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Winter is supposed to be the best season for wind power – the winds are stronger, and since air density 

increases as the temperature drops, more force is pushing on the blades. But winter also comes with a 

problem: freezing weather. 

Even light icing can produce enough surface roughness on wind turbine blades to reduce their aerodynamic 

efficiency, which reduces the amount of power they can produce, as Texas experienced in February. 

Frequent severe icing can cut a wind farm’s annual energy production by over 20%, costing the industry 

hundreds of millions of dollars. Power loss isn’t the only problem from icing, either. The uneven way ice 

forms on blades can create imbalances, causing a turbine’s parts to wear out more quickly. It can also induce 

vibrations that cause the turbines to shut down. In the case of extreme icing, restarting turbines may not be 

possible for hours and potentially days. 

The solution is obvious: de-ice the blades, or find a way to keep ice from forming in the first place. So far, 

however, most of the strategies for keeping ice off wind turbines blades come from aviation. And airplane 

wings and wind turbines are built differently and operate under very different conditions. 

No consuma noticias, entiéndalas. 

Suscribirme al boletín 

I am an aerospace and mechanical engineer, and my colleagues and I have been studying wind turbine icing 

physics over the past 10 years and exploring better solutions for turbine icing protection. 

Not all ice is the same 

Ice isn’t the same everywhere. It may come from precipitation, clouds or frost. It also freezes in different 

ways in different climates. 

For example, rime icing, formed when tiny, supercooled water droplets hit the surface, usually occurs in 

regions with relative dry air and colder temperatures, under 20 F. That’s what we typically see in Iowa and 

other Midwest states in the winter. 

https://community.ieawind.org/HigherLogic/System/DownloadDocumentFile.ashx?DocumentFileKey=04b5c3d8-9a6f-7d9a-c1d6-aa848027ca1d
https://doi.org/10.1002/wene.170
https://doi.org/10.1016/j.rser.2007.11.009
https://doi.org/10.1016/j.rser.2007.11.009
https://www.windpowerengineering.com/the-cold-hard-truth-about-ice-on-turbine-blades/
https://www.skekraft.se/english_pages/wind-power/#box-no-8
https://www.aere.iastate.edu/~huhui/resume.html
https://www.aere.iastate.edu/~huhui/WT-icing.html
https://www.aere.iastate.edu/~huhui/WT-icing.html
https://doi.org/10.1016/j.renene.2019.03.112
https://www.mprnews.org/story/2018/12/10/winter-magic-the-beauty-of-freezing-fog-rime-ice-and-hoar-frost
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Comparing rime ice and glaze ice shows how each changes the texture of the blade. Gao, Liu and Hu, 

2021, CC BY-ND 

Glaze icing is associated with much wetter air and warmer temperatures and is commonly seen on the 

Northeast coast. This is the worst type of ice for wind turbine blades. It forms complicated ice shapes because 

of its wet nature, which results in more power loss. It’s also likely what formed in Texas in February 2021 

when the cold air from the north collided with the moist air from the Gulf Coast. While the majority of the 

power shut down by the storm was from natural gas, coal or nuclear, wind turbines also struggled. 

Tempests in a wind tunnel 

Building a wind power operation that can thrive in icy conditions requires a keen understanding of the 

underlying physics, both of how ice forms and the performance degradation that results from ice building up 

on turbine blades. 

To explore those forces, we use a special wind tunnel that can demonstrate how ice forms on samples of 

turbine blades, and fly camera-equipped drones. 

Using the Icing Research Tunnel at Iowa State University, my team has been replicating the complex 3D 

shapes of ice forming on turbine blade models in different environments to study how they affect the wind 

and the blades. Ice can create massive airflow separation. In airplanes, that’s a dangerous situation that can 

cause them to stall. In wind turbines, it reduces their rotation speed and the amount of power they can 

produce. 

https://images.theconversation.com/files/387756/original/file-20210304-19-1a932zy.png?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/387756/original/file-20210304-19-1a932zy.png?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nd/4.0/
https://glossary.ametsoc.org/wiki/Glaze
https://www.reuters.com/article/uk-factcheck-texas-wind-turbines-explain/fact-check-the-causes-for-texas-blackout-go-well-beyond-wind-turbines-idUSKBN2AJ2EI
https://www.aere.iastate.edu/facilities/icing-wind-tunnel/
https://doi.org/10.1016/j.renene.2018.10.032
https://doi.org/10.1016/j.renene.2020.12.014
https://images.theconversation.com/files/387756/original/file-20210304-19-1a932zy.png?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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Ice buildup changes air flow around the turbine blade, which can slow it down. The top photos show ice 

forming after 10 minutes at different temperatures in the Wind Research Tunnel. The lower measurements 

show airflow separation as ice accumulates. Icing Research Tunnel of Iowa State University, CC BY-ND 

We also study wind turbines in operation around the country as they face some of their toughest conditions. 

Using drones equipped with high-resolution digital cameras, we can hover in front of 80-meter-high wind 

turbines and take photos of the ice right after it forms on the blades. Pairing that with the turbine’s production 

data shows us how the ice influences power production. 

While ice can form over the entire span of the blade, much more ice is found near the tips. After one 30-hour 

icing event, we found ice as much as a foot thick. Despite the high wind, the ice-heavy turbines rotated much 

slower and even shut down. The turbines produced only 20% of their normal power over that period. 

 

How ice builds up on the tips of turbine blades. Gao, Liu and Hu, 2021, CC BY-ND 

Keeping ice off blades 

https://www.aere.iastate.edu/facilities/icing-wind-tunnel/
http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nd/4.0/
https://doi.org/10.1016/j.renene.2020.12.014
https://doi.org/10.1016/j.renene.2020.12.014
https://www.sciencedirect.com/science/article/abs/pii/S0960148120319406
http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nd/4.0/
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There are a few reasons the strategies that effectively keep ice off aircraft wings aren’t as effective for wind 

turbine blades. 

One is the materials they are made of. While aircraft wings are typically made of metals like aluminum alloy, 

utility-scale wind turbines are made of polymer-based composites. Metal conducts heat more effectively, so 

thermal-based systems that circulate heat are more effective in airplane wings. Polymer-based turbine blades 

are also more likely to get covered by dust and insect collisions, which can change the smoothness of the 

blade surface and slow water running off the blade, promoting ice formation. 

Wind turbines are also more prone to encounters with freezing rain and other low-altitude, high-water-content 

environments, such as ocean spray for offshore wind turbines. 

Most current wind turbine anti-icing and de-icing methods remove ice buildup through electric heating or 

blowing hot air inside. Heating these massive areas, which are many times larger than airplane wings, adds to 

the cost of the turbine and is inefficient and energy-consuming. Composite-based turbine blades can also be 

easily damaged by overheating. And there’s another problem: Water from melting ice may simply run back 

and refreeze elsewhere. 

Another strategy in cold-weather regions is to use surface coatings that repel water or prevent ice from 

sticking. However, none of the coatings has been able to eliminate ice completely, especially in critical 

regions near the blades’ leading edges. 

A better solution 

My team has been developing a novel method that uses elements of both technologies. By heating just the 

critical regions – particularly the blades’ leading edges — and using water- and ice-repelling coatings, we 

were able to reduce the amount of heat needed and the risk of running back water to refreeze over the blade 

surfaces. The result effectively prevents ice from forming on the entire surfaces of turbine blades. 

In comparison to the conventional brute-force surface-heating methods, our hybrid strategy also used much 

less power, resulting in up to 80% energy savings. Without ice to slow it down, the turbines can produce more 

power through the winter. 

Worldwide, nearly 800 gigawatts of wind power have been installed so far, including over 110 gigawatts in 

the U.S. alone. As the market quickly grows and wind power supplants higher-polluting energy sources, de-

icing and ice-proofing strategies are becoming essential. 

https://theconversation.com/the-science-behind-frozen-wind-turbines-and-how-to-keep-them-spinning-

through-the-winter-

156520?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=The%20science%20behind%20frozen%20wind%20turbines%20%20and%20how%20to%20keep%20the

m%20spinning%20through%20the%20winter 

https://doi.org/10.1038/35083698
https://doi.org/10.1016/j.ijmultiphaseflow.2020.103254
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=8heUjOsUoBI
https://doi.org/10.1016/j.renene.2020.10.013
https://doi.org/10.1016/j.renene.2019.03.112
https://www.climateaction.org/news/global-wind-power-capacity-to-surpass-800-gw-by-2021
https://cleantechnica.com/2021/03/03/the-united-states-installed-more-wind-turbine-capacity-in-2020-than-in-any-other-year/amp/
https://cleantechnica.com/2021/03/03/the-united-states-installed-more-wind-turbine-capacity-in-2020-than-in-any-other-year/amp/
https://theconversation.com/the-science-behind-frozen-wind-turbines-and-how-to-keep-them-spinning-through-the-winter-156520?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=The%20science%20behind%20frozen%20wind%20turbines%20%20and%20how%20to%20keep%20them%20spinning%20through%20the%20winter
https://theconversation.com/the-science-behind-frozen-wind-turbines-and-how-to-keep-them-spinning-through-the-winter-156520?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=The%20science%20behind%20frozen%20wind%20turbines%20%20and%20how%20to%20keep%20them%20spinning%20through%20the%20winter
https://theconversation.com/the-science-behind-frozen-wind-turbines-and-how-to-keep-them-spinning-through-the-winter-156520?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=The%20science%20behind%20frozen%20wind%20turbines%20%20and%20how%20to%20keep%20them%20spinning%20through%20the%20winter
https://theconversation.com/the-science-behind-frozen-wind-turbines-and-how-to-keep-them-spinning-through-the-winter-156520?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=The%20science%20behind%20frozen%20wind%20turbines%20%20and%20how%20to%20keep%20them%20spinning%20through%20the%20winter
https://theconversation.com/the-science-behind-frozen-wind-turbines-and-how-to-keep-them-spinning-through-the-winter-156520?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=The%20science%20behind%20frozen%20wind%20turbines%20%20and%20how%20to%20keep%20them%20spinning%20through%20the%20winter
https://theconversation.com/the-science-behind-frozen-wind-turbines-and-how-to-keep-them-spinning-through-the-winter-156520?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=The%20science%20behind%20frozen%20wind%20turbines%20%20and%20how%20to%20keep%20them%20spinning%20through%20the%20winter
https://theconversation.com/the-science-behind-frozen-wind-turbines-and-how-to-keep-them-spinning-through-the-winter-156520?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=The%20science%20behind%20frozen%20wind%20turbines%20%20and%20how%20to%20keep%20them%20spinning%20through%20the%20winter
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Child of Glass: A Soulful Italian Illustrated Meditation on How to Live with Our Human Fragility 

A subtle celebration of the terrifying tenderness that makes life barely survivable but also makes it worth 

living. 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

“To be a good human being is to have a kind of openness to the world, an ability to trust uncertain things 

beyond your own control,” philosopher Martha Nussbaum observed in contemplating how to live with our 

human fragility. The monumental challenge, however, is that of sculpting such trusting openness from the 

messy elemental vulnerability of being human, at times too tender to bear the world with all the 

uncontrollable invasions of its chaos and uncertainty, invasions that so often make us feel like we are about to 

shatter beyond repair. 

To be a complete human being is to befriend the fear of fragility, intimate and menacing as it is — the work 

of a lifetime that begins in those most formative and fragile years when we first become aware of a world 

separate from ourselves, a world we must live in, a separateness we must live with, and somehow remain 

whole. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/03/14/martha-nussbaum-bill-moyers-world-of-ideas/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/03/14/martha-nussbaum-bill-moyers-world-of-ideas/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703038/braipick-20
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How to befriend that fear is what Italian artist and children’s book author Beatrice Alemagna explores with 

great allegorical deftness and tenderness in Child of Glass (public library) — a long-belated addition to the 

loveliest children’s books of its year. 

 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703038/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/child-of-glass/oclc/1193467128&referer=brief_results
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/12/16/favorite-childrens-books-of-2019/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/12/16/favorite-childrens-books-of-2019/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703038/braipick-20
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With its undertone of magical realism, the story, translated and published in English by the indefatigable 

Claudia Zoe Bedrick of Enchanted Lion, begins in a small European village, with the astonishing birth of a 

child of glass — a baby girl named Gisele. 

With her large, lovely eyes, the luminous Gisele learns to live with her strange condition of total transparency, 

blending into the landscape and the city, changing color with the setting sun “and shimmering like a thousand 

mirrors beneath the moon.” 

https://www.brainpickings.org/tag/enchanted-lion/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703038/braipick-20
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As word of this living marvel spreads throughout the village and beyond, people make pilgrimages from all 

over the world — to see her, to touch her, to ask the well-meaning, rude questions about whether her parents 

have insured her and how she can be patented. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703038/braipick-20
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http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703038/braipick-20
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http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703038/braipick-20
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But Gisele’s own deepest fear is not about the fragility of physical breakage — it is the savage vulnerability 

of being completely transparent, her inner world completely unprotected from the ceaseless invasions of the 

outer world, her thoughts and feelings, even the most disquieting anxieties and most private terrors, visible 

like a colossal ever-changing collage. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703038/braipick-20
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http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703038/braipick-20
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Here, the genius of the physical book, untranslatable to a screen, steps in to magnify the sensitivity of the 

story with a syncopation of translucent and solid pages. Transparencies of Gisele’s face layer different mood-

states to render the composite confusion of her being (as we all are) half-opaque to herself but her also being 

(as we only imagine ourselves to be) wholly transparent to the world. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703038/braipick-20
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http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703038/braipick-20
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Alarmed by the visible darkness flitting across her mindscape as it flits invisibly through all of ours, the 

villagers turn on Gisele, begin scolding and shaming her. Unable to take the abuse, Gisele, “sparkling and 

luminous, sensitive and transparent,” packs her suitcase, kisses her goodbye parents, and leaves. 

But wherever she goes, carrying her fragile transparency and the unbearable cargo of the attendant 

vulnerability, she encounters the same. 

Eventually, she realizes that her only salvation lies not in changing the world’s orientation to her but in 

changing her own orientation to her condition, which in turn changes her interchange with the world. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703038/braipick-20
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http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703038/braipick-20
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The story resolves in a soulful reminder that there is no cure for our fragility — there is only the courage of 

not merely living with it but embracing it as a wellspring of the tenderness that makes life worth living. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703038/braipick-20
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http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703038/braipick-20
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http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703038/braipick-20
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Couple Child of Glass, the touching and tactile loveliness of which the screen only diminishes, with 

Alemagna’s wondrous illustrated celebration of the rewards of nature and solitude in the age of screens, then 

revisit her visual serenade to the joy of reading accompanying Adam Gopnik’s letter to children in A Velocity 

of Being: Letters to a Young Reader. 

Illustration by Beatrice Alemagna courtesy of Enchanted Lion Books; photographs by Maria Popova 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2021/01/06/beatrice-alemagna-child-of-

glass/?mc_cid=c0c757aba3&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703038/braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/12/13/on-a-magical-do-nothing-day/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/20/a-velocity-of-being-letters-to-a-young-reader/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/20/a-velocity-of-being-letters-to-a-young-reader/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2021/01/06/beatrice-alemagna-child-of-glass/?mc_cid=c0c757aba3&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2021/01/06/beatrice-alemagna-child-of-glass/?mc_cid=c0c757aba3&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703038/braipick-20
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How Ernest Hemingway dealt with the Spanish flu pandemic: He was not a denier, he was scarred by it 

The author dodged the peaks of the 1918-'19 pandemic waves by weeks, sometimes days, in Italy. 

Eamonn O'Neill, The Conversation 

Ernest Hemingway at American Red Cross Hospital in Milan, Italy in July 1918. | Buckley, Peter, Ernest, 

Dial Press, New York, 1978 

Earlier this year, as the world came to terms with the coronavirus pandemic, a letter purporting to have been 

written by F Scott Fitzgerald in the midst of the 1918 flu pandemic did the rounds on the internet. It was, of 

course, a parody, but the writing style and notes to his pal Ernest Hemingway meant the letter – unless you 

are a Fitzgerald expert – was pretty convincing: 

At this time, it seems very poignant to avoid all public spaces. Even the bars, as I told Hemingway, but to that 

he punched me in the stomach, to which I asked if he had washed his hands. He had not. He is much the 

denier, that one. Why, he considers the virus to be just influenza. I am curious of his sources.   

Its real author, Nick Farriella, had expertly muddied the tone of Fitzgerald’s language with, some 

contemporary 21st-century concerns, and a dash of the clichéd image of the character we have come to know 

as “Hemingway” – something of a macho bore, brawler and liar. 

ADVERTISEMENT 

https://scroll.in/author/20266
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Ernest_Hemingway,_1918,_American_Red_Cross_Hospital.jpg
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Ernest_Hemingway,_1918,_American_Red_Cross_Hospital.jpg
https://www.mcsweeneys.net/articles/this-side-of-paradise-a-letter-from-f-scott-fitzgerald-quarantined-in-the-south-of-france
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It is unfortunate, but sometimes well-deserved, persona, as I have come to know intimately whilst doing 

research for a new book examining his often ignored, shadowy time spent in London and Europe before and 

after D-Day. 

This was an arguably defining time in his life and career when he was possibly the best-known living writer in 

the world and something of a one-man global commercial brand. Even then, I have discovered that when he 

was in the company of undercover spies and well-known authors (sometimes, like his friend Roald Dahl) he 

could be, by turns, thoughtful, loving, brilliant, brave, embarrassing, abusive and downright nasty. 

An early picture of Ernest Hemingway with his family, 1905. Ernest stands at the far right. Photo credit: John 

F Kennedy Presidential Library and Museum, Boston 

 

For some, the tone of the parody pandemic letter was a brief moment of entertainment because it was the 

return of the cartoonish wild-eyed and comical version of Hemingway from Woody Allen’s Midnight in 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ADwLBOQRmI0
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/Category:Ernest_Hemingway_Photograph_Collection_at_the_John_F._Kennedy_Presidential_Library_and_Museum#/media/File:Ernest_Hemingway_with_Family,_1905.png
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Paris. For others, who knew a little more about Hemingway, it was yet another simplistic attempt to besmirch 

his deeply complex legacy – fake news, you might say. 

Ernest 

Hemingway recuperates from wounds in Milan, 1918. Photo credit: John F Kennedy Presidential Library and  

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ADwLBOQRmI0
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/Category:Ernest_Hemingway_Photograph_Collection_at_the_John_F._Kennedy_Presidential_Library_and_Museum#/media/File:Ernest_Hemingway_with_Family,_1905.png
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Hemingway and the facts 

In fact, Hemingway’s response to the pandemic of 1918-’19 – and later waves too – was very different from 

the parody. The truth is effortlessly stranger and more enigmatic than any fiction. Of course, Hemingway was 

guilty of hyping facts to meet his mantra that fiction could be truer than the truth. But that did not change his 

basic respect for scientific facts and the natural world. 

ADVERTISEMENT 

He was, after all, the dutiful son of a doctor from Oak Park, Illinois who had witnessed first-hand his father’s 

work and used the experiences in his later fictional works. The Hemingway scholar Susan Beegel has shown 

how serious illness, disease, sudden and prolonged death were nothing new to him. He was aware, in humans 

and animals, of the fragility of life. 

The general practitioner’s son later had his own appalling experiences in the first world war, when he 

volunteered for the Red Cross. Bad eyesight meant a normal duty was out of the question, but a determined 

Hemingway used the Red Cross to get to the Italian front line instead. 

Museum, Boston 

Within hours of arriving in Italy, Hemingway was tasked with cleaning up the body parts of victims of 

shelling, a sight he recounted in his controversial short work A Natural History of the Dead, that both 

fascinated and horrified him. Within weeks he would be pulled off a battlefield himself, a bloodied wreck 

more dead than alive, with 228 pieces of shrapnel embedded in his legs. Long days and painful nights of 

touch-and-go recuperation followed. 

Yet later, after shadowing Red Cross nurses, Hemingway wrote about the worst death he ever saw. It had not 

been from a bomb or a bullet: “The only natural death I have ever seen […] was death from Spanish 

influenza. In this you drown in mucus, choking, and how you know the patient is dead is; at the end he shits 

the bed.” 

ADVERTISEMENT 

This horrendous scene was common amidst a global pandemic which had claimed, by December 1919, 50 

million people. There was no coordinated national and international research as we would know it, no 

effective treatment, and certainly no vaccine on the way. Soldiers and volunteers like Hemingway were 

literally swimming in the virus. 

Dodging disease 

https://www.kentstateuniversitypress.com/2020/the-hemingway-society-reprints-love-in-the-time-of-influenza-hemingway-and-the-1918-pandemic/
http://www.24grammata.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/08/Hemingway-A-Natural-History-oft-he-Dead-24grammata.com_.pdf
http://www.24grammata.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/08/Hemingway-A-Natural-History-oft-he-Dead-24grammata.com_.pdf
https://www.cdc.gov/flu/pandemic-resources/1918-pandemic-h1n1.html
https://www.cdc.gov/flu/pandemic-resources/1918-pandemic-h1n1.html
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Ernest, Hadley and Bumby Hemingway, 1926. Photo credit: John F Kennedy Presidential Library and 

Museum, Boston 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ernest_Hemingway
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Yet Hemingway dodged the peaks of the 1918-’19 pandemic waves by weeks, sometimes days, as he 

convalesced in Italy, and then returned to the United States. Once home, he discovered family and friends had 

perished from it. Despite youthful public insouciance, all these experiences privately scarred him, and that 

dying soldier in Italy was never far from his mind. 

According to as his masterful biographer Michael Reynolds, Hemingway’s superstition about death meant 

that “the slightest possibility of flu often sent him scurrying for healthier conditions, for he had a particular 

horror of drowning in his own fluids”. 

Consequently, by 1926 and now living in Paris, when his son Jack, nicknamed “Bumby”, developed a 

“hacking cough”, Hemingway immediately sent him and his wife Hadley off to the clean air and sunshine of 

the Riviera to recover, while he went solo to Spain to work. 

Hadley and Bumby Hemingway arrived at Antibes on May 26, 1926, and the child was immediately 

diagnosed with the infectious – and potentially fatal – whooping cough. Quarantine was called for, so both 

were summarily housed by their hosts, the ever-generous patrons of the arts Sara and Gerald Murphy, in a 

small dwelling near their own 14-roomed Villa America. 

ADVERTISEMENT 

One week later they were moved again, under quarantine conditions, to a hastily vacated Villa Paquita at 

Juan-les-Pins, previously inhabited by Scott and Zelda Fitzgerald, who had zipped off to the safety of another 

coastal retreat. 

To complicate matters, Hemingway’s mistress Pauline Pfeiffer, a chic Paris-based editor at Vogue magazine, 

arrived from Paris, and within 48 hours, they were joined fresh from Madrid by the central figure in this 

peculiar set-up, Hemingway himself. 

For a while, quarantining was all very jolly. By day, Hemingway dedicated himself to editing corrections to 

his soon-to-be bestseller The Sun Also Rises. 

By evening, everyone gathered for socially-distanced cocktails with the Murphys and Fitzgeralds, who stayed 

outside the garden fence. Empty bottles, drained and upended, were mounted like heads on the spiked fence. 

Each one marked another day of quarantine for the Hemingway child. 

ADVERTISEMENT 

It worked – to an extent. 

Quarantine ended when his son got better, though as a precaution he and his nanny were housed nearby, 

leaving Hemingway in a nice hotel with the two women. He pretended he was happy but inevitably, the post-

lockdown arrangement slid into emotional anarchy. Hadley Hemingway and he argued, while Pfeiffer hung 

on for the prize she wanted most – Hemingway himself. It stayed that way as everyone decamped from the 

Riviera to Pamplona, Spain for the annual fiesta. 

https://www.amazon.co.uk/Hemingway-American-Homecoming-Reynolds-1992-12-01/dp/B01K3KFR8G
https://www.theguardian.com/books/2014/sep/22/100-best-novels-sun-also-rises-ernest-hemingway-robert-mccrum
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Within a year of that quarantined summer, the Hemingways were divorced. 

Ernest and Pauline Hemingway, Paris 1927. Photo credit: John F Kennedy Presidential Library and Museum, 

Boston 

In 1937, 11 years later, despite quarantining in Saranac Lake, Upstate New York, Murphy’s 16-year-old son 

Patrick died from tuberculosis. 

Hemingway rose at dawn on July 2, 1961, in Idaho and took his own life. 

The child who had whooping cough in 1926, Jack “Bumby” Hemingway, had a happier outcome than most in 

his family. He became a decorated second world war veteran who survived capture and imprisonment after 

parachuting into Nazi Germany and died peacefully in 2000. 

ADVERTISEMENT 

Eamonn O’Neill is an Associate Professor in Journalism at Edinburgh Napier University. 

https://theconversation.com/profiles/eamonn-oneill-156427
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/Category:Ernest_Hemingway_Photograph_Collection_at_the_John_F._Kennedy_Presidential_Library_and_Museum#/media/File:Ernest_and_Pauline_Hemingway,_Paris,_1927.jpg


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 560  may  2021 

 

32 

This article first appeared on The Conversation. 

Support our journalism by subscribing to Scroll+. We welcome your comments at letters@scroll.in. 

 

https://scroll.in/article/982434/how-ernest-hemingway-dealt-with-the-spanish-flu-pandemic-he-was-not-a-

denier-he-was-scarred-by-it 

  

https://theconversation.com/how-ernest-hemingway-really-responded-to-the-spanish-flu-pandemic-152264
https://scroll.in/subscribe?utm_source=internal&utm_medium=scroll_article&utm_campaign=article_footer
mailto:?Subject=How%20Ernest%20Hemingway%20dealt%20with%20the%20Spanish%20flu%20pandemic%3A%20He%20was%20not%20a%20denier%2C%20he%20was%20scarred%20by%20it&to=letters@scroll.in
https://scroll.in/article/982434/how-ernest-hemingway-dealt-with-the-spanish-flu-pandemic-he-was-not-a-denier-he-was-scarred-by-it
https://scroll.in/article/982434/how-ernest-hemingway-dealt-with-the-spanish-flu-pandemic-he-was-not-a-denier-he-was-scarred-by-it
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A Telephone Call 

by Dorothy Parker 

 

American 

Telephone & Telegraph, Modern telephone service, 1920 

PLEASE, God, let him telephone me now. Dear God, let him call me now. I won't ask anything else of You, 

truly I won't. It isn't very much to ask. It would be so little to You, God, such a little, little thing. Only let him 

telephone now. Please, God. Please, please, please. 

If I didn't think about it, maybe the telephone might ring. Sometimes it does that. If I could think of something 

else. If I could think of something else. Knobby if I counted five hundred by fives, it might ring by that time. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/dorothy-parker
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I'll count slowly. I won't cheat. And if it rings when I get to three hundred, I won't stop; I won't answer it until 

I get to five hundred. Five, ten, fifteen, twenty, twenty-five, thirty, thirty-five, forty, forty-five, fifty.... Oh, 

please ring. Please. 

This is the last time I'll look at the clock. I will not look at it again. It's ten minutes past seven. He said he 

would telephone at five o'clock. "I'll call you at five, darling." I think that's where he said "darling." I'm 

almost sure he said it there. I know he called me "darling" twice, and the other time was when he said good-

by. "Good-by, darling." He was busy, and he can't say much in the office, but he called me "darling" twice. 

He couldn't have minded my calling him up. I know you shouldn't keep telephoning them--I know they don't 

like that. When you do that they know you are thinking about them and wanting them, and that makes them 

hate you. But I hadn't talked to him in three days-not in three days. And all I did was ask him how he was; it 

was just the way anybody might have called him up. He couldn't have minded that. He couldn't have thought I 

was bothering him. "No, of course you're not," he said. And he said he'd telephone me. He didn't have to say 

that. I didn't ask him to, truly I didn't. I'm sure I didn't. I don't think he would say he'd telephone me, and then 

just never do it. Please don't let him do that, God. Please don't. 

"I'll call you at five, darling." "Good-by, darling.,' He was busy, and he was in a hurry, and there were people 

around him, but he called me "darling" twice. That's mine, that's mine. I have that, even if I never see him 

again. Oh, but that's so little. That isn't enough. Nothing's enough, if I never see him again. Please let me see 

him again, God. Please, I want him so much. I want him so much. I'll be good, God. I will try to be better, I 

will, If you will let me see him again. If You will let him telephone me. Oh, let him telephone me now. 

Ah, don't let my prayer seem too little to You, God. You sit up there, so white and old, with all the angels 

about You and the stars slipping by. And I come to You with a prayer about a telephone call. Ah, don't laugh, 

God. You see, You don't know how it feels. You're so safe, there on Your throne, with the blue swirling under 

You. Nothing can touch You; no one can twist Your heart in his hands. This is suffering, God, this is bad, bad 

suffering. Won't You help me? For Your Son's sake, help me. You said You would do whatever was asked of 

You in His name. Oh, God, in the name of Thine only beloved Son, Jesus Christ, our Lord, let him telephone 

me now. 

