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Blue Abyss will be the world's biggest and deepest indoor pool 

By David Szondy 

 

Blue Abyss will plunge to a depth of 164 feet 

Blue Abyss 

VIEW 3 IMAGES 

Blue Abyss Ltd. is building the world's largest and deepest indoor pool in Cornwall. Set to hold 1.5 million 

ft3 (42,000 m3) of water or, to use the standard British unit, 168 million cups of tea. It will be used for testing 

advanced undersea robotics, as well as acting as the world's first commercial astronaut training facility. 

Pools are excellent places for testing many nautical technologies, as well as training divers or astronauts in 

simulated weightlessness. By having a controlled environment, engineers, scientists and trainers have used 

https://newatlas.com/author/david-szondy/
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such pools for over a century to test new techniques, explore submarine design, and work out complex 

engineering problems. 

 

 

However, there's only so much one can do with conventional pools. Projects in the 21st century are 

increasingly ambitious, so the pools being constructed must be equally ambitious to meet with changing 

demands. 

The £150-million (US$212-million) Blue Abyss facility is slated to be built at the Aerohub Enterprise Zone at 

Cornwall Airport Newquay, which places it in the vicinity of Spaceport Cornwall and the historic Goonhilly 

ground station. The pool will measure about 164 ft (50 m) long, 132 ft (40 m) wide, and reach a depth of 164 

ft (50 m) in its 52-ft-wide (16-m) shaft, which gives it a volume equivalent to 17 Olympic-sized swimming 

pools. 

 

Artist's rendering of the Blue Abyss complex 

Blue Abyss 

Developed by ex-forces diving instructor and management consultant, John Vickers, with British astronaut 

Tim Peake serving on the Blue Abyss advisory board, the 10-acre (4-ha) site is being designed by British 

architect Robin Partington, who led the design team for London's Gherkin skyscraper. It will include the pool, 

astronaut training center, performance center, hypobaric and hyperbaric chambers, microgravity suite, training 

center with six classrooms, as well as workshops, onsite catering, and accommodation facilities. 
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The pool will be large enough to hold replicas of modules from the International Space Station (ISS), and can 

be used for testing undersea robotic craft and offshore wind turbine installations. It can even be used to 

simulate underwater caves for testing remote-controlled craft and to train divers. Support equipment includes 

a sliding roof, a 30-tonne crane, and facilities to control the pool's temperature, lighting, and salinity, and to 

simulate different currents at different depths. 

 

Blue Abyss will be built at Cornwall Airport Newquay 

Blue Abyss 

Once planning permission has been approved, construction should take about 18 months, with the facility 

slated to open in 2023. 

"We're planning a globally unique facility with a wide range of potential uses that tap into so many of the 

industries that Cornall and the Southwest are known for," says Vickers. "Blue Abyss will be a huge research 

asset for aerospace, offshore energy, underwater robotics, human physiology, defense, leisure and marine 

industries, and a fantastic education center for children and university students. Cornwall already feels like 

our natural home, and we're delighted to receive such a warm response." 

The video below introduces Blue Abyss. 

Blue Abyss 
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Source: Blue Abyss 
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David Szondy 

David Szondy is a freelance journalist, playwright, and general scribbler based in Seattle, Washington. A 

retired field archaeologist and university lecturer, he has a background in the history of science, technology, 

and medicine with a particular emphasis on aerospace, military, and cybernetic subjects. In addition, he is the 

author of a number of websites, four award-winning plays, a novel that has thankfully vanished from history, 

reviews, scholarly works ranging from industrial archaeology to law, and has worked as a feature writer for 

several international magazines. He has been a New Atlas contributor since 2011. 
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https://www.medscape.com/verarticulo/5904145?src=ppc_trendmd_acq_mscp_pilot_display_inlang-es-mx-latam-int
https://newatlas.com/author/david-szondy/
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What motivates assassins to kill? 

PREPARED TO KILL 

ByInvited Researcher May 31, 2021 0 comments 

Original: Eduardo Angulo (2017) Las razones del asesino. Translated and adapted by Julio Nicanor 

Ozores, M.D. 

Narciso Martínez Izquierdo 

 

Depending on who we consult, we will hear quite a few opinions regarding what it is that motivates assassins. 

Let us sample some murder mystery writers. Agatha Christie mentions the passions of love, the lust for 

money, or the pursuit of some fixed idea. Erle Stanley Gardner, the author of the Perry Mason detective 

novels, speaks of the drives for money and power, claiming that they were particularly strong in the 

competitive society of the 1950’s United States. Closer to our times, the mystery thriller author John Verdon 

also blames the drives for money and power, adding the drives that propel exacting revenge and the drives to 

carry out sacred missions. Approximating what modern neuroscience has to say on the matter, the philosopher 

and essayist Arthur Koestler theorized that poor connectivity between our primitive brain regions, such as the 

hypothalamus, and the recently evolved rational cortex, lead us to “… that unique vein of hallucinatory, 

homicidal impulses to kill, torture, and make war.” Lastly, Peter Morral, a professor at the University of 

Leeds, whose research focuses on the meaning of madness and murder, notes how crime stories have the 

power to intrigue, fascinate, and provoke repugnance all at the same time. 

https://mappingignorance.org/category/prepared-to-kill/
https://mappingignorance.org/2021/05/31/what-motivates-assassins-to-kill/#author
https://mappingignorance.org/2021/05/31/what-motivates-assassins-to-kill/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#comments
https://culturacientifica.com/2017/03/27/las-razones-del-asesino/
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Let’s examine the cases of three notorious killers. The cases span the social world of Madrid in the late 

19th century, war time Nazi Germany in the 1940’s, and the ideological struggles that roiled the Basque 

country in the 1960’s. 

The case of Cayetano Galeote: A priest’s tarnished honor 

Bishop Narciso Martínez Izquierdo was born in 1830 in Pineda de la Sierra, a town near the city of Burgos. 

The priest Cayetano Galeote was born in 1841 in Vélez-Málaga, a town near the city of Málaga. Their paths 

crossed fatally on Palm Sunday, April 18, 1886, on the grand staircase of the Cathedral of San Isidoro, in 

Madrid, when Galeote shot three bullets into Martínez Izquierdo. Thus did a priest’s dissolute life and 

tarnished honor, the strict harshness of a bishop and ecclesiastical politics come together into an 

assassination. 

The bishop Narciso Martinez Izquierdo had come from a family of poor farmers who, as was habitual in that 

era, had inscribed one of their sons in a seminary as a means to feed and educate a child. But young Narciso 

would go on to make a brilliant career in the Church, reaching the post of Bishop of Salamanca in 1874, and 

later Bishop of Madrid in 1885. He also participated in politics as a Carlist (traditionalist) delegate and 

senator. Fitting his strongly conservative views, he opposed the legality of civil marriage when it was debated 

in the Spanish Parliament in 1881, later opposing the freedom of religion guaranteed by the Spanish 

Constitution in 1886. 

Soon after being named Bishop of Madrid he started a campaign against the corruption of the clergy, 

decreeing strict disciplines that made him unpopular amongst its members. Amongst other measures, he 

mandated that priests be formally assigned to one parish only, thereby eliminating the practice some priests 

had of charging fees for celebrating two, three or even four masses a day. Whoever would not comply would 

see his license annulled. 

