

"How glad you are when I get over a bad turn! I don't know what you'd do if I ever got well." 

"My poor dear, I begin to think you will pick up, now the good weather has come and you have got a little 

friend to play with. God bless her!" 

Why his mother should suddenly hug him tight, and then brush his hair so carefully, with tears in her eyes, he 

did not understand; but was in such a hurry to get out, he could only give her a good kiss, and hobble away to 

see how his gallery fared after the rain, and to take a joyful "peek" at the enchanted garden. 

Mrs. Morris kept close behind him, and it was well she did; for he nearly tumbled down, so great was his 

surprise when he beheld the old familiar wall after the good fairies Love and Pity had worked their pretty 

miracle in the moonlight. 
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The ragged hole had changed to a little arched door, painted red. On either side stood a green tub, with a tall 

oleander in full bloom; from the arch above hung a great bunch of gay flowers; and before the threshold lay a 

letter directed to "Signor Giovanni Morris," in a childish hand. As soon as he recovered from the agreeable 

shock of this splendid transformation scene, Johnny sank into his chair, where a soft cushion had been placed, 

and read his note, with little sighs of rapture at the charming prospect opening before him. 

DEAR GIOVANNI,--Papa has made this nice gate, so you can come 

in when you like and not be tired. We are to have two keys, and no one 

else can open it. A little bell is to ring when we pull the cord, and 

we can run and see what we want. The paint is wet. Papa did it, 

and the men put up the door last night. I helped them, and did not go 

in my bed till ten. It was very nice to do it so. I hope you will like 

it. Come in as soon as you can; I am all ready. 

Your friend, 

FAY. 

"Mother, she must be a real fairy to do all that, mustn't she?" said Johnny, leaning back to look at the dear 

door behind which lay such happiness for him. 

"Yes, my sonny, she is the right sort of good fairy, and I just wish I could do her washing for love the rest of 

her blessed little life," answered Mrs. Morris, in a burst of grateful ardor. 

"You shall! you shall! Do come in! I cannot wait another minute!" cried an eager little voice as the red door 

flew open; and there stood Fay, looking very like a happy elf in her fresh white frock, a wreath of spring 

flowers on her pretty hair, and a tall green wand in her hand, while the brilliant bird sat on her shoulder, and 

the little white dog danced about her feet. 

"So she bids you to come in, 

With a dimple in your chin, 

Billy boy, Billy boy," 
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sung the child, remembering how Johnny liked that song; and waving her wand, she went slowly backward as 

the boy, with a shining face, passed under the blooming arch into a new world, full of sunshine, liberty, and 

sweet companionship. 

Neither Johnny nor his mother ever forgot that happy day, for it was the beginning of help and hope to both 

just when life seemed hardest and the future looked darkest. 

Papa kept out of sight, but enjoyed peeps at the little party as they sat under the chestnuts, Nanna and Fay 

doing the honors of the garden to their guests with Italian grace and skill, while the poor mother folded her 

tired hands with unutterable content, and the boy looked like a happy soul in heaven. 

Sabbath silence, broken only by the chime of bells and the feet of church- goers, brooded over the city; 

sunshine made golden shadows on the grass; the sweet wind brought spring odors from the woods; and every 

flower seemed to nod and beckon, as if welcoming the new playmate to their lovely home. 

While the women talked together, Fay led Johnny up and down her little world, showing all her favorite 

nooks, making him rest often on the seats that stood all about, and amusing him immensely by relating the 

various fanciful plays with which she beguiled her loneliness. 

"Now we can have much nicer ones; for you will tell me yours, and we can do great things," she said, when 

she had displayed her big rocking-horse, her grotto full of ferns, her mimic sea, where a fleet of toy boats lay 

at anchor in the basin of an old fountain, her fairy-land under the lilacs, with paper elves sitting among the 

leaves, her swing, that tossed one high up among the green boughs, and the basket of white kittens, where 

Topaz, the yellow-eyed cat, now purred with maternal pride. Books were piled on the rustic table, and all the 

pictures Fay thought worthy to be seen. 

Here also appeared a nice lunch, before the visitors could remember it was noon and tear themselves away. 

Such enchanted grapes and oranges Johnny never ate before; such delightful little tarts and Italian messes of 

various sorts; even the bread and butter seemed glorified because served in a plate trimmed with leaves and 

cut in dainty bits. Coffee that perfumed the air put heart into poor Mrs. Morris, who half starved herself that 

the boy might be fed; and he drank milk till Nanna said, laughing, as she refilled the pitcher,-- 

"He takes more than both the blessed lambs we used to feed for Saint Agnes in the convent at home. And he 

is truly welcome, the dear child, to the best we have; for he is as innocent and helpless as they." 

"What does she mean?" whispered Johnny to Fay, rather abashed at having forgotten his manners in the 

satisfaction which three mugfuls of good milk had given him. 

So, sitting in the big rustic chair beside him, Fay told the pretty story of the lambs who are dedicated to Saint 

Agnes, with ribbons tied to their snowy wool, and then raised with care till their fleeces are shorn to make 

garments for the Pope. A fit tale for the day, the child thought, and went on to tell about the wonders of Rome 

till Johnny's head was filled with a splendid confusion of new ideas, in which Saint Peter's and apple-tarts, 

holy lambs and red doors, ancient images and dear little girls, were delightfully mixed. It all seemed like a 

fairy tale, and nothing was too wonderful or lovely to happen on that memorable day. 
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So when Fay's papa at last appeared, finding it impossible to keep away from the happy little party any 

longer, Johnny decided at once that the handsome man in the velvet coat was the king of the enchanted land, 

and gazed at him with reverence and awe. A most gracious king he proved to be; for after talking pleasantly to 

Mrs. Morris, and joking Fay on storming the walls, he proposed to carry Johnny off, and catching him up, 

strode away with the astonished boy on his shoulder, while the little girl danced before to open doors and 

clear the way. 

Johnny thought he couldn't be surprised any more; but when he had mounted many stairs and found himself in 

a great room with a glass roof, full of rich curtains, strange armor, pretty things, and pictures everywhere, he 

just sat in the big chair where he was placed, and stared in silent delight. 

"This is papa's studio, and that the famous picture, and here is where I work; and isn't it pleasant? and aren't 

you glad to see it?" said Fay, skipping about to do the honors of the place. 

"I don't believe heaven is beautifuller," answered Johnny, in a low tone, as his eyes went from the green tree-

tops peeping in at the windows to the great sunny picture of a Roman garden, with pretty children at play 

among the crumbling statues and fountains. 

"I'm glad you like it, for we mean to have you come here a great deal. I sit to papa very often, and get so tired; 

and you can talk to me, and then you can see me draw and model in clay, and then we'll go in the garden, and 

Nanna will show you how to make baskets, and then we'll play." 

Johnny nodded and beamed at this charming prospect, and for an hour explored the mysteries of the studio, 

with Fay for a guide and papa for an amused spectator. He liked the boy more and more, and was glad Fay 

had so harmless a playmate to expend her energies and compassion upon. He assented to every plan proposed, 

and really hoped to be able to help these poor neighbors; for he had a kind heart, and loved his little daughter 

even more than his art. 

When at last Mrs. Morris found courage to call Johnny away, he went without a word, and lay down in the 

dingy room, his face still shining with the happy thoughts that filled his mind, hungry for just such pleasures, 

and never fed before. 

After that day everything went smoothly, and both children blossomed like the flowers in that pleasant 

garden, where the magic of love and pity, fresh air and sunshine, soon worked miracles. Fay learned patience 

and gentleness from Johnny; he grew daily stronger on the better food Nanna gave him, and the exercise he 

was tempted to take; and both spent very happy days working and playing, sometimes under the trees, where 

the pretty baskets were made, or in the studio, where both pairs of small hands modelled graceful things in 

clay, or daubed amazing pictures with the artist's old brushes and discarded canvases. 

Mrs. Morris washed everything washable in the house, and did up Fay's frocks so daintily that she looked 

more like an elf than ever when her head shone out from the fluted frills, like the yellow middle of a daisy 

with its white petals all spread. 
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As he watched the children playing together, the artist, having no great work in hand, made several pretty 

sketches of them, and then had a fine idea of painting the garden scene where Fay first talked to Johnny. It 

pleased his fancy, and the little people sat for him nicely; so he made a charming thing of it, putting in the cat, 

dog, bird, and toad as the various characters in Shakspeare's lovely play, while the flowers were the elves, 

peeping and listening in all manner of merry, pretty ways. 

He called it "Little Pyramus and Thisbe," and it so pleased a certain rich lady that she paid a large price for it; 

and then, discovering that it told a true story, she generously added enough to send Johnny and his mother to 

the country, when Fay and her father were ready to go. 

But it was to a lovelier land than the boy had ever read of in his fairy books, and to a happier life than 

mending shoes in the dingy court. In the autumn they all sailed gayly away together, to live for years in sunny 

Italy, where Johnny grew tall and strong, and learned to paint with a kind master and a faithful young friend, 

who always rejoiced that she found and delivered him, thanks to the wonderful hole in the wall. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/louisa-may-alcott/short-story/a-hole-in-the-wall 
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3 medical innovations fueled by COVID-19 that will outlast the pandemic 
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University of California aporta financiación como institución fundacional de The Conversation US. 

University of Washington y University at Buffalo aportan financiación como miembros de The Conversation 

US. 

Ver todos los asociados 

A number of technologies and tools got a chance to prove themselves for the first time in the context of 

COVID-19. Three researchers working in gene-based vaccines, wearable diagnostics and drug discovery 

explain how their work rose to the challenge of the pandemic, and their hopes that each technology is now 

poised to continue making big changes in medicine. 

 

Genetic vaccines 

Deborah Fuller, Professor of Microbiology, University of Washington 

Thirty years ago, researchers for the first time injected mice with genes from a foreign pathogen to produce an 

immune response. Like many new discoveries, these first gene-based vaccines had their ups and downs. Early 

mRNA vaccines were hard to store and didn’t produce the right type of immunity. DNA vaccines were more 

stable but weren’t efficient at getting into the cell’s nucleus, so they failed to produce sufficient immunity. 

Researchers slowly overcame the problems of stability, getting the genetic instructions where they needed to 

be and making them induce more effective immune responses. By 2019, academic labs and biotechnology 

companies all over the world had dozens of promising mRNA and DNA vaccines for infectious diseases, as 

well as for cancer in development or in phase 1 and phase 2 human clinical trials. 
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When COVID-19 struck, mRNA vaccines in particular were ready to be put to a real-world test. The 94% 

efficacy of the mRNA vaccines surpassed health officials’ highest expectations. 