I must stop this. I mustn't be this way. Look. Suppose a young man says he'll call a girl up, and then 

something happens, and he doesn't. That isn't so terrible, is it? Why, it's gong on all over the world, right this 

minute. Oh, what do I care what's going on all over the world? Why can't that telephone ring? Why can't it, 

why can't it? Couldn't you ring? Ah, please, couldn't you? You damned, ugly, shiny thing. It would hurt you 

to ring, wouldn't it? Oh, that would hurt you. Damn you, I'll pull your filthy roots out of the wall, I'll smash 

your smug black face in little bits. Damn you to hell. 

No, no, no. I must stop. I must think about something else. This is what I'll do. I'll put the clock in the other 

room. Then I can't look at it. If I do have to look at it, then I'll have to walk into the bedroom, and that will be 

something to do. Maybe, before I look at it again, he will call me. I'll be so sweet to him, if he calls me. If he 

says he can't see me tonight, I'll say, "Why, that's all right, dear. Why, of course it's all right." I'll be the way I 

was when I first met him. Then maybe he'll like me again. I was always sweet, at first. Oh, it's so easy to be 

sweet to people before you love them. 
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I think he must still like me a little. He couldn't have called me "darling" twice today, if he didn't still like me 

a little. It isn't all gone, if he still likes me a little; even if it's only a little, little bit. You see, God, if You 

would just let him telephone me, I wouldn't have to ask You anything more. I would be sweet to him, I would 

be gay, I would be just the way I used to be, and then he would love me again. And then I would never have 

to ask You for anything more. Don't You see, God? So won't You please let him telephone me? Won't You 

please, please, please? 

Are You punishing me, God, because I've been bad? Are You angry with me because I did that? Oh, but, 

God, there are so many bad people --You could not be hard only to me. And it wasn't very bad; it couldn't 

have been bad. We didn't hurt anybody, God. Things are only bad when they hurt people. We didn't hurt one 

single soul; You know that. You know it wasn't bad, don't You, God? So won't You let him telephone me 

now? 

If he doesn't telephone me, I'll know God is angry with me. I'll count five hundred by fives, and if he hasn't 

called me then, I will know God isn't going to help me, ever again. That will be the sign. Five, ten, fifteen, 

twenty, twenty-five, thirty, thirty-five, forty, forty-five, fifty, fifty-five. . . It was bad. I knew it was bad. All 

right, God, send me to hell. You think You're frightening me with Your hell, don't You? You think. Your hell 

is worse than mine. 

I mustn't. I mustn't do this. Suppose he's a little late calling me up --that's nothing to get hysterical about. 

Maybe he isn't going to call--maybe he's coming straight up here without telephoning. He'll be cross if he sees 

I have been crying. They don't like you to cry. He doesn't cry. I wish to God I could make him cry. I wish I 

could make him cry and tread the floor and feel his heart heavy and big and festering in him. I wish I could 

hurt him like hell. 

He doesn't wish that about me. I don't think he even knows how he makes me feel. I wish he could know, 

without my telling him. They don't like you to tell them they've made you cry. They don't like you to tell them 

you're unhappy because of them. If you do, they think you're possessive and exacting. And then they hate you. 

They hate you whenever you say anything you really think. You always have to keep playing little games. Oh, 

I thought we didn't have to; I thought this was so big I could say whatever I meant. I guess you can't, ever. I 

guess there isn't ever anything big enough for that. Oh, if he would just telephone, I wouldn't tell him I had 

been sad about him. They hate sad people. I would be so sweet and so gay, he couldn't help but like me. If he 

would only telephone. If he would only telephone. 

Maybe that's what he is doing. Maybe he is coming on here without calling me up. Maybe he's on his way 

now. Something might have happened to him. No, nothing could ever happen to him. I can't picture anything 

happening to him. I never picture him run over. I never see him lying still and long and dead. I wish he were 

dead. That's a terrible wish. That's a lovely wish. If he were dead, he would be mine. If he were dead, I would 

never think of now and the last few weeks. I would remember only the lovely times. It would be all beautiful. 

I wish he were dead. I wish he were dead, dead, dead. 

This is silly. It's silly to go wishing people were dead just because they don't call you up the very minute they 

said they would. Maybe the clock's fast; I don't know whether it's right. Maybe he's hardly late at all. 

Anything could have made him a little late. Maybe he had to stay at his office. Maybe he went home, to call 

me up from there, and somebody came in. He doesn't like to telephone me in front of people. Maybe he's 
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worried, just alittle, little bit, about keeping me waiting. He might even hope that I would call him up. I could 

do that. I could telephone him. 

I mustn't. I mustn't, I mustn't. Oh, God, please don't let me telephone him. Please keep me from doing that. I 

know, God, just as well as You do, that if he were worried about me, he'd telephone no matter where he was 

or how many people there were around him. Please make me know that, God. I don't ask YOU to make it easy 

for me--You can't do that, for all that You could make a world. Only let me know it, God. Don't let me go on 

hoping. Don't let me say comforting things to myself. Please don't let me hope, dear God. Please don't. 

I won't telephone him. I'll never telephone him again as long as I live. He'll rot in hell, before I'll call him up. 

You don't have to give me strength, God; I have it myself. If he wanted me, he could get me. He knows where 

I ram. He knows I'm waiting here. He's so sure of me, so sure. I wonder why they hate you, as soon as they 

are sure of you. I should think it would be so sweet to be sure. 

It would be so easy to telephone him. Then I'd know. Maybe it wouldn't be a foolish thing to do. Maybe he 

wouldn't mind. Maybe he'd like it. Maybe he has been trying to get me. Sometimes people try and try to get 

you on the telephone, and they say the number doesn't answer. I'm not just saying that to help myself; that 

really happens. You know that really happens, God. Oh, God, keep me away from that telephone. Kcep me 

away. Let me still have just a little bit of pride. I think I'm going to need it, God. I think it will be all I'll have. 

Oh, what does pride matter, when I can't stand it if I don't talk to him? Pride like that is such a silly, shabby 

little thing. The real pride, the big pride, is in having no pride. I'm not saying that just because I want to call 

him. I am not. That's true, I know that's true. I will be big. I will be beyond little prides. 

Please, God, keep me from, telephoning him. Please, God. 

I don't see what pride has to do with it. This is such a little thing, for me to be bringing in pride, for me to be 

making such a fuss about. I may have misunderstood him. Maybe he said for me to call him up, at five. "Call 

me at five, darling." He could have said that, perfectly well. It's so possible that I didn't hear him right. "Call 

me at five, darling." I'm almost sure that's what he said. God, don't let me talk this way to myself. Make me 

know, please make me know. 

I'll think about something else. I'll just sit quietly. If I could sit still. If I could sit still. Maybe I could read. Oh, 

all the books are about people who love each other, truly and sweetly. What do they want to write about that 

for? Don't they know it isn't true? Don't they know it's a lie, it's a God damned lie? What do they have to tell 

about that for, when they know how it hurts? Damn them, damn them, damn them. 

I won't. I'll be quiet. This is nothing to get excited about. Look. Suppose he were someone I didn't know very 

well. Suppose he were another girl. Then I d just telephone and say, "Well, for goodness' sake, what happened 

to you?" That's what I'd do, and I'd never even think about it. Why can't I be casual and natural, just because I 

love him? I can be. Honestly, I can be. I'll call him up, and be so easy and pleasant. You see if I won't, God. 

Oh, don't let me call him. Don't, don't, don't. 
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God, aren't You really going to let him call me? Are You sure, God? Couldn't You please relent? Couldn't 

You? I don't even ask You to let him telephone me this minute, God; only let him do it in a little while. I'll 

count five hundred by fives. I'll do it so slowly and so fairly. If he hasn't telephoned then, I'll call him. I will. 

Oh, please, dear God, dear kind God, my blessed Father in Heaven, let him call before then. Please, God. 

Please. 

Five, ten, fifteen, twenty, twentyfive, thirty, thirty-five.... 

Study reveals how egg cells get so big 

https://americanliterature.com/author/dorothy-parker/short-story/a-telephone-call 
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Oocyte growth relies on physical phenomena that drive smaller cells to dump their contents into a 

larger cell 

Massachusetts Institute of Technology 

The process of egg formation in fruit flies relies on physical phenomena analogous to the exchange of gases 

between balloons of different sizes, according to a new study by biologists and mathematicians. 

 

 

Egg cell illustration (stock image). 

Credit: © Jezper / stock.adobe.com 

Egg cells are by far the largest cells produced by most organisms. In humans, they are several times larger 

than a typical body cell and about 10,000 times larger than sperm cells. 

There's a reason why egg cells, or oocytes, are so big: They need to accumulate enough nutrients to support a 

growing embryo after fertilization, plus mitochondria to power all of that growth. However, biologists don't 

yet understand the full picture of how egg cells become so large. 

A new study in fruit flies, by a team of MIT biologists and mathematicians, reveals that the process through 

which the oocyte grows significantly and rapidly before fertilization relies on physical phenomena analogous 

to the exchange of gases between balloons of different sizes. Specifically, the researchers showed that "nurse 

cells" surrounding the much larger oocyte dump their contents into the larger cell, just as air flows from a 

smaller balloon into a larger one when they are connected by small tubes in an experimental setup. 

"The study shows how physics and biology come together, and how nature can use physical processes to 

create this robust mechanism," says Jörn Dunkel, an MIT associate professor of physical applied 

mathematics. "If you want to develop as an embryo, one of the goals is to make things very reproducible, and 

physics provides a very robust way of achieving certain transport processes." 

Dunkel and Adam Martin, an MIT associate professor of biology, are the senior authors of the paper, which 

appears this week in the Proceedings of the National Academy of Sciences. The study's lead authors are 

postdoc Jasmin Imran Alsous and graduate student Nicolas Romeo. Jonathan Jackson, a Harvard University 

graduate student, and Frank Mason, a research assistant professor at Vanderbilt University School of 

Medicine, are also authors of the paper. 

A physical process 
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In female fruit flies, eggs develop within cell clusters known as cysts. An immature oocyte undergoes four 

cycles of cell division to produce one egg cell and 15 nurse cells. However, the cell separation is incomplete, 

and each cell remains connected to the others by narrow channels that act as valves that allow material to pass 

between cells. 

Members of Martin's lab began studying this process because of their longstanding interest in myosin, a class 

of proteins that can act as motors and help muscle cells contract. Imran Alsous performed high-resolution, 

live imaging of egg formation in fruit flies and found that myosin does indeed play a role, but only in the 

second phase of the transport process. During the earliest phase, the researchers were puzzled to see that the 

cells did not appear to be increasing their contractility at all, suggesting that a mechanism other than 

"squeezing" was initiating the transport. 

"The two phases are strikingly obvious," Martin says. "After we saw this, we were mystified, because there's 

really not a change in myosin associated with the onset of this process, which is what we were expecting to 

see." 

Martin and his lab then joined forces with Dunkel, who studies the physics of soft surfaces and flowing 

matter. Dunkel and Romeo wondered if the cells might be behaving the same way that balloons of different 

sizes behave when they are connected. While one might expect that the larger balloon would leak air to the 

smaller until they are the same size, what actually happens is that air flows from the smaller to the larger. 

This happens because the smaller balloon, which has greater curvature, experiences more surface tension, and 

therefore higher pressure, than the larger balloon. Air is therefore forced out of the smaller balloon and into 

the larger one. "It's counterintuitive, but it's a very robust process," Dunkel says. 

Adapting mathematical equations that had already been derived to explain this "two-balloon effect," the 

researchers came up with a model that describes how cell contents are transferred from the 15 small nurse 

cells to the large oocyte, based on their sizes and their connections to each other. The nurse cells in the layer 

closest to the oocyte transfer their contents first, followed by the cells in more distant layers. 

"After I spent some time building a more complicated model to explain the 16-cell problem, we realized that 

the simulation of the simpler 16-balloon system looked very much like the 16-cell network. It is surprising to 

see that such counterintuitive but mathematically simple ideas describe the process so well," Romeo says. 

The first phase of nurse cell dumping appears to coincide with when the channels connecting the cells become 

large enough for cytoplasm to move through them. Once the nurse cells shrink to about 25 percent of their 

original size, leaving them only slightly larger than their nuclei, the second phase of the process is triggered 

and myosin contractions force the remaining contents of the nurse cells into the egg cell. 

"In the first part of the process, there's very little squeezing going on, and the cells just shrink uniformly. Then 

this second process kicks in toward the end where you start to get more active squeezing, or peristalsis-like 

deformations of the cell, that complete the dumping process," Martin says. 

Cell cooperation 
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The findings demonstrate how cells can coordinate their behavior, using both biological and physical 

mechanisms, to bring about tissue-level behavior, Imran Alsous says. 

"Here, you have several nurse cells whose job it is to nurse the future egg cell, and to do so, these cells appear 

to transport their contents in a coordinated and directional manner to the oocyte," she says. 

Oocyte and early embryonic development in fruit flies and other invertebrates bears some similarities to those 

of mammals, but it's unknown if the same mechanism of egg cell growth might be seen in humans or other 

mammals, the researchers say. 

"There's evidence in mice that the oocyte develops as a cyst with other interconnected cells, and that there is 

some transport between them, but we don't know if the mechanisms that we're seeing here operate in 

mammals," Martin says. 

The researchers are now studying what triggers the second, myosin-powered phase of the dumping process to 

start. They are also investigating how changes to the original sizes of the nurse cells might affect egg 

formation. 

The research was funded by the National Institute of General Medical Sciences, a Complex Systems Scholar 

Award from the James S. McDonnell Foundation, and the Robert E. Collins Distinguished Scholarship Fund. 

 

Story Source: 

Materials provided by Massachusetts Institute of Technology. Original written by Anne Trafton. Note: 

Content may be edited for style and length. 

 

Related Multimedia: 

• Images of clustered fruit fly nurse cells squeezing their contents into a large egg cell 

Journal Reference: 

1. Jasmin Imran Alsous, Nicolas Romeo, Jonathan A. Jackson, Frank M. Mason, Jörn Dunkel, Adam C. 

Martin. Dynamics of hydraulic and contractile wave-mediated fluid transport during 

Drosophila oogenesis. Proceedings of the National Academy of Sciences, 2021; 118 (10): 

e2019749118 DOI: 10.1073/pnas.2019749118 

https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2021/03/210306113142.htm 

https://news.mit.edu/2021/study-reveals-how-egg-cells-get-so-big-0304
https://web.mit.edu/
https://news.mit.edu/2021/study-reveals-how-egg-cells-get-so-big-0304
http://dx.doi.org/10.1073/pnas.2019749118
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VIA CROWN PUBLISHING GROUP 

Elizabeth Kolbert: Cleaning Up America’s Filthy Rivers May Be a Neverending Job 

“First you reverse a river. Then you electrify it.” 

By Elizabeth Kolbert 

 

March 9, 2021 

Rivers make good metaphors—too good, perhaps. They can be murky and charged with hidden meaning, like 

the Mississippi, which to Twain represented “the grimmest and most dead-earnest of reading matter.” 

Alternatively, they can be bright and clear and mirror-like. Thoreau set off for a week on the Concord and 

Merrimack Rivers and within a day found himself lost in reflection over the reflections he saw playing on the 

water. Rivers can signify destiny, or coming into knowledge, or coming upon that which one would rather not 

know. “Going up that river was like traveling back to the earliest beginnings of the world, when vegetation 

rioted on the earth,” Conrad’s Marlow recalls. They can stand for time, for change, and for life itself. “You 

can’t step into the same river twice,” Heraclitus is supposed to have said, to which one of his followers, 

Cratylus, is supposed to have replied, “You can’t step into the same river even once.” 

https://www.penguinrandomhouse.com/books/617060/under-a-white-sky-by-elizabeth-kolbert/
https://lithub.com/author/elizabethkolbert1/
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It is a bright morning following several days of rain, and the not-quite-river I am riding is the Chicago 

Sanitary and Ship Canal. The canal is a hundred and sixty feet wide and runs as straight as a ruler. Its waters, 

the shade of old cardboard, are flecked with candy wrappers and bits of Styrofoam. On this particular 

morning, traffic consists of barges hauling sand, gravel, and petrochemicals. The one exception is the vessel 

I’m on, a pleasure craft named City Living. 

City Living is outfitted with off-white banquettes and a canvas awning that snaps smartly in the breeze. Also 

on board are the boat’s captain and owner and several members of a group called Friends of the Chicago 

River. The Friends are not a fastidious bunch. Often their outings involve wading knee-deep in polluted water 

to test for fecal coliform. Still, our expedition is slated to take us farther down the canal than any of them has 

ever been before. Everyone is excited and, if truth be told, also a little creeped out. 

We have made our way into the canal from Lake Michigan, via the Chicago River’s South Branch, and now 

are motoring west, past mountains of road salt, mesas of scrap metal, moraines of rusted shipping containers. 

Just beyond the city limits, we skirt the outflow pipes of the Stickney plant, said to be the largest sewage 

operation in the world. From the deck of City Living, we can’t see the Stickney, but we can smell it. 

Conversation turns to the recent rains. These have overwhelmed the region’s water-treatment system, 

resulting in “combined sewer overflows,” or CSOs. There is speculation about what sort of “floatables” the 

CSOs have set adrift. Someone wonders if we’ll encounter any Chicago River whitefish, local slang for used 

condoms. We chug on. Eventually, the Sanitary and Ship Canal joins up with another canal, known as the 

Cal-Sag. At the meeting of the waters, there’s a V-shaped park, featuring picturesque waterfalls. Like just 

about everything else on our route, the waterfalls are manufactured. 

If Chicago is the City of the Big Shoulders, the Sanitary and Ship Canal might be thought of as its Oversized 

Sphincter. Before it was dug, all of the city’s waste—the human excrement, the cow manure, the sheep dung, 

the rotting viscera from the stockyards—ran into the Chicago River, which, in some spots, was so thick with 

filth it was said a chicken could walk from one bank to the other without getting her feet wet. From the river, 

the muck flowed into Lake Michigan. The lake was—and remains—the city’s sole source of drinking water. 

Typhoid and cholera outbreaks were routine. 

Rivers can signify destiny, or coming into knowledge, or coming upon that which one would rather not know. 

The canal, which was planned in the closing years of the 19th century and opened at the start of the 20th, 

flipped the river on its head. It compelled the Chicago to change its direction, so that instead of draining into 

Lake Michigan, the city’s ordure would flow away from it, into the Des Plaines River, and from there into the 

Illinois, the Mississippi, and, ultimately, the Gulf of Mexico. WATER IN CHICAGO RIVER NOW 

RESEMBLES LIQUID, ran the headline in The New York Times. 

The reversal of the Chicago was the biggest public-works project of its time, a textbook example of what used 

to be called, without irony, the control of nature. Excavating the canal took seven years and entailed the 

invention of a whole new suite of technologies—the Mason & Hoover Conveyor, the Heidenreich Incline—

which, together, became known as the Chicago School of Earth Moving. In total, forty-three million cubic 

yards of rock and soil were gouged out, enough, one admiring commentator calculated, to build an island 

more than fifty feet high and a mile square. The river made the city, and the city remade the river. 
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But reversing the Chicago didn’t just flush waste toward St. Louis. It also upended the hydrology of roughly 

two-thirds of the United States. This had ecological consequences, which had financial consequences, which, 

in turn, forced a whole new round of interventions on the backward-flowing river. It is toward these that City 

Living is cruising. We’re approaching cautiously, though maybe not cautiously enough, because at one 

point City Living almost gets squished between two double-wide barges. The deckhands yell down 

instructions that are initially incomprehensible, then become unprintable. 

About thirty miles up the down river—or is it down the up river?—we draw near our goal. The first sign that 

we’re getting close is a sign. It’s the size of a billboard and the color of a plastic lemon. WARNING, it says. 

NO SWIMMING, DIVING, FISHING, OR MOORING. Almost immediately there’s another sign, in white: 

SUPERVISE ALL PASSENGERS, CHILDREN, AND PETS. Several hundred yards farther along, a third 

sign appears, maraschino red. DANGER, it states. ENTERING ELECTRIC FISH BARRIERS. HIGH RISK 

OF ELECTRIC SHOCK. 

Everyone pulls out a cell phone or a camera. We photograph the water, the warning signs, and each other. 

There’s joking on board that one of us should dive into the river electric, or at least stick a hand in to see what 

happens. Six great blue herons, hoping for an easy dinner, have gathered, wing to wing, on the bank, like 

students waiting on line in a cafeteria. We photograph them, too. 

The canal, which was planned in the closing years of the 19th century and opened at the start of the 20th, 

flipped the river on its head. 

That man should have dominion “over all the earth, and over every creeping thing that creepeth upon the 

earth,” is a prophecy that has hardened into fact. Choose just about any metric you want and it tells the same 

story. People have, by now, directly transformed more than half the ice-free land on earth—some twenty-

seven million square miles—and indirectly half of what remains. We have dammed or diverted most of the 

world’s major rivers. Our fertilizer plants and legume crops fix more nitrogen than all terrestrial ecosystems 

combined, and our planes, cars, and power stations emit about a hundred times more carbon dioxide than 

volcanoes do. We now routinely cause earthquakes. (A particularly damaging human-induced quake that 

shook Pawnee, Oklahoma, on the morning of September 3, 2016, was felt all the way in Des Moines.) 

In terms of sheer biomass, the numbers are stark-staring: today people outweigh wild mammals by a ratio of 

more than eight to one. Add in the weight of our domesticated animals—mostly cows and pigs—and that ratio 

climbs to twenty-two to one. “In fact,” as a recent paper in the Proceedings of the National Academy of 

Sciences observed, “humans and livestock outweigh all vertebrates combined, with the exception of fish.” We 

have become the major driver of extinction and also, probably, of speciation. So pervasive is man’s impact, it 

is said that we live in a new geological epoch—the Anthropocene. In the age of man, there is nowhere to go, 

and this includes the deepest trenches of the oceans and the middle of the Antarctic ice sheet, that does not 

already bear our Friday-like footprints. 

An obvious lesson to draw from this turn of events is: be careful what you wish for. Atmospheric warming, 

ocean warming, ocean acidification, sea-level rise, deglaciation, desertification, eutrophication—these are just 

some of the by-products of our species’s success. Such is the pace of what is blandly labeled “global change” 

that there are only a handful of comparable examples in earth’s history, the most recent being the asteroid 

impact that ended the reign of the dinosaurs, sixty-six million years ago. Humans are producing no-analog 
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climates, no-analog ecosystems, a whole no-analog future. At this point it might be prudent to scale back our 

commitments and reduce our impacts. But there are so many of us—as of this writing nearly eight billion—

and we are stepped in so far, return seems impracticable. 

And so we face a no-analog predicament. If there is to be an answer to the problem of control, it’s going to be 

more control. Only now what’s got to be managed is not a nature that exists—or is imagined to exist—apart 

from the human. Instead, the new effort begins with a planet remade and spirals back on itself—not so much 

the control of nature as the control of the control of nature. First you reverse a river. Then you electrify it. 

__________________________________ 

 

Excerpted from Under a White Sky by Elizabeth Kolbert, with permission of Crown Publishing Group. 

Copyright © 2021 by Elizabeth Kolbert. All rights reserved. No part of this excerpt may be reproduced or 

reprinted without permission in writing from the publisher. 

https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780593136270
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Elizabeth Kolbert 

Elizabeth Kolbert is the author of Field Notes from a Catastrophe: Man, Nature, and Climate Change and The 

Sixth Extinction, for which she won the Pulitzer Prize. For her work at The New Yorker, where she's a staff 

writer, she has received two National Magazine Awards and the Blake-Dodd Prize from the American 

Academy of Arts and Letters. She lives in Williamstown, Massachusetts, with her husband and children. 

 

https://lithub.com/elizabeth-kolbert-cleaning-up-americas-filthy-rivers-may-be-a-neverending-job/ 
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The Iron Curtain Speech 

 

 

In this March 5, 1946 speech titled "The Sinews of Peace," Winston Churchill introduced the phrase "Iron 

Curtain" to disambiguate western powers from those controlled by the Soviet Union, and effectively 

introduced the Cold War. The speech is more commonly referred to as "The Iron Curtain Speech" as a result. 

He spoke at Westminster College in Fulton, Missouri after receiving an honorary degree. Churchill's speech 

is abbreviated below, retrieved by from the Internet History Sourcebooks. [Photo of Churchill receiving an 

honorary doctorate two months later at Leiden University, May 10, 1946.] 

 

The United States stands at this time at the pinnacle of world power. It is a solemn moment for the American 

democracy. For with this primacy in power is also joined an awe-inspiring accountability to the future. As you 

look around you, you must feel not only the sense of duty done, but also you must feel anxiety lest you fall 

below the level of achievement. Opportunity is here now, clear and shining, for both our countries. To reject it 
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or ignore it or fritter it away will bring upon us all the long reproaches of the aftertime. It is necessary that 

constancy of mind, persistency of purpose, and the grand simplicity of decision shall rule and guide the 

conduct of the English-speaking peoples in peace as they did in war. We must, and I believe we shall, prove 

ourselves equal to this severe requirement. I have a strong admiration and regard for the valiant Russian 

people and for my wartime comrade, Marshal Stalin. There is deep sympathy and goodwill in Britain -- and I 

doubt not here also -- toward the peoples of all the Russias and a resolve to persevere through many 

differences and rebuffs in establishing lasting friendships. It is my duty, however, to place before you certain 

facts about the present position in Europe. From Stettin in the Baltic to Trieste in the Adriatic an iron curtain 

has descended across the Continent. Behind that line lie all the capitals of the ancient states of Central and 

Eastern Europe. Warsaw, Berlin, Prague, Vienna, Budapest, Belgrade, Bucharest and Sofia; all these famous 

cities and the populations around them lie in what I must call the Soviet sphere, and all are subject, in one 

form or another, not only to Soviet influence but to a very high and in some cases increasing measure of 

control from Moscow. The safety of the world, ladies and gentlemen, requires a unity in Europe, from which 

no nation should be permanently outcast. It is from the quarrels of the strong parent races in Europe that the 

world wars we have witnessed, or which occurred in former times, have sprung. Twice the United States has 

had to send several millions of its young men across the Atlantic to fight the wars. But now we all can find 

any nation, wherever it may dwell, between dusk and dawn. Surely we should work with conscious purpose 

for a grand pacification of Europe within the structure of the United Nations and in accordance with our 

Charter. In a great number of countries, far from the Russian frontiers and throughout the world, Communist 

fifth columns are established and work in complete unity and absolute obedience to the directions they receive 

from the Communist center. Except in the British Commonwealth and in the United States where 

Communism is in its infancy, the Communist parties or fifth columns constitute a growing challenge and peril 

to Christian civilization. The outlook is also anxious in the Far East and especially in Manchuria. The 

agreement which was made at Yalta, to which I was a party, was extremely favorable to Soviet Russia, but it 

was made at a time when no one could say that the German war might not extend all through the summer and 

autumn of 1945 and when the Japanese war was expected by the best judges to last for a further eighteen 

months from the end of the German war. I repulse the idea that a new war is inevitable -- still more that it is 

imminent. It is because I am sure that our fortunes are still in our own hands and that we hold the power to 

save the future, that I feel the duty to speak out now that I have the occasion and the opportunity to do so. I do 

not believe that Soviet Russia desires war. What they desire is the fruits of war and the indefinite expansion of 

their power and doctrines. But what we have to consider here today while time remains, is the permanent 

prevention of war and the establishment of conditions of freedom and democracy as rapidly as possible in all 

countries. Our difficulties and dangers will not be removed by closing our eyes to them. They will not be 

removed by mere waiting to see what happens; nor will they be removed by a policy of appeasement. What is 

needed is a settlement, and the longer this is delayed, the more difficult it will be and the greater our dangers 

will become. From what I have seen of our Russian friends and allies during the war, I am convinced that 

there is nothing they admire so much as strength, and there is nothing for which they have less respect than 

for weakness, especially military weakness. For that reason the old doctrine of a balance of power is unsound. 

We cannot afford, if we can help it, to work on narrow margins, offering temptations to a trial of strength. 

Last time I saw it all coming and I cried aloud to my own fellow countrymen and to the world, but no one 

paid any attention. Up till the year 1933 or even 1935, Germany might have been saved from the awful fate 

which has overtaken her and we might all have been spared the miseries Hitler let loose upon mankind. There 

never was a war in history easier to prevent by timely action than the one which has just desolated such great 

areas of the globe. It could have been prevented, in my belief, without the firing of a single shot, and 

Germany might be powerful, prosperous and honored today; but no one would listen and one by one we were 

all sucked into the awful whirlpool. We must not let it happen again. This can only be achieved by reaching 
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now, in 1946, a good understanding on all points with Russia under the general authority of the United 

Nations Organization and by the maintenance of that good understanding through many peaceful years, by the 

whole strength of the English-speaking world and all its connections. If the population of the English-

speaking Commonwealth be added to that of the United States, with all that such cooperation implies in the 

air, on the sea, all over the globe, and in science and in industry, and in moral force, there will be no 

quivering, precarious balance of power to offer its temptation to ambition or adventure. On the contrary there 

will be an overwhelming assurance of security. If we adhere faithfully to the Charter of the United Nations 

and walk forward in sedate and sober strength, seeking no one's land or treasure, seeking to lay no arbitrary 

control upon the thoughts of men, if all British moral and material forces and convictions are joined with your 

own in fraternal association, the high roads of the future will be clear, not only for us but for all, not only for 

our time but for a century to come. 