Amongst that Madrid clergy was the priest Cayetano Galeote. He too had come from a poor family that could 

barely feed its children. As a child, Cayetano had suffered from otitis, which had left him with a lifelong 

deafness in one ear. Early in his career he served posts in Madrid, Puerto Rico, and in the Spanish colony of 

Fernando Póo (today the island of Biko, in Equatorial Guinea) where he served as a military chaplain. He 

returned to Madrid in 1880, where the story of his notoriety would take place. From this point on, much of 

what we know about Galeote’s life and trial comes from to the reportage of the great Spanish novelist Benito 

Pérez Galdós, who happened to be a newspaper correspondent at the time. 

Galeote had been an unstable priest, moving from parish to parish seeking better pay wherever it was offered. 

He had acquired a reputation as a violent, irascible person (a schoolmate described him as “a veritable 

epileptic”). He also had become notorious for the fact that his supposed niece and housekeeper, 33-year-old 

Doña Tránsito Durdal, had followed him from Fernando Póo to wherever his changing domicile would be. 

Durdal was evidently his concubine, a fact that was brought up in the trial – the evidence being that there was 

only one bed in Galeote’s house. Durdal would become an object of fascination in the drama. In his reports 

Pérez Galdós described her as “not at all vulgar” (as his readers might have expected) but as having “an 

intelligent physiognomy and courteous manners”, and being “good looking, tall, black-eyed, with a large 

mouth and an overall agreeable presence.” 
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According to his own testimony, Galeote shot the bishop to satisfy the demands of justice itself and to repair 

his tarnished honor. The final sequence of events as Galeote tells it started when a priest named Vizcaino, the 

rector of a chapel where Galeote officiated masses, prohibited Galeote from continuing to do so – a 

prohibition that Galeote ignored. Adding insult to injury, Galeote complained, Vizcaino did not even deign to 

salute him. Finally Galeote’s privileges were cancelled altogether, leaving him insulted, aggrieved – and out 

of a job. Galeote began to act He started by airing his grievances, pursuing audiences with or writing letters 

to various authorities – the bishop, his confessor, the pope’s representative, and politicians outside the 

church hierarchy. All to no avail. Becoming ever more insolent and threatening, he began stalking Vizcaino 

and the bishop, finally making good on his threats on Palm Sunday, 1886. 

Whether Galeote had shot the bishop was not an issue during his trial – half of Madrid had witnessed him 

doing so; besides, Galeote had promptly confessed the act. The issue debated was his culpability: Had he 

been in control of his actions at the fateful moment, or was he too insane to be responsible? One of the 

psychiatrists who examined him described him as “…a man of violent character, lacking humility, obstinate, 

of an excitable imagination, burdensome, jealous, prone to accusing and to insulting… all in all an 

impossible priest, who did not listen to reason.” The psychiatrist, evidently a supporter of Cesare Lombroso’s 

theories that physical features betrayed criminality, went on to describe Galeote’s physiognomy: “a man of 

sturdy complexion, wiry, with a shriveled face, a small cranium, long face, a narrow, sloping forehead and a 

bony jaw whose teeth emerge, some towards his palate, some diverging to push against his lower lip. This 

latter fact prevents him from closing his mouth, so he sprays a spittle of foamy saliva when he gets excited”. 

The psychiatrist goes on and on with similar observations, which need not detain us. Pérez Galdós also 

described Galeote, but more straightforwardly: “He has a small, curved nose, a very large mouth which is 

quite far from it, black, lively eyes, and a clear forehead.” 

To the psychiatrists testifying for Galeote’s defense, he was a paranoiac exhibiting persecutory delusions. 

Despite the fact that Galeote did not want to be seen as mad, but rather as someone whose actions had been 

justified as a matter of honor, he was jubilant when one of the defense psychiatrists, Jaime Vera, read his 

thoughtful and precise evaluation to the tribunal. Galeote’s behavior stupefied the courtroom when he “ lifted 

(Vera) in his sturdy arms as someone might lift a feather and paraded him around the courtroom.” Yet at 

other times, when his defense attorney spoke of him as being insane, he would make vehement protestations. 

Benito Pérez Galdós, delving for insights into Galeote’s character and motives, went beyond courtroom 

reportage and interviewed him in jail. He saw in the accused someone of who behaved in a strangely 

energetic manner. His reports describe how “the accused has permitted himself the most extravagant 

conduct, ignoring the authority of the judge, ceaselessly interrupting witnesses, abruptly shifting from tears to 

anger, exhibiting constant agitation and restlessness. His words, his apostrophes, which are now 

epigrammatic, now inspiring awe and terror, have excited the vivid interest of the public.” In the end, Galdós 

could only wonder, “when all is said and done, is he mad, or is he not?” 

Galeote was found guilty and condemned to death. However, his subsequent strange behavior in prison 

prompted the tribunal to order a new medical examination. This time, a panel of six physicians certified that 

Galeote suffered from “persecutory delirium”. The Royal Academy of Medicine ratified the conclusion, and 

Galeote was transferred to a madhouse in the town of Leganés, where he died in 1922. 
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When murderers speak of their motivations and justification, they sometimes vouch that they did not intend to 

kill, that it was just an accident, that they didn’t mean it… But it doesn’t take a murderer to harbor murderous 

impulses: most people in our society, at some time or another have them – but they manage to not carry them 

out. Let’s see what some experts have said regarding motives for killing. 

We can start with Abraham Maslow’s writings on the generic categories of human motivation and assume 

that the motives to kill may be special instances of the more generic impulses. According to Maslow, the 

foundational motivations are the basic requirements of our physiology, such as breathing and feeding. Then, 

metaphorically higher up on the hierarchical pyramid of motivations, are the need for safety, whether 

immediately personal, or the safety of one’s dwelling or territory. On top of that come the needs of attachment 

to someone and of belonging to a social group. Then come the motivations to enhance self-esteem, as we 

endeavor to be respected, successful, or climb in social status. Finally, at the subtlest pinnacle of the pyramid, 

are the needs for creative self-actualization. 
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What are the circumstances when, in order to satisfy these needs, members of our species are prone to killing 

each other? At least when it comes to extreme situations, this question inspired Philip Zimbardo to conduct 

the notorious 1971 Stanford prison experiment, whose results showed that, given the right circumstances, 

ordinary people are capable of atrocities. This is also the lesson of Hannah Arendt’s account of the trial of 

Adolf Eichmann, who had been instrumental in organizing the extermination of European Jews. Arendt 

remarks on Eichmann’s ordinariness, his obedience, his efficacy as a bureaucrat – a man who just did not look 

like a sanguinary killer. 

The case of August Hirt: For the sake of science and the Nazi cause 

On November 23rd, 1944, the Free French 2nd Armored Division under the command of General Leclerc, 

allied with the US Army under General George Patton, entered the city of Strasbourg, expelling the German 

occupiers and liberating the city. As was the protocol, squads from the liberating army searched the city’s 

institutions for documents or other evidence related to the occupation. When they came upon the storage 

basement of the Strasbourg University Anatomical Institute, they found the remains of at least 150 cadavers, 

some complete, some dismembered, all neatly preserved in alcohol. About a month later, a commission 

charged with investigating possible war crimes established that the trove belonged to anatomy professor 

August Hirt, the institute’s director. 

Who was Hirt? He was born in Mannheim in 1898. At the tender age of 18 he volunteered for the German 

army and was seriously wounded during the First World War, receiving a medal of honor in 1916. He went 

on to study medicine at the University of Heidelberg and was awarded a doctorate in 1922 upon completion 

of a thesis on the sympathetic nervous system of reptiles. He went on to teach anatomy at the University of 

Greifswald, while also making significant contributions to the development of fluorescent microscopy. By 

1940 he had garnered a fine curriculum as a scientist, having published 27 articles on microscopy and on the 

nervous system. 