DNA and mRNA vaccines offer huge advantages over traditional types of vaccines, since they use only 

genetic code from a pathogen – rather than the entire virus or bacteria. Traditional vaccines take months, if 

not years, to develop. In contrast, once scientists get the genetic sequence of a new pathogen, they can design 

a DNA or mRNA vaccine in days, identify a lead candidate for clinical trials within weeks and have millions 

of doses manufactured within months. This is basically what happened with the coronavirus. 

 

Smartwatches and other wearable technologies allow users to capture more continuous health data than ever 

before. Pixabay 

 

Gene-based vaccines also produce precise and effective immune responses. They stimulate not only 

antibodies that block an infection, but also a strong T cell response that can clear an infection if one occurs. 

This makes these vaccines better able to respond to mutations, and it also means they could be capable 

of eliminating chronic infections or cancerous cells. 

https://theconversation.com/how-mrna-vaccines-from-pfizer-and-moderna-work-why-theyre-a-breakthrough-and-why-they-need-to-be-kept-so-cold-150238
https://theconversation.com/how-mrna-vaccines-from-pfizer-and-moderna-work-why-theyre-a-breakthrough-and-why-they-need-to-be-kept-so-cold-150238
https://doi.org/10.3389/fimmu.2020.583077
https://doi.org/10.3389/fimmu.2020.583077
https://doi.org/10.1038/s41541-020-0159-8
https://doi.org/10.1038/s41541-020-0159-8
https://images.theconversation.com/files/388127/original/file-20210305-23-1yr4ab5.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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https://www.genengnews.com/insights/immunotherapy-targets-emerging-infectious-diseases/
https://doi.org/10.1038/d41586-019-03072-8
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The hopes that gene-based vaccines could one day provide a vaccine for malaria or HIV, cure cancer, replace 

less effective traditional vaccines or be ready to stop the next pandemic before it gets started are no longer far-

fetched. Indeed, many DNA and mRNA vaccines against a wide range of infectious diseases, for treatment of 

chronic infections and for cancer are already in advanced stages and clinical trials. As someone who has been 

working on these vaccines for decades, I believe their proven effectiveness against COVID-19 will usher in a 

new era of vaccinology with genetic vaccines at the forefront. 

 

Wearable tech and early illness detection 

Albert H. Titus, Professor of Biomedical Engineering, University at Buffalo 

During the pandemic, researchers have taken full advantage of the proliferation of smartwatches, smart rings 

and other wearable health and wellness technology. These devices can measure a person’s temperature, heart 

rate, level of activity and other biometrics. With this information, researchers have been able to track 

and detect COVID-19 infections even before people notice they have any symptoms. 

As wearable usage and adoption grew in recent years, researchers began studying the ability of these devices 

to monitor disease. However, although real-time data collection was possible, previous work had focused 

primarily on chronic diseases. 

But the pandemic both served as a lens to focus many researchers in the field of health wearables and offered 

them an unprecedented opportunity to study real-time infectious disease detection. The number of people 

potentially affected by a single disease – COVID-19 – at one time gave researchers a large population to draw 

from and to test hypotheses on. Combined with the fact that more people than ever are using wearables with 

health monitoring functions and that these devices collect lots of useful data, researchers were able to try to 

diagnose a disease solely using data from wearables – an experiment they could only dream of before. 

Wearables can detect symptoms of COVID-19 or other illnesses before symptoms are noticeable. While they 

have proved to be capable of detecting sickness early, the symptoms wearables detect are not unique to 

COVID-19. These symptoms can be predictive of a number of potential illnesses or other health changes, and 

it is much harder to say what illness a person has versus simply saying they are sick with something. 

Moving into the post-pandemic world, it’s likely that more people will incorporate wearables into their lives 

and that the devices will only improve. I expect the knowledge researchers have gained during the pandemic 

on how to use wearables to monitor health will form a starting point for how to handle future outbreaks – not 

just of viral pandemics, but potentially of other events such as food poisoning outbreaks and seasonal flu 

episodes. But since wearable tech is concentrated within pockets of affluent and younger populations, the 

research community and society as a whole must simultaneously address the disparities that exist. 

 

https://doi.org/10.1016/j.coi.2020.01.006
https://doi.org/10.1038/nrd.2017.243
https://doi.org/10.1016/j.ymthe.2020.06.017
https://doi.org/10.1038/s41598-020-78355-6
https://dx.doi.org/10.2196%2F10828
https://dx.doi.org/10.2196%2F10828
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https://dx.doi.org/10.2196%2F16811
https://doi.org/10.2196/26107
https://www.gartner.com/en/newsroom/press-releases/2021-01-11-gartner-forecasts-global-spending-on-wearable-devices-to-total-81-5-billion-in-2021
https://dx.doi.org/10.3390%2Fnano9060813
https://doi.org/10.1038/s41928-020-00533-1
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https://doi.org/10.1038/s41551-020-00640-6
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https://doi.org/10.1038/s41928-020-00533-1
https://doi.org/10.1016/j.jiph.2011.05.002
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Every place that a coronavirus protein interacts with a human protein is a potential druggable site. QBI 

Coronavirus Research Group, CC BY-ND 

A new way to discover drugs 

Nevan Krogan, Professor of Cellular Molecular Pharmacology and Director of the Quantitative 

Biosciences Institute, University of California, San Francisco 
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Proteins are the molecular machines that make your cells function. When proteins malfunction or are hijacked 

by a pathogen, you often get disease. Most drugs work by disrupting the action of one or several of 

these malfunctioning or hijacked proteins. So a logical way to look for new drugs to treat a specific disease is 

to study individual genes and proteins that are directly affected by that disease. For example, researchers 

know that the BRCA gene – a gene that protects your DNA from being damaged – is closely related to the 

development of breast and ovarian cancer. So a lot of work has focused on finding drugs that affect 

the function of the BRCA protein. 

However, single proteins working in isolation are usually not solely responsible for disease. Genes and the 

proteins they encode are part of complicated networks – the BRCA protein interacts with tens to hundreds of 

other proteins that help it perform its cellular functions. My colleagues and I are part of a small but 

growing field of researchers who study these connections and interactions among proteins – what we call 

protein networks. 

For a few years now, my colleagues and I have been exploring the potential of these networks to find more 

ways drugs could ameliorate disease. When the coronavirus pandemic hit, we knew we had to try this 

approach and see if it could be used to rapidly find a treatment for this emerging threat. We immediately 

started mapping the extensive network of human proteins that SARS-CoV-2 hijacks so it can replicate. 

Once we built this map, we pinpointed human proteins in the network that drugs could easily target. We 

found 69 compounds that influence the proteins in the coronavirus network. 29 of them are already FDA-

approved treatments for other illnesses. On Jan. 25 we published a paper showing that one of the drugs, 

Aplidin (Plitidepsin), currently being used to treat cancer, is 27.5 times more potent than remdesivir in 

treating COVID-19, including one of the new variants The drug has been approved for phase 3 clinical trials 

in 12 countries as a treatment for the new coronavirus. 

But this idea of mapping the protein interactions of diseases to look for novel drug targets doesn’t apply just 

to the coronavirus. We have now used this approach on other pathogens as well as other diseases 

including cancer, neurodegenerative and psychiatric disorders. 

These maps are allowing us to connect the dots among many seemingly disparate aspects of single diseases 

and discover new ways drugs could treat them. We hope this approach will allow us and researchers in other 

areas of medicine to discover new therapeutic strategies and also see whether any old drugs might be 

repurposed to treat other conditions. 

https://theconversation.com/3-medical-innovations-fueled-by-covid-19-that-will-outlast-the-pandemic-

156464?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Science%20Weekly%20%20for%20March%2010%202021%2
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%201886118412+CID_d22c17210ee8602a2880dc3d8484d99e&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_ter

m=3%20medical%20innovations%20fueled%20by%20COVID-

19%20that%20will%20outlast%20the%20pandemic 

  

https://www.cancer.gov/about-cancer/treatment/types/targeted-therapies/targeted-therapies-fact-sheet
https://doi.org/10.1038/s41571-018-0055-6
https://doi.org/10.1073/pnas.0805242105
https://doi.org/10.1016/j.molcel.2018.07.010
https://doi.org/10.1016/j.molcel.2018.07.010
https://doi.org/10.1016/j.cell.2018.08.044
https://doi.org/10.1038/nature04670
https://theconversation.com/covid-19-treatment-might-already-exist-in-old-drugs-were-using-pieces-of-the-coronavirus-itself-to-find-them-133701
https://theconversation.com/covid-19-treatment-might-already-exist-in-old-drugs-were-using-pieces-of-the-coronavirus-itself-to-find-them-133701
https://doi.org/10.1038/s41586-020-2286-9
https://doi.org/10.1126/science.abf4058
https://doi.org/10.1101/2021.01.24.427991
https://clinicaltrials.gov/ct2/show/NCT04784559
http://hpmi.ucsf.edu/
http://ccmi.org/
http://pcmi.ucsf.edu/
https://theconversation.com/3-medical-innovations-fueled-by-covid-19-that-will-outlast-the-pandemic-156464?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Science%20Weekly%20%20for%20March%2010%202021%20-%201886118412&utm_content=Science%20Weekly%20%20for%20March%2010%202021%20-%201886118412+CID_d22c17210ee8602a2880dc3d8484d99e&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=3%20medical%20innovations%20fueled%20by%20COVID-19%20that%20will%20outlast%20the%20pandemic
https://theconversation.com/3-medical-innovations-fueled-by-covid-19-that-will-outlast-the-pandemic-156464?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Science%20Weekly%20%20for%20March%2010%202021%20-%201886118412&utm_content=Science%20Weekly%20%20for%20March%2010%202021%20-%201886118412+CID_d22c17210ee8602a2880dc3d8484d99e&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=3%20medical%20innovations%20fueled%20by%20COVID-19%20that%20will%20outlast%20the%20pandemic
https://theconversation.com/3-medical-innovations-fueled-by-covid-19-that-will-outlast-the-pandemic-156464?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Science%20Weekly%20%20for%20March%2010%202021%20-%201886118412&utm_content=Science%20Weekly%20%20for%20March%2010%202021%20-%201886118412+CID_d22c17210ee8602a2880dc3d8484d99e&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=3%20medical%20innovations%20fueled%20by%20COVID-19%20that%20will%20outlast%20the%20pandemic
https://theconversation.com/3-medical-innovations-fueled-by-covid-19-that-will-outlast-the-pandemic-156464?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Science%20Weekly%20%20for%20March%2010%202021%20-%201886118412&utm_content=Science%20Weekly%20%20for%20March%2010%202021%20-%201886118412+CID_d22c17210ee8602a2880dc3d8484d99e&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=3%20medical%20innovations%20fueled%20by%20COVID-19%20that%20will%20outlast%20the%20pandemic
https://theconversation.com/3-medical-innovations-fueled-by-covid-19-that-will-outlast-the-pandemic-156464?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Science%20Weekly%20%20for%20March%2010%202021%20-%201886118412&utm_content=Science%20Weekly%20%20for%20March%2010%202021%20-%201886118412+CID_d22c17210ee8602a2880dc3d8484d99e&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=3%20medical%20innovations%20fueled%20by%20COVID-19%20that%20will%20outlast%20the%20pandemic
https://theconversation.com/3-medical-innovations-fueled-by-covid-19-that-will-outlast-the-pandemic-156464?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Science%20Weekly%20%20for%20March%2010%202021%20-%201886118412&utm_content=Science%20Weekly%20%20for%20March%2010%202021%20-%201886118412+CID_d22c17210ee8602a2880dc3d8484d99e&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=3%20medical%20innovations%20fueled%20by%20COVID-19%20that%20will%20outlast%20the%20pandemic


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 559 may  2021 

 

109 

To Fight Climate Change, Should Green Investors Reconsider Big Oil? 