Winston Churchill - March 5, 1946 

 

https://americanliterature.com/history/winston-churchill/speech/the-iron-curtain-speech 
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Immune interference – why even ‘updated’ vaccines could struggle to keep up with emerging 

coronavirus strains 

Autor 

1. Matthew Woodruff  
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Nurse Natalie O'Connor loads syringes with the Moderna COVID-19 vaccine in February 2021. Joseph 

Prezioso/AFP via Getty Images 

Despite the success and optimism of the new COVID-19 vaccination campaigns being rolled out worldwide, 

the emergence of new viral strains threatens to undermine their effectiveness. Indeed, South Africa has been 

forced to rethink its strategy as its initial vaccine of choice failed to provide protection to an emerging, but 

now dominant, viral variant. 

Hope is still high that the mRNA-based vaccines licensed in the U.S., with their spectacular efficacy, will 

continue to provide protection despite impaired targeting of new strains. The jury is still out on viral vector 

vaccines, like the new Johnson & Johnson vaccine, but early data showing a reduced effectiveness against the 

South African variant has raised alarms. 

RNA viruses, like coronaviruses, are known for their ability to mutate. With continued widespread infection, 

the opportunity for the virus to mutate and evade ongoing vaccination efforts remains high. Many in the 

scientific community have felt comfortable in the knowledge that mRNA-based vaccines can be quickly 

modified and redeployed. If the our current vaccines fail, we revaccinate individuals with obsolete immunity 

against the new strains, and play global whack-a-mole as the virus evolves. 

But it may not be that easy. 

https://www.gettyimages.com/detail/news-photo/natalie-oconnor-loads-syringes-with-the-moderna-covid-19-news-photo/1231125089?adppopup=true
https://www.gettyimages.com/detail/news-photo/natalie-oconnor-loads-syringes-with-the-moderna-covid-19-news-photo/1231125089?adppopup=true
https://www.npr.org/sections/coronavirus-live-updates/2021/03/02/973030394/biden-says-u-s-will-have-vaccine-supply-for-all-adults-by-may-prioritizes-teache
https://www.bbc.com/news/world-africa-55999678
https://www.cdc.gov/coronavirus/2019-ncov/vaccines/different-vaccines/mrna.html
https://doi.org/10.1056/NEJMc2036242.
https://doi.org/10.1038/s41586-021-03324-6
https://www.cdc.gov/vaccines/covid-19/hcp/viral-vector-vaccine-basics.html
https://www.cdc.gov/vaccines/covid-19/hcp/viral-vector-vaccine-basics.html
https://www.nytimes.com/2021/01/29/health/covid-vaccine-johnson-and-johnson-variants.html
https://www.hopkinsmedicine.org/health/conditions-and-diseases/coronavirus/a-new-strain-of-coronavirus-what-you-should-know
https://www.nbcnews.com/science/science-news/moderna-test-booster-shot-targets-south-african-variant-rcna310
https://www.nbcnews.com/science/science-news/moderna-test-booster-shot-targets-south-african-variant-rcna310
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Únase y apueste por información basada en la evidencia. 

Suscribirme al boletín 

As an immunologist who studies how antibody responses choose their targets, I am concerned that these 

“vaccine updates” may be less effective in patients that have already received their original shots. 

Immunological memory, the very thing that offers continued protection against a virus long after vaccination, 

can sometimes negatively interfere with the development of slightly updated immune responses. The 

scientific community needs to get ahead of this emerging problem and investigate vaccine approaches known 

to reduce the potential for viral escape. 

Dr. Scott Gottlieb, former FDA commissioner, discusses coronavirus variants and adjusting to them. 

Vaccines are designed to generate immune memory 

In simplest terms, vaccines are a way to give your immune system a sneak peek at a pathogen. There are 

different ways to do this. One way is to inject inactivated versions of a virus, as has been done with polio. 

Another is to use noninfectious viral components such as the proteins used for flu vaccines. And most 

recently, scientists have found ways to deliver mRNA “instructions” that tell your body how to make those 

noninfectious viral components, as has been done with the Moderna and Pfizer vaccines against COVID-19. 

These vaccines all train your immune system to identify and respond against critical components of a 

potential invader. An important part of that response is to get your body to produce antibodies that will 

hopefully prevent future infections, breaking the cycle of person-to-person transmission. 

However, it takes time for your immune system to generate those protective responses. Your immune system 

is immensely powerful – capable of destroying dangerous pathogens as well as your own tissue. The risk of 

accidentally producing antibodies that attack your own body is both very real, and potentially catastrophic. 

To prevent this, your immune system rigorously tests immune cells that produce antibodies – called B cells – 

to make sure that they are responding with high specificity to the pathogen and not your own tissue. This 

process can take weeks. Rushing it carries risks, and may be an important component of the manifestations of 

severe COVID-19. 

Vaccination gives your body the time to safely carry out that process – generating antibodies against the 

pathogen that pose no risk to your own cells. The antibodies you produce in that time will last months, and 

your immune system also remembers how to make them. The establishment of immune memory is a critical 

component of vaccines. The ability to remember what your immune system has responded against in the past 

gives it a significant edge when it encounters the same pathogen in the future. 

But what happens when the virus evolves, and that memory becomes “obsolete”? 

mRNA vaccines work differently than older vaccines. 

The specter of ‘original antigenic sin’ 

https://scholar.google.com/citations?user=-oDHlFYAAAAJ&hl=en
https://doi.org/10.1016/j.celrep.2018.09.029
https://www.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/pmc/articles/PMC2138235/pdf/331.pdf
https://www.vaccines.gov/basics/types
https://www.vaccines.gov/basics/types
https://www.vaccines.gov/diseases/polio
https://www.cdc.gov/flu/prevent/different-flu-vaccines.htm
https://www.nytimes.com/interactive/2020/health/moderna-covid-19-vaccine.html
https://journals.plos.org/plosbiology/article?id=10.1371/journal.pbio.0040393
https://theconversation.com/an-autoimmune-like-antibody-response-is-linked-with-severe-covid-19-146255
https://theconversation.com/an-autoimmune-like-antibody-response-is-linked-with-severe-covid-19-146255
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During a response to a pathogen, such as a virus, your immune system produces large amounts of a limited set 

of antibodies. Think of a virus as a car trying to run you over. You might produce one kind of antibody 

against the hood, one against the bumper, and one against the hubcaps that prevents the wheels from turning. 

You have produced three kinds of antibodies that are specific to the car, but only the hubcap antibodies will 

slow the car down. Your immune system will remember how to produce all three, and doesn’t distinguish 

between them. 

Now the virus-car mutates. It changes the changes the shape of the hubcaps, changes the material, or removes 

them altogether. Your immune system will remember the car – but not the hubcaps. The system doesn’t know 

that targeting the hubcap was the only important part, so it will ramp up its attack on the hood and bumper – 

minimizing the importance of all other responses. It may “tweak” its hubcap response, or perhaps even 

develop a new one from scratch, but that process will be slow and certainly of lower priority. 

In ignoring the new hubcap response, the immune system’s memory of the original car is not only obsolete, 

but actively interfering with the response necessary to target the new car’s wheels. This is what 

immunologists call ‘original antigenic sin’ – ineffective immune memory that hampers desired responses to 

new pathogen strains. This phenomenon is well documented in influenza where seasonal variants and repeat 

vaccinations dominate the landscape. However, this sort of interference is extraordinarily difficult to quantify 

making it hard to routinely study. 

Scientists and public health officials cannot ignore this threat in COVID-19, and must get out front of the 

virus. Fortunately, there is a path forward. 

[Get the best of The Conversation, every weekend. Sign up for our weekly newsletter.] 

Multiple-strain vaccinations offer hope 

To combat this problem, significant efforts are being made to prioritize the pursuit of a single-shot flu 

vaccine, or a universal vaccine. The goal is to make a vaccine capable of neutralizing many different viral 

strains at once. 

To this end, researchers have begun making headway in the development and use of complex multi-strain 

vaccines, capitalizing on emerging research showing that if your immune system is presented with multiple 

versions of the same pathogen, it will tend to choose targets that are shared between them. 

Presented with a Model-T, Ford F150, and electric Mustang all at once, your immune system will often 

choose to ignore differences between the targets. Instead of focusing on the hood, or even the easily modified 

hubcaps, your immune system might recognize the shape and rubber on the tires. This altered response would 

not only interfere with the function of all three vehicles, but it would be targeting a region of the vehicle that 

is generalized. You have not created a vaccine against Mustangs, you have created a vaccine against road-

based vehicles that use tires. 

https://doi.org/10.4049/jimmunol.1801149
https://doi.org/10.4049/jimmunol.0900398
https://theconversation.com/us/newsletters/weekly-highlights-61?utm_source=TCUS&utm_medium=inline-link&utm_campaign=newsletter-text&utm_content=weeklybest
https://www.niaidcivics.org/
https://doi.org/%2010.1128/JVI.00641-13
https://doi.org/%2010.1128/JVI.00641-13
https://doi.org/10.1016/j.celrep.2018.09.029
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The recent knowledge gains in influenza vaccination must be immediately applied to SARS-CoV-2. I am 

hopeful that the current class of mRNA vaccines will continue to provide protection against emerging strains, 

but this pandemic has taught us that hoping is not enough. 

Over the last year, governments around the world have stepped up to provide resources into the basic 

investigation of immune responses to COVID-19, and ongoing vaccination efforts. They had the foresight and 

courage to fund a new mRNA-based vaccination technology that has ushered in a new era in vaccination. 

Let’s build on that momentum and prioritize research into truly innovative approaches to vaccination that 

stand to benefit billions of people across the globe. 

 

https://theconversation.com/immune-interference-why-even-updated-vaccines-could-struggle-to-keep-up-

with-emerging-coronavirus-strains-

156465?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=Immune%20interference%20%20why%20even%20updated%20vaccines%20could%20struggle%20to%2

0keep%20up%20with%20emerging%20coronavirus%20strains 

  

https://theconversation.com/immune-interference-why-even-updated-vaccines-could-struggle-to-keep-up-with-emerging-coronavirus-strains-156465?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=Immune%20interference%20%20why%20even%20updated%20vaccines%20could%20struggle%20to%20keep%20up%20with%20emerging%20coronavirus%20strains
https://theconversation.com/immune-interference-why-even-updated-vaccines-could-struggle-to-keep-up-with-emerging-coronavirus-strains-156465?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=Immune%20interference%20%20why%20even%20updated%20vaccines%20could%20struggle%20to%20keep%20up%20with%20emerging%20coronavirus%20strains
https://theconversation.com/immune-interference-why-even-updated-vaccines-could-struggle-to-keep-up-with-emerging-coronavirus-strains-156465?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=Immune%20interference%20%20why%20even%20updated%20vaccines%20could%20struggle%20to%20keep%20up%20with%20emerging%20coronavirus%20strains
https://theconversation.com/immune-interference-why-even-updated-vaccines-could-struggle-to-keep-up-with-emerging-coronavirus-strains-156465?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=Immune%20interference%20%20why%20even%20updated%20vaccines%20could%20struggle%20to%20keep%20up%20with%20emerging%20coronavirus%20strains
https://theconversation.com/immune-interference-why-even-updated-vaccines-could-struggle-to-keep-up-with-emerging-coronavirus-strains-156465?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=Immune%20interference%20%20why%20even%20updated%20vaccines%20could%20struggle%20to%20keep%20up%20with%20emerging%20coronavirus%20strains
https://theconversation.com/immune-interference-why-even-updated-vaccines-could-struggle-to-keep-up-with-emerging-coronavirus-strains-156465?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=Immune%20interference%20%20why%20even%20updated%20vaccines%20could%20struggle%20to%20keep%20up%20with%20emerging%20coronavirus%20strains
https://theconversation.com/immune-interference-why-even-updated-vaccines-could-struggle-to-keep-up-with-emerging-coronavirus-strains-156465?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=Immune%20interference%20%20why%20even%20updated%20vaccines%20could%20struggle%20to%20keep%20up%20with%20emerging%20coronavirus%20strains
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A giant, sizzling planet may be orbiting the star Vega 

University of Colorado at Boulder 

Summary: 

Vega, one of the brightest stars in the night sky, may play host to a giant planet with average surface 

temperatures of 5,390 degrees Fahrenheit. 

 

The star Vega (stock image). 

Credit: © infinitalavita / stock.adobe.com 

Astronomers have discovered new hints of a giant, scorching-hot planet orbiting Vega, one of the brightest 

stars in the night sky. 

The research, published this month in The Astrophysical Journal, was led by University of Colorado Boulder 

student Spencer Hurt, an undergraduate in the Department of Astrophysical and Planetary Sciences. 

It focuses on an iconic and relatively young star, Vega, which is part of the constellation Lyra and has a mass 

twice that of our own sun. This celestial body sits just 25 light-years, or about 150 trillion miles, from Earth -- 

pretty close, astronomically speaking. 

Scientists can also see Vega with telescopes even when it's light out, which makes it a prime candidate for 

research, said study coauthor Samuel Quinn. 

"It's bright enough that you can observe it at twilight when other stars are getting washed out by sunlight," 

said Quinn, an astronomer at the Harvard and Smithsonian Center for Astrophysics (CfA). 

Despite the star's fame, researchers have yet to find a single planet in orbit around Vega. That might be about 

to change: Drawing on a decade of observations from the ground, Hurt, Quinn and their colleagues unearthed 

a curious signal that could be the star's first-known world. 

If the team's findings bear out, the alien planet would orbit so close to Vega that its years would last less than 

two-and-a-half Earth days. (Mercury, in contrast, takes 88 days to circle the sun). This candidate planet could 

also rank as the second hottest world known to science -- with surface temperatures averaging a searing 5,390 

degrees Fahrenheit. 

Hurt said the group's research also helps to narrow down where other, exotic worlds might be hiding in Vega's 

neighborhood. 
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"This is a massive system, much larger than our own solar system," Hurt said. "There could be other planets 

throughout that system. It's just a matter of whether we can detect them." 

Youthful energy 

Quinn would like to try. Scientists have discovered more than 4,000 exoplanets, or planets beyond Earth's 

solar system, to date. Few of those, however, circle stars that are as bright or as close to Earth as Vega. That 

means that, if there are planets around the star, scientists could get a really detailed look at them. 

"It would be really exciting to find a planet around Vega because it offers possibilities for future 

characterization in ways that planets around fainter stars wouldn't," Quinn said. 

There's just one catch: Vega is what scientists call an A-type star, the name for objects that tend to be bigger, 

younger and much faster-spinning than our own sun. Vega, for example, rotates around its axis once every 16 

hours -- much faster than the sun with a rotational period that clocks in at 27 Earth days. Such a lightning-fast 

pace, Quinn said, can make it difficult for scientists to collect precise data on the star's motion and, by 

extension, any planets in orbit around it. 

To take on that game of celestial hide-and-seek, he and colleagues pored through roughly 10 years of data on 

Vega collected by the Fred Lawrence Whipple Observatory in Arizona. In particular, the team was looking 

for a tell-tale signal of an alien planet -- a slight jiggle in the star's velocity. 

"If you have a planet around a star, it can tug on the star, causing it to wobble back and forth," Quinn said. 

Hot and puffy 

The search may have paid off, said Hurt, who began the study as a summer research fellow working for Quinn 

at the CfA. The team discovered a signal that indicates that Vega might host what astronomers call a "hot 

Neptune" or maybe a "hot Jupiter." 

"It would be at least the size of Neptune, potentially as big as Jupiter and would be closer to Vega than 

Mercury is to the sun," Hurt said. 

That close to Vega, he added, the candidate world might puff up like a balloon, and even iron would melt into 

gas in its atmosphere. 

The researchers have a lot more work to do before they can definitively say that they've discovered this 

sizzling planet. Hurt noted that the easiest way to look for it might be to scan the stellar system directly to 

look for light emitted from the hot, bright planet. 

For now, the student is excited to see his hard work reflected in the constellations: "Whenever I get to go 

outside and look at the night sky and see Vega, I say 'Hey, I know that star." 
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Other coauthors on the new study include David Latham, Gilbert Esquerdo, Michael Calkins, Perry Berlind, 

Christian Latham and George Zhou at the CfA; Andrew Vandeburg at the University of Wisconsin-Madison; 

and Ruth Angus at the American Museum of Natural History. 

 

Story Source: 

Materials provided by University of Colorado at Boulder. Original written by Daniel Strain. Note: Content 

may be edited for style and length. 

 

Journal Reference: 

1. Spencer A. Hurt, Samuel N. Quinn, David W. Latham, Andrew Vanderburg, Gilbert A. Esquerdo, 

Michael L. Calkins, Perry Berlind, Ruth Angus, Christian A. Latham, George Zhou. A Decade of 

Radial-velocity Monitoring of Vega and New Limits on the Presence of Planets. The 

Astronomical Journal, 2021; 161 (4): 157 DOI: 10.3847/1538-3881/abdec8 

 

https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2021/03/210308112003.htm 

  

https://www.colorado.edu/today/node/43069/
https://www.colorado.edu/
http://dx.doi.org/10.3847/1538-3881/abdec8
https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2021/03/210308112003.htm
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Why We Like What We Like: Poet and Philosopher George Santayana on the Formation and 

Confirmation of Our Standards and Sensibilities 

“Half our standards come from our first masters, and the other half from our first loves.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

In the 1850s, Emily Dickinson’s passionate first love shaped her uncommon body of work for a lifetime to 

come, shaped the spare and searing poems that would go on animating lives for generations to come. 

In the 1950s, Rai Weiss fell in love with a pianist, fell in love with his lover’s passion for music, and went on 

to invent the colossal instrument that captured the sound of spacetime, revolutionizing our understanding of 

the universe and earning him the Nobel Prize in Physics. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/12/10/emily-dickinson-love-letters-susan-gilbert/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/04/25/black-hole-blues-janna-levin-joseph-weber/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/B000R0MUKQ/braipick-20
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In 1957, after becoming the second-youngest laureate of the Nobel Prize in Literature, Albert Camus hastened 

to send his childhood teacher a tender letter of gratitude for shaping the spirit and sensibility of the boy that 

made the man that made the work that won humanity’s highest accolade. 

With uncommon insight into these joint fomentations of heart and mind, the great Spanish-American 

philosopher, poet, essayist, and novelist George Santayana (December 16, 1863–September 26, 1952) takes 

up the question of how our sensibilities are formed in a portion of Reason in Art — the fourth volume, nestled 

between Reason in Religion and Reason in Science, of his five-volume 1906 masterwork The Life of Reason; 

or, the Phases of Human Progress (public domain | public library). 

 

George Santayana, 1880s 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/11/19/albert-camus-letter-teacher/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/B000R0MUKQ/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/B000R0MUKQ/braipick-20
https://archive.org/details/lifeofreasonorph04sant/page/192/mode/2up
https://www.worldcat.org/title/life-of-reason-or-the-phases-of-human-progress-one-volume-ed/oclc/30199980&referer=brief_results
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Art by Margaret C. Cook from a rare 1913 edition of Whitman’s Leaves of Grass. (Available as a print) 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/04/11/leaves-of-grass-margaret-cook/
https://society6.com/product/how-calm-how-solemn-it-grows-to-ascend-the-atmosphere-of-lovers_print?sku=s6-8967910p4a1v45?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/how-calm-how-solemn-it-grows-to-ascend-the-atmosphere-of-lovers_print?sku=s6-8967910p4a1v45?curator=brainpicker
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Considering the formative infrastructure of our frames of reference and our standards, our likes and dislikes, 

our aesthetic and moral judgments — that colossal compass of sensibility we call “taste,” by which we orient 

ourselves to the world, for we only ever orient by our yeas and nays — Santayana writes: 

Taste is formed in those moments when aesthetic emotion is massive and distinct; preferences then grown 

conscious, judgments then put into words, will verbal reverberate through calmer hours; they will constitute 

prejudices, habits of apperception, secret standards for all other beauties. A period of life in which such 

intuitions have been frequent may amass tastes and ideals sufficient for the rest of our days. Youth in these 

matters governs maturity, and while men may develop their early impressions more systematically and find 

confirmations of them in various quarters, they will seldom look at the world afresh or use new categories in 

deciphering it. Half our standards come from our first masters, and the other half from our first loves. Never 

being so deeply stirred again, we remain persuaded that no objects save those we then discovered can have a 

true sublimity. 

In consonance with the trailblazing astronomer Maria Mitchell’s observation that “whatever our degree of 

friends may be, we come more under their influence than we are aware,” and with an eye to our criteria for 

beauty — which apply to beauty in the broad Robinson Jeffers sense of not only aesthetic beauty but 

intellectual and moral beauty — Santayana adds: 

It may be some eloquent appreciations read in a book, or some preference expressed by a gifted friend, that 

may have revealed unsuspected beauties in art or nature; and then, since our own perception was vicarious 

and obviously inferior in volume to that which our mentor possessed, we shall take his judgments for our 

criterion, since they were the source and exemplar of all our own. Thus the volume and intensity of some 

appreciations, especially when nothing of the kind has preceded, makes them authoritative over our 

subsequent judgments. On those warm moments hang all our cold systematic opinions; and while the latter fill 

our days and shape our careers it is only the former that are crucial and alive. 

More than a century later, The Life of Reason remains an intellectual lavishment. Complement this particular 

fragment with Joseph Brodsky on how to develop your taste in reading, W. I. B. Beveridge on the cultivation 

of scientific taste, and Wordsworth on the artist’s responsibility of elevating taste. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2021/01/07/george-santayana-

taste/?mc_cid=c0c757aba3&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/09/10/maria-mitchell-friendship/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/09/10/maria-mitchell-friendship/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/06/03/robinson-jeffers-sister-mary-james-power/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/B000R0MUKQ/braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/02/17/joseph-brodsky-how-to-read-a-book/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2012/06/19/scientific-taste/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2012/06/19/scientific-taste/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/12/wordsworth-genius-taste/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2021/01/07/george-santayana-taste/?mc_cid=c0c757aba3&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2021/01/07/george-santayana-taste/?mc_cid=c0c757aba3&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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Being Sick Together 

by Elaine Equi 

Issue no. 111 (Summer 1989) 

In the postmodern world 

the sequel is always superior 

to the original 

and it is even possible 

for someone like Tony Perkins 

to meet a nice girl in “Psycho III” 

a suicidal former nun 

who is also tormented 

by sexual fantasies 

so that he can teach her something 

old-fashioned as dancing 

the fox trot 

and she can offer him 

a drink in her room. 

At the Bates Motel 

water drawn from the same tap 

where famous shower scene began 

now seems pleasantly refreshing. 

If you enjoyed this poem, why not … 

• read two more poems by Elaine Equi also published in issue no. 111, Summer 1989? 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=5cc05d4236&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=5cc05d4236&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=8971ae58a1&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=5cc05d4236&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=5cc05d4236&e=d538c8f2e0
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Preserving the History of Coronavirus in Queens 

Curator Annie Tummino on the Queens College COVID-19 Collection. 

 

Alexis Ward's Lockdown Art 

via JSTOR 

By: Katie McBride Moench  

How do you preserve memories of history as it happens? As the COVID-19 pandemic enters its second year, 

this is the challenge of archivists and historians tasked with recording and preserving the official and personal 

artifacts created in this unique moment in history. Institutions, from large universities to local library 

branches, have taken to serving as collection points for items that will one day be valuable primary sources 

for researchers of this time period. 

Beginning in the Spring of 2020, the staff of the Benjamin S. Rosenthal Library at Queens College CUNY 

began to catalog and solicit artifacts to add to the Queens College COVID-19 Collection. Ranging from 

snapshots of socially distanced family gatherings to official communiqués from the City University of New 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/community.29108749?seq=6
https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/katie-mcbride-moench/
https://www.jstor.org/site/queenscollegearchives/QC-Covid19/
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York, the archive serves as a means for studying the human experience of the coronavirus pandemic, while 

also serving as a repository for new materials. 

Weekly Newsletter 

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

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

To learn more about the project, I had the opportunity to interview Annie Tummino, the Head of Special 

Collections and Archives at Queens College CUNY. The borough of Queens was at the epicenter of the first 

wave of COVID-19 infections in the United States, lending an additional urgency to preserving these 

materials. Our interview is below. 

Gina Minielli’s Family Gathering 

What is so striking about Tummino’s is the diversity of sources that these archives represent. These are not 

just future research opportunities, they are a chronicle of what we currently find worth preserving. The 

Queens College collection shows us the range of the pandemic’s impact, To those of us living through the 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/community.29272683?mag=preserving-the-history-of-coronavirus-in-queens&seq=1
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pandemic, the most valuable insight from these archives may not be the historical facts they store, but what 

they can tell us about what is important to us at this time. Beyond the institutional notices saved here, the 

collection reveals the impulse by everyday citizens to create art and other messages that preserve what they 

are going through. 

Seo-Young Chu’s Photographs 

 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/community.28816331?mag=preserving-the-history-of-coronavirus-in-queens&tocId=100124007&tocType=collection&seq=6
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Katie McBride Moench: How did the idea for Queen’s College to collect these artifacts come about? 

Annie Tummino: In spring 2020, COVID-19 hit the borough of Queens harder than almost anywhere else in 

the United States. We wanted to create a lasting record of how people were living, working, learning, and 

helping one another during this unprecedented time, on campus and in Queens. We executed the COVID-19 

Project in partnership with Queens Memory, an ongoing community archiving project supported by both the 

Queens College Library and Queens Public Library, and the Urban Archive, a tech nonprofit that maps 

archival photos of New York and other cities around the world. 

What are some particular challenges that are unique to archival work in a pandemic? 

Taking on an ambitious, large-scale project to document life under the pandemic was daunting. Many of our 

staff, including myself, were stressed by the switch to remote work, managing kids schooling at home, and 

uncertain budgets. Luckily, we were able to pool resources, spread the work around, and support each other in 

carrying out this work. 

Some of the archive’s core functions had to be modified or put on hold during the pandemic, especially 

physical processing and reference services. However, we’ve had more time to focus on digital collections, 

including launching our partnership with JSTOR Open Community Collections. We began conducting virtual 

oral histories, which have enriched our collections immensely. 

What insights have you gained from collecting these artifacts? 

Located in America’s most ethnically diverse county, Queens College serves a largely urban, working-class 

population, with students from more than 150 nations. The collection is in many ways a testament to the 

resiliency of our community. There are stories of struggle and hardship, as well as unexpected joys and 

helping hands. There are beautiful art works, poems, and reflections. 

How do you envision these artifacts being used in the future? 

We hope this collection will allow researchers to reconstruct the state of mind and day-to-day realities of life 

in the pandemic, as well as the unprecedented, rapid changes in learning and working that took place on our 

campus. 

Anything else you would like to add about the collection? 

The collection consists of a wide variety of materials, including video diaries, student essays, poems, art 

works, and other items submitted by members of the campus community; oral histories collected by archives 

staff; and official records that document the institutional response to this crisis. 

 

https://queensmemory.org/
https://qplnyc.urbanarchive.me/cities/nyc
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Donna Calvanese COVID-19 Reflection and Photographs 

 

https://daily.jstor.org/preserving-the-history-of-coronavirus-in-

queens/?utm_term=Preserving%20the%20History%20of%20Coronavirus%20in%20Queens&utm_campaign

=jstordaily_03042021&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email 

https://daily.jstor.org/preserving-the-history-of-coronavirus-in-queens/?utm_term=Preserving%20the%20History%20of%20Coronavirus%20in%20Queens&utm_campaign=jstordaily_03042021&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/preserving-the-history-of-coronavirus-in-queens/?utm_term=Preserving%20the%20History%20of%20Coronavirus%20in%20Queens&utm_campaign=jstordaily_03042021&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/preserving-the-history-of-coronavirus-in-queens/?utm_term=Preserving%20the%20History%20of%20Coronavirus%20in%20Queens&utm_campaign=jstordaily_03042021&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://www.jstor.org/stable/community.29268967?mag=preserving-the-history-of-coronavirus-in-queens&tocId=100124007&tocType=collection&seq=2
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VIA RIVERHEAD BOOKS 

Edward Carey Talks to Alexander Chee About Rewriting a Myth, and the Enduring Power of 

Pinocchio 

A Conversation with the Author of The Swallowed Man 

By Alexander Chee 

 

Featured image from the UK cover of The Swallowed Man, by Edward Carey. 