His professional path took a turn after 1940. Although he continued doing “research”, he stopped publishing 

altogether. It was around this time that he became affiliated with the Nazi Party and with the SS, where he 

rose to the ranks of Obertsturmführer and later Sturmbannführer . His notoriety would be linked, after 1941, 

with the Institute of Anatomy at the University of Strasbourg, where became the director, and with Ahnenerbe, 

the “Institute for Research into Heredity”, a “cultural organization” dedicated to the study of the “Nordic 

Indo-Germanic Race”. Ahnenerbe had been established by Heimrich Himmler himself in pursuit of his racist 

obsessions. 
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Nuremberg, 1938 

Hirt solicited funding and cadavers from Himmler, via Wolfram Sievers, the executive secretary 

at Ahnenerbe, who would go on to be tried at Nurenberg. Hirt’s ambition was to create a collection of Jewish 

specimens for the use of future generations. He envisioned a new academic discipline altogether, Race 

Anatomy, that would make use the material after all Jews were exterminated. Hirt deemed that his anatomical 

collection in Strasbourg was deficient in Jewish skulls and skeletons. But the war on the Eastern Front 

promised an unexpected trove of crania and whole skeletons. Hirt specifically wanted those of Jewish 

commissars, whom he deemed “the prototype of the repulsive, but characteristic, subhuman”. In a letter 

dated February 1942, Hirt requested the skulls of Jewish-Bolshevik commissars for the purpose of “scientific 

investigations”. The missive included two additional notes. The first note, since lost, had to do with 

microscopy techniques. The second note, which is extant, instructed the Wehrmacht and the Military Police 

on locating, identifying, anthropologically measuring and then killing the commissars – murders that Hirt 

cynically termed “induced deaths”. Finally, there were instructions on how to prepare specimens. 

Specifically, the heads were to be severed, pickled in preservative fluid, and sent to Strasbourg. The cruel 

phantom of pseudo-science was turning into reality. 
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Monolith memorializing the victims of August Hirt 
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In addition to asking for the heads of the commissars, Hirt also sought to source himself with more cadavers. 

Along with his collaborators Sievers, Eichmann and others, he organized the relocation of Jewish inmates 

from various concentration camps to the Struthof-Natzweiler camp, where they were to be gassed by the 

camp’s S.S. Commandant, Josef Kramer. Kramer, who was captured by the Allies, testified as follows during 

the Belsen trial: “Early in August 1943, I received eighty inmates who were to be killed with the gas Hirt had 

given me. One night I went to the gas chamber in a small car with about fifteen women this first time. I told 

the women they had to get into the chamber to be disinfected. I did not tell them, however, that they were to be 

gassed. With the help of a few S.S. men I stripped the women completely and shoved them into the gas 

chamber when they were stark naked. When the door closed they began to scream. I introduced a certain 

amount of salt through a tube… and observed through a peephole what happened inside the room. The 

women breathed for about half a minute before they fell to the floor.”. 

Once these bodies arrived at Strasbourg, Hirt would proceed with severing the heads for crania, and to add 

to the skeleton collection. He apparently had other side interests as well: The advancing Allied troops 

discovered histological preparations of testicular tissue made from samples that had been obtained while 

victims were alive. 

What became of Hirt? He had already fled his post by the time General Leclerc entered Strasbourg. Hirt then 

turned himself in, months later, to the mayor of the German town of Schönenbach, but disappeared again in 

June 1945. He was tried in absentia in 1953. The case against him was based on the notorious letter giving 

instructions on murdering the Soviet Jewish commissars for the skull collection, on the cadavers found in the 

basement of the Anatomical Institute and on the histological preparations. Hirt was found guilty and 

condemned to death, but his whereabouts remained unknown. A warrant for his arrest was in force in 

Switzerland (where he had a second nationality) as late as 1959. It was only in the mid 1960’s when it 

became clear that in 1945, in Germany’s Black Forest, he had committed suicide. 

Psychology professor Antonio Crego, of the Pontifical University of Salamanca, tells us more 

about Zimbardo’s theories in his own blog, published in Investigacion y Ciencia . Crego enumerates stages in 

the process of how people can cross over to the dark side and become capable of committing atrocities. The 

line between good and evil, being ill-defined, can be unconsciously crossed at first. But then it becomes 

necessary to dehumanize the potential victims and to de-individualize the self. The dehumanization eases 

qualms about perpetrating harm to a fellow human. Then, the process of de-individualizing one’s self – 

subsuming it in a larger group, donning uniforms and masks, acting under the influence of rallying music, etc. 

– further lubricates the slide toward committing atrocities (recall the photos of lynchings in the United States). 

Finally, blind obedience, excusing one’s behavior as inevitable because it was ordered by a superior, 

sometimes seals the process. The end result, at least for some perpetrators, is a passive indifference to evil – 

the “banality of evil” that Hannah Arendt described. 

The story of Kandido Azpiazu and Ramon Baglietto: Our very own neighbors in the Basque Country 

The entire cast of this story comes from the small town of Azcoitia, in the Basque Country. All were neighbors 

whose lives would fatefully cross and cross again as in a tragic drama. Everyone knew each other, but 

apparently this could not prevent an ideological assassination… 

https://www.investigacionyciencia.es/blogs/psicologia-y-neurociencia/52/posts/la-seduccin-del-lado-oscuro-12781
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The story takes us back to an incident that took place in 1962, in front of a furniture store in Azcoitia. A 

mother is walking by the store her two children, an 11-month-old baby in her arms and a toddler in tow. 

Suddenly the toddler drops the ball he is carrying and impulsively chases it across the street. A truck is 

speeding towards him. The mother runs after her child, but just as she jumps away from the curb, the baby is 

snatched from her arms by Ramon Baglietto, the owner of the furniture store. The truck runs over and kills 

the mother and the toddler. The baby, Kandido Azpiazu, is saved by Baglietto. 

Ramón Baglietto 

Azpiazu never learns, as a young man, the identity of his savior. He grows up to become a sympathizer of 

Basque nationalist groups. As early as age 14, he starts to fraternize with leftist, Basque nationalist groups 

(Abertzale left), and by the age of 16 longed to join ETA, the Basque nationalist paramilitary organization 

that carried out kidnappings, bombings and assassinations in pursuit of its goals. 

It’s now 1980; Azpiazu has become a 19-year-old ETA foot soldier. An order comes from “on high” the ETA 

hierarchy to assassinate Ramon Baglietto. Why Baglietto? Because he had been active in center-right politics 
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as a deputy mayor and activist for the UCD – the Union of the Democratic Centre, the party that governed 

Spain during its transition to democracy. 

The terrible deed had to be carried out, Azpiazu would later testify: It was a matter of “historical necessity”. 

On May 18, 1980, Azpiazu and an accomplice overtook Baglietto’s car on the road between Elgoibar and 

Azpeitia. Using a Steiner machine gun and a Browning pistol, Azpiazu shot at Baglietto, who lost control of 

his car and crashed into a tree. Azpiazu then walked over to the wreck and dealt Baglietto the coup de grace. 

Azpiazu was apprehended, sentenced and served a prison term. He was released from prison in 1995 and 

rehabilitated himself as a glazier. He set up a shop that – in one of the many crossed paths of this story – was 

on the ground floor of the building where Baglietto’s widow was living. 

In an interview published in 2001, Azpiazu revealed some of the mentaility, justifications and motivations that 

contribute to a political killing: 

Azpiazu: “I am not an assassin.” 

Interviewer: “But you have killed someone.” 

Azpiazu: “Because it had to be done.” 

He repeats, when the interviewer asks him how he “became an assassin”: 

Azpiazu: “I am not an assassin.” 