16 FEB 2021|by Kristen Senz 

Sustainability funds eschew some of the biggest backers of green technology: oil companies. Research 

by Lauren Cohen offers reasons to re-evaluate the role of traditional energy companies in addressing 

climate change. 

 

Should eco-conscious investors support a company that’s developing innovative solutions to climate 

change—even if that company is also a major polluter? 

The market’s answer to this question has been a resounding “no,” as evidenced by the investment 

policies that exclude traditional oil producers from most so-called sustainable funds. But this stance 

eliminates some of the most prolific and influential producers of green innovation, including Exxon 

Mobil, BP, and Chevron, according to recent research by Harvard Business School Professor Lauren 

Cohen. 

Faced with mounting concerns about climate change, oil companies are diversifying their businesses, 

putting money toward renewable energy sources and green technology. While sustainable funds shun 

fossil fuel producers, which contribute half of the world’s greenhouse gases, Cohen’s study suggests 

that these companies could also play a key role in stemming the damage. 

"THEY ARE INVESTING ABOUT THREE TIMES MORE THAN THE AVERAGE FIRM IN 

CLIMATE CHANGE MITIGATION TECHNOLOGY." 

https://www.cdp.net/en/articles/media/new-report-shows-just-100-companies-are-source-of-over-70-of-emissions
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“They are investing about three times more than the average firm in climate change mitigation 

technology,” says Cohen, the L.E. Simmons Professor of Business Administration at Harvard Business 

School. “This is technology that's going to help us to abate these issues around energy and climate, and 

it's the best technology in that space.” 

The spectacular rise of sustainable investing 

Almost 33 percent of the $51.4 trillion in US assets under management are allocated to sustainable 

funds that invest in companies with specific environmental, social, and governance (ESG) factors and 

goals. Since 2015, when the US Department of Labor began allowing pension fund managers to 

incorporate ESG scores into their investment decisions, the volume of assets under management in 

sustainable investment funds has grown more than 40 percent. 

At the same time, the number of patents issued for green technologies has increased significantly. 

According to Cohen and his colleagues, 5,251 green patents were issued in 2017, amounting to about 6 

percent of all patents filed by publicly traded companies. But the relationship between the spectacular 

rise of sustainable investing and the growing number of “green patents,” as defined by the 

Organization for Economic Cooperation and Development (OECD), has not previously been studied in 

a systematic way. 

Cohen and his co-researchers wanted to find out whether sustainable investment capital is flowing to 

companies that are in the best position to solve the urgent and complex problems created by climate 

change. In their new working paper, The ESG-Innovation Disconnect: Evidence from Green Patenting, 

the research team argues that “the majority of this recent green patenting is not driven by highly rated 

ESG firms … but instead by firms that are explicitly excluded from the ESG funds investment 

universe.” 

'Blockbuster' innovation 

Cohen and coauthors Umit Gurun of the University of Texas at Dallas and Quoc Nguyen of DePaul 

University analyzed patents issued between 2008 and 2017. To Cohen’s surprise, among the top 50 

green patent producers were Exxon Mobil (ranked 11), Royal Dutch Shell (18), BP (27), ConocoPhillips 

(28) and Chevron (30). 

The energy sector as a whole was the second-highest producer of green patents, second only to the 

manufacturing industry. The analysis also showed that energy producers started making substantial 

investments in renewable energy long before sustainable investing and ESG scores existed. Even more 

telling, Cohen says, is the fact that these oil producers also hold the most “blockbuster” green patents, 

meaning they have developed foundational technologies that other companies frequently cite and build 

on in subsequent innovations. 

Cohen says many large energy companies have tried to rebuild their images, distancing their brands 

from oil production. BP, for example, infamously changed its name from British Petroleum to Beyond 

https://www.ussif.org/fastfacts
https://www.oecd.org/env/indicators-modelling-outlooks/green-patents.htm
https://www.oecd.org/env/indicators-modelling-outlooks/green-patents.htm
https://www.hbs.edu/faculty/Pages/item.aspx?num=59272
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Petroleum in 2001 and recently announced plans to become an “integrated energy company” that also 

offers fuel from low-carbon sources. 

"IF THAT ENERGY SHIFTS TO A DIFFERENT SOURCE, THEY ALSO WANT TO BE YOUR 

HYDROELECTRIC PROVIDER, OR YOUR SOLAR PROVIDER, OR YOUR WIND PROVIDER." 

“They don't want to be your oil provider for the next hundred years,” Cohen says. “They want to be 

your energy provider for the next hundred years. So, if that energy shifts to a different source, they also 

want to be your hydroelectric provider, or your solar provider, or your wind provider.” 

It stands to reason, adds Cohen, that due to their deep expertise and history in the energy sector, these 

companies might be uniquely positioned to develop the renewable energy solutions we need to slow and 

potentially begin to reverse climate change trends. 

Sincere investment or standing in the way? 

The results of the study have already drawn the attention of pension funds and other asset managers. 

Some observers have questioned whether oil producers are really using the technologies they’re 

patenting, or if the patents are part of a strategy to protect the oil business. Cohen and his colleagues 

were concerned about this exact point. 

“Is this an area where energy firms are putting their investment dollars where their patents are?” 

questions Cohen, “or are they simply patenting to block other firms, leaving their green patents 

strategically unused on the shelf?” 

When they dug deeper, Cohen and his colleagues found evidence that energy sector firms are making 

substantial investments in alternative energy projects. In particular, energy firms are significant global 

producers of electricity, harnessing their blockbuster patents. They also are central investors in some of 

the largest renewable projects worldwide, such as Shell’s involvement in NoordZeeWind, the first wind 

farm with capacity to generate over 100 megawatts, built in the Dutch North Sea. 

The researchers found no evidence that energy companies are creating “patent thickets” that restrict 

others from innovating in specific product areas. Patents secured by traditional energy firms are 

frequently cited by newcomers to green innovation from outside the traditional energy industry. 

"EVERYONE CARES ABOUT [INVESTING IN RENEWABLE ENERGY AND OTHER ESG 

GOALS], AND YET WE DON'T KNOW HOW TO MEASURE IT." 

Given the market forces favoring green technology, Cohen doubts that companies are shelving 

valuable, blockbuster inventions. He and his colleagues hope that by finding out whether these 

traditional energy firms have applied their patented technology in their products, they can further 

validate their initial results over the coming months. 

https://www.bp.com/en/global/corporate/news-and-insights/press-releases/from-international-oil-company-to-integrated-energy-company-bp-sets-out-strategy-for-decade-of-delivery-towards-net-zero-ambition.html
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In light of the study results, Cohen says that opening sustainable investment to traditional energy firms 

might deliver clean energy faster. He points out that although oil companies typically have lower ESG 

scores, these scores are a “murky” measure for sustainability and vary widely across different risk-

assessing entities. 

“Everyone cares about [investing in renewable energy and other ESG goals], and yet we don't know 

how to measure it,” he says. “There are no experts in this. We're just giving our money to people who 

claim that ‘Yes, we're doing this.’ But then you can get really inefficient allocation of capital, and that 

means we solve the problem slower.” 

Rather than exclusionary policies and divestiture campaigns motivated by preference, Cohen and his 

colleagues recommend an incentive-based system that uses sustainable investment capital to reward 

companies that make progress toward specific ESG goals. 

“My hope is that we take an open mind and a scientific approach to understanding what the best way 

to get to the solution is,” says Cohen. “And I think part of that approach is at least considering that it 

could be true that these energy firms might be helpful in some way.” 

About the Author 

Kristen Senz is the growth editor of Harvard Business School Working Knowledge. . 

[Image: Unsplash/Karsten Würth] 

 

https://hbswk.hbs.edu/item/to-fight-climate-change-should-green-investors-reconsider-big-
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From Goa to London with Graham Greene: A first-person account of a literary friendship 

Maria Aurora Couto writes of her long association with the famous novelist. 

Maria Aurora Couto 

Mar 07, 2021 · 08:30 am 

Graham Greene (left) and Maria Aurora Couto | Photograph of Maria Aurora Couto by Frederick Noronha. 

At 19, I was obsessed with a man I did not know. Graham Greene’s novels were among the works prescribed 

for my Master’s degree. My admiration for Greene’s writing was clouded by irritation with critical 

assessments that labelled Greene a “Catholic” novelist (along with Evelyn Waugh). These analyses, often 

misguided, I believed, by highly structured theological arguments, diminished and even erased the tragic 

dimensions of our lives and world. 

Greene’s skills as a novelist were underpinned by his deep sense of the human condition even in novels he 

labelled “entertainments”. The dogmas of Catholicism emphasised moral choices to govern our lives. Sin, 

guilt and redemption – a package unequivocally central to a Catholic view of the world – helped focus on 

reality: extreme poverty, persecution, love and its betrayal, capitalism, political leaders and their misuse of 

power. “Where do these critics live?” he once asked, perhaps referring to Pinkie in Brighton Rock. 

ADVERTISEMENT 

https://scroll.in/author/2655
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The world of literary criticism had not yet woken, it seemed, to life, its choices and the desperate struggles 

which later were blithely termed “the third world”, a description Greene shunned all his life. But I had to pass 

my exams and play the game, however unpleasant. 

Graham Greene’s arrival 

The year was 1963. Goa after Liberation. My husband Alban Couto was chosen by the Central Government to 

help with the transition from Salazar’s dictatorship to a modern democratic state. It was an extraordinary time, 

personally and professionally. His work was eulogised decades later: “He planned and executed the transition 

from the Portuguese to the Indian systems of administration in a manner characterised by equanimity and 

prudence. It was the smoothest transition ever from a dictatorial free-economy regime to a democratic order. 

He was, at that point in time, a firm believer in guided economy.” 

This eulogy did not describe the disruption in the lives of the population. While Alban was immersed in 

complex administrative issues which streamed into political and personal problems, I had to deal with the 

social side as he was at first also Secretary to the Lieutenant Governor, in addition to his main designation as 

Development Commissioner. 