The story of Pinocchio is something that has taken several shapes in my life. The first of course was the 

Disney story, known to most Americans by now. The second involved the discovery of Carlo Collodi’s The 

Adventures of Pinocchio, a life-changing event—the original novel which would seem to have served as the 

loosest possible inspiration for Disney’s Pinocchio. The relationship between the Disney and the Collodi was 

like the mask and the face. 

Now we have, in a sense, the mirror, too: The Swallowed Man, by the writer and artist Edward Carey, 

imagines Geppetto, inside the impossible five story cave that is belly of the massive dog-fish shark that 

swallowed him, awaiting what seems to him to be death, and writing, at last, the stories he has not told before 

now of his life as the creator of the wooden puppet who transformed into a human boy. Illuminated by 

https://www.penguinrandomhouse.com/books/624887/the-swallowed-man-by-edward-carey/
https://lithub.com/author/alexander-chee/
https://bookshop.org/books/adventures-of-pinocchio-the-ilustrated-with-interactive-elements-a54f11d7-a921-4e9c-928d-f14b099e0f87/9781590172896?aid=20
https://bookshop.org/books/adventures-of-pinocchio-the-ilustrated-with-interactive-elements-a54f11d7-a921-4e9c-928d-f14b099e0f87/9781590172896?aid=20
https://bookshop.org/books/the-swallowed-man/9780593188873
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Carey’s exquisitely textured original illustrations, the passages take on the uncertain darkness of both the 

stomach of the shark and Geppetto’s mind, and the result is a slim novel about art, parenthood, and what it is 

like to see your creations walk in the world, defy you, and even, maybe, save you as well. And it could not be 

more timely. 

It should also be said: the knack of illustrating your own work is akin to accompanying yourself on the piano 

as you sing, I think—it requires mastery of the two separate arts but understanding how those arts fit together 

is the third art to this. It is a regular feature of Carey’s books, and each one has, as a result, its own specific 

atmosphere, the feeling of a book that both exists outside of time and yet lands, unerringly, in the present. 

They feel, also, intimately made for you. And as deliberate as his brush strokes are, his words are as well. 

VIDEO FROM LIT HUB: 

Lee Child talks to Heather Martin at the Hay Festival Winter Weekend 

 

Helen Macdonald and James Rebanks talk to Andy Fryers at the Hay Festival Winter Weekend 

Carey is previously the author of Little, Alva & Irva, Observatory Mansions, and the Iremonger Trilogy for 

young adults. He is an award-winning novelist, playwright and visual artist, and he is also married to my 

friend, the award-winning writer Elizabeth McCracken. I think they would laugh and complain if I called 

them a power couple so perhaps it is better to say they are one of Austin’s beloved centers of gravity, 

transplants who have made themselves at home. 

I met him when I had the good fortune of being the visiting writer at the University of Texas–Austin, where 

they live and teach some very fortunate MFA students, and they made me feel very much at home, such that 

https://lithub.com/watch-lee-child-and-heather-martin-at-the-hay-festival-winter-weekend/
https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780525534334
https://www.panmacmillan.com/authors/edward-carey/alva-irva/9781529031164
https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780375709234
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during my time there I became known as something of a gin pusher. I am the guest who asks you if you have 

a shaker, in other words. They live in a charming art-filled home—much of it made by Edward—with their 

two children, who seem to me to be the luckiest of children. 

I spoke to Edward Carey on a recent afternoon by Zoom about Pinocchio, Geppetto, The Swallowed 

Man, Florence, art, and monsters. We had fun, in other words. 

–Alexander Chee 

* 

Alexander Chee: I was delighted to see you had done this with the story of Pinocchio—or really the story of 

Geppetto. I have loved that book for a very long time. There is a line about boys and sickness that Pinocchio 

says that has stayed with me a long time: “I’m a boy you see, and all boys hate medicine more than sickness.” 

One of those lines that hits you right between the eyes. 

Is this a story that’s been alive for you since childhood? 

Edward Carey: Yeah, I’ve loved it for a really long time. The Collodi book is so strange, so much more 

complicated and sophisticated than the Disney version would have you believe. And you mention illness and 

children—he’s a kid that stands out, he’s not like any other kid. There’s something that sets him apart. The 

fact that he’s one of a kind, that he feels like the patron saint of objects. Also, in the Disney version he’s some 

sweet kid, and he’s not—he’s vicious, he’s annoyed and annoying. 

The thing about the book that always strikes me as so moving, is how at the end, that awful betrayal, when he 

becomes a flesh kid. Right at the end, the last line of the book. The wooden Pinocchio stays on stage, lifeless, 

dead material, and the flesh Pinocchio is laughing at his former self. It always seemed to me like one of the 

biggest betrayals in literature. 

The thing about the book that always strikes me as so moving, is how at the end, that awful betrayal, when he 

becomes a flesh kid. 

So yes, I’ve loved it. And this came about—you talking about the sick child—I was the writer in residence at 

the Meyer Hospital, one of the leading pediatric hospitals in Italy, in Florence. Collodi spent most of his life 

in Florence, and Pinocchio is everywhere in Florence. That hospital has Pinocchio all over it, and the main 

meeting room has huge bones, as if you’re inside a whale. 

A lot of the doctors see that journey Pinocchio makes as a journey of recovery, of ultimate hope in the end, 

and so those kids have Pinocchio all around them. He’s such a versatile character, and deeply profound. So I 

love you talking about the child and illness, I think that’s him. 

AC: It’s so interesting that Pinocchio is one of these fictional characters who is effectively like a celebrity, 

you don’t have to have read the book at all to know his name or have some popular idea of him in your mind. 

Especially because of the Disney story, which feels like a Freudian screen memory for the original, some 
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complicated psychological plaster laid over the original. In going back to the story for this, what would you 

say possessed you? 

EC: Pinocchio has been in my head for decades, and one of my classes I teach MFA students is on fairy 

tales.  And we talk about so often in fairy tales objects having life, and feelings, and of course Pinocchio is the 

ultimate version of that. 

Years ago I did an adaptation of Collodi’s original and Robert Coover’s continuation of the story, Pinocchio 

in Venice, for a theater company in Romania. So I lived with in Romania with these actors, who called me 

Papusha Mika, “Little Puppet,” that was their name for me. But I didn’t think I would write about it directly 

until I was at the hospital and I wrote some articles about Pinocchio for Corriere Della Serra and La 

Repubblica and talked about Pinocchio, and the Collodi Foundation wrote to me and asked me, Would I do an 

exhibition in the hospital’s Parco di Pinocchio, anything as long as it was about Pinocchio? And I said yes, 

yes, yes! So I took the book and just soaked myself in it. 

I realized Geppetto is so completely wrongly portrayed in the movie, and he’s so much more complicated, so 

much more interesting. But also Collodi doesn’t really talk about him—he leaves him for two years in the 

belly of that shark—and he tells you nothing about that. And I just thought, what would that be like? He’s a 

creator, and you know his most famous creation is the wooden child. What art would he make? And because 

Pinocchio is so often saying, “What’s a human being? What is a human being? Why can’t I be a human 

being?” I feel like Geppetto, in the shark, is asking the same question. “Am I still a human being now?” With 

his huge beard, his nails grown long, his skin going to hell, “What am I?” Not being able to communicate 

with anyone else but making art to survive. So I thought, that’s what I’ll do. I’ll make the art that he would 

have made inside the shark. 

Pinocchio has been in my head for decades, and one of my classes I teach MFA students is on fairy tales.  

And we talk about so often in fairy tales objects having life, and feelings, and of course Pinocchio is the 

ultimate version of that. 

AC: And when was that? What was the year of that fellowship? 

EC: Two years ago. To begin with, it was just going to be the art, but then I thought Nah, nah, nah, he’s got 

to write, he’s got to write. He’s got to write his journal of his isolation. I thought the journal could be the 

catalog of the art, of the museum exhibit, and then the book took over from the art. 

AC: As it just might do. What a wonderful origin story for this. 

I think of historical fiction as being an argument with history, and with culture. When you rewrite a myth, I 

think it is much the same. It seems like you’re going back to argue for Geppetto, to be read a different way, 

with a different illumination. What do you think… I hesitate to say what do you think Italians misunderstand 

about the story, but it sounds like in the hospital, portraying Pinocchio as a talisman for wellness, a journey 

away from the wooden body, that perhaps there’s something they’re ignoring. The cruelty of Pinocchio, 

which is like a child’s anger at weakness. What would you say you found in Geppetto that is new? 
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EC: He disappears for two years, and part of Pinocchio’s journey is that he has to find his father and save 

him. And what I found is what must… it’s a real question of parenthood, of owning that strange child, a story 

of love and beginning to understand himself. A journey of trying to forgive himself. And there’s such huge 

wonderful holes in the Collodi original. Geppetto is angry in the book, he screams at his child, he runs after 

him… So I discuss that whole business of parenthood but also an artist’s relationship to his art. Because for 

Geppetto, his art has run off, his creation has disappeared in the world. For him to wonder, Well, what am I, 

the same as Pinocchio, what am I, what am I, becomes Geppetto’s desperate need to say This is what I am! 

The book is a mirror of Pinocchio, almost a journey toward death instead of a journey into life, as in Collodi’s 

story. But it’s about creation, and responsibility. 

AC: Is Geppetto’s Otto in this book, is he in the original, or is he your creation? 

EC: He’s mine. You have to tell stories! We’ve all been stuck on our bloody own–if you were without 

anything for two years, what would you do? He has to create. It’s the escape, a way of traveling when you 

can’t travel. Otto’s not in the Collodi, but I think that whole business of creating shapes, our need for human 

beings—I know you’re in a much more remote situation, but here in Austin, when I look out the window, all I 

see are people in masks and I think, where have all the human beings gone? Is this a new species? The 

longing for company. 

The book is a mirror of Pinocchio, almost a journey toward death instead of a journey into life, as in Collodi’s 

story. But it’s about creation, and responsibility. 

AC: It must have been such a dream to have all that material nearby, and you were, as you said, in the city of 

Pinocchio. And Florence, Italy is such a wonderfully strange city, with the utterly blasé locals trying to 

pretend the tourists aren’t there, and the way the city feels illustrated—the ancient art, the new graffiti—are 

there Florentine Easter eggs, as it were? How much of this is about a love for Florence? 

EC: I know you know Florence well, but I sat in the church and experienced for the first time the wooden 

Christ carved by Michelangelo when he was 18, made out of linden tree— 

AC: Yes! The thing that stands out in my memory  about that Michelangelo Christ is that to me it was the 

first one I’d seen that conveyed the pain of crucifixion to me. And not like he had fallen asleep against the 

cross. It really did look like agony in a way that was startling to be alone with. 

EC: And it was so beautiful, and no one was there and I was just walking around it. As you know, it is 

suspended, there’s no cross there, and I just thought, That’s Pinocchio. That life in it. And I found myself 

feeling that I understood the puppet in a different way. Because often when we see the puppet, it is a crudely 

drawn thing, but it’s living, it is living, this object. And I thought Oh Geppetto is more like Frankenstein than 

some little toymaker, this is a monster he’s created, but of extraordinary beauty. And looking at that figure by 

the young Michelangelo, I was just so moved by it, it is so lifelike. 

AC: It is sort of punk rock, right? It isn’t like the other Jesuses in Florence that are sort of pretty or erotic… 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 560  may  2021 

 

72 

EC: Right! 

AC: And that’s the thing about Florence that I think is worth remarking on in relationship to this novel, it is a 

city where it is easy to imagine a figure like that coming to life, because they are always half coming to life 

around you. 

And it was so beautiful, and no one was there and I was just walking around it. As you know, it is suspended, 

there’s no cross there, and I just thought, That’s Pinocchio. That life in it. 

EC: Thinking about those, I’m sure there’s particular pieces of art you’re always running to revisit when you 

go back, and for me it is the Mary Magdalene by Donatello, which I think about all the time, and I thought, 

this could be the state of Geppetto. In the new museum to the cathedral they have a copy of her that you can 

touch, and actually touching her, I was thinking about that as I wrote about Geppetto. She’s almost the total 

opposite of the Michelangelo Christ, almost already dead. 

AC: I just saw that you sold your Year of Sketches. Do you want to say anything about that? 

EC: Sure! It’s a bit like Geppetto back in his whale all over again, but we’re all there. 

I was writing a book set inside a kid’s hospital, inspired by my time in Florence, and I had to put it aside as it 

was just too difficult to do with COVID. So I was thinking of what the hell else am I going to do, and I’m 

always drawing—I can’t stop drawing—it is the only thing that chills me during the day. I’d just drawn a 

scribble of a young man, and sometimes I post my drawings on the internet and so I did and said, “I’m going 

to do one of these a day until it is all over.” Without really meaning to do this, by accident. And it’s sort of 

grown, and I didn’t expect it to take a year, and God knows now how long it will take. But it’s been a 

delightful way of communicating, as sometimes people say “will you draw such and such?” And one of the 

drawings is of you! 

AC: I was very moved to get it. Thank you. 

EC: My pleasure, of course. But it’s been that way of marking time. I’ve never marked every single day, I’ve 

never written a journal, never written a diary, and suddenly I’ll lay them all out, every 50 pages, and I go, “Oh 

my god, this is how long we’ve been here,” and you’ve seen our house—it’s pretty small. We’re running out 

of house to lay these bloody drawings out on. 

But it’s become a way of marking those moments, when America was so unhappy, and seeing all of that 

police brutality that had to be marked as well as the pretty things. I had to draw Trump, as well as all of the 

people murdered by police brutality. Had to try and pour a year…I mean it wasn’t supposed to be a book. But 

it’s become a book. A book by accident. 

I was writing a book set inside a kid’s hospital, inspired by my time in Florence, and I had to put it aside as it 

was just too difficult to do with COVID. 

AC: And what is the B for? 
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EC: B is for the grade of pencil. They’re all done in pencil drawings. But also it’s been a year where we’re all 

just trying to be. And so that’s the title. 

AC: Wow, that is beautiful. Well, thank you for telling me about all of this. 

EC: Well thank you! I wish you were here to drink some gin and do your marvels with the cocktail shaker. 

We’ll have to wait for another time for that. 

AC: Soon enough. 

__________________________________ 

 

The Swallowed Man by Edward Carey is available now via Riverhead Books. 

Alexander CheeEdward CareyinterviewPinocchioRiverhead BooksThe Swallowed Man 

 

 

 

 

https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780593188873
https://lithub.com/tag/alexander-chee/
https://lithub.com/tag/edward-carey/
https://lithub.com/tag/interview/
https://lithub.com/tag/pinocchio/
https://lithub.com/tag/riverhead-books/
https://lithub.com/tag/the-swallowed-man/
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Alexander Chee 

Alexander Chee is a contributing editor to Lit Hub. He the author of the novels Edinburgh and The Queen of 

the Night. He is a recipient of a Whiting Writers Award and a NEA fellowship in prose, and his stories, 

reviews and essays have appeared in The New York Times Book Review, Tin House, Guernica, Slate, and 

NPR. You can find him on Twitter @alexanderchee. 

 http://Koreanish.com 

 

https://lithub.com/edward-carey-talks-to-alexander-chee-about-rewriting-a-myth-and-the-enduring-power-of-

pinocchio/ 

  

https://lithub.com/author/alexander-chee/
http://koreanish.com/
https://lithub.com/author/alexander-chee/
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Most distant quasar with powerful radio jets discovered 

ESO 

Astronomers have discovered and studied in detail the most distant source of radio emission known to date. 

The source is a 'radio-loud' quasar -- a bright object with powerful jets emitting at radio wavelengths -- that is 

so far away its light has taken 13 billion years to reach us. The discovery could provide important clues to 

help astronomers understand the early Universe. 

 

 

Quasar illustration (stock image). 

Credit: © IgorZh / stock.adobe.com 

With the help of the European Southern Observatory's Very Large Telescope (ESO's VLT), astronomers have 

discovered and studied in detail the most distant source of radio emission known to date. The source is a 

"radio-loud" quasar -- a bright object with powerful jets emitting at radio wavelengths -- that is so far away its 

light has taken 13 billion years to reach us. The discovery could provide important clues to help astronomers 

understand the early Universe. 

Quasars are very bright objects that lie at the centre of some galaxies and are powered by supermassive black 

holes. As the black hole consumes the surrounding gas, energy is released, allowing astronomers to spot them 

even when they are very far away. 

The newly discovered quasar, nicknamed P172+18, is so distant that light from it has travelled for about 13 

billion years to reach us: we see it as it was when the Universe was just around 780 million years old. While 

more distant quasars have been discovered, this is the first time astronomers have been able to identify the 

telltale signatures of radio jets in a quasar this early on in the history of the Universe. Only about 10% of 

quasars -- which astronomers classify as "radio-loud" -- have jets, which shine brightly at radio frequencies 

[1]. 

P172+18 is powered by a black hole about 300 million times more massive than our Sun that is consuming 

gas at a stunning rate. "The black hole is eating up matter very rapidly, growing in mass at one of the highest 

rates ever observed," explains astronomer Chiara Mazzucchelli, Fellow at ESO in Chile, who led the 

discovery together with Eduardo Bañados of the Max Planck Institute for Astronomy in Germany. 

The astronomers think that there's a link between the rapid growth of supermassive black holes and the 

powerful radio jets spotted in quasars like P172+18. The jets are thought to be capable of disturbing the gas 

around the black hole, increasing the rate at which gas falls in. Therefore, studying radio-loud quasars can 

provide important insights into how black holes in the early Universe grew to their supermassive sizes so 

quickly after the Big Bang. 
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"I find it very exciting to discover 'new' black holes for the first time, and to provide one more building block 

to understand the primordial Universe, where we come from, and ultimately ourselves," says Mazzucchelli. 

P172+18 was first recognised as a far-away quasar, after having been previously identified as a radio source, 

at the Magellan Telescope at Las Campanas Observatory in Chile by Bañados and Mazzucchelli. "As soon as 

we got the data, we inspected it by eye, and we knew immediately that we had discovered the most distant 

radio-loud quasar known so far," says Bañados. 

However, owing to a short observation time, the team did not have enough data to study the object in detail. A 

flurry of observations with other telescopes followed, including with the X-shooter instrument on ESO's VLT, 

which allowed them to dig deeper into the characteristics of this quasar, including determining key properties 

such as the mass of the black hole and how fast it's eating up matter from its surroundings. Other telescopes 

that contributed to the study include the National Radio Astronomy Observatory's Very Large Array and the 

Keck Telescope in the US. 

While the team are excited about their discovery, to appear in The Astrophysical Journal, they believe this 

radio-loud quasar could be the first of many to be found, perhaps at even larger cosmological distances. "This 

discovery makes me optimistic and I believe -- and hope -- that the distance record will be broken soon," says 

Bañados. 

Observations with facilities such as ALMA, in which ESO is a partner, and with ESO's upcoming Extremely 

Large Telescope (ELT) could help uncover and study more of these early-Universe objects in detail. 

Note 

[1] Radio waves that are used in astronomy have frequencies between about 300 MHz and 300 GHz. 

 

Story Source: 

Materials provided by ESO. Note: Content may be edited for style and length. 

 

Related Multimedia: 

• Artist's rendering of quasar P172+18 

 

Journal Reference: 

https://www.eso.org/public/news/eso2103/
https://www.eso.org/
https://www.eso.org/public/news/eso2103/
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Paste 

by Henry James 

 

Paste (1899) is one of James' more significant short stories. This story builds quite purposefully on Guy de 

Maupassant's story The Necklace, providing James the opportunity to explore one of his recurring themes: 

the difference between illusion and reality. Both stories share a twist ending, but in reverse of the other. 

"Paste" means fake or imitation. 

 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/henry-james
https://americanliterature.com/author/guy-de-maupassant/bio-books-stories
https://americanliterature.com/author/guy-de-maupassant/bio-books-stories
https://americanliterature.com/author/guy-de-maupassant/short-story/the-necklace
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“I’ve found a lot more things,” her cousin said to her the day after the second funeral; “they’re up in her 

room—but they’re things I wish YOU’D look at.” 

The pair of mourners, sufficiently stricken, were in the garden of the vicarage together, before luncheon, 

waiting to be summoned to that meal, and Arthur Prime had still in his face the intention, she was moved to 

call it rather than the expression, of feeling something or other. Some such appearance was in itself of course 

natural within a week of his stepmother’s death, within three of his father’s; but what was most present to the 

girl, herself sensitive and shrewd, was that he seemed somehow to brood without sorrow, to suffer without 

what she in her own case would have called pain. He turned away from her after this last speech—it was a 

good deal his habit to drop an observation and leave her to pick it up without assistance. If the vicar’s widow, 

now in her turn finally translated, had not really belonged to him it was not for want of her giving herself, so 

far as he ever would take her; and she had lain for three days all alone at the end of the passage, in the great 

cold chamber of hospitality, the dampish greenish room where visitors slept and where several of the ladies of 

the parish had, without effect, offered, in pairs and successions, piously to watch with her. His personal 

connexion with the parish was now slighter than ever, and he had really not waited for this opportunity to 

show the ladies what he thought of them. She felt that she herself had, during her doleful month’s leave from 

Bleet, where she was governess, rather taken her place in the same snubbed order; but it was presently, none 

the less, with a better little hope of coming in for some remembrance, some relic, that she went up to look at 

the things he had spoken of, the identity of which, as a confused cluster of bright objects on a table in the 

darkened room, shimmered at her as soon as she had opened the door. 

They met her eyes for the first time, but in a moment, before touching them, she knew them as things of the 

theatre, as very much too fine to have been with any verisimilitude things of the vicarage. They were too 

dreadfully good to be true, for her aunt had had no jewels to speak of, and these were coronets and girdles, 

diamonds, rubies and sapphires. Flagrant tinsel and glass, they looked strangely vulgar, but if after the first 

queer shock of them she found herself taking them up it was for the very proof, never yet so distinct to her, of 

a far-off faded story. An honest widowed cleric with a small son and a large sense of Shakespeare had, on a 

brave latitude of habit as well as of taste—since it implied his having in very fact dropped deep into the 

“pit”—conceived for an obscure actress several years older than himself an admiration of which the prompt 

offer of his reverend name and hortatory hand was the sufficiently candid sign. The response had perhaps in 

those dim years, so far as eccentricity was concerned, even bettered the proposal, and Charlotte, turning the 

tale over, had long since drawn from it a measure of the career renounced by the undistinguished 

comedienne—doubtless also tragic, or perhaps pantomimic, at a pinch—of her late uncle’s dreams. This 

career couldn’t have been eminent and must much more probably have been comfortless. 

“You see what it is—old stuff of the time she never liked to mention.” 

Our young woman gave a start; her companion had after all rejoined her and had apparently watched a 

moment her slightly scared recognition. “So I said to myself,” she replied. Then to show intelligence, yet keep 

clear of twaddle: “How peculiar they look!” 

“They look awful,” said Arthur Prime. “Cheap gilt, diamonds as big as potatoes. These are trappings of a 

ruder age than ours. Actors do themselves better now.” 

“Oh now,” said Charlotte, not to be less knowing, “actresses have real diamonds.” 
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“Some of them.” Arthur spoke dryly. 

“I mean the bad ones—the nobodies too.” 

“Oh some of the nobodies have the biggest. But mamma wasn’t of that sort.” 

“A nobody?” Charlotte risked. 

“Not a nobody to whom somebody—well, not a nobody with diamonds. It isn’t all worth, this trash, five 

pounds.” 

There was something in the old gewgaws that spoke to her, and she continued to turn them over. “They’re 

relics. I think they have their melancholy and even their dignity.” 

Arthur observed another pause. “Do you care for them?” he then asked. “I mean,” he promptly added, “as a 

souvenir.” 

“Of you?” Charlotte threw off. 

“Of me? What have I to do with it? Of your poor dead aunt who was so kind to you,” he said with virtuous 

sternness. 

“Well, I’d rather have them than nothing.” 

“Then please take them,” he returned in a tone of relief which expressed somehow more of the eager than of 

the gracious. 

“Thank you.” Charlotte lifted two or three objects up and set them down again. Though they were lighter than 

the materials they imitated they were so much more extravagant that they struck her in truth as rather an 

awkward heritage, to which she might have preferred even a matchbox or a penwiper. They were indeed 

shameless pinchbeck. “Had you any idea she had kept them?” 

“I don’t at all believe she HAD kept them or knew they were there, and I’m very sure my father didn’t. They 

had quite equally worked off any tenderness for the connexion. These odds and ends, which she thought had 

been given away or destroyed, had simply got thrust into a dark corner and been forgotten.” 

Charlotte wondered. “Where then did you find them?” 

“In that old tin box”—and the young man pointed to the receptacle from which he had dislodged them and 

which stood on a neighbouring chair. “It’s rather a good box still, but I’m afraid I can’t give you THAT.” 

The girl took no heed of the box; she continued only to look at the trinkets. “What corner had she found?” 
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“She hadn’t ‘found’ it,” her companion sharply insisted; “she had simply lost it. The whole thing had passed 

from her mind. The box was on the top shelf of the old school-room closet, which, until one put one’s head 

into it from a step-ladder, looked, from below, quite cleared out. The door’s narrow and the part of the closet 

to the left goes well into the wall. The box had stuck there for years.” 

Charlotte was conscious of a mind divided and a vision vaguely troubled, and once more she took up two or 

three of the subjects of this revelation; a big bracelet in the form of a gilt serpent with many twists and beady 

eyes, a brazen belt studded with emeralds and rubies, a chain, of flamboyant architecture, to which, at the 

Theatre Royal Little Peddlington, Hamlet’s mother must have been concerned to attach the portrait of the 

successor to Hamlet’s father. “Are you very sure they’re not really worth something? Their mere weight 

alone—!” she vaguely observed, balancing a moment a royal diadem that might have crowned one of the 

creations of the famous Mrs. Jarley. 

But Arthur Prime, it was clear, had already thought the question over and found the answer easy. “If they had 

been worth anything to speak of she would long ago have sold them. My father and she had unfortunately 

never been in a position to keep any considerable value locked up.” And while his companion took in the 

obvious force of this he went on with a flourish just marked enough not to escape her: “If they’re worth 

anything at all—why you’re only the more welcome to them.” 

Charlotte had now in her hand a small bag of faded figured silk—one of those antique conveniences that 

speak to us, in terms of evaporated camphor and lavender, of the part they have played in some personal 

history; but though she had for the first time drawn the string she looked much more at the young man than at 

the questionable treasure it appeared to contain. “I shall like them. They’re all I have.” 

“All you have—?” 

“That belonged to her.” 

He swelled a little, then looked about him as if to appeal—as against her avidity—to the whole poor place. 

“Well, what else do you want?” 

“Nothing. Thank you very much.” With which she bent her eyes on the article wrapped, and now only 

exposed, in her superannuated satchel—a string of large pearls, such a shining circle as might once have 

graced the neck of a provincial Ophelia and borne company to a flaxen wig. “This perhaps IS worth 

something. Feel it.” And she passed him the necklace, the weight of which she had gathered for a moment 

into her hand. 

He measured it in the same way with his own, but remained quite detached. “Worth at most thirty shillings.” 

“Not more?” 

“Surely not if it’s paste?” 

“But IS it paste?” 
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He gave a small sniff of impatience. “Pearls nearly as big as filberts?” 

“But they’re heavy,” Charlotte declared. 

“No heavier than anything else.” And he gave them back with an allowance for her simplicity. “Do you 

imagine for a moment they’re real?” 

She studied them a little, feeling them, turning them round. “Mightn’t they possibly be?” 

“Of that size—stuck away with that trash?” 

“I admit it isn’t likely,” Charlotte presently said. “And pearls are so easily imitated.” 

“That’s just what—to a person who knows—they’re not. These have no lustre, no play.” 

“No—they ARE dull. They’re opaque.” 

“Besides,” he lucidly enquired, “how could she ever have come by them?” 

“Mightn’t they have been a present?” 

Arthur stared at the question as if it were almost improper. “Because actresses are exposed—?” He pulled up, 

however, not saying to what, and before she could supply the deficiency had, with the sharp ejaculation of 

“No, they mightn’t!” turned his back on her and walked away. His manner made her feel she had probably 

been wanting in tact, and before he returned to the subject, the last thing that evening, she had satisfied herself 

of the ground of his resentment. They had been talking of her departure the next morning, the hour of her train 

and the fly that would come for her, and it was precisely these things that gave him his effective chance. “I 

really can’t allow you to leave the house under the impression that my stepmother was at ANY time of her 

life the sort of person to allow herself to be approached—” 

“With pearl necklaces and that sort of thing?” Arthur had made for her somehow the difficulty that she 

couldn’t show him she understood him without seeming pert. 

It at any rate only added to his own gravity. “That sort of thing, exactly.” 