Interviewer: “(But) You have killed someone.” 

Azpiazu: “Because it was a historical necessity. And there was a good feeling to be Basque. As long as I 

remember, I have fought for the independence of Basques….One always knew that someday we would end up 

doing what we in fact did. It was a drawn-out process. One does not suddenly say, ‘Today I’m turning into an 

executioner’ – can you understand that? Can you? One slowly matures until…” 

The interviewer asks about the final moments before his deed: 

Interviewer: “Were you afraid?” 

Azpiazu: “No. One was prepared to offer up one’s life.” 

Interviewer: “Did you know the man you killed?” 

Azpiazu: “Yes…. It had to be that way.” 
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Interviewer: “Why?” 

Azpiazu: “He was a member of the oppressor’s apparatus… he was connected with Marcelino Oreja.” (a 

Spanish government official). 

Interviewer: “And that was enough?” 

Azpiazu: “The order came from on high.” 

The order had not only come from on high – it had come from Eugenio Etxebeste, second in command within 

the ETA organization– and, tragically, Baglietto’s very own cousin. 

In this case, everyone knew each other – families and neighbors who lived in the same town. But this was not 

enough to overcome the dark motives, the social forces, the “banality of evil”. Or an intrinsic fascination with 

killing, as in the chilling pronouncement we quoted in the first article of this series: “…men kill because they 

like it.” 
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Memorial Day 1950 

by Frank O’Hara 

Issue no. 49 (Summer 1970) 

Picasso made me tough and quick, and the world; 

just as in a minute plane trees are knocked down 

outside my window by a crew of creators. 

Once he got his axe going everyone was upset 

enough to fight for the last ditch and heap 

of rubbish. 

             Through all that surgery I thought 

I had a lot to say, and named several last things 

Gertrude Stein hadn’t had time for; but then 

the war was over, those things had survived 

and even when you’re scared art is no dictionary. 

Max Ernst told us that. 

                                  How many trees and frying pans 

I loved and lost! Guernica hollered look out! 

but we were all busy hoping our eyes were talking 

to Paul Klee. My mother and father asked me and 

I told them from my tight blue pants we should 

love only the stones, the sea, and heroic figures. 

Wasted child! I’ll club you on the shins! I 

wasn’t surprised when the older people entered 

my cheap hotel room and broke my guitar and my can 

of blue paint. 

                            At that time all of us began to think 

with our bare hands and even with blood all over 

them, we knew vertical from horizontal, we never 

smeared anything except to find out how it lived. 

Fathers of Dada! You carried shining erector sets 

in your rough bony pockets, you were generous 

and they were lovely as chewing gum or flowers! 

Thank you! 

             And those of us who thought poetry 

was crap were throttled by Auden or Rimbaud 

when, sent by some compulsive Juno, we tried 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=23610a38c5&e=d538c8f2e0
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to play with collages or sprechstimme in their bed. 

Poetry didn’t tell me not to play with toys 

but alone I could never have figured out that dolls 

meant death. 

             Our responsibilities did not begin 

in dreams, though they began in bed. Love is first of all 

a lesson in utility. I hear the sewage singing 

underneath my bright white toilet seat and know 

that somewhere sometime it will reach the sea: 

gulls and swordfishes will find it richer than a river. 

And airplanes are perfect mobiles, independent 

of the breeze; crashing in flames they show us how 

to be prodigal. O Boris Pasternak, it may be silly 

to call to you, so tall in the Urals, but your voice 

cleans our world, clearer to us than the hospital: 

you sound above the factory’s ambitious gargle. 

Poetry is as useful as a machine! 

                                           Look at my room. 

Guitar strings hold up pictures. I don’t need 

a piano to sing, and naming things is only the intention 

to make things. A locomotive is more melodious 

than a cello. I dress in oil cloth and read music 

by Guillaume Apollinaire’s clay candelabra. Now 

my father is dead and has found out you must look things 

in the belly, not in the eye. If only he had listened 

to the men who made us, hollering like stuck pigs! 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=23610a38c5&e=d538c8f2e0 
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Feathertop 

by Nathaniel Hawthorne 

 

"The witch beckoned to the scarecrow, throwing so much magnetic potency into her gesture that it seemed as 

if it must inevitably be obeyed, like the mystic call of the lodestone when it summons the iron." 

 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/nathaniel-hawthorne


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 569  august  2021 

 

22 

A MORALIZED LEGEND 

"Dickon," cried Mother Rigby, "a coal for my pipe!" 

The pipe was in the old dame's mouth when she said these words. She had thrust it there after filling it with 

tobacco but without stooping to light it at the hearth where, indeed, there was no appearance of a fire having 

been kindled that morning. Forthwith, however, as soon as the order was given, there was an intense red glow 

out of the bowl of the pipe and a whiff of smoke from Mother Rigby's lips. Whence the coal came and how 

brought hither by an invisible hand, I have never been able to discover. 

"Good!" quoth Mother Rigby, with a nod of her head. "Thank ye, Dickon! And now for making this 

scarecrow. Be within call, Dickon, in case I need you again." 

The good woman had risen thus early (for as yet it was scarcely sunrise) in order to set about making a 

scarecrow, which she intended to put in the middle of her corn-patch. It was now the latter week of May, and 

the crows and blackbirds had already discovered the little green, rolled-up leaf of the Indian corn just peeping 

out of the soil. She was determined, therefore, to contrive as lifelike a scarecrow as ever was seen, and to 

finish it immediately from top to toe, so that it should begin its sentinel's duty that very morning. Now Mother 

Rigby (as everybody must have heard) was one of the most cunning and potent witches in New England, and 

might with very little trouble have made a scarecrow ugly enough to frighten the minister himself. But on this 

occasion, as she had awakened in an uncommonly pleasant humor, and was further dulcified by her pipe of 

tobacco, she resolved to produce something fine, beautiful, and splendid rather than hideous and horrible. 

"I don't want to set up a hobgoblin in my own corn-patch, and almost at my own doorstep," said Mother 

Rigby to herself, puffing out a whiff of smoke. "I could do it if I pleased, but I'm tired of doing marvelous 

things, and so I'll keep within the bounds of everyday business just for variety's sake. Besides, there is no use 

in scaring the little children for a mile roundabout, though 'tis true I'm a witch." It was settled, therefore, in 

her own mind that the scarecrow should represent a fine gentleman of the period so far as the materials at 

hand would allow. 

Perhaps it may be as well to enumerate the chief of the articles that went to the composition of this figure. The 

most important item of all, probably, although it made so little show, was a certain broomstick on which 

Mother Rigby had taken many an airy gallop at mid-night, and which now served the scarecrow by way of a 

spinal column or, as the unlearned phrase it, a backbone. One of its arms was a disabled flail which used to be 

wielded by Goodman Rigby before his spouse worried him out of this troublesome world; the other, if I 

mistake not, was composed of the pudding-stick and a broken rung of a chair, tied loosely together at the 

elbow. As for its legs, the right was a hoe-handle, and the left an undistinguished and miscellaneous stick 

from the wood-pile. Its lungs, stomach, and other affairs of that kind, were nothing better than a meal-bag 

stuffed with straw. Thus we have made out the skeleton and entire corporosity of the scarecrow, with the 

exception of its head, and this was admirably supplied by a somewhat withered and shriveled pumpkin, in 

which Mother Rigby cut two holes for the eyes and a slit for the mouth, leaving a bluish-colored knob in the 

middle to pass for a nose. It was really quite a respectable face. 