Those years from 1962 to 1965 were for me a complex mix – floating on an extraordinary variety of 

experience, new friendships which extended beyond the Catholic, the South Goa cocoon of my childhood, 

and balancing it all with the flow of visitors from Delhi, senior officials (often with long shopping lists), a 

social whirl, which meant ferry crossings when INS Vikrant docked, or for the many other naval functions. 

ADVERTISEMENT 

The comfort of languages sustained me. I was both in and out of these worlds, a new entrant, baffled, trying to 

maintain an equipoise. 

Alban welcomed all challenges and set many for me. One morning, the post brought him a request from his 

friend Eusebio Rodrigues, then a Professor of English Literature at Bombay University. He had just 

completed his thesis on Graham Greene. He was coming to Goa with Greene; apparently, Greene planned to 

assess the situation in Goa after Liberation for the Sunday Times. 

They had planned a week in Panjim and a week in Eusebio’s village, Anjuna.“Where should we stay?” asked 

Eusebio. Alban enthusiastically decided we should host them. Having immersed myself in Greene’s work 

only four years earlier, and still brooding over sin and redemption, good and evil, faith expressed in action, I 

thought this would be god at my table. Indeed it was. 

Greene on Goa 

We sat on our terrace late into the night. Feni dispelled the reserve and revealed Greene’s passion for travel 

across multiple frontiers, his desire – and capacity – to understand rather than judge. Alban disputed Greene’s 

use of the term “Creolisation” with reference to Goa. “We are not the West Indies, but are deeply rooted in an 

ancient civilisation.” 
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ADVERTISEMENT 

Greene maintained that he was not judging the people, let alone finding them wanting. He was merely 

describing the social, linguistic and cultural influences that seemed to have become so inextricably woven in 

the Goa he perceived. Greene’s political instincts, insights and ability to predict trouble spots and revolutions 

are well known. In his essay in the Times following that brief time in Goa, he described the special qualities 

of “Goa, the Unique”; the innocence, the deep faith of life in our villages, and what he intuited during his 

encounters in Panjim. He also predicted the fall from grace, gradual, unstoppable and destructive 

“developments” that have followed in these decades. 

“Outside Goa one is aware all the time of the interminable repetition of the ramshackle, the enormous 

pressure of poverty, flowing, branching, extending like flood water. This is not a question of religion: the 

Goan Hindu village can be distinguished as easily from the Hindu village of India as the Christian, and there 

is little need to drive the point home at the boundary with placards. The houses in the Goan village were built 

with piety to last.” 

Yet his sharp eye perceives fault lines during brief encounters: 

“Indeed there is more than a hint of the worldly Babylon which shocked Camoens. Serenaders played their 

guitars at night to a young woman who had arrived in town for Christmas, at a party I found myself handed as 

a matter of course a Benzedrine tablet at four in the morning, naked bathing parties take place at a secluded 

beach…” 

 

“Industrialisation is bound to come, a tourist department has opened in Panjim, and there are great beaches 

waiting for great hotels…But you cannot hang a skull at the entrance of Goa as you can on a mango tree to 

avert the envious eye.” 
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Maria Couto and Graham Greene at the dinner table. 

Maria on Graham 

His essay shocked Goans at home and elsewhere. Where had he been? What had he seen? The flood gates had 

not opened. That happened decades later when Goa’s uniqueness was (entirely wrongly) redefined as a 

“paradise for sensual pleasures”, or, more latterly, as an escape from the grim pressures – and viruses – of 

urban India. 

Greene wrote to us. He sent us an autographed limited edition short story published at the time. Then we lost 

touch. But my obsession with Greene’s insights into the human condition, and my ire at the constant 

misrepresentation of themes in his works, finally found release when I had to choose a topic for my PhD. 

Alban suggested I work on Greene – “to get him out of my system”. 

ADVERTISEMENT 

Greene had just published The Human Factor, set in South Africa. Alban inscribed the copy he bought for 

me: “Tired of sharing you with him, I hope this is his last.” Years later, Greene signed a number of his books 
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for my children. I had forgotten Alban’s inscription when I presented a whole lot for him to sign. “ It is not,” 

he wrote in his absurdly tiny script. “But the next one will be.” This was in 1987. 

By now, Alban was working in London. I had reconnected with Greene when I registered for my Ph D. I sent 

him copies of my 1978 reviews of The Human Factor in the Times of India and India International Quarterly. 

To my surprise, I received a three-page handwritten reply pointing out errors in each review, but also 

signifying approval. 

“The Maria of the International Quarterly should read The Nuclear Axis by Cervenka and Rogers, which 

came out after my novel was published – with the help of secret information, where it is clear that the West 

German part of Uncle Remus is already in action. The UK and USSR share seems to be inevitable however 

for strategic and economic reasons. The West can’t afford to see South Africa go down the drain. The news 

that apartheid in employment is being abolished will make it easier for the West to join Uncle Remus.” 

My thesis was a comparison with the novels of Francois Mauriac. Greene’s response in this same letter: 

ADVERTISEMENT 

“Your book sounds excellent. Remember Mauriac was genuinely a Jansenist. The same can’t be said for me – 

Hell doesn’t figure in my theology and Grace is not confined to an elite. Pinkie may believe in Hell, but the 

priest at the end certainly questions its existence.” 

In 1980, Alban’s work had brought us to London. During this time, I decided to write on my obsessive 

reading of Greene’s work as a political novelist. (“I am more a political writer than a Catholic writer. But I 

prefer to be called a writer who happens to be a Catholic.” 1968.) I knew he regularly shot off letters to The 

Times critical of British support of American foreign policy. 

He gave me access to his archives held by his sister Elizabeth Dennys in Brighton. Several trips; many 

conversations; I felt privileged to be included in a trusted inner circle. Letters with queries were never 

ignored. When I requested an interview, he booked a room at a sea view hotel in Antibes after ensuring I 

could afford it. In an extraordinary gesture of concern, he was at the airport – “You might have got lost,” he 

said, and anxiously rushed us out to meet Yvonne Cloetta, his long-time companion, who was circling around 

unable to find parking space. 

We met each morning for about two hours on two days of work, and on the third took time to drive to Nice. 

We walked to his favourite fish restaurant. The chef led us to an array of fresh fish from which to choose for 

an unforgettable meunière, copious amounts of cold white wine, and more conversation. It seemed to me later 

that what had drawn me to his work decades earlier was life itself, from my time in Dharwar, cultural and 

spiritual values, and the universality of these enabled a lifelong conversation. 

 

Thirty years have passed. Sitting on my verandah in Aldona, a village where Alban and several of his 

maternal ancestors were born, I have opened the sheaf of letters from Greene. They are crinkled and yellowed 
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with age, but the memories are still vivid. I see again that he he had read my book, corrected and disputed 

some conclusions, approved others and thought it was the best book written on his work – a comment which 

no one, least of all I, can take seriously. 

ADVERTISEMENT 

Graham Greene On the Frontier, Politics and Religion in the Novels (Macmillan, London 1988) was released 

by Shridath Rampal, then Secretary-General of the Commonwealth Secretariat, at a function hosted jointly by 

the publisher and Alban. There was lots of food and lots of wine. Elizabeth Dennys and her husband attended. 

To my astonishment, the book was reviewed by Anthony Burgess and Terry Eagleton. However, in my view, 

the best review was by Vrinda Nabar, then Professor, later Head, of the English Department, Bombay 

University. 

Maria Couto's book on Graham Greene. 

Meeting in London 
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The connection did not end there. Dr Davidson Nicol of Sierra Leone, a young student when Greene lived 

there and who had remained in touch with him, requested me to host a lunch on Graham’s behalf. The 

instructions were specific. The host, Graham; the venue: The Oxford and Cambridge Club, a venerable 

institution among many such, usually admitting “men only” at St James, Pall Mall, London; a sit-down meal 

for 12 writers from Commonwealth countries, no spouses. 

The sheer weight of it was too much. It robbed me of sleep. The guest list was anxiety itself. Alban was 

decidedly miffed at being excluded. But he was very much part of the guest list selection. It ran like this: 

Merle Collins, a distinguished poet and short story writer from Grenada; Mongane Wally Serote, a South 

African poet in exile, who returned home after the ANC was unbanned in 1990; South Africa’s National poet 

in 2018, Michael Ondaatje; Ben Okri; Salman Rushdie and his then wife Marianne Wiggins who qualified as 

an American novelist, and acclaimed Lebanese writer Hanan al-Shaykh, among others. Greene wrote: 

“To my astonishment, because I am not addicted to large parties, I really enjoyed the lunch the other day. I 

liked particularly Rushdie’s wife and the nice poet from Grenada, but everyone was charming.” 

ADVERTISEMENT 

These were years when President Gorbachev’s détente was in full flow. Greene, an admirer, wrote that he 

would be visiting Russia, would stop in London on the way back and could he dine with us. The date was set. 

We peered through windows of our second floor flat to await the arrival of the taxi. It came into view, then 

slowed to a crawl, and then sped off. We were baffled. About 15 minutes later, it returned. 

Graham explained with a wink that he felt his taxi was being followed, so the driver whisked him off into by-

lanes for a while. After all, he said, I am just back from Moscow. He listened carefully to each of us. We 

drove him back to where he was staying, the Ritz. He offered to take my daughter on a tour of its first floor. 

He wrote later that too much wine, good food and excellent conversation, especially with Alban and the 

“verbose historian” (my seventeen-year-old son), had prevented him from thanking us adequately. He did eat 

well, including most of the crème brȗlee, which my children loved and had hoped to save for leftovers. 

Two days later, Alban and I drove to York where he had a conference to attend. Late that afternoon, our son 

called to say there had been a break-in, every wardrobe opened, but he could not comment on what was 

missing. We rushed back and called the police, who obviously wanted a list of missing items. Nothing, we 

said, except a credit card Alban had carelessly left in a drawer. We discovered only 200 pounds had been 

debited. No self-respecting thief would be so generous, said the police. What else? Well, the drafts of my 

chapters, and all my notes and books, lay strewn on the floor. What were they searching for? Graham was 

here, so we should tell him. “Be careful,” he said. 

Greene had responded to Goa in 1963, its pristine natural beauty and innocence, the faith in village 

communities whether Hindu or Catholic, the human factor that ran so deep in the Goan psyche that our great 

poet Bakibab Borkar said that what made Goa special was “veglench munxaponn”, unique humanism. Back 

in Goa, I do believe that it is this very human condition that kept the friendship alive. That concern with, and 

for, “the human factor” shines through his work. 
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The darkness falls on my verandah. It is very quiet here. I am shielded by the verdant greenery that surrounds 

my house, a protective carapace of peace and repose in the dwindling light. But night brings with it the 

immensity of sorrow, the grief of loss. Decades ago, Greene presciently said that the human factor would not 

last in our Goa, in its villages and towns. How had he foreseen this? I am only glad that he is not here to 

witness the unbearable truth of his acuity. 