“I didn’t think when I spoke this morning—but I see what you mean.” 

“I mean that she was beyond reproach,” said Arthur Prime. 

“A hundred times yes.” 

“Therefore if she couldn’t, out of her slender gains, ever have paid for a row of pearls—” 
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“She couldn’t, in that atmosphere, ever properly have had one? Of course she couldn’t. I’ve seen perfectly 

since our talk,” Charlotte went on, “that that string of beads isn’t even as an imitation very good. The little 

clasp itself doesn’t seem even gold. With false pearls, I suppose,” the girl mused, “it naturally wouldn’t be.” 

“The whole thing’s rotten paste,” her companion returned as if to have done with it. “If it were NOT, and she 

had kept it all these years hidden—” 

“Yes?” Charlotte sounded as he paused. 

“Why I shouldn’t know what to think!” 

“Oh I see.” She had met him with a certain blankness, but adequately enough, it seemed, for him to regard the 

subject as dismissed; and there was no reversion to it between them before, on the morrow, when she had with 

difficulty made a place for them in her trunk, she carried off these florid survivals. 

At Bleet she found small occasion to revert to them and, in an air charged with such quite other references, 

even felt, after she had laid them away, much enshrouded, beneath various piles of clothing, that they formed 

a collection not wholly without its note of the ridiculous. Yet she was never, for the joke, tempted to show 

them to her pupils, though Gwendolen and Blanche in particular always wanted, on her return, to know what 

she had brought back; so that without an accident by which the case was quite changed they might have 

appeared to enter on a new phase of interment. The essence of the accident was the sudden illness, at the last 

moment, of Lady Bobby, whose advent had been so much counted on to spice the five days’ feast laid out for 

the coming of age of the eldest son of the house; and its equally marked effect was the dispatch of a pressing 

message, in quite another direction, to Mrs. Guy, who, could she by a miracle be secured—she was always 

engaged ten parties deep—might be trusted to supply, it was believed, an element of exuberance scarcely less 

potent. Mrs. Guy was already known to several of the visitors already on the scene, but she wasn’t yet known 

to our young lady, who found her, after many wires and counter-wires had at last determined the triumph of 

her arrival, a strange charming little red-haired black-dressed woman, a person with the face of a baby and the 

authority of a commodore. She took on the spot the discreet, the exceptional young governess into the 

confidence of her designs and, still more, of her doubts; intimating that it was a policy she almost always 

promptly pursued. 

“To-morrow and Thursday are all right,” she said frankly to Charlotte on the second day, “but I’m not half-

satisfied with Friday.” 

“What improvement then do you suggest?” 

“Well, my strong point, you know, is TABLEAUX VIVANTS.” 

“Charming. And what is your favourite character?” 

“Boss!” said Mrs. Guy with decision; and it was very markedly under that ensign that she had, within a few 

hours, completely planned her campaign and recruited her troop. Every word she uttered was to the point, but 

none more so than, after a general survey of their equipment, her final enquiry of Charlotte. She had been 
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looking about, but half-appeased, at the muster of decoration and drapery. “We shall be dull. We shall want 

more colour. You’ve nothing else?” 

Charlotte had a thought. “No—I’ve SOME things.” 

“Then why don’t you bring them?” 

The girl weighed it. “Would you come to my room?” 

“No,” said Mrs. Guy—“bring them to-night to mine.” 

So Charlotte, at the evening’s end, after candlesticks had flickered through brown old passages bedward, 

arrived at her friend’s door with the burden of her aunt’s relics. But she promptly expressed a fear. “Are they 

too garish?” 

When she had poured them out on the sofa Mrs. Guy was but a minute, before the glass, in clapping on the 

diadem. “Awfully jolly—we can do Ivanhoe!” 

“But they’re only glass and tin.” 

“Larger than life they are, RATHER!—which is exactly what’s wanted for tableaux. OUR jewels, for historic 

scenes, don’t tell—the real thing falls short. Rowena must have rubies as big as eggs. Leave them with me,” 

Mrs. Guy continued—“they’ll inspire me. Good-night.” 

The next morning she was in fact—yet very strangely—inspired. “Yes, I’LL do Rowena. But I don’t, my 

dear, understand.” 

“Understand what?” 

Mrs. Guy gave a very lighted stare. “How you come to have such things?” 

Poor Charlotte smiled. “By inheritance.” 

“Family jewels?” 

“They belonged to my aunt, who died some months ago. She was on the stage a few years in early life, and 

these are a part of her trappings.” 

“She left them to you?” 

“No; my cousin, her stepson, who naturally has no use for them, gave them to me for remembrance of her. 

She was a dear kind thing, always so nice to me, and I was fond of her.” 
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Mrs. Guy had listened with frank interest. “But it’s HE who must be a dear kind thing!” 

Charlotte wondered. “You think so?” 

“Is HE,” her friend went on, “also ‘always so nice’ to you?” 

The girl, at this, face to face there with the brilliant visitor in the deserted breakfast-room, took a deeper 

sounding. “What is it?” 

“Don’t you know?” 

Something came over her. “The pearls—?” But the question fainted on her lips. 

“Doesn’t HE know?” 

Charlotte found herself flushing. “They’re NOT paste?” 

“Haven’t you looked at them?” 

She was conscious of two kinds of embarrassment. “YOU have?” 

“Very carefully.” 

“And they’re real?” 

Mrs. Guy became slightly mystifying and returned for all answer: “Come again, when you’ve done with the 

children, to my room.” 

Our young woman found she had done with the children that morning so promptly as to reveal to them a new 

joy, and when she reappeared before Mrs. Guy this lady had already encircled a plump white throat with the 

only ornament, surely, in all the late Mrs. Prime’s—the effaced Miss Bradshaw’s—collection, in the least 

qualified to raise a question. If Charlotte had never yet once, before the glass, tied the string of pearls about 

her own neck, this was because she had been capable of no such stoop to approved “imitation”; but she had 

now only to look at Mrs. Guy to see that, so disposed, the ambiguous objects might have passed for frank 

originals. “What in the world have you done to them?” 

“Only handled them, understood them, admired them and put them on. That’s what pearls want; they want to 

be worn—it wakes them up. They’re alive, don’t you see? How HAVE these been treated? They must have 

been buried, ignored, despised. They were half-dead. Don’t you KNOW about pearls?” Mrs. Guy threw off as 

she fondly fingered the necklace. 

“How SHOULD I? Do YOU?” 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 560  may  2021 

 

86 

“Everything. These were simply asleep, and from the moment I really touched them—well,” said their wearer 

lovingly, “it only took one’s eye!” 

“It took more than mine—though I did just wonder; and than Arthur’s,” Charlotte brooded. She found herself 

almost panting. “Then their value—?” 

“Oh their value’s excellent.” 

The girl, for a deep contemplative moment, took another plunge into the wonder, the beauty and the mystery. 

“Are you SURE?” 

Her companion wheeled round for impatience. “Sure? For what kind of an idiot, my dear, do you take me?” 

It was beyond Charlotte Prime to say. “For the same kind as Arthur—and as myself,” she could only suggest. 

“But my cousin didn’t know. He thinks they’re worthless.” 

“Because of the rest of the lot? Then your cousin’s an ass. But what—if, as I understood you, he gave them to 

you—has he to do with it?” 

“Why if he gave them to me as worthless and they turn out precious—!” 

“You must give them back? I don’t see that—if he was such a noodle. He took the risk.” 

Charlotte fed, in fancy, on the pearls, which decidedly were exquisite, but which at the present moment 

somehow presented themselves much more as Mrs. Guy’s than either as Arthur’s or as her own. “Yes—he did 

take it; even after I had distinctly hinted to him that they looked to me different from the other pieces.” 

“Well then!” said Mrs. Guy with something more than triumph—with a positive odd relief. 

But it had the effect of making our young woman think with more intensity. “Ah you see he thought they 

couldn’t be different, because—so peculiarly—they shouldn’t be.” 

“Shouldn’t? I don’t understand.” 

“Why how would she have got them?”—so Charlotte candidly put it. 

“She? Who?” There was a capacity in Mrs. Guy’s tone for a sinking of persons—! 

“Why the person I told you of: his stepmother, my uncle’s wife—among whose poor old things, 

extraordinarily thrust away and out of sight, he happened to find them.” 

Mrs. Guy came a step nearer to the effaced Miss Bradshaw. “Do you mean she may have stolen them?” 
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“No. But she had been an actress.” 

“Oh well then,” cried Mrs. Guy, “wouldn’t that be just how?” 

“Yes, except that she wasn’t at all a brilliant one, nor in receipt of large pay.” The girl even threw off a 

nervous joke. “I’m afraid she couldn’t have been our Rowena.” 

Mrs. Guy took it up. “Was she very ugly?” 

“No. She may very well, when young, have looked rather nice.” 

“Well then!” was Mrs. Guy’s sharp comment and fresh triumph. 

“You mean it was a present? That’s just what he so dislikes the idea of her having received—a present from 

an admirer capable of going such lengths.” 

“Because she wouldn’t have taken it for nothing? SPERIAMO—that she wasn’t a brute. The ‘length’ her 

admirer went was the length of a whole row. Let us hope she was just a little kind!” 

“Well,” Charlotte went on, “that she was ‘kind’ might seem to be shown by the fact that neither her husband, 

nor his son, nor I, his niece, knew or dreamed of her possessing anything so precious; by her having kept the 

gift all the rest of her life beyond discovery—out of sight and protected from suspicion.” 

“As if, you mean”—Mrs. Guy was quick—“she had been wedded to it and yet was ashamed of it? Fancy,” 

she laughed while she manipulated the rare beads, “being ashamed of THESE!” 

“But you see she had married a clergyman.” 

“Yes, she must have been ‘rum.’ But at any rate he had married HER. What did he suppose?” 

“Why that she had never been of the sort by whom such offerings are encouraged.” 

“Ah my dear, the sort by whom they’re NOT—!” But Mrs. Guy caught herself up. “And her stepson thought 

the same?” 

“Overwhelmingly.” 

“Was he then, if only her stepson—” 

“So fond of her as that comes to? Yes; he had never known, consciously, his real mother, and, without 

children of her own, she was very patient and nice with him. And _I_ liked her so,” the girl pursued, “that at 

the end of ten years, in so strange a manner, to ‘give her away’—” 
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“Is impossible to you? Then don’t!” said Mrs. Guy with decision. 

“Ah but if they’re real I can’t keep them!” Charlotte, with her eyes on them, moaned in her impatience. “It’s 

too difficult.” 

“Where’s the difficulty, if he has such sentiments that he’d rather sacrifice the necklace than admit it, with the 

presumption it carries with it, to be genuine? You’ve only to be silent.” 

“And keep it? How can _I_ ever wear it?” 

“You’d have to hide it, like your aunt?” Mrs. Guy was amused. “You can easily sell it.” 

Her companion walked round her for a look at the affair from behind. The clasp was certainly, doubtless 

intentionally, misleading, but everything else was indeed lovely. “Well, I must think. Why didn’t SHE sell 

them?” Charlotte broke out in her trouble. 

Mrs. Guy had an instant answer. “Doesn’t that prove what they secretly recalled to her? You’ve only to be 

silent!” she ardently repeated. 

“I must think—I must think!” 

Mrs. Guy stood with her hands attached but motionless. “Then you want them back?” 

As if with the dread of touching them Charlotte retreated to the door. “I’ll tell you to-night.” 

“But may I wear them?” 

“Meanwhile?” 

“This evening—at dinner.” 

It was the sharp selfish pressure of this that really, on the spot, determined the girl; but for the moment, before 

closing the door on the question, she only said: “As you like!” 

They were busy much of the day with preparation and rehearsal, and at dinner that evening the concourse of 

guests was such that a place among them for Miss Prime failed to find itself marked. At the time the company 

rose she was therefore alone in the school-room, where, towards eleven o’clock, she received a visit from 

Mrs. Guy. This lady’s white shoulders heaved, under the pearls, with an emotion that the very red lips which 

formed, as if for the full effect, the happiest opposition of colour, were not slow to translate. “My dear, you 

should have seen the sensation—they’ve had a success!” 

Charlotte, dumb a moment, took it all in. “It IS as if they knew it—they’re more and more alive. But so much 

the worse for both of us! I can’t,” she brought out with an effort, “be silent.” 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 560  may  2021 

 

89 

“You mean to return them?” 

“If I don’t I’m a thief.” 

Mrs. Guy gave her a long hard look: what was decidedly not of the baby in Mrs. Guy’s face was a certain air 

of established habit in the eyes. Then, with a sharp little jerk of her head and a backward reach of her bare 

beautiful arms, she undid the clasp and, taking off the necklace, laid it on the table. “If you do you’re a 

goose.” 

“Well, of the two—!” said our young lady, gathering it up with a sigh. And as if to get it, for the pang it gave, 

out of sight as soon as possible, she shut it up, clicking the lock, in the drawer of her own little table; after 

which, when she turned again, her companion looked naked and plain without it. “But what will you say?” it 

then occurred to her to demand. 

“Downstairs—to explain?” Mrs. Guy was after all trying at least to keep her temper. “Oh I’ll put on 

something else and say the clasp’s broken. And you won’t of course name ME to him,” she added. 

“As having undeceived me? No—I’ll say that, looking at the thing more carefully, it’s my own private idea.” 

“And does he know how little you really know?” 

“As an expert—surely. And he has always much the conceit of his own opinion.” 

“Then he won’t believe you—as he so hates to. He’ll stick to his judgement and maintain his gift, and we 

shall have the darlings back!” With which reviving assurance Mrs. Guy kissed her young friend for good-

night. 

She was not, however, to be gratified or justified by any prompt event, for, whether or no paste entered into 

the composition of the ornament in question, Charlotte shrank from the temerity of dispatching it to town by 

post. Mrs. Guy was thus disappointed of the hope of seeing the business settled—“by return,” she had seemed 

to expect—before the end of the revels. The revels, moreover, rising to a frantic pitch, pressed for all her 

attention, and it was at last only in the general confusion of leave-taking that she made, parenthetically, a dash 

at the person in the whole company with whom her contact had been most interesting. 

“Come, what will you take for them?” 

“The pearls? Ah, you’ll have to treat with my cousin.” 

Mrs. Guy, with quick intensity, lent herself. “Where then does he live?” 

“In chambers in the Temple. You can find him.” 

“But what’s the use, if YOU do neither one thing nor the other?” 
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“Oh I SHALL do the ‘other,’” Charlotte said: “I’m only waiting till I go up. You want them so awfully?” She 

curiously, solemnly again, sounded her. 

“I’m dying for them. There’s a special charm in them—I don’t know what it is: they tell so their history.” 

“But what do you know of that?” 

“Just what they themselves say. It’s all IN them—and it comes out. They breathe a tenderness—they have the 

white glow of it. My dear,” hissed Mrs. Guy in supreme confidence and as she buttoned her glove—“they’re 

things of love!” 

“Oh!” our young woman vaguely exclaimed. 

“They’re things of passion!” 

“Mercy!” she gasped, turning short off. But these words remained, though indeed their help was scarce 

needed, Charlotte being in private face to face with a new light, as she by this time felt she must call it, on the 

dear dead kind colourless lady whose career had turned so sharp a corner in the middle. The pearls had quite 

taken their place as a revelation. She might have received them for nothing—admit that; but she couldn’t have 

kept them so long and so unprofitably hidden, couldn’t have enjoyed them only in secret, for nothing; and she 

had mixed them in her reliquary with false things in order to put curiosity and detection off the scent. Over 

this strange fact poor Charlotte interminably mused: it became more touching, more attaching for her than she 

could now confide to any ear. How bad or how happy—in the sophisticated sense of Mrs. Guy and the young 

man at the Temple—the effaced Miss Bradshaw must have been to have had to be so mute! The little 

governess at Bleet put on the necklace now in secret sessions; she wore it sometimes under her dress; she 

came to feel verily a haunting passion for it. Yet in her penniless state she would have parted with it for 

money; she gave herself also to dreams of what in this direction it would do for her. The sophistry of her so 

often saying to herself that Arthur had after all definitely pronounced her welcome to any gain from his gift 

that might accrue—this trick remained innocent, as she perfectly knew it for what it was. Then there was 

always the possibility of his—as she could only picture it—rising to the occasion. Mightn’t he have a grand 

magnanimous moment?—mightn’t he just say “Oh I couldn’t of course have afforded to let you have it if I 

had known; but since you HAVE got it, and have made out the truth by your own wit, I really can’t screw 

myself down to the shabbiness of taking it back”? 

She had, as it proved, to wait a long time—to wait till, at the end of several months, the great house of Bleet 

had, with due deliberation, for the season, transferred itself to town; after which, however, she fairly snatched 

at her first freedom to knock, dressed in her best and armed with her disclosure, at the door of her doubting 

kinsman. It was still with doubt and not quite with the face she had hoped that he listened to her story. He had 

turned pale, she thought, as she produced the necklace, and he appeared above all disagreeably affected. Well, 

perhaps there was reason, she more than ever remembered; but what on earth was one, in close touch with the 

fact, to do? She had laid the pearls on his table, where, without his having at first put so much as a finger to 

them, they met his hard cold stare. 

“I don’t believe in them,” he simply said at last. 
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“That’s exactly then,” she returned with some spirit, “what I wanted to hear!” 

She fancied that at this his colour changed; it was indeed vivid to her afterwards—for she was to have a long 

recall of the scene—that she had made him quite angrily flush. “It’s a beastly unpleasant imputation, you 

know!”—and he walked away from her as he had always walked at the vicarage. 

“It’s none of MY making, I’m sure,” said Charlotte Prime. “If you’re afraid to believe they’re real—” 

“Well?”—and he turned, across the room, sharp round at her. 

“Why it’s not my fault.” 

He said nothing more, for a moment, on this; he only came back to the table. “They’re what I originally said 

they were. They’re rotten paste.” 

“Then I may keep them?” 

“No. I want a better opinion.” 

“Than your own?” 

“Than YOUR own.” He dropped on the pearls another queer stare; then, after a moment, bringing himself to 

touch them, did exactly what she had herself done in the presence of Mrs. Guy at Bleet—gathered them 

together, marched off with them to a drawer, put them in and clicked the key. “You say I’m afraid,” he went 

on as he again met her; “but I shan’t be afraid to take them to Bond Street.” 

“And if the people say they’re real—?” 

He had a pause and then his strangest manner. “They won’t say it! They shan’t!” 

There was something in the way he brought it out that deprived poor Charlotte, as she was perfectly aware, of 

any manner at all. “Oh!” she simply sounded, as she had sounded for her last word to Mrs. Guy; and within a 

minute, without more conversation, she had taken her departure. 

A fortnight later she received a communication from him, and toward the end of the season one of the 

entertainments in Eaton Square was graced by the presence of Mrs. Guy. Charlotte was not at dinner, but she 

came down afterwards, and this guest, on seeing her, abandoned a very beautiful young man on purpose to 

cross and speak to her. The guest displayed a lovely necklace and had apparently not lost her habit of 

overflowing with the pride of such ornaments. 

“Do you see?” She was in high joy. 
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They were indeed splendid pearls—so far as poor Charlotte could feel that she knew, after what had come and 

gone, about such mysteries. The poor girl had a sickly smile. “They’re almost as fine as Arthur’s.” 

“Almost? Where, my dear, are your eyes? They ARE ‘Arthur’s’!” After which, to meet the flood of crimson 

that accompanied her young friend’s start: “I tracked them—after your folly, and, by miraculous luck, 

recognised them in the Bond Street window to which he had disposed of them.” 

“DISPOSED of them?” Charlotte gasped. “He wrote me that I had insulted his mother and that the people had 

shown him he was right—had pronounced them utter paste.” 

Mrs. Guy gave a stare. “Ah I told you he wouldn’t bear it! No. But I had, I assure you,” she wound up, “to 

drive my bargain!” 

Charlotte scarce heard or saw; she was full of her private wrong. “He wrote me,” she panted, “that he had 

smashed them.” 

Mrs. Guy could only wonder and pity. “He’s really morbid!” But it wasn’t quite clear which of the pair she 

pitied; though the young person employed in Eaton Square felt really morbid too after they had separated and 

she found herself full of thought. She even went the length of asking herself what sort of a bargain Mrs. Guy 

had driven and whether the marvel of the recognition in Bond Street had been a veracious account of the 

matter. Hadn’t she perhaps in truth dealt with Arthur directly? It came back to Charlotte almost luridly that 

she had had his address. 

 

Paste was featured as The Short Story of the Day on Sun, Feb 28, 2021 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/henry-james/short-story/paste 

  

https://americanliterature.com/short-story-of-the-day
https://americanliterature.com/author/henry-james/short-story/paste
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Great thrillers set in wild places 

Author Luanne Rice pays homage to novels that explore the majesty and the suspense of the great outdoors. 

MARCH 3, 2021 BY LUANNE RICE 

VIA THOMAS & MERCER 

 

 

I grew up near three hundred wild acres that contained woodland, marshland, rocky coves, granite ledge, and 

a mysterious grave. My sisters and I spent countless hours exploring when we were young—fishing for 

snapper blues and blue crabs, searching for owl pellets, collecting bouquets of wildflowers and marsh grass—

so when the time came for me to set The Shadow Box in a wild landscape, that was the one I knew I had to 

write about. 

In the novel, Claire Beaudry Chase has been attacked and left for dead. She has to hide out and stay alive, and 

she uses her own instincts, her knowledge of the woods and shore, and skills taught to her by her father. Her 

husband is a state prosecutor, about to run for governor, and he has a cadre of powerful supporters who know 

that Claire possesses knowledge that could damage his chances. She is up against all their money and 

influence, and she stakes everything on the belief that nature will save her. 

Years ago I engaged in a literary experiment that turned out to be one of the most wonderful of my life. I 

wrote a novel with another writer. Joe Monninger and I wrote The Letters, about a couple getting divorced 

after their only son died in a plane crash in Alaska. I was Hadley, he was Sam, and in spite of our tragedy and 

decision to part, we were inexorably bound by a love of the wild. Hadley went to a remote island in Maine, 

Sam went to Alaska to retrace their son’s last steps. The novel was full of wilderness—both external and 

internal—and to write it, I actually did go to a remote northern place. 

Joe lives in New Hampshire and is a New Hampshire Guide. He’s an inveterate fly fisherman and every year 

spends part of his vacation from being an English Professor at Plymouth State University in wilderness 

locations. We’ve long shared book and movie recommendations, and through Joe and “Alone in the 

Wilderness” I became fascinated with Dick Proenneke and his off-the-grid log cabin in Alaska’s Twin Lakes 

National Park.  We had a sort of informal book club (we called it the “Joe-Lu Club”) and read mostly non-

fiction accounts of expeditions, life in nature, wild places including one of our favorites, Great Heart: The 

History of a Labrador Adventure. 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

I love to write—and read—about the wild because I so deeply feel the need to protect it. Development is 

rampant, destroying habitat and driving creatures into civilization, into back yards. Reports of black bears in 

suburban Connecticut are far from unusual. Many species have become endangered, and in some cases 

https://crimereads.com/author/luannerice/
https://www.amazon.com/Shadow-Box-Luanne-Rice/dp/1542025184/ref=tmm_hrd_swatch_0?_encoding=UTF8&qid=&sr=
https://www.amazon.com/Shadow-Box-Luanne-Rice/dp/1542025184/ref=tmm_hrd_swatch_0?_encoding=UTF8&qid=&sr=
https://www.amazon.com/Letters-Luanne-Rice/dp/0553807412/ref=tmm_hrd_swatch_0?_encoding=UTF8&qid=&sr=
https://bookshop.org/a/238/9780773530751
https://bookshop.org/a/238/9780773530751
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extinct. Fiction can bring awareness, lead readers to remember and realize what they cherish about the natural 

world. 

As for fiction, here are some novels set in wild places, sure to take you away: 

Vanishing Act, by Thomas Perry tells the story of Jane Whitefield, a member of the Senaca Wolf Clan.  Jane 

knows how to disappear, and operating outside the law, she helps people leave their lives and obtain new 

identities. She aids a woman leaving an abusive marriage and revisits a case of a client who witnessed an 

organized crime murder. Returning home to Western New York State after one case, she is surprised by a 

man who says he is being framed by someone who has taken a contract out on his life. When he is tracked to 

her house, a chase begins, incorporating all she knows from her Seneca upbringing, through almost 

impenetrable Adirondack terrain. Scenes of portaging a canoe, creating weapons out of material found in the 

woods, and refuge on a Canadian reserve make for a heart-thumping, edge of the seat read. 

The Marsh King’s Daughter, by Karen Dionne is a taut psychological thriller set in the marshlands of the 

Upper Peninsula of Michigan. Helena Pelletier grew up in captivity—her father had kidnapped her mother, 

and held them both in an off the grid cabin, with no other humans around. Twenty years after her father goes 

to prison, for kidnapping, rape, and murder, he kills two prison guards while escaping.  Helena, who has made 

a safe and happy life for herself, knows that she is the person who understands him best, and—because she 

was trained by him—the only one who can track him down. Chapters alternate between past and present as 

Helena anticipates her father’s next moves through the marsh wilderness. The complicated relationship adds 

to the suspense—as terrible as her father was to her, and as much as she wants him caught—Helena loves 

him, and every step through the marshlands, among the swamp maples and beech, amid memories of hunting 

and living off the land, reminds her of what he has taught her.  

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

The River, by Peter Heller is brilliant and devastating, almost unbearable in its suspense. College friends 

Wynn and Jack are on an adventure, canoeing on an uncharted river through endless forest in northern 

Canada. They’ve both logged plenty of time in the wild and are experienced outdoorsmen.  Along the way 

they unexpectedly encounter a couple—although it is so foggy they can’t see them, they hear them 

arguing. It’s a troubling moment, but they continue on until they smell smoke and realize that a forest fire is 

raging, making its way quickly toward the river. They decide they have to warn the couple, but when they 

backtrack they find only the man, saying his wife wandered off into the fog and never returned. The tension of 

not knowing where she is, what he has done, and the advancing fire ratchets up and keeps you turning the 

pages. Heller does an amazing job of making the reader feel the wilderness—smell the smoke, sense the 

rapids, sit straight to balance the canoe, feel the ice. The wildlife, prevalent at the novel’s start, disappears as 

the animals flee the fire, and that eeriness seems a foreshadowing of the novel’s devastating conclusion. 

I love Nevada Barr’s series about Anna Pigeon, a law enforcement officer in the National Park Service.  Barr 

herself was a National Park ranger who once worked along the Natchez Trace Parkway in Mississippi. Her 

novels are full of nature, make the reader care about wilderness and conservation.   Her first, Track of the Cat, 

has Anna stationed in the back country of West Texas. A fellow ranger is found dead, assumed to have been 

mauled by a mountain lion. This leads local ranchers and law enforcement to want to hunt and kill the cougars 

in Guadalupe Mountain National Park, but Anna realized the paw prints and claw marks weren’t made by an 

https://bookshop.org/a/238/9780804113878
https://bookshop.org/a/238/9780735213012
https://bookshop.org/a/238/9780525563532
https://bookshop.org/a/238/9780425190838
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animal, but by a human killer. Anna investigates the victim’s life, searching through old photographs, and 

winds up tracking the park’s trails, canyons, and mountains in search of the murderer.  

Eternal on the Water, by Joseph Monninger is set in Maine’s rugged back country, the islands of Indonesia, 

and Yellowstone National Park—all places the author has a personal connection to. Literary and thrilling, the 

novel tells the story of Cobb and Mary. Cobb has taken a sabbatical from his position at a boy’s boarding 

school to kayak through country where Henry David Thoreau camped before he died. He meets Mary, an avid 

birdwatcher and adventurer, who is on a quest of her own. The novel deals with secrets, survival, life and 

death. The accounts of time on the water and in the woods are as riveting and authentic as a reader could hope 

for, and naturally, because they were written by an honest-to-goodness New Hampshire Guide.  

 

Luanne Rice 

Luanne Rice is the New York Times bestselling author of thirty-five novels that have been translated into 

twenty-four languages. In 2002, Connecticut College awarded Rice an honorary degree, and she also received 

an honorary doctorate from the University of Saint Joseph. In June 2014, she received the 2014 Connecticut 

Governor’s Arts Award for excellence as a literary artist. Several of Rice’s novels have been adapted for 

television, including Crazy in Love, for TNT; Blue Moon, for CBS; Follow the Stars Home and Silver Bells, 

for the Hallmark Hall of Fame; and Beach Girls, for Lifetime. Rice is a creative affiliate of the Safina Center, 

an organization that brings together scientists, artists, and writers to inspire a deeper connection with 

nature―especially the sea. Rice is an avid environmentalist and advocate for families affected by domestic 

violence. She lives on the Connecticut Shoreline. 