"I've seen worse ones on human shoulders, at any rate," said Mother Rigby. "And many a fine gentleman has 

a pumpkin head, as well as my scarecrow." 
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But the clothes in this case were to be the making of the man; so the good old woman took down from a peg 

an ancient plum-colored coat of London make and with relics of embroidery on its seams, cuffs, pocket-flaps, 

and buttonholes, but lamentably worn and faded, patched at the elbows, tattered at the skirts, and threadbare 

all over. On the left breast was a round hole whence either a star of nobility had been rent away or else the hot 

heart of some former wearer had scorched it through and through. The neighbors said that this rich garment 

belonged to the Black Man's wardrobe, and that he kept it at Mother Rigby's cottage for the convenience of 

slipping it on whenever he wished to make a grand appearance at the governor's table. To match the coat there 

was a velvet waist-coat of very ample size, and formerly embroidered with foliage that had been as brightly 

golden as the maple-leaves in October, but which had now quite vanished out of the substance of the velvet. 

Next came a pair of scarlet breeches once worn by the French governor of Louisbourg, and the knees of 

which had touched the lower step of the throne of Louis le Grand. The Frenchman had given these small-

clothes to an Indian pow-wow, who parted with them to the old witch for a gill of strong waters at one of their 

dances in the forest. Furthermore, Mother Rigby produced a pair of silk stockings and put them on the figure's 

legs, where they showed as unsubstantial as a dream, with the wooden reality of the two sticks making itself 

miserably apparent through the holes. Lastly, she put her dead husband's wig on the bare scalp of the 

pumpkin, and surmounted the whole with a dusty three-cornered hat, in which was stuck the longest tail-

feather of a rooster. 

Then the old dame stood the figure up in a corner of her cottage and chuckled to behold its yellow semblance 

of a visage, with its nobby little nose thrust into the air. It had a strangely self-satisfied aspect, and seemed to 

say, "Come, look at me!" 

"And you are well worth looking at, that's a fact!" quoth Mother Rigby, in admiration at her own handiwork. 

"I've made many a puppet since I've been a witch but methinks this the finest of them all. 'Tis almost too good 

for a scarecrow. And, by the by, I'll just fill a fresh pipe of tobacco, and then take him out to the corn-patch." 

While filling her pipe the old woman continued to gaze with almost motherly affection at the figure in the 

corner. To say the truth, whether it were chance or skill or downright witchcraft, there was something 

wonderfully human in this ridiculous shape bedizened with its tattered finery, and, as for the countenance, it 

appeared to shrivel its yellow surface into a grin--a funny kind of expression betwixt scorn and merriment, as 

if it understood itself to be a jest at mankind. The more Mother Rigby looked, the better she was pleased. 

"Dickon," cried she, sharply, "another coal for my pipe!" 

Hardly had she spoken than, just as before, there was a red-glowing coal on the top of the tobacco. She drew 

in a long whiff, and puffed it forth again into the bar of morning sunshine which struggled through the one 

dusty pane of her cottage window. Mother Rigby always liked to flavor her pipe with a coal of fire from the 

particular chimney-corner whence this had been brought. But where that chimney-corner might be or who 

brought the coal from it--further than that the invisible messenger seemed to respond to the name of Dickon--I 

cannot tell. 

"That puppet yonder," thought Mother Rigby, still with her eyes fixed on the scarecrow, "is too good a piece 

of work to stand all summer in a corn-patch frightening away the crows and blackbirds. He's capable of better 

things. Why, I've danced with a worse one when partners happened to be scarce at our witch-meetings in the 
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forests! What if I should let him take his chance among the other men of straw and empty fellows who go 

bustling about the world?" 

The old witch took three or four more whiffs of her pipe and smiled. 

"He'll meet plenty of his brethren at every street-corner," continued she. "Well, I didn't mean to dabble in 

witchcraft to-day further than the lighting of my pipe, but a witch I am and a witch I'm likely to be and there's 

no use trying to shirk it. I'll make a man of my scarecrow, were it only for the joke's sake." 

While muttering these words Mother Rigby took the pipe from her own mouth and thrust it into the crevice 

which represented the same feature in the pumpkin-visage of the scarecrow. 

"Puff, darling, puff!" she said. "Puff away, my fine fellow! Your life depends on it!" 

This was a strange exhortation, undoubtedly, to be addressed to a mere thing of sticks, straw, and old clothes, 

with nothing better than a shriveled pumpkin for a head, as we know to have been the scarecrow's case. 

Nevertheless, as we must carefully hold in remembrance, Mother Rigby was a witch of singular power and 

dexterity; and, keeping this fact duly before our minds, we shall see nothing beyond credibility in the 

remarkable incidents of our story. Indeed, the great difficulty will be at once got over if we can only bring 

ourselves to believe that as soon as the old dame bade him puff there came a whiff of smoke from the 

scarecrow's mouth. It was the very feeblest of whiffs, to be sure, but it was followed by another and another, 

each more decided than the preceding one. 

"Puff away, my pet! Puff away, my pretty one!" Mother Rigby kept repeating, with her pleasantest smile. "It 

is the breath of life to ye and that you may take my word for." 

Beyond all question, the pipe was bewitched. There must have been a spell either in the tobacco or in the 

fiercely glowing coal that so mysteriously burned on top of it, or in the pungently aromatic smoke which 

exhaled from the kindled weed. The figure, after a few doubtful attempts, at length blew forth a volley of 

smoke extending all the way from the obscure corner into the bar of sunshine. There it eddied and melted 

away among the motes of dust. It seemed a convulsive effort, for the two or three next whiffs were fainter, 

although the coal still glowed and threw a gleam over the scarecrow's visage. The old witch clapped her 

skinny hands together, and smiled encouragingly upon her handiwork. She saw that the charm had worked 

well. The shriveled yellow face, which heretofore had been no face at all, had already a thin fantastic haze, as 

it were, of human likeness shifting to and fro across it, sometimes vanishing entirely, but growing more 

perceptible than ever with the next whiff from the pipe. The whole figure, in like manner, assumed a show of 

life such as we impart to ill-defined shapes among the clouds and half deceive ourselves with the pastime of 

our own fancy. 

If we must needs pry closely into the matter, it may be doubted whether there was any real change, after all, in 

the sordid, worn-out, worthless and ill-jointed substance of the scarecrow, but merely a spectral illusion and a 

cunning effect of light and shade, so colored and contrived as to delude the eyes of most men. The miracles of 

witchcraft seem always to have had a very shallow subtlety and at least, if the above explanations do not hit 

the truth of the process, I can suggest no better. 
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"Well puffed, my pretty lad!" still cried old Mother Rigby. "Come! another good, stout whiff, and let it be 

with might and main. Puff for thy life, I tell thee! Puff out of the very bottom of thy heart, if any heart thou 

hast, or any bottom to it. Well done, again! Thou didst suck in that mouthful as if for the pure love of it." 

And then the witch beckoned to the scarecrow, throwing so much magnetic potency into her gesture that it 

seemed as if it must inevitably be obeyed, like the mystic call of the lodestone when it summons the iron. 

"Why lurkest thou in the corner, lazy one?" said she. "Step forth! Thou hast the world before thee!" 

Upon my word, if the legend were not one which I heard on my grandmother's knee, and which had 

established its place among things credible before my childish judgment could analyze its probability, I 

question whether I should have the face to tell it now. 