 

https://scroll.in/article/988635/from-goa-to-london-with-graham-greene-a-first-person-account-of-a-literary-

friendship 

  

https://scroll.in/article/988635/from-goa-to-london-with-graham-greene-a-first-person-account-of-a-literary-friendship
https://scroll.in/article/988635/from-goa-to-london-with-graham-greene-a-first-person-account-of-a-literary-friendship
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How Virginia Woolf’s Time-Traveling Androgynous Hero Became Shorthand for Fashion’s Genderless 

Future  

Sophie Wilson on the Liberation Looks Inspired by Orlando 

By Sophie Wilson 

 

March 9, 2021 

Featured image, Kim Jones for Fendi. 

“I am resigned to my station among the badly dressed,” Virginia Woolf confided in her diary in 1919. She 

may be surprised, then, to find her name reappearing time and time again in the show notes from some of the 

world’s biggest fashion houses more than a century later—and also, possibly, privately delighted, for fashion 

fascinated her.  

Woolf had more than just a general interest in fashion; she described her conflicting relationship with clothes 

as “frock consciousness,” an awareness that contained the dual pleasure and horror of being perceived. In her 

work, she explored how it shapes our understanding of gender and vice versa, posing questions that are still 

pertinent today. In her 1928 novel Orlando, Woolf writes that “clothes are but a symbol of something hid 

deep beneath.” She examines how gender and fashion can craft new identities, shape one’s status and be tools 

of both liberation and restriction. These reflections are deepened by what we know of her personal life and 

sexuality, including that she wrote about her love for women at a time when she could not openly live as a 

lesbian. Her famous love affair with Vita Sackville-West, to whom Orlando is dedicated, helped inspire the 

novel.  

https://lithub.com/author/sophiewilson/
https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780156701600
https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/10/11/virginia-woolf-orlando-lesbian-readin
https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/10/11/virginia-woolf-orlando-lesbian-readin
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Attitudes toward gender, in both fashion and society, have changed significantly since Woolf’s time. In a 

2016 J. Walter Thompson study, 78 percent of 300 Gen Z participants agreed that gender no longer defines a 

person as much as it used to. Last year, Harry Styles wore a dress on the cover of Vogue; Billie Eilish’s 

signature baggy style proves overt femininity is no longer a prerequisite for mass appeal as a woman in music. 

The way we view clothing and gender is shifting, and few literary figures have been deployed in the fashion 

world to signify that shift as many times as Woolf’s time-traveling androgynous hero, Orlando. 

VIDEO FROM LIT HUB: 

Helen Macdonald and James Rebanks talk to Andy Fryers at the Hay Festival Winter Weekend 

 

Helen Macdonald and James Rebanks talk to Andy Fryers at the Hay Festival Winter Weekend 

00:00 

/ 

48:34 

Next Video 

Robert Macfarlane and Jackie Morris talk to Nicola Davies at the Hay Festival Winter Weekend 

53:47 

https://intelligence.wundermanthompson.com/2016/03/gen-z-goes-beyond-gender-binaries-in-new-innovation-group-data/
https://lithub.com/watch-helen-macdonald-james-rebanks-and-andy-fryers-in-conversation/
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Robert Macfarlane and Jackie Morris talk to Nicola Davies at the Hay Festival Winter Weekend 
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Orlando’s most recent reincarnation was orchestrated by Kim Jones in his debut couture collection for 

Fendi. Jones, who has collected multiple editions of Orlando, spent his childhood going on school trips to 

Charleston Farmhouse, the Bloomsbury Group’s Sussex retreat. Jones cites Woolf as, “incredibly modern—

independent, living her life how she wished.” The collection was informed by the dual origins of Fendi and 

Orlando—the house was founded in 1925 and the novel published in 1928. A coed cast showcased iridescent 

suiting and dinner-jacket evening-dress hybrids, speaking to the fluidity of gender in Woolf’s text. 

Of course, Jones is not the first designer to show an affinity with Orlando. For Givenchy Spring/Summer 

2020 couture, Clare Waight Keller was influenced by the love affair between Woolf and Vita Sackville-West 

that inspired the novel: cue poetic tailoring and romantic florals capturing the delicate beauty of English 

country house gardens. In 2016, Christopher Bailey’s first gender-fluid collection for Burberry featured 

Elizabethan ruffle detailing and drummer boy embroidery alongside gender neutral trenches, flitting between 

the past and the present and between male and female, much like Orlando does in the novel. This collection 

was followed by an installation at Makers House, with actors reading extracts from Orlando and visuals that 

immersed the audience further in the time-traveling, gender-shifting universe. 

Woolf had more than just a general interest in fashion; she described her conflicting relationship with clothes 

as “frock consciousness,” an awareness that contained the dual pleasure and horror of being perceived. 

“Vain trifles as they seem,” Woolf writes in Orlando, “clothes have, they say, more important offices than 

merely to keep us warm. They change our view of the world and the world’s view of us.” Nowhere is this 

more apparent than on the global fashion stage that is the Met Gala. Sadly, 2020’s Orlando-inspired “About 

Time: Fashion and Duration” became the theme that never was. We will never get to see how Rihanna’s 

theatrical dedication to the theme would apply to an interpretation of Woolf’s romantic hero. We can only 

dream of what could have been: 18th-century robes à la Sally Potter’s 1992 adaptation? A new take on 

embroidered Elizabethan breeches? Hybrid gender-blurred tailoring? 

The unbridled freedom of the Met Gala allows the imagination to run riot. Its anything-goes approach to 

fashion, however, is by no means reflected in everyday life. Many take for granted that the clothes they wear 

match their gender identity but, for some queer and trans people—Orlando has been called “the first trans 

English novel”—being accepted in the clothing that feels most natural can be a struggle. Fashion is often a 

lifeline for trans and gender non-conforming people but, for those who use style to express their identity, 

sometimes even walking down the street can be dangerous, while the alternative—dressing in clothes that 

increase gender dysphoria—is also bleak.   

https://lithub.com/take-a-look-at-some-beautiful-couture-dresses-inspired-by-the-bloomsbury-group/
https://lithub.com/take-a-look-at-some-beautiful-couture-dresses-inspired-by-the-bloomsbury-group/
https://www.anothermag.com/fashion-beauty/13078/kim-jones-makes-his-fendi-and-haute-couture-debut
https://www.theguardian.com/books/2018/sep/03/different-sex-same-person-how-woolfs
https://www.theguardian.com/books/2018/sep/03/different-sex-same-person-how-woolfs


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 559 may  2021 

 

124 

In Orlando, Woolf acknowledges the heavy weight that clothing can bear on the mind. She explores the 

reality that clothes, not merely material items, impact the way we feel about ourselves and the world around 

us. “There is much to support the view that it is clothes that wear us and not we them,” she writes. “We may 

make them take the mould of arm or breast, but they mould our hearts, our brains, our tongues to their liking.” 

Indeed, the restrictive garments of the 19th century have a repressive impact on Orlando’s mind. She becomes 

modest, vain, fearful, and seized by a desire for marriage while “dragged down by the weight of the crinoline 

which she had submissively adopted…her muscles had lost their pliancy. She became nervous lest there 

should be robbers behind the wainscot and afraid, for the first time in her life, of ghosts in the corridors.” 

Woolf’s lover, Sackville-West, also felt oppressed by the limits of womenswear. In her autobiography, which 

was left behind at her death in 1962 and published posthumously in Portrait of a Marriage, Sackville-West 

explains how in 1918 she started dressing as a man that she called Julian to appear in public with female 

lovers (something she did many times). She viewed Julian as the sartorial representation of what she called 

her “sexual duality” and wrote that, “the extraordinary thing was how natural it all was for me.” Through 

Julian she found “emancipation… liberty… ambition… attainment,” and she began dressing as him even 

when she went out alone. What began as a way for Sackville-West to disguise herself so she could escort her 

female lover undetected became a means for her to experience feelings of freedom that were in many ways 

denied to women at the time. 

Woolf acknowledges the heavy weight that clothing can bear on the mind. She explores the reality that 

clothes, not merely material items, impact the way we feel about ourselves and the world around us. 

Today, a woman in a suit is no longer shocking to many people. Most menswear garments have been 

integrated into womenswear. Styles that would have been controversial at the time Woolf was 

writing Orlando are now unremarkable. However, there is still a long way to go to break down the restrictive 

frameworks of menswear and womenswear. As radical as Woolf’s representation of gender might have been 

in her time, nearly a century later, fashion’s interpretations of Orlando feel somewhat conservative. As a 

canonical upper-class white woman’s novel, it’s a safe cultural reference point. Brands can play with gender-

fluidity within a framework that does not transgress any white middle-class perceived boundaries of taste. 

While conversations about gender expression are pushing fashion forward, the global heritage brands that 

draw from Woolf, using the aesthetics of Orlando to sell clothing, are not leading these conversations. It can 

be hard to see these references to Orlando as much more than cultural posturing. 

Instead, the brands imagining a more radical gender-fluid future tend to be younger and independent, 

like Telfar, Eckhaus Latta and Gypsy Sport, among others. These labels don’t need to look to the past for 

literary inspirations; their influences are all around them, in their communities of contemporary queer artists 

who live and dress authentically.  

As someone who felt simultaneously entrapped and enthralled by fashion, it’s possible Woolf would have a 

similarly contradictory, quizzical response to the likes of Fendi, Givenchy and Burberry taking inspiration 

from her work. “I am giving up the hope of being well-dressed,” she lamented in one journal entry. In her 

lifetime, Woolf might have despaired over her “frock consciousness,” but Orlando has become a 

contemporary style influencer in its own right.  

https://www.telfar.net/
https://eckhauslatta.com/
https://gypsysportny.com/
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Sophie Wilson 

Sophie Wilson is a fashion and culture journalist whose writing has appeared in titles such as Vogue, Vice 

and W Magazine. She currently lives in the UK and studied English Literature at the University of Sheffield 

before going on to receive a Masters in Fashion Journalism from Central Saint Martins. 

 

https://lithub.com/how-virginia-woolfs-time-traveling-androgynous-hero-became-shorthand-for-fashions-

genderless-future/ 

  

https://lithub.com/tag/androgyny/
https://lithub.com/tag/fashion/
https://lithub.com/tag/fendi/
https://lithub.com/tag/orlando/
https://lithub.com/tag/sophie-wilson/
https://lithub.com/tag/style/
https://lithub.com/tag/virginia-woolf/
https://lithub.com/author/sophiewilson/
https://lithub.com/author/sophiewilson/
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Fungal microbiome: Whether mice get fatter or thinner depends on the fungi that live in their gut 

5 marzo 2021 11:00 CET 
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https://theconversation.com/profiles/kent-willis-826852
https://theconversation.com/profiles/justin-d-stewart-1213096
https://theconversation.com/profiles/kent-willis-826852
https://theconversation.com/profiles/justin-d-stewart-1213096


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 559 may  2021 

 

127 

Nuestros socios 

Ver todos los asociados 

The Research Brief is a short take about interesting academic work. 