 

 

 

https://crimereads.com/five-great-thrillers-set-in-wild-places/ 

  

https://bookshop.org/a/238/9781439168332
https://crimereads.com/author/luannerice/
https://crimereads.com/author/luannerice/
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Polish Poet and Nobel Laureate Wisława Szymborska on Great Love 

“Great love is never justified. It’s like the little tree that springs up in some inexplicable fashion on the side of 

a cliff: where are its roots, what does it feed on, what miracle produces those green leaves?” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

“For one human being to love another,” Rilke wrote to a young friend, “that is perhaps the most difficult of 

all our tasks… the work for which all other work is but preparation.” 

Two generations later, the Polish Nobel laureate Wisława Szymborska (July 2, 1923–February 1, 2012) — 

another visionary poet with uncommon insight into the human psyche — examined the forbearance and 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/01/29/rilke-on-love/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0151006601/braipick-20
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hardiness of heart that love requires in a beautiful short piece simply titled “Great Love,” found in 

her Nonrequired Reading (public library) — a collection of Szymborska’s short, soaring essays inspired by 

various books she devoured during one voracious reading binge in the 1970s. 

 

4Wisława Szymborska 

After reading the extraordinary memoir of the love of Fyodor Dostoyevsky’s life, Anna — the record of one 

of history’s truest and most beautiful loves, in the course of which Anna buoyed Fyodor through an inordinate 

share of hardship that would have sunk most — Szymborska reflects on a particularly trying period in the 

couple’s life and considers how true love swathes its bearers with a superhuman resilience of spirit: 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0151006601/braipick-20
http://www.worldcat.org/title/nonrequired-reading-prose-pieces/oclc/49028479&referer=brief_results
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/02/15/anna-dostoyevsky-reminiscences-marriage/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0151006601/braipick-20
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Anna was pregnant during this period, and it was an exceptionally difficult pregnancy, perhaps because of her 

perpetually strained nerves. But… she was happy, she wanted to be happy, she managed to be happy and 

couldn’t even conceive of greater happiness… 

We’re dealing here with the phenomenon of great love. 

With an eye to the unseeing cynicism with which people often view what they don’t understand — especially 

the private universe of any great love, incomprehensible to the outside observer and often incomprehensible 

even to the lovers who inhabit it themselves — Szymborska likens great love to the blind optimism of 

plants and adds: 

Detached observers always ask in such cases: “So what does she (he) see in him (her)?” Such questions are 

best left in peace: great love is never justified. It’s like the little tree that springs up in some inexplicable 

fashion on the side of a cliff: where are its roots, what does it feed on, what miracle produces those green 

leaves? But it does exist and it really is green — clearly, then, it’s getting whatever it needs to survive. 

Complement this particular portion of the endlessly rewarding Nonrequired Reading, which also gave us 

Szymborska’s meditations on why we read, the necessity of fear, and our cosmic destiny, with Anna 

Dostoyevskaya on the secret to a happy marriage, Fyodor Dostoyevsky’s compatriot Leo Tolstoy on love’s 

paradoxical demands, and Lebanese-American poet, philosopher, and painter Kahlil Gibran on weathering the 

uncertainties of love, then revisit Szymborska on how our certitudes constrain us, her ode to the number pi, 

and her stunning poem “Possibilities.” 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/08/09/wislawa-symborska-great-

love/?mc_cid=8cad5bd5a2&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/14/jane-hirshfield-optimism-kelli-anderson-animation/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/14/jane-hirshfield-optimism-kelli-anderson-animation/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0151006601/braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/02/17/wislawa-szymborska-nonrequired-reading-2/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/04/22/wislawa-szymborska-fairy-tales-fear/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/01/18/wislawa-szymborska-cosmic-solitude-nonrequired-reading/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/02/15/anna-dostoyevsky-reminiscences-marriage/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/09/09/leo-tolstoy-on-love/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/09/09/leo-tolstoy-on-love/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/07/13/kahlil-gibran-prophet-love/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/07/13/kahlil-gibran-prophet-love/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/03/27/wislawa-szymborska-nobel-speech/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/10/23/wislawa-szymborska-pi/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/03/18/amanda-palmer-wislawa-szymborska-possibilities-poem-reading/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/08/09/wislawa-symborska-great-love/?mc_cid=8cad5bd5a2&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/08/09/wislawa-symborska-great-love/?mc_cid=8cad5bd5a2&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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Black Images and the Politics of Beauty 

How Black-owned charm schools and modeling agencies challenged stereotypes of African American women 

after World War II. 

 

The cover of the February 1949 issue of Ebony Magazine 

via NYPL 

By: Ashawnta Jackson  

When Ebony magazine debuted in 1945, it pulled in readers with a photo of Hollywood star Lena Horne. It’s 

not surprising that a popular entertainer would be featured in a magazine that, according to publisher and 

founder John H. Johnson, had a mission to showcase the “whole spectrum of black life.” But that photo of 

Horne was more than it seemed. It, and the concurrent rise of Black-owned beauty-centered businesses, were 

all part of a challenge to mainstream standards of attractiveness. 

Before World War II, historian Malia McAndrew points out, “popular American culture, including 

newspapers, radio, and cinema, regularly depicted beauty as necessarily white.” When there were depictions 

of Black women, they were “presented […] as either a hypersexual ‘Jezebel’ or an unattractive house servant 

‘Mammy.’” Horne’s beauty, on the other hand, reclaimed the image of Black women—a process that also 

https://digitalcollections.nypl.org/items/8bb13aa0-813c-0135-85b3-69e77fc1d0f0
https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/ashawnta-jackson/
https://nmaahc.si.edu/explore/collection/75-years-ebony-magazine
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included modeling and charm schools that made it their mission to, as McAndrew writes, “change the 

stereotypical mass representation of black women.” 

“You have to change images before you can change acts and institutions.” 

By the late 1940s, several Black-owned modeling agencies and charm schools had opened their doors, each, 

as McAndrew writes, “help[ing] to sell a new black ideal.” These businesses believed that image was a key to 

uplift. Ebony saw this connection as well, writing in its inaugural editorial, “you have to change images 

before you can change acts and institutions.” 

Enterprises like Grace Del Marco Models, founded in 1946 by former model Ophelia DeVore, trained and 

promoted models who went on to appear in ads for companies like Pepsi and Revlon. Many of these models 

closely adhered to already established beauty standards. As McAndrew explains, most of them were light-

skinned with long straight hair, which “did little to challenge hegemonic white definitions of what looked 

good.” In 1948, DeVore expanded her business to add a charm school, which provided services called 

“cultural refinements” for everyday Black women. As DeVore said, “I’ve always believed that the African 

Americans were talented and equal in every way to any other group. But image is critical for any line of work 

one wants to pursue.” 
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This idea of projecting the right image isn’t so different from what Ebony set out to do. As historian Megan 

E. Williams explains, Ebony‘s editors focused on “disseminating a version of black femininity that they 

viewed as uplifting African American readers and educating white readers.” In this way, beauty promoted 

social change, and for DeVore, economic change. DeVore brought several of her models to Europe to build 

their careers, which raised both their profiles and their rates. As McAndrews writes, in the late 1940s “the 

average black model was billed out at $7.50 an hour, half the rate charged for the average white model.” Once 

she expanded into Europe and saw success there, by the early 1960s, “DeVore could bill even inexperienced 

black models out at the rate of $15–30 an hour.” 

Although many of these early businesses relied on a very narrow definition of beauty, and as McAndrews 

points out, reinforced many norms about beauty and respectability, they still were part of a huge cultural shift: 

“because of their hard work, mainstream cultural outlets began to portray women of color as attractive, 

poised, and professional.” 

https://daily.jstor.org/black-images-and-the-politics-of-beauty/?utm_term=Black%20Images%20and%20the%20Politics%20of%20Beauty&utm_campaign=jstordaily_03042021&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://about.jstor.org/privacy/
http://www.jstor.org/contact-us/
https://www.jstor.org/stable/40464352?mag=black-images-and-the-politics-of-beauty
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Support JSTOR Daily! Join our new membership program on Patreon today. 
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Have a correction or comment about this article? 

Please contact us. 
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The Physics of Karate 

A human hand has the power to split wooden planks and demolish concrete blocks. A trio of physicists 

investigated why this feat doesn’t shatter our bones. 
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By: Jess Romeo  

  

February 26, 2021 
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In the late 1970s, a team of karate-loving physicists decided to perform an experiment inspired by their 

collective passion for martial arts. The group was made up of physicist Michael Feld, a brown belt who liked 

to illustrate the physics of karate via live demonstrations to his classes at the Massachusetts Institute of 

Technology; Ronald McNair, future astronaut and fifth-degree black belt; and undergraduate Stephen 

Wilk. 

“The picture of a karate expert breaking stout slabs of wood and concrete with his bare hand is a 

familiar one,” begins a 1979 paper by Feld, McNair, and Wilk. The trio wanted to know: How can a bare 

hand demolish a solid block of wood or concrete without injury? What’s the trick? 

The perfect karate strike is nothing more than a precise application of Newton’s laws. 

As it turns out, there’s no trick—the perfect karate strike is nothing more than a precise application of 

Newton’s laws. 

Feld, McNair, and Wilk placed wood and concrete in a hydraulic press to determine the amount of stress 

(force) needed to crack the underside of the objects. A wood plank can bend by about one centimeter before it 

breaks, which requires a force of 500 newtons. Concrete blocks only need to be deflected one millimeter 

before breaking, but since the material is less bendable than wood, that displacement requires 2,500 to 3,000 

newtons. And because some energy is lost upon collision, the fist needs to exert even more force than that in 

order to actually break the blocks. 

Thankfully, the human hand is capable of generating a very high degree of force in a very short period of 

time. The impact from a typical strike lasts only about five milliseconds. Through a combination of theory 

and experiment, the team discovered that within this brief flash of time, “the hand of the karateka, or 

practitioner of karate, can…exert a force of more than 3,000 newtons, a wallop of 675 pounds.” The team’s 

model indicates that the hand must reach a speed of 6.1 meters per second to break wood and 10.6 meters per 

second to break concrete. “Such speeds agree with our observation that beginners can break wood but not 

concrete,” they write. “A hand velocity of 6.1 meters per second is within range of the beginner, but a velocity 

of 10.6 meters per second calls for training and practice.” 
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Feld and McNair were able to show off their martial arts skills during the investigation. Both were 

photographed striking a pile of wood planks at 120 frames per second. This allowed them to measure the 
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displacement, velocity, and acceleration of different parts of the fist. These photos showed that the fist 

compresses and distorts “to such an extent that it scarcely behaves like a solid object.” 

The obvious follow-up question: “How is it that the hand of the karateka is not shattered by the force of the 

karate strike?” Here, it’s anatomy to the rescue: Human bone is five times stiffer than concrete and fifty times 

harder to break (successfully karate-chopping a femur would take more than 25,000 newtons’ worth of force). 

The bones in the hand are easily able to absorb the stress of the impact. Of course, it’s technique, not strength, 

that provides the real power. A successful strike needs to hit the board precisely in the center. With enough 

training, karate represents the human body at its maximum, the group writes, and “The precision 

demanded…makes karate not only an excellent physical discipline but also a mental one.” 
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An Afternoon with Lawrence Ferlinghetti in the Last Light of San Francisco 

Robert Andersen Reflects on an Unforgettable Encounter 

By Robert Andersen 

 

March 3, 2021 

A favonian October afternoon in the San Francisco of 2005 finds you in North Beach, on Columbus Avenue, 

sitting in the empty bar at Rose Pistola, way over in the corner, nursing a glass of red and polishing a 

manuscript titled A San Francisco Writer. You wrote the piece to take stock of a stalled writing career, to 

announce the return of the native son, the deracinated native son missing Maine and not at all certain that the 

Noe Valley sojourn is a wise move. Too many memories growing up there. Trespassing on your youth. 

But the dot-com collapse has made The City human again, and the spacious room in a three-story Victorian 

across the street from my favorite Dante-themed restaurant rewards literary labor. I become a regular at the 

bar. Know your Italian wines. The Divine Comedy too. Primo Levi knew it by heart. For two grand I write a 

long essay about the Dante of the 20th century and post it on the Incanto website in time for the Turin Winter 

Olympics. Levi’s Florence. Thanks to that windfall I can still pursue the mendicant life notwithstanding the 

vanishing of newspaper book reviewing. Plan B. Something will turn up. Besides, proximity to family—my 

mother is approaching the century mark—says stay put for the time being. 
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After 25 years in the East, in Manhattan and Maine, I was back in the city of my birth. The city of my parents’ 

birth. The city of their parents’ birth. A rara avis, a fourth-generation San Franciscan, I took flight to New 

York at the first sign of a serious literary ambition. My first professional assignment came from Lewis 

Lapham, another native son flourishing in Gotham exile. 

Now, full circle, I was back, paying guilty homage in the memoir to the mentor who thought I had the 

makings of a writer. Who thought New York was a fool’s errand. A San Francisco writer steeped in the lore 

of the 30s and 40s waterfront. Who lived aboard a double-ender moored at the Marina and cut an impressive 

figure. An ardent foe of the omnibus sentence. Who severed all contact when I decamped for the big time. I 

was glad to see his book of stories in the bookstore across the street. The Forty Fathom Bank, a novella, is a 

minor classic, evocative of a San Francisco long gone. Les Galloway poured his heart and soul into its 

writing. Too bad he didn’t live to see publication. 

VIDEO FROM LIT HUB: 

Robert Macfarlane and Jackie Morris talk to Nicola Davies at the Hay Festival Winter Weekend 

 

Robert Macfarlane and Jackie Morris talk to Nicola Davies at the Hay Festival Winter Weekend 

The reverie of Cafe Vagabondo days was cut short when a looming figure insisted on sitting next to me. Just 

as I got ready to shoot him the evil eye, I did a double-take. The bald octogenarian, who nodded when he sat 

down, was the owner of the bookstore across the street. Instant recognition. Without saying a word I handed 

him the manuscript, which he received with a start. Soon enough engrossed. When he finished he asked me 
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about the Navy. He allowed that he had served during World War II and had commanded a subchaser off 

Normandy during the invasion. I hadn’t known that about the consummate San Francisco writer. 

The four years of the USN were clearly decisive to his vitae. And what four years they were. He had a front-

row seat at the gigantomachy. It was all still yesterday. He recounted D-Day in detail. Enthralling enough to 

vicariously witness the Longest Day, let me buy you a drink, but then he mentioned The Bomb. As a 

navigator aboard an occupation-force troop transport he was one of the first Americans to step foot at ground 

zero in Nagasaki. A conversion experience. War No More. There and then he became an avowed pacifist. 

It felt like last call. A toast to the San Francisco that was. 

My Cold War destroyer duty paled in comparison. Being caught unawares off Puerto Rico by Hurricane 

Betsy—the eyewall vivid in the memory—was as close to mortal danger as we came. I told him that half the 

physics department at Berkeley had been at Los Alamos feverishly working to ensure the horrific fate of 

Nagasaki. Too close to home. The Bomb too had been a conversion experience for this GI Bill student 

matriculated in the curriculum of defiance and despair. Physics No More. Fiat Lux for both of us. 

We had worn Navy blue, we had the North Atlantic in common, the Med too, and of course shared a deep 

love for the Mediterranean city-state. After Nagasaki, “the fabulous white-city of San Francisco on her eleven 

mystic hills” (Kerouac) must have come as a revelation. Life-affirming and then some. The spirit of place in 

1951 was on loan from the Paraclete. He talked of the halcyon years, when the City of Saint Francis was the 

great good place and North Beach was Left Bank-vibrant, a demi-enclave anchored by City Lights and Tosca 

and Cafe Trieste. Saint Peter and Paul Italian. Lenny Bruce and Mort Sahl at the Hungry I. Brubeck and 

Coltrane down at the Black Hawk. The heyday of liberation prosody, of galvanizing literary provocation. 

The master of revels, a free-range poet, he presided over the emancipation of the Word. The profane became 

sacred. Stentorian. A Howl even. A call to the barricades. The word went forth and City Lights became the 

first megachurch and he became larger than life. Sacerdotal. The high priest of the American vernacular. The 

evangel of Left Coast evangelism. William Carlos Williams meet Tom Paine. A friend in high school, an 

aspiring poet, couldn’t get enough of City Lights, of the Beats, of the North Beach scene. Lawrence 

Ferlinghetti was his god. 

I related this to my elder “sea brother”—as Melville called Dana. Now that Herb Caen was dead he did 

double-duty, as the demigod of San Francisco and the cynosure of the City Of Memory. All was not lost so 

long as Ferlinghetti was there to greet the new day espresso in hand. At 86 he was still going strong, still 

sharp, still in firm command of the protean man-of-letters. 

Growing up in a fable was how I epitomized my 50s boyhood, the best of all possible boyhoods. From the 

small house on the flank of Billy Goat Hill I ventured forth into a city of the world scaled down to 

neighborhood insularity. A city of God, not mammon, where you wore your Sunday best downtown lest you 

defile the labor of those who brought San Francisco back from the dead. A city of hills and valleys, fog and 

sunshine, the sacred and profane. A city of adventure bay to breakers. The San Francisco of the 1950s was a 

blue-collar paradise and blueblood bell-jar. It wore its nimbus well. We had the run of the town, fairly 

encroaching on blueblood territory. 
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City Lights will soldier on but the lights have gone out in the city he loved. 

In other words, I tell him, we enjoyed an emancipation of the spirit too. Not to mention a democratic 

sensibility honed in daily classless communion. The city-state was democratic and Democratic, a veritable 

shrine to FDR, who my father revered above all mortals, and North Beach had nothing on the Noe Valley 

when it came to inculcating a passion for social justice. The proto-feminist Order of the Blessed Virgin Mary 

saw to that. Saint Paul’s Church, adjacent to the Grammar School, was our place to reverence the Word. Parse 

its meaning for life everlasting. And what a place, its neo-gothic magnificence showcased in the movie Sister 

Act. 

We agreed there is Melville and there is all others and we agreed that North Beach had seen better days. The 

Church of Scientology not far from The Hustler Club. I told him my grandmother had grown up on Telegraph 

Hill, where Coit Tower is today. Before the 1906 Great Fire it had been a rundown working-class 

neighborhood. And Lilly Coit’s tribute to the Fire Department was close to home, my brother and uncle had 

both been battalion chiefs in the SFFD. Indeed, the looming anniversary was much on his mind, and when 

Nancy Peters joined us we took turns in a storied San Francisco pastime, lamenting the demise of the White 

City. 

The see-saw between the City of Destiny and the City of Memory suffered from mental fatigue. Even though 

the dot-com onslaught had been rebuffed it was only a question of time before Gold In Peace would reassert 

its eminent domain. Silicon Valley wanted to enjoy the San Francisco Experience too. It felt like last call. A 

toast to the San Francisco that was. I wasn’t the only San Francisco writer feeling deracinated. My bar 

companions too. Especially them. Celebrated and superannuated at the same time. Much like the fate visited 

upon Herb Caen. He too had become homeless in the City of Destiny. How he loathed the Transamerica 

Pyramid. The City of Memory, once a vital force in the destiny of the City and County, had slowly but surely 

devolved into a memento mori . 

I said my goodbyes. 

* 

I rue not breaking bread at Incanto, in the Dante Room, where Anthony Bourdain, when he was in town, 

dined on the whole hog. Literally. But I didn’t think to invite him. He would have enjoyed the mural of the 

ascent to Paradise and gotten a kick out of the devotional parchments. In medieval Latin, no less. I didn’t 

think of him as a Dante man in any case. Saint Francis was his patron. 

Now that he has made the ascent to the Pantheon the human comedy he enjoyed to the hilt looks to pay final 

tribute. A great man of letters has left us. An American Original. City Lights will soldier on but the lights 

have gone out in the city he loved. The Sales Force Tower was a dagger to the heart. I prefer the Navy hymn, 

as performed by the Green Street Mortuary Marching Band. 

Bereft this Maine writer feels, though he only broke bread the once. But those hours together were perfect 

timing. We caught up, as it were. I hardly ever ventured out of the neighborhood but for some reason I felt 

compelled to go to North Beach that day. I’m forever glad I did. 
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ATTENTION ON DECK FERLINGHETTI DEPARTING HAND SALUTE 

CaliforniaLawrence FerlinghettiRobert AndersenSan FranciscoThe BeatsWWII 

 

 

 

 

 

Robert Andersen 

A San Francisco native, US Navy and UC Berkeley, Robert Andersen is writing a play about the atomic 

scientists and a novel about the Navy in Vietnam. 

https://lithub.com/an-afternoon-with-lawrence-ferlinghetti-in-the-last-light-of-san-francisco/  

  

https://lithub.com/tag/california/
https://lithub.com/tag/lawrence-ferlinghetti/
https://lithub.com/tag/robert-andersen/
https://lithub.com/tag/san-francisco/
https://lithub.com/tag/the-beats/
https://lithub.com/tag/wwii/
https://lithub.com/author/robertandersen/
https://lithub.com/an-afternoon-with-lawrence-ferlinghetti-in-the-last-light-of-san-francisco/
https://lithub.com/author/robertandersen/
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Quantum systems learn joint computing 

Max-Planck-Gesellschaft 

Researchers realize quantum-logic computer operation between two separate quantum modules in different 

laboratories. 

FULL STORY 

 

 

Quantum computing abstract concept illustration (stock image). 

Credit: © metamorworks / stock.adobe.com 

Today's quantum computers contain up to several dozen memory and processing units, the so-called qubits. 

Severin Daiss, Stefan Langenfeld, and colleagues from the Max Planck Institute of Quantum Optics in 

Garching have successfully interconnected two such qubits located in different labs to a distributed quantum 

computer by linking the qubits with a 60-meter-long optical fiber. Over such a distance they realized a 

quantum-logic gate -- the basic building block of a quantum computer. It makes the system the worldwide 

first prototype of a distributed quantum computer. 

The limitations of previous qubit architectures 

Quantum computers are considerably different from traditional "binary" computers: Future realizations of 

them are expected to easily perform specific calculations for which traditional computers would take months 

or even years -- for example in the field of data encryption and decryption. While the performance of binary 

computers results from large memories and fast computing cycles, the success of the quantum computer rests 

on the fact that one single memory unit -- a quantum bit, also called "qubit" -- can contain superpositions of 

different possible values at the same time. Therefore, a quantum computer does not only calculate one result 

at a time, but instead many possible results in parallel. The more qubits there are interconnected in a quantum 

computer; the more complex calculations it can perform. 

The basic computing operations of a quantum computer are quantum-logic gates between two qubits. Such an 

operation changes -- depending on the initial state of the qubits -- their quantum mechanical states. For a 

quantum computer to be superior to a normal computer for various calculations, it would have to reliably 

interconnect many dozens, or even thousands of qubits for equally thousands of quantum operations. Despite 

great successes, all current laboratories are still struggling to build such a large and reliable quantum 

computer, since every additionally required qubit makes it much harder to build a quantum computer in just 

one single set-up. The qubits are implemented, for instance, with single atoms, superconductive elements, or 

light particles, all of which need to be isolated perfectly from each other and the environment. The more 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 560  may  2021 

 

111 

qubits are arranged next to one another, the harder it is to both isolate and control them from outside at the 

same time. 

Data line and processing unit combined 

One way to overcome the technical difficulties in the construction of quantum computers is presented in a 

new study in the journal Science by Severin Daiss, Stefan Langenfeld and colleagues from the research group 

of Gerhard Rempe at the Max Planck Institute of Quantum Optics in Garching. In this work supported by the 

Institute of Photonic Sciences (Castelldefels, Spain), the team succeeded in connecting two qubit modules 

across a 60-meter distance in such a way that they effectively form a basic quantum computer with two 

qubits. "Across this distance, we perform a quantum computing operation between two independent qubit 

setups in different laboratories," Daiss emphasizes. This enables the possibility to merge smaller quantum 

computers to a joint processing unit. 

Simply coupling distant qubits to generate entanglement between them has been achieved in the past, but 

now, the connection can additionally be used for quantum computations. For this purpose, the researchers 

employed modules consisting of a single atom as a qubit that is positioned amidst two mirrors. Between these 

modules, they send one single light quanta, a photon, that is transported in the optical fiber. This photon is 

then entangled with the quantum states of the qubits in the different modules. Subsequently, the state of one 

of the qubits is changed according to the measured state of the "ancilla photon," realizing a quantum 

mechanical CNOT-operation with a fidelity of 80 percent. A next step would be to connect more than two 

modules and to host more qubits in the individual modules. 

Higher performance quantum computers through distributed computing 

Team leader and institute director Gerhard Rempe believes the result will allow to further advance the 

technology: "Our scheme opens up a new development path for distributed quantum computing." It could 

enable, for instance, to build a distributed quantum computer consisting of many modules with few qubits that 

are interconnected with the newly introduced method. This approach could circumvent the limitation of 

existing quantum computers to integrate more qubits into a single setup and could therefore allow more 

powerful systems. 

 

Story Source: 

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

 

Journal Reference: 

https://www.mpq.mpg.de/6420133/02-quantum-systems-learn-joint-computing
https://www.mpg.de/
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1. Severin Daiss, Stefan Langenfeld, Stephan Welte, Emanuele Distante, Philip Thomas, Lukas 

Hartung, Olivier Morin, Gerhard Rempe. A quantum-logic gate between distant quantum-

network modules. Science, 2021; 371 (6529): 614 DOI: 10.1126/science.abe3150 

 

https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2021/02/210224100829.htm 

  

http://dx.doi.org/10.1126/science.abe3150
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The Bremen Town Musicians 

by The Brothers Grimm 

 

The Brothers Grimm tell the tale of outcast animals-- a donkey, dog, cat, and rooster-- who find a new home, 

though they never actually make it to the town of Bremen. They foil the robbers with their individual talents; 

part of the second volume of Grimm's fairytale collection, "Kinder- und Hausmärchen," translated 

as Children's and Household Tales 

 

A certain man had a donkey, which had carried the corn-sacks to the mill indefatigably for many a long year; 

but his strength was going, and he was growing more and more unfit for work. Then his master began to 

https://americanliterature.com/author/the-brothers-grimm
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consider how he might best save his keep; but the donkey, seeing that no good wind was blowing, ran away 

and set out on the road to Bremen. "There," he thought, "I can surely be town-musician." When he had 

walked some distance, he found a hound lying on the road, gasping like one who had run till he was tired. 

"What are you gasping so for, you big fellow?" asked the donkey. 

"Ah," replied the hound, "as I am old, and daily grow weaker, and no longer can hunt, my master wanted to 

kill me, so I took to flight; but now how am I to earn my bread?" 

"I tell you what," said the donkey, "I am going to Bremen, and shall be town-musician there; go with me and 

engage yourself also as a musician. I will play the lute, and you shall beat the kettledrum." 

The hound agreed, and on they went. 

Before long they came to a cat, sitting on the path, with a face like three rainy days! "Now then, old shaver, 

what has gone askew with you?" asked the donkey. 

"Who can be merry when his neck is in danger?" answered the cat. "Because I am now getting old, and my 

teeth are worn to stumps, and I prefer to sit by the fire and spin, rather than hunt about after mice, my mistress 

wanted to drown me, so I ran away. But now good advice is scarce. Where am I to go?" 

"Go with us to Bremen. You understand night-music, you can be a town-musician." 

The cat thought well of it, and went with them. After this the three fugitives came to a farm-yard, where the 

cock was sitting upon the gate, crowing with all his might. "Your crow goes through and through one," said 

the donkey. "What is the matter?" 

"I have been foretelling fine weather, because it is the day on which Our Lady washes the Christ-child's little 

shirts, and wants to dry them," said the cock; "but guests are coming for Sunday, so the housewife has no pity, 

and has told the cook that she intends to eat me in the soup to-morrow, and this evening I am to have my head 

cut off. Now I am crowing at full pitch while I can." 

"Ah, but red-comb," said the donkey, "you had better come away with us. We are going to Bremen; you can 

find something better than death everywhere: you have a good voice, and if we make music together it must 

have some quality!" 

The cock agreed to this plan, and all four went on together. They could not, however, reach the city of 

Bremen in one day, and in the evening they came to a forest where they meant to pass the night. The donkey 

and the hound laid themselves down under a large tree, the cat and the cock settled themselves in the 

branches; but the cock flew right to the top, where he was most safe. Before he went to sleep he looked round 

on all four sides, and thought he saw in the distance a little spark burning; so he called out to his companions 

that there must be a house not far off, for he saw a light. The donkey said, "If so, we had better get up and go 

on, for the shelter here is bad." The hound thought that a few bones with some meat on would do him good 

too! 
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So they made their way to the place where the light was, and soon saw it shine brighter and grow larger, until 

they came to a well-lighted robber's house. The donkey, as the biggest, went to the window and looked in. 

"What do you see, my grey-horse?" asked the cock. "What do I see?" answered the donkey; "a table covered 

with good things to eat and drink, and robbers sitting at it enjoying themselves." "That would be the sort of 

thing for us," said the cock. "Yes, yes; ah, how I wish we were there!" said the donkey. 