In obedience to Mother Rigby's word and extending its arm as if to reach her outstretched hand, the figure 

made a step forward--a kind of hitch and jerk, however, rather than a step--then tottered and almost lost its 

balance. What could the witch expect? It was nothing, after all, but a scarecrow stuck upon two sticks. But the 

strong-willed old Beldam scowled and beckoned and flung the energy of her purpose so forcibly at this poor 

combination of rotten wood and musty straw and ragged garments that it was compelled to show itself a man, 

in spite of the reality of things; so it stepped into the bar of sunshine. There it stood, poor devil of a 

contrivance that it was, with only the thinnest vesture of human similitude about it, through which was 

evident the stiff, rickety, incongruous, faded, tattered, good-for-nothing patchwork of its substance, ready to 

sink in a heap upon the floor, as conscious of its own unworthiness to be erect. Shall I confess the truth? At its 

present point of vivification the scarecrow reminds me of some of the lukewarm and abortive characters 

composed of heterogeneous materials used for the thousandth time, and never worth using, with which 

romance writers (and myself, no doubt, among the rest) have so overpeopled the world of fiction. 

But the fierce old hag began to get angry and show a glimpse of her diabolic nature, like a snake's head 

peeping with a hiss out of her bosom, at this pusillanimous behavior of the thing which she had taken the 

trouble to put together. 

"Puff away, wretch!" cried she, wrathfully. "Puff puff, puff, thou thing of straw and emptiness! thou rag or 

two! thou meal-bag! thou pumpkin-head! thou nothing! Where shall I find a name vile enough to call thee by? 

Puff, I say, and suck in thy fantastic life along with the smoke, else I snatch the pipe from thy mouth and hurl 

thee where that red coal came from." 

Thus threatened, the unhappy scarecrow had nothing for it but to puff away for dear life. As need was, 

therefore, it applied itself lustily to the pipe, and sent forth such abundant volleys of tobacco-smoke that the 

small cottage-kitchen became all-vaporous. The one sunbeam struggled mistily through, and could but 

imperfectly define the image of the cracked and dusty window-pane on the opposite wall. 

Mother Rigby, meanwhile, with one brown arm akimbo and the other stretched toward the figure, loomed 

grimly amid the obscurity with such port and expression as when she was wont to heave a ponderous 

nightmare on her victims and stand at the bedside to enjoy their agony. 
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In fear and trembling did this poor scarecrow puff. But its efforts, it must be acknowledged, served an 

excellent purpose, for with each successive whiff the figure lost more and more of its dizzy and perplexing 

tenuity and seemed to take denser substance. Its very garments, moreover, partook of the magical change, and 

shone with the gloss of novelty, and glistened with the skilfully embroidered gold that had long ago been rent 

away, and, half revealed among the smoke, a yellow visage bent its lustreless eyes on Mother Rigby. 

At last the old witch clenched her fist and shook it at the figure. Not that she was positively angry but merely 

acting on the principle--perhaps untrue or not the only truth, though as high a one as Mother Rigby could be 

expected to attain--that feeble and torpid natures, being incapable of better inspiration, must be stirred up by 

fear. But here was the crisis. Should she fail in what she now sought to affect, it was her ruthless purpose to 

scatter the miserable simulacre into its original elements. 

"Thou hast a man's aspect," said she, sternly, "have also the echo and mockery of a voice. I bid thee speak!" 

The scarecrow gasped, struggled, and at length emitted a murmur which was so incorporated with its smoky 

breath that you could scarcely tell whether it were indeed a voice or only a whiff of tobacco. Some narrators 

of this legend held the opinion that Mother Rigby's conjurations and the fierceness of her will had compelled 

a familiar spirit into the figure, and that the voice was his. 

"Mother," mumbled the poor stifled voice, "be not so awful with me! I would fain speak, but, being without 

wits, what can I say?" 

"Thou canst speak, darling, canst thou?" cried Mother Rigby, relaxing her grim countenance into a smile. 

"And what shalt thou say, quotha? Say, indeed! Art thou of the brotherhood of the empty skull and demandest 

of me what thou shalt say? Thou shalt say a thousand things, and saying them a thousand times over, thou 

shalt still have said nothing. Be not afraid, I tell thee! When thou comest into the world--whither I purpose 

sending thee forthwith--thou shalt not lack the wherewithal to talk. Talk. Why, thou shalt babble like a mill-

stream, if thou wilt. Thou hast brains enough for that, I trow." 

"At your service, mother," responded the figure. 

"And that was well said, my pretty one!" answered Mother Rigby. "Then thou spakest like thyself and meant 

nothing. Thou shalt have a hundred such set phrases and five hundred to the boot of them. And now, darling, I 

have taken so much pains with thee and thou art so beautiful that, by my troth, I love thee better than any 

witch's puppet in the world; and I've made them of all sorts--clay, wax, straw, sticks, night fog, morning mist, 

sea-foam, and chimney-smoke. But thou art the very best; so give heed to what I say." 

"Yes, kind mother," said the figure, "with all my heart!" 

"With all thy heart!" cried the old witch, setting her hands to her sides, and laughing loudly. "Thou hast such a 

pretty way of speaking! With all thy heart! And thou didst put thy hand to the left side of thy waistcoat, as if 

thou really hadst one!" 
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So now in high good-humor with this fantastic contrivance of hers, Mother Rigby told the scarecrow that it 

must go and play its part in the great world, where not one man in a hundred, she affirmed, was gifted with 

more real substance than itself. And that he might hold up his head with the best of them, she endowed him on 

the spot with an unreckonable amount of wealth. It consisted partly of a gold-mine in Eldorado, and of ten 

thousand shares in a broken bubble, and of half a million acres of vineyard at the North Pole, and of a castle 

in the air and a chateau in Spain, together with all the rents and income therefrom accruing. She further made 

over to him the cargo of a certain ship laden with salt of Cadiz which she herself by her necromantic arts had 

caused to founder ten years before in the deepest part of mid-ocean. If the salt were not dissolved and could 

be brought to market, it would fetch a pretty penny among the fishermen. That he might not lack ready 

money, she gave him a copper farthing of Birmingham manufacture, being all the coin she had about her, and 

likewise a great deal of brass, which she applied to his forehead, thus making it yellower than ever. 

"With that brass alone," quoth Mother Rigby, "thou canst pay thy way all over the earth. Kiss me, pretty 

darling! I have done my best for thee." 

Furthermore, that the adventurer might lack no possible advantage toward a fair start in life, this excellent old 

dame gave him a token by which he was to introduce himself to a certain magistrate, member of the council, 

merchant, and elder of the church (the four capacities constituting but one man) who stood at the head of 

society in the neighboring metropolis. The token was neither more nor less than a single word, which Mother 

Rigby whispered to the scarecrow and which the scarecrow was to whisper to the merchant. 

"Gouty as the old fellow is, he'll run thy errands for thee when once thou hast given him that word in his ear," 

said the old witch. "Mother Rigby knows the worshipful justice Gookin, and the worshipful justice knows 

Mother Rigby!" 

Here the witch thrust her wrinkled face close to the puppet's, chuckling irrepressibly, and fidgeting all through 

her system with delight at the idea which she meant to communicate. 

"The worshipful Master Gookin," whispered she, "hath a comely maiden to his daughter. And hark ye, my 

pet. Thou hast a fair outside and a pretty wit enough of thine own. Yea, a pretty wit enough! Thou wilt think 

better of it when thou hast seen more of other people's wits. Now with thy outside and thy inside thou art the 

very man to win a young girl's heart. Never doubt it; I tell thee it shall be so. Put but a bold face on the matter, 

sigh, smile, flourish thy hat, thrust forth thy leg like a dancing-master, put thy right hand to the left side of thy 

waistcoat, and pretty Polly Gookin is thine own." 