The big idea 

Mice with certain communities of fungi living in their gut gained more weight when eating processed food 

than mice whose gut microbiomes hosted different communities of fungi, according to our study published 

March 5 in the journal Communications Biology. 

Microbiomes are communities of microorganisms. In this study, we explored whether the fungal members of 

the gut microbiome – called the mycobiome – changed their host’s metabolic reaction to processed food. To 

do this, we obtained genetically identical mice from four different companies – each with different fungal 

microbiomes – and then fed the mice either standard mouse food or processed food resembling the typical 

American diet. After six weeks, we measured their body fat as well as genes and hormones involved in 

metabolism. 

We specifically looked at the relationship between the fungal microbiome and processed foods – foods that 

contain refined sugars, monounsaturated fats and white flour, for example – because these foods are linked 

to unhealthy weight gain in humans. Eating processed food made most mice fatter, but how much weight and 

how their metabolism changed varied between mice with different microbiomes. After measuring the 

microbiomes of each mouse, we used machine learning to figure out which fungi had the strongest influence 

on metabolism. 

Our mission is to share knowledge and inform decisions. 

About us 

We found that mice whose gut microbiomes contained more of the fungi Thermomyces – which 

manufacturers use to break down fat in commercial processes – and less Saccharomyces – yeasts used in 

baking and brewing – gained about 15% more weight than the mice with different microbiomes. We found 

similar but smaller differences in mice on a normal diet. 

https://theconversation.com/es/partners
https://theconversation.com/us/topics/research-brief-83231
https://www.doi.org/10.1038/s42003-021-01820-z
https://www.doi.org/10.1007/s13679-017-0285-4
https://www.doi.org/10.1038/s42003-021-01820-z
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The microbiome plays an important role in how bodies react to processed foods. Jeffrey W via Wikimedia 

Commons, CC BY 

Why it matters 

The gut microbiome can influence metabolism. 

Most people assume the microbiome is entirely bacteria. However, fungi – though usually less common than 

bacteria – are often critical members of these microbial communities. Microbiomes vary among individuals, 

so the species of fungi living in your gut might be different from your neighbor’s. This was also true for mice 

in our study. 

Researchers only recently discovered the fungal microbiome and have limited knowledge of how it 

affects human health. Our study is one of the first to identify how gut fungi can influence metabolism. 

If gut fungi influence metabolism in people similarly to the way they do in mice, researchers might be able to 

develop diets tailored for specific microbiomes. It might also be possible to adjust a person’s fungal 

microbiome to control weight in specific situations – such as after weight-loss surgery. 

 

https://images.theconversation.com/files/387568/original/file-20210303-19-1bd3yht.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/387568/original/file-20210303-19-1bd3yht.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Hamburger_and_onion_rings.jpg#/media/File:Hamburger_and_onion_rings.jpg
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Hamburger_and_onion_rings.jpg#/media/File:Hamburger_and_onion_rings.jpg
http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by/4.0/
https://doi.org/10.1038/nature12506
https://www.doi.org/10.1038/nri3684
https://doi.org/10.1016/j.chom.2017.07.002
https://www.doi.org/10.1126/science.1221789
https://www.doi.org/10.1016/j.immuni.2019.05.023
https://images.theconversation.com/files/387568/original/file-20210303-19-1bd3yht.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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Fungal microbiomes play a role in influencing the metabolism of mice. How this translates to humans remains 

to be seen. Georgejason/iStock via Getty Images Plus 

What still isn’t known 

Scientists are still learning which species of fungi make their home in the gut versus fungi that might just 

be passing through. While many of the interactions between humans and their gut fungi are likely beneficial, 

this may not always be the case. For example, fungi may play a role in irritable bowel syndrome and increase 

the risk of developing pancreatic cancer. 

Not only could the presence or absence of certain fungi have direct effects on health, fungal interaction with 

bacteria is also likely very important. Our work has made some key first steps in understanding the complex 

relationship between bacterial and fungal communities when they cooperate to digest processed food. 

What’s next 

We are planning to perform studies in humans and mice looking at how the fungal microbiome influences 

metabolism on high-fat diets and after weight loss surgery. And to learn more about how different fungi affect 

https://images.theconversation.com/files/387570/original/file-20210303-16-1q08she.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/387570/original/file-20210303-16-1q08she.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://www.gettyimages.com/detail/photo/genetic-obese-mouse-with-black-healthy-control-royalty-free-image/848002620?adppopup=true
https://doi.org/10.1186/gb-2011-12-5-r50
https://www.doi.org/10.1053/j.gastro.2017.06.004
https://www.doi.org/10.1038/s41586-019-1608-2
https://www.doi.org/10.1155/2020/9560684
https://images.theconversation.com/files/387570/original/file-20210303-16-1q08she.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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metabolism, we’d like to create mice with artificial microbiomes that we either assemble ourselves or 

transplant from a human donor. 

 

https://theconversation.com/fungal-microbiome-whether-mice-get-fatter-or-thinner-depends-on-the-fungi-

that-live-in-their-gut-

155942?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Science%20Weekly%20%20for%20March%2010%202021%2

0-%201886118412&utm_content=Science%20Weekly%20%20for%20March%2010%202021%20-

%201886118412+CID_d22c17210ee8602a2880dc3d8484d99e&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_ter

m=Fungal%20microbiome%20Whether%20mice%20get%20fatter%20or%20thinner%20depends%20on%20

the%20fungi%20that%20live%20in%20their%20gut 
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Toni Morrison on the Body as an Instrument of Joy, Sanity, and Self-Love 

“Love your hands! Love them. Raise them up and kiss them… Love your neck; put a hand on it, grace it, 

stroke it and hold it up… Love your heart. For this is the prize.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

Thinking lately about what it means to have the right heart, which intimates the question of what it means to 

tend to one’s own heart rightly, I was reminded of a passage from what may be the loveliest, truest, most 

quietly transcendent thing ever written about the art of growing older: “The main thing is this,” Grace Paley 

wrote in 1989, “when you get up in the morning you must take your heart in your two hands. You must do 

this every morning.” 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2021/01/02/the-snail-with-the-right-heart/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/09/03/grace-paley-aging/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/09/03/grace-paley-aging/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1400033411/braipick-20
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I was reminded, too, of a kindred passage penned two years earlier by another titan of thought and feeling in 

language: Toni Morrison (February 18, 1931–August 5, 2019), writing in her 1987 

masterpiece Beloved (public library) — the novel that soon made her the first black woman to receive the 

Nobel Prize, which she received with a speech of staggering insight into the human heart. 

Toni Morrison. Jacket photograph for 

her debut novel, 1970. 

From within the story’s broader meditation on the deepest meaning of freedom and the body as the locus of 

liberation, Morrison unspools this splendid sentiment from the lips of her protagonist: 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1400033411/braipick-20
http://www.worldcat.org/title/beloved/oclc/15284982&referer=brief_results
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/12/07/toni-morrison-nobel-prize-speech/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/09/10/toni-morrison-beloved-freedom/
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In this here place, we flesh; flesh that weeps, laughs; flesh that dances on bare feet in grass. Love it. Love it 

hard. 

A century after Walt Whitman declaimed in Leaves of Grass that “the body includes and is the meaning, the 

main concern and includes and is the soul,” composing his reverent catalogue of body-parts — “head, neck, 

hair, ears, drop and tympan of the ears… mouth, tongue, lips, teeth… strong shoulders… bowels sweet and 

clean… brain in its folds inside the skull-frame… heart-valves…” — Morrison writes: 

Love your hands! Love them. Raise them up and kiss them. Touch others with them, pat them together, stroke 

them on your face… Love your mouth… This is flesh… Flesh that needs to be loved. Feet that need to rest 

and to dance; backs that need support; shoulders that need arms, strong arms… Love your neck; put a hand on 

it, grace it, stroke it and hold it up. And all your inside parts that they’d just as soon slop for hogs, you got to 

love them. The dark, dark liver — love it, love it, and the beat and beating heart, love that too. More than eyes 

or feet. More than lungs that have yet to draw free air. More than your life-holding womb and your life-giving 

private parts… love your heart. For this is the prize. 

The Human Heart. One of French artist Paul 

Sougy’s mid-century scientific diagrams of life. (Available as a print and as a face mask.) 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/04/11/leaves-of-grass-margaret-cook/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/11/29/paul-sougy/
https://society6.com/product/paul-sougy-the-human-heart-1950s-proceeds-benefit-the-nature-conservancy_print?sku=s6-11999031p4a1v46?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/brainpicker/collection/vintage-science-face-masks?curator=brainpicker
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/11/29/paul-sougy/


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 559 may  2021 

 

134 

Beloved remains the rare sort of masterpiece that gives the English language back to itself and your 

conscience back to itself. Complement this particular fragment with , then revisit Morrison on literature as 

rebellion and redemption, wisdom in the age of information, the artist’s task in trying times, and the little-

known, lovely children’s book about kindness she wrote with her son. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2021/01/03/toni-morrison-beloved-

heart/?mc_cid=c0c757aba3&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1400033411/braipick-20
https://www.nytimes.com/2019/02/07/books/review/maria-popova-by-the-book.html
https://www.nytimes.com/2019/02/07/books/review/maria-popova-by-the-book.html
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/05/16/toni-morrison-writing-art/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/05/16/toni-morrison-writing-art/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/03/06/the-source-of-self-regard-toni-morrison-wisdom-information/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/11/15/toni-morrison-art-despair/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/08/05/the-book-of-mean-people-toni-slade-morrison/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2021/01/03/toni-morrison-beloved-heart/?mc_cid=c0c757aba3&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2021/01/03/toni-morrison-beloved-heart/?mc_cid=c0c757aba3&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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Research shows we're surprisingly similar to Earth's first animals 

Today's humans share genes with ancient oceanic creatures missing heads 

University of California - Riverside 

Summary: 

The earliest multicellular organisms may have lacked heads, legs, or arms, but pieces of them remain inside of 

us today, new research shows. According to a new study, 555-million-year-old oceanic creatures from the 

Ediacaran period share genes with today's animals, including humans. 

FULL STORY 

 

Dickinsonia fossils (stock image). 

Credit: © Alizada Studios / stock.adobe.com 

The earliest multicellular organisms may have lacked heads, legs, or arms, but pieces of them remain inside of 

us today, new research shows. 

According to a UC Riverside study, 555-million-year-old oceanic creatures from the Ediacaran period share 

genes with today's animals, including humans. 