Then the animals took counsel together how they should manage to drive away the robbers, and at last they 

thought of a plan. The donkey was to place himself with his fore-feet upon the window-ledge, the hound was 

to jump on the donkey's back, the cat was to climb upon the dog, and lastly the cock was to fly up and perch 

upon the head of the cat. 

When this was done, at a given signal, they began to perform their music together: the donkey brayed, the 

hound barked, the cat mewed, and the cock crowed; then they burst through the window into the room, so that 

the glass clattered! At this horrible din, the robbers sprang up, thinking no otherwise than that a ghost had 

come in, and fled in a great fright out into the forest. The four companions now sat down at the table, well 

content with what was left, and ate as if they were going to fast for a month. 

As soon as the four minstrels had done, they put out the light, and each sought for himself a sleeping-place 

according to his nature and to what suited him. The donkey laid himself down upon some straw in the yard, 

the hound behind the door, the cat upon the hearth near the warm ashes, and the cock perched himself upon a 

beam of the roof; and being tired from their long walk, they soon went to sleep. 

When it was past midnight, and the robbers saw from afar that the light was no longer burning in their house, 

and all appeared quiet, the captain said, "We ought not to have let ourselves be frightened out of our wits;" 

and ordered one of them to go and examine the house. 

The messenger finding all still, went into the kitchen to light a candle, and, taking the glistening fiery eyes of 

the cat for live coals, he held a lucifer-match to them to light it. But the cat did not understand the joke, and 

flew in his face, spitting and scratching. He was dreadfully frightened, and ran to the back-door, but the dog, 

who lay there sprang up and bit his leg; and as he ran across the yard by the straw-heap, the donkey gave him 

a smart kick with its hind foot. The cock, too, who had been awakened by the noise, and had become lively, 

cried down from the beam, "Cock-a-doodle-doo!" 

Then the robber ran back as fast as he could to his captain, and said, "Ah, there is a horrible witch sitting in 

the house, who spat on me and scratched my face with her long claws; and by the door stands a man with a 

knife, who stabbed me in the leg; and in the yard there lies a black monster, who beat me with a wooden club; 

and above, upon the roof, sits the judge, who called out, 'Bring the rogue here to me!' so I got away as well as 

I could." 

After this the robbers did not trust themselves in the house again; but it suited the four musicians of Bremen 

so well that they did not care to leave it any more. And the mouth of him who last told this story is still warm. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/the-brothers-grimm/fairy-tale/the-bremen-town-musicians 

https://americanliterature.com/author/the-brothers-grimm/fairy-tale/the-bremen-town-musicians
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Air pollution puts children at higher risk of disease in adulthood 

Stanford University 

Summary: 

A new study reveals evidence that early exposure to dirty air alters genes in a way that could lead to adult 

heart disease, among other ailments. The findings could change the way medical experts and parents think 

about the air children breathe and inform clinical interventions. 

Children exposed to air pollution, such as wildfire smoke and car exhaust, for as little as one day may be 

doomed to higher rates of heart disease and other ailments in adulthood, according to a new Stanford-led 

study. The analysis, published in Nature Scientific Reports, is the first of its kind to investigate air pollution's 

effects at the single cell level and to simultaneously focus on both the cardiovascular and immune systems in 

children. It confirms previous research that bad air can alter gene regulation in a way that may impact long-

term health -- a finding that could change the way medical experts and parents think about the air children 

breathe, and inform clinical interventions for those exposed to chronic elevated air pollution. 

"I think this is compelling enough for a pediatrician to say that we have evidence air pollution causes changes 

in the immune and cardiovascular system associated not only with asthma and respiratory diseases, as has 

been shown before," said study lead author Mary Prunicki, director of air pollution and health research at 

Stanford's Sean N. Parker Center for Allergy & Asthma Research. "It looks like even brief air pollution 

exposure can actually change the regulation and expression of children's genes and perhaps alter blood 

pressure, potentially laying the foundation for increased risk of disease later in life." 

The researchers studied a predominantly Hispanic group of children ages 6-8 in Fresno, California, a city 

beset with some of the country's highest air pollution levels due to industrial agriculture and wildfires, among 

other sources. Using a combination of continuous daily pollutant concentrations measured at central air 

monitoring stations in Fresno, daily concentrations from periodic spatial sampling and meteorological and 

geophysical data, the study team estimated average air pollution exposures for 1 day, 1 week and 1, 3, 6 and 

12 months prior to each participant visit. When combined with health and demographics questionnaires, blood 

pressure readings and blood samples, the data began to paint a troubling picture. 

The researchers used a form of mass spectrometry to analyze immune system cells for the first time in a 

pollution study. The approach allowed for more sensitive measurements of up to 40 cell markers 

simultaneously, providing a more in-depth analysis of pollution exposure impacts than previously possible. 

Among their findings: Exposure to fine particulate known as PM2.5, carbon monoxide and ozone over time is 

linked to increased methylation, an alteration of DNA molecules that can change their activity without 

changing their sequence. This change in gene expression may be passed down to future generations. The 

researchers also found that air pollution exposure correlates with an increase in monocytes, white blood cells 

that play a key role in the buildup of plaques in arteries, and could possibly predispose children to heart 

disease in adulthood. Future studies are needed to verify the long-term implications. 
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Hispanic children bear an unequal burden of health ailments, especially in California, where they are exposed 

to higher traffic-related pollution levels than non-Hispanic children. Among Hispanic adults, prevalence for 

uncontrolled hypertension is greater compared with other races and ethnicities in the U.S., making it all the 

more important to determine how air pollution will affect long-term health risks for Hispanic children. 

Overall, respiratory diseases are killing more Americans each year, and rank as the second most common 

cause of deaths globally. 

"This is everyone's problem," said study senior author Kari Nadeau, director of the Parker Center. "Nearly 

half of Americans and the vast majority of people around the world live in places with unhealthy air. 

Understanding and mitigating the impacts could save a lot of lives." 

Nadeau is also the Naddisy Foundation Professor in Pediatric Food Allergy, Immunology, and Asthma, 

professor of medicine and of pediatrics and, by courtesy, of otolaryngology at the Stanford School of 

Medicine, and a senior fellow at the Stanford Woods Institute for the Environment. Co-authors of the study 

include Justin Lee, a graduate student in epidemiology and population health; Xiaoying Zhou, a research 

scientist at the Parker Center; Hesam Movassagh, a postdoctoral research fellow at the Parker Center during 

the research; Manisha Desai, a professor of biomedical informatics research and biomedical data science; and 

Joseph Wu, director of the Stanford Cardiovascular Institute and the Simon H. Stertzer, MD, Professor of 

Medicine and Radiology; and researchers from the University of Leuven; the University of California, 

Berkeley; the University of California, San Francisco; and Sonoma Technology. 

 

Story Source: 

Materials provided by Stanford University. Original written by Rob Jordan. Note: Content may be edited for 

style and length. 

 

Journal Reference: 

1. Mary Prunicki, Nicholas Cauwenberghs, Justin Lee, Xiaoying Zhou, Hesam Movassagh, Elizabeth 

Noth, Fred Lurmann, S. Katharine Hammond, John R. Balmes, Manisha Desai, Joseph C. Wu, Kari 

C. Nadeau. Air pollution exposure is linked with methylation of immunoregulatory genes, 

altered immune cell profiles, and increased blood pressure in children. Scientific Reports, 2021; 

11 (1) DOI: 10.1038/s41598-021-83577-3 

 

https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2021/02/210222124613.htm 

https://news.stanford.edu/press/view/38438
https://www.stanford.edu/
http://dx.doi.org/10.1038/s41598-021-83577-3
https://www.sciencedaily.com/releases/2021/02/210222124613.htm
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Tuning the excited-state Hückel‐Baird hybrid aromaticity 

ByDIPC   

Molecules when excited from their ground state (S0) to their lowest electronically excited states often change 

their electronic structure considerably, which impacts on a range of important molecular properties. For 

example, the reactivity of a molecule in its excited state often differs markedly from that in its S0state. Also, 

the charge distribution within a molecule is normally altered upon excitation, and consequently, its interaction 

with the surrounding medium. 

The electronic structure changes upon excitation are influenced by a number of factors; those that are intrinsic 

to the molecule and those that are extrinsic. The bonding and antibonding features of the orbitals populated in 

the excited state is one of the most obvious intrinsic factors, whereas the polarity of the surrounding solvent or 

medium (for example, the active site within a protein) constitutes a typical example of possible extrinsic 

factors. An important intrinsic factor is the ability of a molecule to switch its electronic structure from a pro-

aromatic structure to an aromatic one upon excitation. 

Figure 1 

https://mappingignorance.org/2021/03/04/tuning-the-excited-state-huckel%e2%80%90baird-hybrid-aromaticity/#author
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Aromaticity is a property of cyclic (ring-shaped), planar (flat) structures with pi bonds in resonance (those 

containing delocalized electrons) that gives increased stability compared to other geometric or connective 

arrangements with the same set of atoms. Aromatic rings are very stable and do not break apart easily. 

An aromatic ring contains a set of covalently bound atoms with specific characteristics: 

1. A delocalized conjugated π system, most commonly an arrangement of alternating single and double 

bonds 

2. Coplanar structure, with all the contributing atoms in the same plane 

3. Contributing atoms arranged in one or more rings 

4. A number of π delocalized electrons that is even, but not a multiple of 4. That is, 4n+2 π-electrons, 

where n = 0, 1, 2, 3, and so on. This is known as Hückel’s rule. 

According to Hückel’s rule, if a molecule has 4n+2 π-electrons, it is aromatic, but if it has 4n π-electrons and 

has the first three characteristics listed above, the molecule is said to be antiaromatic. The aromatic character 

of a molecule in the ground state can be verified experimentally using nuclear magnetic resonance, as this 

technique would detect a ring current in aromatic compounds. 

This is the standard definition of aromaticity. But it is not that simple. The lowest triplet state of 

an annulene is, according to another rule, Baird’s rule, aromatic when it has 4n π-electrons and antiaromatic 

when the π-electron count is 4n + 2, where n is any positive integer. This trend is opposite to that predicted by 

Hückel’s rule for the ground state, which is usually the lowest singlet state. Through various theoretical 

investigations, this rule has also been found to extend to the lowest lying singlet excited state (S1) of small 

annulenes. 

Baird’s rule has thus become known as the photochemical analogue of Hückel’s rule. The Baird-aromaticity 

concept be developed into a tool that is useful to the design of molecules with targeted optoelectronic 

properties for potential use in, for instance, organic electronics. But a correct interpretation of its experimental 

signature is crucial for that development. 

Thus, research on excited state Baird-aromaticity has intensified in the last decade. Comprehensive and 

critical analyses combined with solid computational assessments has been used for the proper interpretation of 

experimental data as there is presently no spectroscopic technique that can be used as the sole method to 

evaluate excited state aromaticity in a similar manner as NMR spectroscopy can be used to assess aromaticity 

in the S0state. 

Pro-aromatic molecules are molecules that in a higher-energy state are significantly influenced by resonance 

structures in which conjugated rings take on Hückel-aromatic character. It has been argued in recent studies 

that there are also pro-aromatic molecules that adopt central units with 4np-electron Baird-aromatic character 

in their lowest triplet diradical states (T1), although detailed analysis suggests that these compounds are better 

labelled as T1Hückel-Baird hybrid molecules, where Hückel-aromaticity is the dominant form. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Aromaticity
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Triplet_state
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Annulene
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Figure 2 

Now, a team of researchers has considered 1 a series of symmetrically substituted conjugated rings with 

potential Baird aromaticity in the lowest-lying excited triplet and singlet states (Figure 2). Its results allow to 

establish general guidelines for the rational design of molecules with excited state Hückel/Baird aromaticity 

in pro-aromatic quinoidal compounds. 

The authors conclude that the characterization of Baird aromaticity needs to be carried out with care and that 

the labelling of a conjugated ring as Baird aromatic requires a detailed analysis of the excited state electronic 

structure. They suggest a safe procedure in which several parameters and computational tools are combined, a 

newly introduced energy-based analysis of the Hückel and Baird configurations among them. 

https://mappingignorance.org/2021/03/04/tuning-the-excited-state-huckel%e2%80%90baird-hybrid-aromaticity/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-7915-1
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The new analysis indicates that the symmetric substitution of conjugated rings favours the presence of low-

energy excited states with small changes in the number of p-electrons in the central conjugated ring. 

The researchers found two main strategies to promote a high Baird aromatic character of the central ring, by 

using either anionic and small conjugated rings with electron donating groups as substituents and small 

exocyclic groups with electron withdrawing substituents, or electron deficient conjugated rings with exocyclic 

electron-donor substitution. 

Author: César Tomé López is a science writer and the editor of Mapping Ignorance 

Disclaimer: Parts of this article may be copied verbatim or almost verbatim from the referenced research 

papers. 
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My Old Man 

by Ernest Hemingway 

 

My Old Man was published in Hemingway's story collections, Three Stories and Ten Poems (1923) 
and In Our Time (1925) Chapter XIII, with introduction in italics. 

 

Edouard 
Manet, Longchamp, 1864 

I heard the drums coming down the street and then the fifes and the pipes and then they came 
around the corner, all dancing. The street full of them. Maera saw him and then I saw him. When 
they stopped the music for the crouch he hunched down in the street with them all and when they 
started it again he jumped up and went dancing down the street with them. He was drunk all right. 

"You go down after him," said Maera, "he hates me." 

So I went down and caught up with them and grabbed him while he was crouched down waiting 
for the music to break loose and said, "Come on, Luis. For Christ sake, you've got bulls this 
afternoon." He didn't listen to me, he was listening so hard for the music to start. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/ernest-hemingway
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I said, "Don't be a damn fool, Luis. Come on back to the hotel." 

Then the music started again and he jumped up and twisted away from me and started dancing. I 
grabbed his arm and he pulled loose and said, "Oh, leave me alone. You're not my mother." 

I went back to the hotel and Maera was on the balcony looking out to see if I'd be bringing him 
back. He went inside when he saw me and came downstairs disgusted. 

"Well, after all," I said, "he's just an ignorant Mexican savage." 

"Yes," Maera said, "and who will kill his bulls after he gets cogida?" 

"We, I suppose," I said. 

"Yes, we," said Maera. "We kill the savage's bulls, and the drunkard's bulls, and the riau-riau 
dancer's bulls. Yes. We kill them. We kill them all right. Yes. Yes. Yes." 

____________________________________________________________ 

I guess looking at it now my old man was cut out for a fat guy, one of those regular little roly fat 
guys you see around, but he sure never got that way, except a little toward the last, and then it 
wasn't his fault, he was riding over the jumps only and he could afford to carry plenty of weight 
then. I remember the way he'd pull on a rubber shirt over a couple of jerseys and a big sweat shirt 
over that, and get me to run with him in the forenoon in the hot sun. He'd have, maybe, taken a 
trial trip with one of Razzo's skins early in the morning after just getting in from Torino at four 
o'clock in the morning and beating it out to the stables in a cab and then with the dew all over 
everything and the sun just starting to get going, I'd help him pull off his boots and he'd get into a 
pair of sneakers and all these sweaters and we'd start out. 

"Come on, kid," he'd say, stepping up and down on his toes in front of the jock's dressing room, 
"let's get moving". 

Then we'd start off jogging around the infield once maybe with him ahead running nice and then 
turn out the gate and along one of those roads with all the trees along both sides of them that run 
out from San Siro. I'd go ahead of him when we hit the road and I could run pretty stout and I'd 
look around and he'd be jogging easy just behind me and after a little while I'd look around again 
and he'd begun to sweat. Sweating heavy and he'd just he clogging it along with his eyes on my 
back, but when he'd catch me looking at him he'd grin and say, "Sweating plenty?" When my old 
man grinned nobody could help but grin too. We'd keep right on running out toward the 
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mountains and then my old man would yell "Hey Joe!" and I'd look back and he'd he sitting under 
a tree with a towel he'd had around his waist wrapped around his neck. 

I'd come back and sit down beside him and he'd pull a rope out of his pocket and start skipping 
rope out in the sun with the sweat pouring off his face and him skipping rope out in the white dust 
with the rope going cloppetty cloppety clop clop clop and the sun hotter and him working harder 
up and down a patch of the road. Say it was a treat to see my old man skip rope too. He could 
whirr it fast or lop it slow and fancy. Say you ought to have seen wops look at us sometimes when 
they'd come by going into town walking along with big white steers hauling the cart. They sure 
looked as though they thought the old man was nuts. He'd start the rope whirring till they'd stop 
dead still and watch him, then give the steers a cluck and a poke with the goad and get going 
again. 

When I'd sit watching him working out in the hot sun I sure felt fond of him. He sure was fun and 
he done his work so hard and he'd finish up with a regular whirring that'd drive the sweat out on 
his face like water and then sling the rope at the tree and come over and sit down with me and 
lean hack against the tree with the towel and a sweater wrapped around his neck. 

"Sure is hell keeping it down, Joe" he'd say and lean back and shut his eyes and breath long and 
deep, "it ain't like when you're a kid". Then he'd get up before he started to cool and we'd jog 
along back to the stables. That's the way it was keeping down to weight. He was worried all the 
time. Most jocks can just about ride off all they want to. A jock loses about a kilo every time he 
rides, but my old man was sort of dried out and he couldn't keep down his kilos without all that 
running. 

I remember once at San Siro, Regoli, a little wop that was riding for Buzoni came out across the 
paddock going to the bar for something cool and flicking his bouts with his whip, after he'd just 
weighed in and my old man had just weighed in too and came out with the saddle under his arm 
looking red faced and tired and too big for his silks and he stood there looking at young Regoli 
standing up to the outdoors bar cool and kid looking and I says, "What's the matter Dad?" cause I 
thought maybe Regoli had bumped him or something and he just looked at Regoli and said, "Oh to 
hell with it" and went on to the dressing room. 

Well it would have been all right maybe if we'd stayed in Milan and ridden at Milan and Torino 
cause if there ever were any easy courses it's those two. "Pianola, Joe". My old man said when he 
dismounted in the winning stall after what the wops thought was a hell of a steeplechase. I asked 
him once, "This course rides its-self. It's the pace you're going at that makes riding the jumps 
dangerous Joe. We ain't going any pace here, and they ain't any really bad jumps either. But it's 
the pace always—not the jumps that makes the trouble". 
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San Siro was the swellest course I'd ever seen but the old man said it was a dog's life. Going back 
and forth between Mirafiore and San Siro and riding just about every day in the week with a train 
ride every other night. 

I was nuts about the horses too. There's something about it when they come out and go up the 
track to the post. Sort of dancy and tight looking with the jock keeping a tight hold on them and 
maybe easing off a little and letting them run a little going up. Then once they were at the barrier 
it got me worse than anything. Especially at San Siro with that big green infield and the mountains 
way off and the fat wop starter with his big whip and the jocks fiddling them around and then the 
barrier snapping up and that bell going off and them all getting off in a bunch and then 
commencing to string out. You know the way a bunch of skins gets off. If you're up in the stand 
with a pair of glasses all you see is them plunging off and then that bell goes off and it seems like it 
rings for a thousand years and then they come sweeping round the turn. There wasn't ever 
anything like it for me. 

But my old man said one day in the dressing room when he was getting into his street clothes, 
"None of these things are horses Joe. They'd kill that bunch of skates for their hides and hoofs up 
at Paris". That was the day he'd won the Premio Commercio with Lantorna shooting her out of the 
field the last hundred meters like pulling a cork out of a bottle. 

It was right after the Premio Commercio that we pulled out and left Italy. My old man and 
Holbrook and a fat wop in a straw hat that kept wiping his face with a handkerchief were having 
an argument at a table in the Galleria. They were all talking French and the two of them were after 
my old man about something. Finally he didn't say anything any more but just sat there and 
looked at Holbrook and the two of them kept after him, first one talking and then the other and 
the fat wop always butting in on Holbrook. 

"You go out and buy me a Sportsman, will you Joe?" my old man said and handed me a couple of 
soldi without looking away from Holbrook. 

So I went out of the Galleria and walked over to in front of the Scala and bought a paper and came 
back and stood a little way away because I didn't want to butt in and my old man was sitting back 
in his chair looking down at his coffee and fooling with a spoon and Holbrook and the big wop 
were standing and the big wop was wiping his face and shaking his head. And I came up and my 
old man acted just as though the two of them weren't standing there and said, "Want an ice Joe?" 
Holbrook looked down at my old man and said slow and careful, "You son of a bitch" and he and 
the fat wop went out through the tables. 
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My old man sat there and sort of smiled at me but his face was white and he looked sick as hell 
and I was scared and felt sick inside because I knew something had happened and I didn't see how 
anybody could call my old man a son of a bitch and get away with it. My old man opened up the 
Sportsman and studied the handicaps for a while and then he said, "You got to take a lot of things 
in this world Joe". And three days later we left Milan for good on the Turin train for Paris after an 
auction sale out in front of Turner's stables of everything we couldn't get into a trunk and a suit 
case. 

We got into Paris early in the morning in a long dirty station the old man told me was the Gare de 
Lyon. Paris was an awful big town after Milan. Seems like in Milan everybody is going somewhere 
and all the trams run somewhere and there ain't any sort of a mixup, but Paris is all balled up and 
they never do straighten it out. I got to like it though, part of it anyway, and say it's got the best 
race courses in the world. Seems as though that were the thing that keeps it all going and about 
the only thing you can figure on is that every day the buses will be going out to whatever track 
they're running at going right out through everything to the track. I never really got to know Paris 
well because I just came in about once or twice a week with the old man from Maisons and he 
always sat at the Cafe de la Paix on the Opera side with the rest of the gang from Maisons and I 
guess that's one of the busiest parts of the town. But say it is funny that a big town like Paris 
wouldn't have a Galleria isn't it? 

Well, we went out to live at Maisons-Lafitte, where just about everybody lives except the gang at 
Chantilly, with a Mrs. Meyers that runs a boarding house. Maisons is about the swellest place to 
live I've ever seen in all my life. The town ain't so much, but there's a lake and a swell forest that 
we used to go off humming in all day, a couple of us kids, and my old man made me a sling shot 
and we got a lot of things with it but the best one was a magpie. Young Dick Atkinson shot a rabbit 
with it one day and we put it under a tree and were all sitting around and Dick had some cigarettes 
and all of a sudden the rabbit jumped up and beat it into the brush and we chased it but we 
couldn't find it. Gee we had fun at Maisons. Mrs. Meyers used to give me lunch in the morning and 
I'd he gone all day. I learned to talk French quick. It's an easy language. 

As soon as we got to Maisons my old man wrote to Milan for his license and he was pretty worried 
till it came. He used to sit around the Cafe de Paris in Maisons with the gang there, there were lots 
of guys he'd known when he rode up at Paris before the war lived at Maisons, and there's a lot of 
time to sit around because the work around a racing stable for the jocks that is, is all cleaned up by 
nine o'clock in the morning. They take the first batch of skins out to gallop them at 5.30 in the 
morning and they work the second lot at 8 o'clock. That means getting up early all right and going 
to bed early too. If a jock's riding for somebody too he can't go boozing around because the trainer 
always has an eye on him if he's a kid and if he ain't a kid he's always got an eye on himself. So 
mostly if a jock ain't working he sits around the Café de Paris with the gang and they can all sit 
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around about two or three hours in front of some drink like a vermouth and seltz and they talk and 
tell stories and shoot pool and it's sort of like a club or the Galleria in Milan. Only it ain't really like 
the Galleria because there everybody is going by all the time and there's everybody around at the 
tables. 

Well my old man got his license all right. They sent it through to him without a word and he rode a 
couple of times. Amiens, up country and that sort of thing, but he didn't seem to get any 
engagement. Everybody liked him and whenever I'd come in to the Café in the forenoon I'd find 
somebody drinking with him because my old man wasn't tight like most of these jockey's that have 
got the first dollar they made riding at the World's Fair in St. Louis in Nineteen ought four. That's 
what my old man would say when he'd kid George Burns. But it seemed like everybody steered 
clear of giving my old man any mounts. 

We went out to wherever they were running every day with the car from Maisons and that was 
the most fun of all. I was glad when the horses came back from Deauville and the summer. Even 
though it meant no more humming in the woods, cause then we'd ride to Enghien or Tremblay or 
St. Cloud and watch them from the trainers' and jockeys' stand. I sure learned about racing from 
going out with that gang and the fun of it was going every day. 

I remember once out at St. Cloud. It was a big two hundred thousand franc race with seven entries 
and Kzar a big favourite. I went around to the paddock to see the horses with my old man and you 
never saw such horses. This Kzar is a great big yellow horse that looks like just nothing but run. I 
never saw such a horse. He was being led around the paddock with his head down and when he 
went by me I felt all hollow inside he was so beautiful. There never was such a wonderful, lean, 
running built horse. And he went around the paddock putting his feet just so and quiet and careful 
and moving easy like he knew just what he had to do and not jerking and standing up on his legs 
and getting wild eyed like you see these selling platers with a shot of dope in them. The crowd was 
so thick I couldn't see him again except just his legs going by and some yellow and my old man 
started out through the crowd and I followed him over to the jock's dressing room hack in the 
trees and there was a big crowd around there too but the man at the door in a derby nodded to 
my old man and we got in and everybody was sitting around and getting dressed and pulling shirts 
over their heads and pulling boots on and it all smelled hot and sweaty and linimenty and outside 
was the crowd looking in. 

The old man went over and sat down beside George Gardner that was getting into his pants and 
said, "What`s the dope George?" just in an ordinary tone of voice cause there aint any use him 
feeling around because George either can tell him or he can't tell him. 

"He won't win" George says very low, leaning over and buttoning the bottoms of his pants. 
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"Who will" my old man says leaning over close so nobody can hear. 

"Kircubbin" George says, "And if he does, save me a couple of tickets". 

My old man says something in a regular voice to George and George says, "Don't ever bet on 
anything I tell you" kidding like and we beat it out and through all the crowd that was looking in 
over to the 100 franc mutuel machine. But I knew something big was up because George is Kzar's 
jockey. On the way he gets one of the yellow odds sheets with the starting prices on and Kzar is 
only paying 5 for 10, Cefisidote is next at 3 to 1 and fifth down the list this Kircubbin at 8 to 1. My 
old man bets five thousand on Kircubbin to win and puts on a thousand to place and we went 
around back of the grandstand to go up the stairs and get a place to watch the race. 

We were jammed in tight and first a man in a long coat with a grey tall hat and a whip folded up in 
his hand came out and then one after another the horses, with the jocks up and a stable boy 
holding the bridle on each side and walking along, followed the old guy. That big yellow horse Kzar 
came first. He didn't look so big when you first looked at him until you saw the length of his legs 
and the whole way he's built and the way he moves. Gosh I never saw such a horse. George 
Gardner was riding him and they moved along slow, back of the old guy in the gray tall hat that 
walked along like he was the ring master in a circus. Back of Kzar, moving along smooth and yellow 
in the sun, was a good looking black with a nice head with Tommy Archibald riding him and after 
the black was a string of five more horses all moving along slow in a procession past the 
grandstand and the pesage. My old man said the black was Kircubbin and I took a good look at him 
and he was a nice looking horse all right but nothing like Kzar. 

Everybody cheered Kzar when he went by and he sure was one swell looking horse. The 
procession of them went around on the other side past the pelouse and then back up to the near 
end of the course and the circus master had the stable boys turn them loose one after another so 
they could gallop by the stands on their way up to the post and let everybody have a good look at 
them. They weren't at the post hardly any time at all when the gong started and you could see 
them way off across the infield all in a bunch starting on the first swing like a lot of little toy 
horses. I was watching them through the glasses and Kzar was running well back with one of the 
bays making the pace. They swept down and around and came pounding past and Kzar was way 
back when they passed us and this Kircubbin horse in front and going smooth. Gee it's awful when 
they go by you and then you have to watch them go farther away and get smaller and smaller and 
then all bunched up on the turns and then come around towards into the stretch and you feel like 
swearing and goddaming worse and worse. Finally they made the last turn and came into the 
straightaway with this Kircubbin horse way out in front. Everybody was looking funny and saying 
"Kzar" in sort of a sick way and they pounding nearer down the stretch, and then something came 
out of the pack right into my glasses like a horse-headed yellow streak and everybody began to 
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yell "Kzar" as though they were crazy. Kzar came on faster than I'd ever seen anything in my life 
and pulled up on Kircubbin that was going fast as any black horse could go with the jock flogging 
hell out of him with the gad and they were right dead neck and neck for a second but Kzar seemed 
going about twice as fast with those great jumps and that head out—but it was while they were 
neck and neck that they passed the winning post and when the numbers went up in the slots the 
first one was 2 and that meant Kircubbin had won. 

I felt all trembly and funny inside, and then we were all jammed in with the people going down 
stairs to stand in front of the board where they'd post what Kircubbin paid. Honest watching the 
race I'd forgot how much my old man had bet on Kircubbin. I'd wanted Kzar to win so damned 
had. But now it was all over it was swell to know we had the winner. 