All this while the new creature had been sucking in and exhaling the vapory fragrance of his pipe and seemed 

now to continue this occupation as much for the enjoyment it afforded as because it was an essential condition 

of his existence. It was wonderful to see how exceedingly like a human being it behaved. Its eyes (for it 

appeared to possess a pair) were bent on Mother Rigby, and at suitable junctures it nodded or shook its head. 

Neither did it lack words proper for the occasion--"Really!"--"Indeed!"--"Pray tell me!"--"Is it possible!"--

"Upon my word!"--"By no means!"--"Oh!"--"Ah!"--"Hem!" and other such weighty utterances as imply 

attention, inquiry, acquiescence, or dissent on the part of the auditor. Even had you stood by and seen the 

scarecrow made, you could scarcely have resisted the conviction that it perfectly understood the cunning 

counsels which the old witch poured into its counterfeit of an ear. The more earnestly it applied its lips to the 

pipe, the more distinctly was its human likeness stamped among visible realities, the more sagacious grew its 
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expression, the more lifelike its gestures and movements, and the more intelligibly audible its voice. Its 

garments too glistened so much the brighter with an illusory magnificence. The very pipe in which burned the 

spell of all this wonder-work ceased to appear as a smoke-blackened earthern stump, and became a 

meerschaum with painted bowl and amber mouthpiece. 

It might be apprehended, however, that, as the life of the illusion seemed identical with the vapor of the pipe, 

it would terminate simultaneously with the reduction of the tobacco to ashes. But the beldam foresaw the 

difficulty. 

"Hold thou the pipe, my precious one," said she, "while I fill it for thee again." 

It was sorrowful to behold how the fine gentleman began to fade back into a scarecrow while Mother Rigby 

shook the ashes out of the pipe and proceeded to replenish it from her tobacco-box. 

"Dickon," cried she, in her high, sharp tone, "another coal for this pipe." 

No sooner said than the intensely red speck of fire was glowing within the pipe-bowl and the scarecrow, 

without waiting for the witch's bidding, applied the tube to his lips and drew in a few short, convulsive whiffs, 

which soon however became regular and equable. 

"Now, mine own heart's darling," quoth Mother Rigby, "whatever may happen to thee, thou must stick to thy 

pipe. Thy life is in it; and that, at least, thou knowest well, if thou knowest nought besides. Stick to thy pipe, I 

say! Smoke, puff, blow thy cloud, and tell the people, if any question be made, that it is for thy health and that 

so the physician orders thee to do. And, sweet one, when thou shalt find thy pipe getting low, go apart into 

some corner, and--first filling thyself with smoke--cry sharply, 'Dickon, a fresh pipe of tobacco!' and 'Dickon, 

another coal for my pipe!' and have it into thy pretty mouth as speedily as may be, else instead of a gallant 

gentleman in a gold-laced coat, thou wilt be but a jumble of sticks, and tattered clothes, and a bag of straw, 

and a withered pumpkin. Now depart, my treasure, and good luck go with thee!" 

"Never fear, mother," said the figure, in a stout voice, and sending forth a courageous whiff of smoke. "I will 

thrive if an honest man and a gentleman may." 

"Oh, thou wilt be the death of me!" cried the old witch, convulsed with laughter. "That was well said! If an 

honest man and a gentleman may! Thou playest thy part to perfection. Get along with thee for a smart fellow 

and I will wager on thy head, as a man of pith and substance, with a brain and what they call a heart, and all 

else that a man should have against any other thing on two legs. I hold myself a better witch than yesterday 

for thy sake. Did I not make thee? And I defy any witch in New England to make such another! Here! take my 

staff along with thee." 

The staff, though it was but a plain oaken stick, immediately took the aspect of a gold-headed cane. 

"That gold head has as much sense in it as thine own," said Mother Rigby, "and it will guide thee straight to 

worshipful Master Gookin's door. Get thee gone, my pretty pet, my darling, my precious one, my treasure; 

and if any ask thy name, it is 'Feathertop,' for thou hast a feather in thy hat and I have thrust a handful of 
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feathers into the hollow of thy head. And thy wig, too, is of the fashion they call 'feathertop'; so be 

'Feathertop' thy name." 

And issuing from the cottage, Feathertop strode manfully towards town. Mother Rigby stood at the threshold, 

well pleased to see how the sunbeams glistened on him, as if all his magnificence were real, and how 

diligently and lovingly he smoked his pipe, and how handsomely he walked in spite of a little stiffness of his 

legs. She watched him until out of sight and threw a witch-benediction after her darling when a turn of the 

road snatched him from her view. 

Betimes in the forenoon, when the principal street of the neighboring town was just at its acme of life and 

bustle, a stranger of very distinguished figure was seen on the sidewalk. His port as well as his garments 

betokened nothing short of nobility. He wore a richly embroidered plum-colored coat, a waistcoat of costly 

velvet magnificently adorned with golden foliage, a pair of splendid scarlet breeches and the finest and 

glossiest of white silk stockings. His head was covered with a peruke so daintily powdered and adjusted that it 

would have been sacrilege to disorder it with a hat, which, therefore (and it was a gold-laced hat set off with a 

snowy feather), he carried beneath his arm. On the breast of his coat glistened a star. He managed his gold-

headed cane with an airy grace peculiar to the fine gentlemen of the period and, to give the highest possible 

finish to his equipment, he had lace ruffles at his wrist of a most ethereal delicacy, sufficiently avouching how 

idle and aristocratic must be the hands which they half-concealed. 

It was a remarkable point in the accoutrement of this brilliant personage that he held in his left hand a 

fantastic kind of pipe with an exquisitely painted bow and an amber mouthpiece. This he applied to his lips as 

often as every five or six paces and inhaled a deep whiff of smoke, which after being retained a moment in his 

lungs might be seen to eddy gracefully from his mouth and nostrils. 

As may well be supposed, the street was all astir to find out the stranger's name. 

"It is some great nobleman, beyond question," said one of the townspeople. "Do you see the star at his 

breast?" 

"Nay, it is too bright to be seen," said another. "Yes, he must needs be a nobleman, as you say. But by what 

conveyance, think you, can his Lordship have voyaged or traveled hither? There has been no vessel from the 

old country for a month past; and if he have arrived overland from the southward, pray where are his 

attendants and equipage?" 

"He needs no equipage to set off his rank," remarked a third. "If he came among us in rags, nobility would 

shine through a hole in his elbow. I never saw such dignity of aspect. He has the old Norman blood in his 

veins, I warrant him." 

"I rather take him to be a Dutchman or one of your High Germans," said another citizen. "The men of those 

countries have always the pipe at their mouths." 

"And so has a Turk," answered his companion. "But in my judgment, this stranger hath been bred at the 

French court and hath there learned politeness and grace of manner which none understand so well as the 
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nobility of France. That gait, now! A vulgar spectator might deem it stiff--he might call it a hitch and jerk--

but, to my eye, it hath an unspeakable majesty and must have been acquired by constant observation of the 

deportment of the Grand Monarque. The stranger's character and office are evident enough. He is a French 

ambassador come to treat with our rulers about the cession of Canada." 

"More probably a Spaniard," said another, "and hence his yellow complexion. Or most likely he is from the 

Havana or from some port on the Spanish main and comes to make investigation about the piracies which our 

governor is thought to connive at. Those settlers in Peru and Mexico have skins as yellow as the gold which 

they dig out of their mines." 

"Yellow or not," cried a lady, "he is a beautiful man! So tall, so slender! Such a fine, noble face, with so well 

shaped a nose and all that delicacy of expression about the mouth! And, bless me! how bright his star is! It 

positively shoots out flames." 

"So do your eyes, fair lady," said the stranger, with a bow and a flourish of his pipe, for he was just passing at 

the instant. "Upon my honor, they have quite dazzled me!" 