"None of them had heads or skeletons. Many of them probably looked like three-dimensional bathmats on the 

sea floor, round discs that stuck up," said Mary Droser, a geology professor at UCR. "These animals are so 

weird and so different, it's difficult to assign them to modern categories of living organisms just by looking at 

them, and it's not like we can extract their DNA -- we can't." 

However, well-preserved fossil records have allowed Droser and the study's first author, recent UCR doctoral 

graduate Scott Evans, to link the animals' appearance and likely behaviors to genetic analysis of currently 

living things. Their research on these links has been recently published in the journal Proceedings of the 

Royal Society B. 

For their analysis, the researchers considered four animals representative of the more than 40 recognized 

species that have been identified from the Ediacaran era. These creatures ranged in size from a few 

millimeters to nearly a meter in length. 

Kimberella were teardrop-shaped creatures with one broad, rounded end and one narrow end that likely 

scraped the sea floor for food with a proboscis. Further, they could move around using a "muscular foot" like 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 559 may  2021 

 

136 

snails today. The study included flat, oval-shaped Dickinsonia with a series of raised bands on their surface, 

and Tribrachidium, who spent their lives immobilized at the bottom of the sea. 

Also analyzed were Ikaria, animals recently discovered by a team including Evans and Droser. They were 

about the size and shape of a grain of rice, and represent the first bilaterians -- organisms with a front, back, 

and openings at either end connected by a gut. Evans said it's likely Ikaria had mouths, though those weren't 

preserved in the fossil records, and they crawled through organic matter "eating as they went." 

All four of the animals were multicellular, with cells of different types. Most had symmetry on their left and 

right sides, as well as noncentralized nervous systems and musculature. 

Additionally, they seem to have been able to repair damaged body parts through a process known as 

apoptosis. The same genes involved are key elements of human immune systems, which helps to eliminate 

virus-infected and pre-cancerous cells. 

These animals likely had the genetic parts responsible for heads and the sensory organs usually found there. 

However, the complexity of interaction between these genes that would give rise to such features hadn't yet 

been achieved. 

"The fact that we can say these genes were operating in something that's been extinct for half a billion years is 

fascinating to me," Evans said. 

The work was supported by a NASA Exobiology grant, and a Peter Buck postdoctoral fellowship. 

Going forward, the team is planning to investigate muscle development and functional studies to further 

understand early animal evolution. 

"Our work is a way to put these animals on the tree of life, in some respects," Droser said. "And show they're 

genetically linked to modern animals, and to us." 

 

Story Source: 

Materials provided by University of California - Riverside. Original written by Jules Bernstein. Note: 

Content may be edited for style and length. 

 

Journal Reference: 

https://news.ucr.edu/articles/2021/03/08/research-shows-were-surprisingly-similar-earths-first-animals
https://www.ucr.edu/
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https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2021/03/210308111844.htm 

  

http://dx.doi.org/10.1098/rspb.2020.3055
https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2021/03/210308111844.htm
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This supermoon has a twist – expect flooding, but a lunar cycle is masking effects of sea 

level rise 

23 abril 2021 14:36 CEST 

Autor 

1. Brian McNoldy 

Senior Research Associate, University of Miami 

Cláusula de Divulgación 

Brian McNoldy serves as a volunteer science advisor for Coastal Risk Consulting. 

Nuestros socios 

 

University of Miami aporta financiación como institución colaboradora 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 

Another “super full moon” is coming May 26, 2021, and coastal cities like Miami know that means 

one thing: a heightened risk of tidal flooding. 

https://theconversation.com/profiles/brian-mcnoldy-1223079
https://theconversation.com/institutions/university-of-miami-1323
https://theconversation.com/es/partners
https://theconversation.com/profiles/brian-mcnoldy-1223079
https://theconversation.com/institutions/university-of-miami-1323
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Exceptionally high tides are common when the moon is closest to the Earth, known as perigee, and 

when it’s either full or new. In the case of what’s informally known as a super full moon, it’s both 

full and at perigee. 

But something else is going on with the way the moon orbits the Earth that people should be 

aware of. It’s called the lunar nodal cycle, and it’s presently hiding a looming risk that can’t be 

ignored. 

Right now, we’re in the phase of an 18.6-year lunar cycle that lessens the moon’s influence on the 

oceans. The result can make it seem like the coastal flooding risk has leveled off, and that can 

make sea level rise less obvious. 

¿Le gusta lo que lee? ¿Quiere más? 

Suscribirme al boletín 

This simplified chart illustrates how the lunar nodal cycle suppresses and enhances the effects of 

sea level rise in Miami. The basic model assumes a constant linear increase of sea level, so it 

doesn’t capture the expected acceleration of sea level rise. Brian McNoldy, CC BY-ND 

But communities shouldn’t get complacent. Global sea level is still rising with the warming planet, 

and that 18.6-year cycle will soon be working against us. 

https://oceanservice.noaa.gov/education/tutorial_tides/tides06_variations.html
https://twitter.com/BMcNoldy/status/1351630471487098881
http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nd/4.0/
https://climate.nasa.gov/news/2680/new-study-finds-sea-level-rise-accelerating/
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I am an atmospheric scientist at the University of Miami’s Rosenstiel School of Marine and 

Atmospheric Science who keeps a close eye on sea level rise in Miami. Here’s what you need to 

know. 

What the moon has to do with coastal flooding 

The moon’s gravitational pull is the dominant reason we have tides on Earth. More specifically, 

Earth rotating beneath the moon once per day and the moon orbiting around Earth once per 

month are the big reasons that the ocean is constantly sloshing around. 

In the simplest terms, the moon’s gravitational pull creates a bulge in the ocean water that is 

closest to it. There’s a similar bulge on the opposite side of the planet due to inertia of the water. 

As Earth rotates through these bulges, high tides appear in each coastal area every 12 hours and 

25 minutes. Some tides are higher than others, depending on geography. 

The sun plays a role too: Earth’s rotation, as well as its elliptic orbit around the sun, generates 

tides that vary throughout the day and the year. But that impact is less than half of what the moon 

contributes. 

This gravitational tug-of-war on our water was discovered nearly 450 years ago, though it’s been 

happening for nearly four billion years. In short, the moon has very strong control over how we 

experience sea level. It doesn’t affect sea level rise, but it can hide or exaggerate it. 

So, what is the lunar nodal cycle? 

To begin, we need to think about orbits. 

Earth orbits the sun in a certain plane – it’s called the ecliptic plane. Let’s imagine that plane being 

level for simplicity. Now picture the moon orbiting Earth. That orbit also lies on a plane, but it’s 

slightly tilted, about 5 degrees relative to the ecliptic plane. 

That means that the moon’s orbital plane intersects Earth’s orbital plane at two points, called 

nodes. 

https://scholar.google.com/citations?user=CsAY3vUAAAAJ&hl=en
https://oceanservice.noaa.gov/education/tutorial_tides/tides03_gravity.html
https://oceanservice.noaa.gov/education/tutorial_tides/tides05_lunarday.html
https://oceanservice.noaa.gov/education/tutorial_tides/tides05_lunarday.html
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=OP0cpXpw8yk
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The lunar nodes are the points where the moon’s path crosses the ecliptic, the plane of Earth’s 

orbit shown as the view of the sun from Earth over the span of a year.   

The moon’s orbital plane precesses, or wobbles, to a maximum and minimum of +/- 5 

degrees over a period of about 18.6 years. This natural cycle of orbits is called the lunar nodal 

cycle. When the lunar plane is more closely aligned with the plane of Earth’s equator, tides on 

Earth are exaggerated. Conversely, when the lunar plane tilts further away from the equatorial 

plane, tides on Earth are muted, relatively. 

The lunar nodal cycle was first formally documented in 1728 but has been known to keen 

astronomical observers for thousands of years. 

What effect does that have on sea level? 

The effect of the nodal cycle is gradual – it’s not anything that people would notice unless they pay 

ridiculously close attention to the precise movement of the moon and the tides for decades. 

But when it comes to predictions of tides, dozens of astronomical factors are accounted for, 

including the lunar nodal cycle. 

https://pubs.geoscienceworld.org/gsa/geology/article-abstract/1/3/141/203356/Nodal-Tidal-Cycle-of-18-6-Yr-Its-Importance-in-Sea
https://doi.org/10.1029/2010JC006645
https://doi.org/10.1029/2010JC006645
https://solarsystem.nasa.gov/bosf/images/Celestial-Sphere-with-Ecliptic1.jpg
https://doi.org/10.1098/rstl.1727.0064
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It’s worth being aware of this influence, and even taking advantage of it. During the most rapid 

downward phase of the lunar nodal cycle – like we’re in right now – we have a bit of a reprieve in 

the observed rate of sea level rise, all other things being equal. 

Street flooding has become a common problem during extremely high tides in Miami Beach. Joe 

Raedle/Getty Images 

[You need to understand the coronavirus pandemic, and we can help. Read The Conversation’s 

newsletter.] 

These are the years to implement infrastructure plans to protect coastal areas against sea level 

rise. 

Once we reach the bottom of the cycle around 2025 and start the upward phase, the lunar nodal 

cycle begins to contribute more and more to the perceived rate of sea level rise. During those 

years, the rate of sea level rise is effectively doubled in places like Miami. The impact varies from 

place to place since the rate of sea level rise and the details of the lunar nodal cycle’s contribution 

vary. 

https://www.gettyimages.com/detail/news-photo/hotel-guest-steps-out-of-a-hotel-into-a-flooded-street-that-news-photo/490535700
https://www.gettyimages.com/detail/news-photo/hotel-guest-steps-out-of-a-hotel-into-a-flooded-street-that-news-photo/490535700
https://theconversation.com/us/newsletters/the-daily-3?utm_source=TCUS&utm_medium=inline-link&utm_campaign=newsletter-text&utm_content=coronavirus-help
https://theconversation.com/us/newsletters/the-daily-3?utm_source=TCUS&utm_medium=inline-link&utm_campaign=newsletter-text&utm_content=coronavirus-help
https://theconversation.com/how-to-make-sure-bidens-infrastructure-plan-can-hold-up-to-climate-change-and-save-money-153869
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Wikimedia

 

Earth’s ecliptic and equatorial planes. NASA 

 

Like the “supermoon” in late April, the one on May 26 is a perigean full moon. Even with the lunar 

nodal cycle in its current phase, cities like Miami should expect some coastal flooding. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Lunar_node#/media/File:Lunar_eclipse_diagram-en.svg
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Lunar_node#/media/File:Lunar_eclipse_diagram-en.svg
https://images.theconversation.com/files/394611/original/file-20210412-13-40jbdy.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/394611/original/file-20210412-13-40jbdy.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://solarsystem.nasa.gov/bosf/images/Celestial-Sphere-with-Ecliptic1.jpg
https://images.theconversation.com/files/394611/original/file-20210412-13-40jbdy.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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This story is part of Oceans 21 

Our series on the global ocean opened with five in depth profiles. Look out for new articles on the 

state of our oceans in the lead up to the UN’s next climate conference, COP26. The series is brought 

to you by The Conversation’s international network. 