"Wasn't it a swell race Dad?" I said to him. 

He looked at me sort of funny with his derby on the back of his head, "George Gardner's a swell 
jockey all right", he said, "It sure took a great jock to keep that Kzar horse from winning". 

Of course I knew it was funny all the time. But my old man saying that right out like that sure took 
the kick all out of it for me and I didn't get the real kick back again ever, even when they posted 
the numbers up on the board and the hell rang to pay off and we saw that Kircubbin paid 67.50 for 
10. All around people were saying "Poor Kzar. Poor Kzar!" And I thought, I wish I were a jockey and 
could have rode him instead of that son of a bitch. And that was funny, thinking of George Gardner 
as a son of a bitch because I'd always liked him and besides he'd given us the winner, but I guess 
that's what he is all right. 

My old man had a big lot of money after that race and he took to coming into Paris oftener. If they 
raced at Tremblay he'd have them drop him in town on their way hack to Maisons and he and I'd 
sit out in front of the Café de la Paix and watch the people go by. It's funny sitting there. There's 
streams of people going by and all sorts of guys come up and want to sell you things and I loved to 
sit there with my old man. That was when we'd have the most fun. Guys would come by selling 
funny rabbits that jumped if you squeezed a bulb and they'd come up to us and my old man would 
kid with them. He could talk French just like English and all those kind of guys knew him cause you 
can always tell a jockey and then we always sat at the same table and they got used to seeing us 
there. There were guys selling matrimonial papers and girls selling rubber eggs that when you 
squeezed them a rooster came out of them and one old wormy looking guy that went by with post 
cards of Paris showing them to everybody, and of course nobody ever bought any and then he 
would come back and show the under side of the pack and they would all be smutty post cards 
and lots of people would dig down and buy them. 
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Gee I remember the funny people that used to go by. Girls around supper time looking for 
somebody to take them out to eat and they'd speak to my old man and he'd make some joke at 
them in French and they'd pat me on the head and go on. Once there was an American woman 
sitting with her kid daughter at the next table to us and they were both eating ices and I kept 
looking at the girl and she was awfully good looking and I smiled at her and she smiled at me but 
that was all that ever came of it because I looked for her mother and her every day and I made up 
ways that I was going to speak to her and I wondered if I get to know her if her mother would let 
me take her out to Auteuil or Tremblay but I never saw either of them again. Anyway I guess it 
wouldn't have been any good anyway because looking back on it I remember the way I thought 
out would be best to speak to her was to say, "Pardon me, but perhaps I can give you a winner at 
Enghien today?" and after all maybe she would have thought I was a tout instead of really trying to 
give her a winner. 

We'd sit at the Café de la Paix, my old man and me, and we had a big drag with the waiter because 
my old man drank whisky and it cost five francs and that meant a good tip when the saucers were 
counted up. My old man was drinking more than I'd ever seen him, but he wasn't riding at all now 
and besides he said that whiskey kept his weight down. But I noticed he was putting it on all right 
just the same. He'd busted away from his old gang out at Maisons and seemed to like just sitting 
around on the boulevard with me. But he was dropping money every day at the track. He'd feel 
sort of doleful after the last race, if he'd lost on the day, until we'd get to our table and he'd have 
his first whiskey and then he'd be fine. 

He'd be reading the Paris-Sport and he'd look over at me and say, "Where's your girl Joe?" to kid 
me on account I had told him about the girl that day at the next table. And I'd get red but I liked 
being kidded about her. It gave me a good feeling. "Keep your eye peeled for her Joe." he'd say, 
"She'll be back." 

He'd ask me questions about things and some of the things I'd say he'd laugh. And then he'd get 
started talking about things. About riding down in Egypt, or at St. Moritz on the ice before my 
mother died, and about during the war when they had regular races down in the south of France 
without any purses, or betting or crowd or anything just to keep the breed up. Regular races with 
the jocks riding hell out of the horses. Gee I could listen to my old man talk by the hour, especially 
when he'd had a couple or so of drinks. He'd tell me about when he was a boy in Kentucky and 
going soon hunting and the old days in the states before everything went on the bum there. And 
he'd say, "Joe, when we've get a decent stake, you're going back there to the States and go to 
school." 

"What've I get to go back there to go to school for when everything's on the bum there?" I'd ask 
him. 
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"That's different." he'd say and get the waiter over and pay the pile of saucers and we'd get a taxi 
to the Gare St. Lazare and get on the train out to Maisons. 

One day at Auteuil after a selling steeplechase my old man bought in the winner for 30.000 francs. 
He had to bid a little to get him but the stable let the horse go finally and my old man had his 
permit and his colors in a week. Gee I felt proud when my old man was an owner. He fixed it up for 
stable space with Charles Drake and cut out coming in to Paris and started his running and 
sweating out again and him and I were the whole stable gang. Our horse's name was Gillford, he 
was Irish bred and a nice sweet jumper. My old man figured that training him and riding him 
himself he was a good investment. I was proud of everything and I thought Gillford was as good a 
horse as Kzar. He was a good solid jumper a bay, with plenty of speed on the flat if you asked him 
for it and he was a nice looking horse too. 

Gee I was fond of him. The first time he started with my old man up he finished third in a 2.500 
meter hurdle race and when my old man got off him, all sweating and happy in the place stall and 
went in to weigh I felt as proud of him as though it was the first race he'd ever placed in. You see 
when a guy aint been riding for a long time you can't make yourself really believe that he has ever 
rode. The whole thing was different now cause down in Milan even big races never seemed to 
make any difference to my old man, if he won he wasn't ever excited or anything, and now it was 
so I couldn't hardly sleep the night before a race and I knew my old man was excited too even if he 
didn't show it. Riding for yourself makes an awful difference. 

Second time Gillford and my old man started was a rainy Sunday at Auteuil in the Prix du Marat, a 
4.500 meter steeplechase. As soon as he'd gone out I beat it up in the stand with the new glasses 
my old man had bought for me to watch them. They started way over at the far end of the course 
and there was some trouble at the barrier. Something with goggle blinders on was making a great 
fuss and roaring around and busted the barrier once but I could see my old man in our black jacket 
with a white cross and a black cap sitting up on Gillford and patting him with his hand. Then they 
were off in a jump and out of sight behind the trees and the gong going for dear life and the pari 
mutuel wickets rattling down. Gosh I was so excited I was afraid to look at them but I fixed the 
glasses on the place where they would come out back of the trees and then out they came with 
the old black jacket going third and they all sailing over the jump like birds. Then they went out of 
sight again and then they came pounding out and down the hill and all going nice and sweet and 
easy and taking the fence smooth in a bunch and moving away from us all solid. Looked as though 
you could walk across on their backs they were all so hunched and going so smooth, Then they 
bellied over the big double Bullfinch and something came down. I couldn't see who it was but in a 
minute the horse was up an galloping free and the field, all bunched still, sweeping around the 
long left turn into the straightaway. They jumped the stone wall and came jammed down the 
stretch toward the big water jump right in front of the stands. I saw them coming and hollered at 
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my old man as he went by and he was leading by about a length and riding way out over and light 
as a monkey and they were racing for the water jump. They took off over the big hedge of the 
water jump in a pack and then there was a crash and two horses pulled sideways out off it and 
kept on going and three others were piled up. I couldn't see my old man anywhere. One horse 
knee-ed himself up and the jock had hold of the bridle and mounted and went slamming on after 
the place money. The other horse was up and away by himself, jerking his head and galloping with 
the bridle rein hanging and the jock staggered over to one side of the track against the fence. Then 
Gillford rolled over to one side off my old man and got up and started to run on three legs with his 
off hoof dangling and there was my old man lying there on the grass flat out with his face up and 
blood all over the side of his head. I ran down the stand and bumped into a jam of people and got 
to the rail and a cop grabbed me and held me and two big stretcher bearers were going out after 
my old man and around on the other side of the course I saw three horses, strung way out, coming 
out of the trees and taking the jump. 

My old man was dead when they brought him in and while a doctor was listening to his heart with 
a thing plugged in his ears I heard a shot up the track that meant they'd killed Gillford. I lay down 
beside my old man when they carried the stretcher into the hospital room and hung onto the 
stretcher and cried and cried and he looked so white and gone and so awfully dead and I couldn't 
help feeling that if my old man was dead maybe they didn't need to have shot Gillford. His hoof 
might have got well. I don't know. I loved my old man so much. 

Then a couple of guys came in and one of them patted me on the back and then went over and 
looked at my old man and then pulled a sheet off the cot and spread it over him; and the other 
was telephoning in French for them to send the ambulance to take him out to Maisons. And I 
couldn't stop crying, crying and choking, sort of, and George Gardner came in and sat down beside 
me on the floor and put his arm around me and says, "Come on Joe old boy. Get up and we'll go 
out and wait for the ambulance." 

George and I went out to the gate and I was trying to stop bawling and George wiped off my face 
with his handkerchief and we were standing back a little ways while the crowd was going out of 
the gate and a couple of guys stopped near us while we were waiting for the crowd to get through 
the gate and one of them was counting a bunch of mutuel tickets and he said, "Well Butler got his 
all right." 

The other guy said, "I don't give a good goddam if he did, the crook. He had it coming to him on 
the stuff he's pulled." 

"I'll say he had," said the other guy and tore the bunch of tickets in two. 
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And George Gardner looked at me to see if I'd heard and I had all right and he said, "Don't you 
listen to what those bums said, Joe. Your old man was one swell guy." 

But I don't know. Seems like when they get started they don't leave a guy nothing. 

 

My Old Man was featured as The Short Story of the Day on Tue, Jul 21, 2020 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/ernest-hemingway/short-story/my-old-man 

  

https://americanliterature.com/short-story-of-the-day
https://americanliterature.com/author/ernest-hemingway/short-story/my-old-man
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The ‘prehistory’ of philosophy of science (10): From logical stoicism to logical positivism. 

ByJesús Zamora Bonilla 

  This is not Frege, but 
Chrysippos of Soli, second founder of Stoicism. Marble, Roman copy after a lost Hellenistic original 
of the late 3rd century BC. Source: Wikimedia Commons 

According to the traditional myth, mentioned in passing in the first entry of this series, 
contemporary philosophy of science would have started in the post-WWI Vienna, when a group of 

https://mappingignorance.org/2021/04/28/the-prehistory-of-philosophy-of-science-10-from-logical-stoicism-to-logical-positivism/#author
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/09/16/the-prehistory-of-philosophy-of-science-1-by-way-of-introduction/
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young philosophers and scientists, under the heading of Moritz Schlick, attempted to show how 
scientific knowledge could be unambiguously derived from observational data (or at least, clearly 
verified by these) with the help of strictly logical arguments. Also, according to this mythology (in 
this case, with more than a spoonful of truth), the plausibility of such an arrogant and 
overambitious project (that didn’t survive in those terms the disintegration of the ‘Vienna Circle’ 
Logical Positivism in the years previous to the Second World War) derived in good part from the 
apparent successes of another philosophical project started in the last decades of the 19th century: 
Gottlob Frege’s so called ‘logicism’, or his attempt to ‘reduce’ all mathematics (or more exactly, 
set and number theory, and what can be derived from that) to ‘logic’ (for Frege, contrary to e.g., 
David Hilbert, didn’t believe that geometry could be so reduced). This project has had as younger 
champions figures of the stature of Bertrand Russell and Ludwig Wittgenstein, forming together 
with Frege and with physicists Ernst Mach and Ludwig Boltzmann the Vienna Circle’s book of saints 
(for a lively history of the Vienna Circle, see Sigmund, 2017 1). 

As the story goes, this reductionist project was ultimately grounded on one of the most 
remarkable achievements in a century as formidable in intellectual feats as the 19th: the invention 
of ‘modern logic’ by Gottlob Frege (1848-1925) himself. What Frege did, in his juvenile 
book Begriffsschrift (or ‘Conceptography’, 1879), was to invent a new type of ‘logic’, a rather 
different one from the classical ‘syllogistic’ (or ‘term’) logic of Aristotle, that have been the canon 
of rational thinking for more than two millennia, and that now sounds better fitting into books of 
theology, metaphysics or law than into contemporary scientific works. Fregean logic, instead, 
consisted of propositions connected by ‘truth-functional operators’, like negation, disjunction, 
conjunction, conditional and bi-conditional, and where the propositions themselves are analysed 
in a structure that links ‘variables’ and ‘constants’ (i.e., terms for individual entities) by means of 
‘predicates’ (i.e., monadic, dyadic, or polyadic relations) and ‘quantifiers’ (expressions like ‘for 
every x…’ or ‘for at least one x…”). If you have read almost any mathematical handbook written in 
the last century, you will be perfectly familiar with that type of logic, with sentences of the form ‘a 
relation R is transitive if and only if for every x, y, z, if xRy and yRz, then xRz’, or, in the standard 
symbols: ‘R is transitive ↔ (∀x∀y∀z (Rxy ⋀ Ryz) → Rxz))’ (by the way, 
Frege’s Begriffsschrift originally employed a much more clumsy typography, but the essence is the 
same). 

Frege’s logicism failed as a project in the foundations of mathematics because of eventual results 
like Russell’s paradox (‘the set containing those and only those sets not belonging to themselves, 
belongs to itself or not?’) and mainly by Gödel’s incompleteness theorem (‘for every consistent 
axiomatic system formalising arithmetic there is at least a true arithmetic proposition that can not 
be derived from those axioms’). But this does not preclude that almost all contemporary logical 
research, as well as mathematics and computer programming, and everything that depends on 
them… which now is nearly everything in all scientific fields, remains now absolutely dependent on 

https://mappingignorance.org/2021/04/28/the-prehistory-of-philosophy-of-science-10-from-logical-stoicism-to-logical-positivism/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-8112-1
https://mappingignorance.org/2021/02/08/the-prehistory-of-philosophy-of-science-8-in-search-of-the-first-principles/
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the new type of logic the Gottlob Frege devised in his Jena solitude (for his work was not properly 
recognised till many decades after its publication). 

Fregean logic’s departure from the classical, Aristotelian one (Kant, one century before Frege, 
famously said that logic ‘had born complete out of the mind of Aristotle’) is so huge that it can be 
taken as the clearest example of a Kuhnian ‘paradigm shift’, one of the greatest innovations in the 
history of human thought… save because it (as almost everything) did have precedents and 
precursors. Historians of logic, once they became familiar with Frege’s contrivance, indicated soon 
a kind of family resemblance with the ideas of a fistful of (who else?) obscure Greeks, who 
apparently had developed something like a theory of arguments (or ‘dialectical art’) one century 
more or less after the great Aristotle. The main figure within this group was Chryssipus of Soli (c. 
279-206 BC), the third leader of the Stoic school, that we had mentioned in the past entry. His 
fame as a ‘logician’ (or master in the art of debating and arguing) was such in Ancient times, that 
the historian Diogenes Laërtius said that “if the gods used dialectics, they would employ that of 
Chryssipus’. Stoic logicians (and their own precursors, known as the ‘Megarians’, i.e., the disciples 
of Euclid of Megara –not to be confused with the mathematician Euclid of Alexandria, the former 
being a disciple of Socrates, and hence a contemporary of Plato) had defended a kind of analysis of 
arguments rather different from Aristotle’s syllogistics, and closer to what we (after Frege) call 
‘propositional logic’, like for example modus ponens (if A entails B, and A, then B), modus tollens (if 
A entails B, and not B, then not A), or the ‘disjunctive syllogism’ (if either A or B, but not A, then B). 
Glimpses of this propositional logic (that Chryssipus had ‘reduced’ –i.e., axiomatised!– to just five 
formal types of propositional inferences from which all the other valid ones could be derived) had 
persisted through the centuries and reappeared in the writings of some medieval scholars, both 
Arabic, like Avicenna, and Christian, like Peter Abelard, and hence the idea of ‘a propositional 
logic’ was not something so absolutely new even in Frege’s times. The history of logic had also 
been a topic systematically studied (like almost everything imaginable) by the indefatigable 19th-
century scholars, in this case by one Carl von Prantl and his 4-volume Geschichte der Logik in 
Abendland (History of Western Logic, 1855-1870), a book the young Frege knew well. 

Prantl’s Gechichte contains an almost one-hundred page section on the Stoic logic, collecting all 
the by-then known testimonies about those authors found in others’ works (for none of their 
original books –only Chryssipus is quoted has having authored around 700 works, 300 of them 
about logic– survives), though this didn’t seem to have arisen Prantl’s sympathies, for he (a good 
Aristotelian) repeatedly said that the Stoic’s ideas were just blödsinnig (‘idiotic’) 
and läppish (‘ridiculuous’). Obviously, Frege didn’t think the same, and, as it has been convincingly 
proved by historian of logic Sussanne Bobzien in a very recent paper 2 that has provoked a lot of 
quarrels in academic circles, it is not only that Chryssipus’ ideas loosely ‘inspired’ Frege’s 
developments, but that our German hero almost literally copied in many dozens of places from the 
relic-like surviving lines about Chryssipus’s insights. Of course, this does not reach the complex 

https://mappingignorance.org/2015/02/16/science-search-beauty-2-halflings-view/
https://mappingignorance.org/2021/04/05/the-prehistory-of-philosophy-of-science-9-epicurus-vessel-and-the-origin-of-empiricism/
https://mappingignorance.org/2021/04/28/the-prehistory-of-philosophy-of-science-10-from-logical-stoicism-to-logical-positivism/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-8112-2
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formal apparatus developed by Frege, that is so central to modern logic, but runs through most of 
the ‘philosophical’ discussions Frege’s work contains about things like the ‘nature’ of propositions 
as ‘units of thought’ (for the Stoics: assertibles, or ‘complete contents’), the nature of negation 
and logical connectives, or even one the ‘most Fregean’ innovations: the analysis of universal 
statements not in the Aristotelian way (‘All men are mortal’) but in terms of universal quantifiers 
linking ‘incomplete –or sub-sentential– contents’ (i.e., ‘If something is a man, then it is mortal’). In 
a different context, the similarities are so patent (as is Frege’s omission of quoting his sources) 
that we wouldn’t doubt in affirming that “Frege plagiarized the Stoics”, as Bobzien’s paper title 
itself claims. 

Without entering here in the debate whether this is a real case of ‘plagiarism’ or not, the truth is 
that ‘Logical Stoicism’ didn’t seem to have derived into something similar to a full-blown 
philosophy of science like that of ‘Logical Positivism’. It is not that Stoics had nothing to say about 
science (as I mentioned in the last entry of the series), but that they were not attempting to a kind 
of ‘formal reconstruction’ of scientific theories from scientific data (as Schlick or Carnap tried), nor, 
of course, a ‘reduction’ of mathematical theories to logical arguments (like Frege and Russell 
attempted). Or, if they said or wrote something along those lines, it has not reached us at all. 
What is undeniably true is that Stoicism became something like the ‘official philosophy’ amongst 
the upper classes of the Hellenistic times and the first centuries of Roman power, and hence it is 
very likely that many, if not most of the scientists working during that period would have 
considered themselves as something like ‘Stoics’ in their philosophical leanings. But, as I have said, 
nearly nothing about how those philosophical ideas on logic might have influenced their vision of 
science has survived. 
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The Tragicomedy of Johanna the Super Whale 

How a beached cetacean triggered one whale of a controversy. 

 

The Whale Beached between Scheveningen and Katwijk, with Elegant Sightseers by Esaias van de 
Velde, 1617 

  

via Wikimedia Commons 

By: Jess Romeo  

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:The-whale-beached-1617.jpg
https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/jess-romeo/


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 560  may  2021 

 

140 

  

April 25, 2021 

  

 3 minutes 

 Share Tweet Email Print 

Is there any sentiment more quintessentially “Earth Day” than “Save the Whales”? Since the 
1960s, pop culture and environmental activism have transformed the whale “from objectified 
litres of oil, kilos of meat and blubber…into sacrosanct symbols of threatened oceans and nature,” 
writes anthropologist Rob van Ginkel. For this reason, he argues, “When it concerns whales, all 
critical thinking seems to recede.” To demonstrate, van Ginkel recounts “the tragicomedy that 
evolved” over “Johannes” (later changed to “Johanna”) the whale. 

In December 2012, the nearly 40-foot-long humpback washed up on the beach in the Netherlands. 
Right away, staff from nearby nature museums and marine research institutes “began planning a 
rather modest rescue operation to get the whale back to the open sea,” writes van Ginkel. “They 
had good hopes…They expected that the sea mammal would perhaps be able to free itself [during 
high tide].” Instead, the whale re-beached on a sandbank, sustaining deadly injuries. By the end of 
the first day, rescuers were fairly certain Johanna would die. 

“When it concerns whales, all critical thinking seems to recede.” 

“When the initial efforts to rescue the humpback whale failed, a public outcry to ‘do something’ 
began mounting steadily,” recounts van Ginkel. “The animal proved tragically 
photogenic…particularly when the whale was said to be ‘crying’—secretion was dripping from one 
of its eyes, probably because it was trying to get rid of sand.” 

After one final failed attempt to save Johanna, rescuers decided that further attempts would only 
cause needless suffering. Johanna was sedated, and set to be euthanized. 

“Vitriolic responses…began flooding news websites and social media,” writes van Ginekl. Pro-
animal activist Lenie ‘t Hart tweeted: “#Humpback hits its murderers with its tail. They continue 
nonetheless. Lots of blood.” Johanna was declared dead that evening. 

https://www.facebook.com/dialog/share?app_id=419334385204394&display=popup&href=https%3A%2F%2Fdaily.jstor.org%2Fthe-tragicomedy-of-johanna-the-super-whale%2F&redirect_uri=https%3A%2F%2Fdaily.jstor.org%2Fthe-tragicomedy-of-johanna-the-super-whale%2F
http://twitter.com/intent/tweet?url=https%3A%2F%2Fdaily.jstor.org%2Fthe-tragicomedy-of-johanna-the-super-whale%2F&text=The+Tragicomedy+of+Johanna+the+Super+Whale&via=JSTOR_Daily
mailto:?subject=The%20Tragicomedy%20of%20Johanna%20the%20Super%20Whale&body=How%20a%20beached%20cetacean%20triggered%20one%20whale%20of%20a%20controversy.%0D%0A%0D%0A%20Read%20More:%20https%3A%2F%2Fdaily.jstor.org%2Fthe-tragicomedy-of-johanna-the-super-whale%2F
javascript:window.print()
https://www.jstor.org/stable/43410674?mag=the-tragicomedy-of-johanna-the-super-whale
https://daily.jstor.org/the-tragicomedy-of-johanna-the-super-whale/?utm_term=The%20Tragicomedy%20of%20Johanna%20the%20Super%20Whale&utm_campaign=jstordaily_04292021&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
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Unfortunately, the tragicomedy continued: the next morning, “amazingly,” writes van Ginkel, “the 
animal still showed signs of being alive.” 

When rescuers proposed a second euthanization, activists and anti-whaling organizations alike 
were vocally opposed. Whales are typically euthanized with dynamite, so the use of sedatives 
was controversial. The director of one organization, Sea Shepherd, claimed that Johanna’s 
skeleton had been “promised” to Naturalis, a local natural history museum. “Some pro-animal 
activists even began suggesting that the skeleton had been sold to Naturalis, a bizarre accusation 
that has never been substantiated,” according to van Ginkel. 

A Sea Shepherd representative tweeted out a message asking their supporters to come and aid 
Johanna. “How the Sea Shepherd people had wanted to help Johannes remains unclear,” van 
Ginkel writes, “unless they had intended to shove the beast back into the sea with their bare 
hands.” 

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

Eventually, after four days on the beach, Johanna died. Immediately, more conspiracy theories 
developed: was Johanna intentionally left to die? Various sources claimed she could have been 
saved, or that footage of the whale was positioned to look more hopeless than it actually was. The 
media cited one  “independent cetacean researcher” who claimed to have “checked” the whale (in 
reality, this “whale expert” was a musicologist with a thesis on whale songs). Canadian social 
media strategist Jackie Bigford posted a blog for “’the Great One of our Watery Spaces’ whose life 
was ‘stolen.’” 

I see a puddle of tears pooling below her compassionate eye. I am understanding her tears were 
shed not for herself, but for those who stole her life…She weeps tears for them, as she knows they 
have yet again lost an opportunity to use her plight of being in need of rescue, as an opportunity 
for them to rescue themselves. 

Despite the outcry, van Ginkel writes, “Johanna was not killed…She died from myopathy and 
massive internal damage because she had been lying on the sandbank for too long.” 

What made this particular event so emotionally charged? van Ginkel argues that poor Johanna 
was burdened with the weight of all the symbolism associated with the whale. “The heavily 
mediatised efforts to rescue the animal escalated into a contest about knowledge claims with high 
moral overtones,” writes van Ginkel “the humpback had turned into…a Super Whale that was 
saturated with a plethora of meanings.” 

https://slate.com/technology/2014/05/whale-live-strandings-how-to-euthanize-whales-humanely.html


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 560  may  2021 

 

142 

 

Have a correction or comment about this article? 
Please contact us. 

NetherlandswhalesEtnofoor 

 

Resources 

JSTOR is a digital library for scholars, researchers, and students. JSTOR Daily readers can access the 
original research behind our articles for free on JSTOR. 

Humpback Johannes (a.k.a. Johanna): A Dutch Tragicomedy Featuring a Hyperreal Whale 

By: Rob van Ginkel 

Etnofoor, Vol. 27, No. 1, The Sea (2015), pp. 123-141 

Stichting Etnofoor 
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British War Poet Edward Thomas 

Tragically killed in action during the Battle of Arras in 1917, Thomas was on the verge of a 

breakthrough. 

 

Edward Thomas with his son Merfyn, 1900 

  

via Flickr 

By: The Editors  

  

On Easter Monday 1917, a British soldier named Edward Thomas was killed in action fighting in the 

Battle of Arras. He was technically exempt from service in World War I: He was thirty-seven when 

he enlisted, making him much older than most of his comrades on the front lines, and he also had 

https://www.flickr.com/photos/cuspecialcolls/35520151232
https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/the-editors/
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three children. His career as a poet was just taking off, too, after years of frustration, through 

encouragement from the American poet Robert Frost. 

So why did he enlist? According to Cardiff University, holder of a collection of First World War 

documents, including some of Thomas’s work (now available through JSTOR’s Open Community 

Collections), “he was suffocated by family life, and plagued by depression and self-doubt 

concerning his literary abilities. Joining the army was a successful attempt to seek personal and 

literary salvation.” 

In the army, Thomas wanted to hide from other soldiers the fact that he was writing poetry, so he 

wrote straight across the page, using commas to signal line breaks. His first substantial book of 

poetry published under his own name came out in October 1917. It was dedicated to Robert Frost. 

* * * 

https://edwardthomas100.weebly.com/war.html
https://www.jstor.org/site/cardiff/first-world-war-1914-1918/
https://www.jstor.org/site/cardiff/first-world-war-1914-1918/
https://about.jstor.org/open-community-collections/
https://about.jstor.org/open-community-collections/
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Melancholy, April 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/10.2307/community.29953557?mag=british-war-poet-edward-thomas
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25, 1915 To-Night, 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/10.2307/community.29953558?mag=british-war-poet-edward-thomas


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 560  may  2021 

 

147 

April 30, 1915

Digging, July 21, 1915

https://www.jstor.org/stable/10.2307/community.29953559?mag=british-war-poet-edward-thomas
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Two Houses, July 22, 

2015 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/10.2307/community.29953560?mag=british-war-poet-edward-thomas
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February Afternoon [Sonnet 2], February 7-8, 1916

https://www.jstor.org/stable/10.2307/community.29953563?mag=british-war-poet-edward-thomas
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[The Wind’s Song]; 

[Sonnet 3], April 22-30, 1916

https://www.jstor.org/stable/10.2307/community.29953570?mag=british-war-poet-edward-thomas
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[The Watchers], April 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/10.2307/community.29953571?mag=british-war-poet-edward-thomas
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24-May 1, 1916

Blenheim Oranges [2], September 3, 1916

https://www.jstor.org/stable/10.2307/community.29953581?mag=british-war-poet-edward-thomas
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[What will they 

do?], September 15, 1916 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/10.2307/community.29953582?mag=british-war-poet-edward-thomas
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Lights Out, November 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/10.2307/community.29953585?mag=british-war-poet-edward-thomas
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1916 The 

Trumpet [1], September 26, 1916 

Editor’s note: This article originally stated that Edward Thomas died at the Battle of the Somme. 

 

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

https://bit.ly/30jM88p
https://www.jstor.org/stable/10.2307/community.29953583?mag=british-war-poet-edward-thomas
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https://daily.jstor.org/british-war-poet-edward-

thomas/?utm_term=British%20War%20Poet%20Edward%20Thomas&utm_campaign=jstordaily_0

4292021&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email  
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