 

https://theconversation.com/this-supermoon-has-a-twist-expect-flooding-but-a-lunar-cycle-is-

masking-effects-of-sea-level-rise-

158412?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Science%20Weekly%20%20April%2028%202021%2

0-%201932518913&utm_content=Science%20Weekly%20%20April%2028%202021%20-
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Agriculture has not been a central part of U.S. climate policy in the past, even though climate 

change is altering weather patterns that farmers rely on. Now, however, President Biden has 

directed the U.S. Department of Agriculture (USDA) to develop a climate-smart agriculture and 

forestry strategy. 

As a scientist focusing on agricultural land use and adviser to several farm organizations, I have the 

privilege of working alongside farmers who have figured out how to do just that. I am enthusiastic 

about farmer-led solutions to climate change. What does this look like? 

Restore strips of native plants around farm fields 

Plants remove carbon from the atmosphere as they grow, and soil can soak up carbon and store it. 

These abilities are key to climate solutions that crop farmers can readily deploy today. 

Seeding narrow strips of land within and around crop fields with native plants is an effective and 

affordable way to make farming more climate-friendly. Iowa State University’s STRIPS Project has 

shown that this technique reduces erosion and nutrient loss from soil and supports birds and 

insects. 

No consuma noticias, entiéndalas. 

Suscribirme al boletín 

Prairie strips can reduce emissions of nitrous oxide, a greenhouse gas 298 times more potent than 

carbon dioxide. Nitrous oxide emissions vary widely across agricultural landscapes and over time, 

but the largest contributions are associated with poorly drained croplands. 

Nitrous oxide forms under anaerobic conditions – environments without oxygen, such as low-lying 

wet areas of farm fields, where it is produced by soil microbes. The easiest way to keep it from 

forming is to avoid fertilizing these areas, which amounts to feeding the microbes. 

Prairie strips help reduce nitrous oxide emissions by soaking up nitrogen fertilizer that runs off of 

adjacent cropland. They also can store carbon in soil in two ways: by trapping sediment moving 

down slopes, and by removing carbon dioxide from the atmosphere through photosynthesis and 

storing this carbon in plant roots and soil. 

‘Prairie strips’ integrate native grasses into row crop fields, bringing many environmental benefits. 

https://nca2018.globalchange.gov/chapter/10/
https://www.whitehouse.gov/briefing-room/statements-releases/2021/01/27/fact-sheet-president-biden-takes-executive-actions-to-tackle-the-climate-crisis-at-home-and-abroad-create-jobs-and-restore-scientific-integrity-across-federal-government/
https://www.whitehouse.gov/briefing-room/statements-releases/2021/01/27/fact-sheet-president-biden-takes-executive-actions-to-tackle-the-climate-crisis-at-home-and-abroad-create-jobs-and-restore-scientific-integrity-across-federal-government/
https://scholar.google.com/citations?user=-6bpfYUAAAAJ&hl=en
https://www.nrem.iastate.edu/research/STRIPS/
https://doi.org/10.2136/sssaj2014.05.0221
https://www.epa.gov/ghgemissions/overview-greenhouse-gases#nitrous-oxide
https://doi.org/10.1029/2018JG004629
https://www.nature.com/scitable/knowledge/library/the-nitrogen-cycle-processes-players-and-human-15644632/
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Prairie strips are among the least expensive conservation practices  available to farmers. This is 

especially true if the land they occupy is enrolled in the Conservation Reserve Program, which pays 

farmers to take environmentally sensitive land out of production and conserve it for other 

purposes. 

Installing prairie strips has qualified for Conservation Reserve Program funding since 2019. 

Colleagues and I estimate that via this route, they cost US$8 yearly per acre of cropland treated. 

A recent survey found that about half of Iowa farmers were willing to install prairie strips if they 

could access federal funds. 

On April 21, 2021, Agriculture Secretary Tom Vilsack announced that the agency will expand 

Conservation Reserve Program enrollment and offer higher payment rates for participating. The 

department is also creating a new Climate-Smart Practice Incentive to promote strategies that 

sequester carbon and reduce greenhouse gas emissions. I hope this measure will promote national 

awareness of prairie strips, which today are known mainly in Iowa and neighboring states. 

Turn soggy spots into wetlands 

Since nitrous oxide emissions come mainly from wet zones, letting these areas remain as wetlands 

is another climate-smart strategy. Soggy areas tend to yield poorly in most years, and farmers 

rarely recoup their investment in cropping them. However, wetlands can be troublesome to farm 

around, which is why many farmers try to drain and farm through them. 

But healthy wetlands also provide benefits: They sequester carbon, store and filter water and 

provide crucial habitat for mammals, birds, frogs and other organisms. The Agriculture 

Department’s new Climate-Smart Practice Incentive will support wetland restoration on 

agricultural lands. 

Another USDA initiative, the Farmable Wetland Program, pays farmers to take previously farmed 

wetlands and buffer areas out of production for 10 or more years. Enrollment is currently capped 

at 1 million acres. A climate-smart agricultural policy could expand the program by removing the 

acreage cap and boosting incentive payments. 

https://doi.org/10.1007/s00267-013-0106-9
https://www.fsa.usda.gov/programs-and-services/conservation-programs/conservation-reserve-program/
https://www.fsa.usda.gov/Assets/USDA-FSA-Public/usdafiles/FactSheets/2019/crp_clear_initiative_prairie_strip_practice-fact_sheet.pdf
https://store.extension.iastate.edu/Product/15222
https://store.extension.iastate.edu/product/16071
https://www.fsa.usda.gov/news-room/news-releases/2021/usda-expands-and-renews-conservation-reserve-program-in-effort-to-boost-enrollment-and-address-climate-change
https://www.fsa.usda.gov/news-room/news-releases/2021/usda-expands-and-renews-conservation-reserve-program-in-effort-to-boost-enrollment-and-address-climate-change
https://www.instagram.com/p/CMu4AtbjU8W/
https://doi.org/10.1890/09-0216.1
https://doi.org/10.1890/09-0216.1
https://www.fsa.usda.gov/programs-and-services/conservation-programs/farmable-wetlands/index
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A prairie wetland in Minnesota, formerly part of a crop field (left) and restored to provide habitat 

for water birds (right). Shawn Papon/USFWS, CC BY 

Promote perennial crops, especially grasses 

All crops are not equal when it comes to mitigating climate change and conserving the 

environment. Perennials – including various types of grasses, shrubs and trees – provide more 

ecological benefits  than annual crops like corn, wheat and soybeans. But they receive less 

government support. 

Just like annual garden plants, annual crops must be replanted every year. Perennial crops live for 

multiple seasons, so raising them requires fewer climate-warming inputs, such as fertilizer and fuel 

to power tractors. These crops develop deep roots that soak up water in soggy spots and help 

stabilize soil on sloping land. 

Many fruits, vegetables and forage crops are perennials. Examples include apples, alfalfa, grapes 

and asparagus. Researchers are working to develop perennial versions of grains, legumes and 

oilseeds such as sunflowers. 

There are many opportunities to expand cultivation of perennial crops. Grasses and forbs – 

flowering plants with stems and leaves, such as bee balm – are less expensive to establish and 

grow than woody crops like willow, and offer farmers more management flexibility. 

I direct a transdisciplinary team called C-CHANGE, funded by USDA, that is working with farmers to 

create and expand market-based value chains for perennial grasses. We are helping farmers plant 

https://images.theconversation.com/files/397391/original/file-20210427-23-s7o0cp.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/397391/original/file-20210427-23-s7o0cp.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://flic.kr/p/EUaPjP
http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by/4.0/
https://doi.org/10.1017/S1742170512000385
https://doi.org/10.1017/S1742170512000385
https://landinstitute.org/our-work/perennial-crops/
https://doi.org/10.1017/S1742170512000385
https://www.dupageforest.org/plants-wildlife/plants/forbs
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Monarda
https://cchange.research.iastate.edu/
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mixtures of native perennial grasses and forbs to build soil health where it has been eroded and 

protect environmentally sensitive areas. 

The grasses can ultimately be harvested and processed in biodigesters – devices that break down 

organic materials to produce energy – along with manure or food waste. This cycle will yield 

electricity or biomethane from renewable sources that can displace fossil-based energy sources on 

or off of farms. It also will produce liquid and solid materials that can be used as organic fertilizers, 

along with other valuable products. 

Replacing fertilizer made from synthetic nitrogen is important for the climate because making it 

consumes enormous quantities of natural gas and releases methane into the atmosphere. 

Methane is another powerful greenhouse gas, 25 times more potent than carbon dioxide. 

Biodigestion is widely used in Europe but underdeveloped in the U.S. We expect that the value 

chain we’re creating will embed it in a larger cycle that creates a market for protective perennial 

crops, reduces fossil fuel use and returns carbon to the soil. 

The Agriculture Department’s Rural Energy for America Program provides grants and loans that 

can be used to support biodigester construction on farms. Expanding this program, which 

currently is funded at $50 million yearly through 2022, and making biodigesters a priority, is 

another climate-friendly opportunity. 

When I think of climate-smart agriculture, I picture farmlands with lots of perennial vegetation 

smartly integrated as prairie strips, wetlands and crops. Federal policies and programs that can 

make such landscapes a reality are already in place. With concerted efforts and investments, they 

could be expanded to achieve a pace and scale that will help address climate change. 
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Heraclitus 

by James Wright 

Issue no. 62 (Summer 1975) 

My beautiful America, vast in its brutality, and brutal in its vastness. All the way from Paris to 

Vienna takes less time to find than all the way from New York to Pittsburgh, where Duquesne 

University had a beautiful football team when I was a boy. 

One evening beside the river, only its name. Only one river, the Ohio, that is the loneliest river in 

the world. 

Patsy di Franco sank down into the time of the river and stayed, Joe Bumbico jumped naked into 

the suck hole and dragged up Harry Schultz. I started to cry. 

A cop gouged his fists into Harry’s kidneys. He must have thought they were lungs. 

  Harry couldn’t talk plain. 

  Harry puked. 

  I loved Harry, he was one of my best friends. 

  Harry, Harry, 

  Are you still alive? 

  Who? Me? I ain’t not. 

I swam all the way across the Ohio River with my friends alone. Me and Junior and Elwood and 

Shamba and Crumb. We made it all the way across to West Virginia. 

I was only a boy. 

I swam all the way through a tear on a dead face. 

America is dead. 

And it is the only country I had. 

Harry. Harry, 

Are you still alive?. 
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