"Was ever so original and exquisite a compliment?" murmured the lady, in an ecstasy of delight. 

Amid the general admiration excited by the stranger's appearance there were only two dissenting voices. One 

was that of an impertinent cur which, after sniffing at the heels of the glistening figure, put its tail between its 

legs and skulked into its master's backyard, vociferating an execrable howl. The other dissentient was a young 

child who squalled at the fullest stretch of his lungs and babbled some unintelligible nonsense about a 

pumpkin. 

Feathertop, meanwhile, pursued his way along the street. Except for the few complimentary words to the lady, 

and now and then a slight inclination of the head in requital of the profound reverences of the bystanders, he 

seemed wholly absorbed in his pipe. There needed no other proof of his rank and consequence than the 

perfect equanimity with which he comported himself, while the curiosity and admiration of the town swelled 

almost into a clamor around him. With a crowd gathering behind his footsteps, he finally reached the 

mansion-house of the worshipful Justice Gookin, entered the gate, ascended the steps of the front door and 

knocked. In the interim before his summons was answered the stranger was observed to shake the ashes out of 

his pipe. 

"What did he say in that sharp voice?" inquired one of the spectators. 

"Nay, I know not," answered his friend. "But the sun dazzles my eyes strangely. How dim and faded His 

Lordship looks all of a sudden! Bless my wits, what is the matter with me?" 

"The wonder is," said the other, "that his pipe, which was out an instant ago, should be all alight again and 

with the reddest coal I ever saw. There is something mysterious about this stranger. What a whiff of smoke 

was that! 'Dim and faded,' did you call him? Why, as he turns about the star on his breast is all ablaze." 
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"It is, indeed," said his companion, "and it will go near to dazzle pretty Polly Gookin, whom I see peeping at 

it out of the chamber window." 

The door being now opened, Feathertop turned to the crowd, made a stately bend of his body, like a great man 

acknowledging the reverence of the meaner sort, and vanished into the house. There was a mysterious kind of 

a smile--if it might not better be called a grin or grimace--upon his visage, but of all the throng that beheld 

him not an individual appears to have possessed insight enough to detect the illusive character of the stranger, 

except a little child and a cur-dog. 

Our legend here loses somewhat of its continuity, and, passing over the preliminary explanation between 

Feathertop and the merchant, goes in quest of the pretty Polly Gookin. She was a damsel of a soft, round 

figure with light hair and blue eyes, and a fair rosy face which seemed neither very shrewd nor very simple. 

This young lady had caught a glimpse of the glistening stranger while standing at the threshold and had 

forthwith put on a laced cap, a string of beads, her finest kerchief and her stiffest damask petticoat, in 

preparation for the interview. Hurrying from her chamber to the parlor, she had ever since been viewing 

herself in the large looking-glass and practising pretty airs--now a smile, now a ceremonious dignity of 

aspect, and now a softer smile than the former, kissing her hand likewise, tossing her head and managing her 

fan, while within the mirror an unsubstantial little maid repeated every gesture and did all the foolish things 

that Polly did, but without making her ashamed of them. In short, it was the fault of pretty Polly's ability, 

rather than her will, if she failed to be as complete an artifice as the illustrious Feathertop himself; and when 

she thus tampered with her own simplicity, the witch's phantom might well hope to win her. 

No sooner did Polly hear her father's gouty footsteps approaching the parlor door, accompanied with the stiff 

clatter of Feathertop's high-heeled shoes, than she seated herself bolt upright and innocently began warbling a 

song. 

"Polly! Daughter Polly!" cried the old merchant. "Come hither, child." 

Master Gookin's aspect, as he opened the door, was doubtful and troubled. 

"This gentleman," continued he, presenting the stranger, "is the chevalier Feathertop--nay, I beg his pardon, 

My Lord Feathertop--who hath brought me a token of remembrance from an ancient friend of mine. Pay your 

duty to His Lordship, child, and honor him as his quality deserves." 

After these few words of introduction the worshipful magistrate immediately quitted the room. But even in 

that brief moment, had the fair Polly glanced aside at her father instead of devoting herself wholly to the 

brilliant guest, she might have taken warning of some mischief nigh at hand. The old man was nervous, 

fidgety and very pale. Purposing a smile of courtesy, he had deformed his face with a sort of galvanic grin 

which, when Feathertop's back was turned, he exchanged for a scowl, at the same time shaking his fist and 

stamping his gouty foot--an incivility which brought its retribution along with it. The truth appears to have 

been that Mother Rigby's word of introduction, whatever it might be, had operated far more on the rich 

merchant's fears than on his good-will. Moreover, being a man of wonderfully acute observation, he had 

noticed that the painted figures on the bowl of Feathertop's pipe were in motion. Looking more closely, he 

became convinced that these figures were a party of little demons, each duly provided with horns and a tail, 

and dancing hand in hand with gestures of diabolical merriment round the circumference of the pipe-bowl. As 
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if to confirm his suspicions, while Master Gookin ushered his guest along a dusky passage from his private 

room to the parlor, the star on Feathertop's breast had scintillated actual flames, and threw a flickering gleam 

upon the wall, the ceiling and the door. 

With such sinister prognostics manifesting themselves on all hands, it is not to be marveled at that the 

merchant should have felt that he was committing his daughter to a very questionable acquaintance. He cursed 

in his secret soul the insinuating elegance of Feathertop's manners as this brilliant personage bowed, smiled, 

put his hand on his heart, inhaled a long whiff from his pipe, and enriched the atmosphere with the smoky 

vapor of a fragrant and visible sigh. Gladly would poor Master Gookin have thrust his dangerous guest into 

the street, but there was a restraint and terror within him. This respectable old gentleman, we fear, at an earlier 

period of life had given some pledge or other to the Evil Principle, and perhaps was now to redeem it by the 

sacrifice of his daughter. 

It so happened that the parlor door was partly of glass shaded by a silken curtain the folds of which hung a 

little awry. So strong was the merchant's interest in witnessing what was to ensue between the fair Polly and 

the gallant Feathertop that after quitting the room he could by no means refrain from peeping through the 

crevice of the curtain. But there was nothing very miraculous to be seen--nothing except the trifles previously 

noticed, to confirm the idea of a supernatural peril environing the pretty Polly. The stranger, it is true, was 

evidently a thorough and practised man of the world, systematic and self-possessed, and therefore the sort of 

person to whom a parent ought not to confide a simple young girl without due watchfulness for the result. The 

worthy magistrate, who had been conversant with all degrees and qualities of mankind, could not but perceive 

every motion and gesture of the distinguished Feathertop came in its proper place. Nothing had been left rude 

or native in him; a well-digested conventionalism had incorporated itself thoroughly with his substance and 

transformed him into a work of art. Perhaps it was this peculiarity that invested him with a species of 

ghastliness and awe. It is the effect of anything completely and consummately artificial in human shape that 

the person impresses us as an unreality, and as having hardly pith enough to cast a shadow upon the floor. As 

regarded Feathertop, all this resulted in a wild, extravagant, and fantastical impression, as if his life and being 

were akin to the smoke that curled upward from his pipe. 

But pretty Polly Gookin felt not thus. The pair were now promenading the room--Feathertop with his dainty 

stride, and no less dainty grimace, the girl with a native maidenly grace just touched, not spoiled, by a slightly 

affected manner which seemed caught from the perfect artifice of her companion. The longer the interview 

continued, the more charmed was pretty Polly, until within the first quarter of an hour (as the old magistrate 

noted by his watch) she was evidently beginning to be in love. Nor need it have been witchcraft that subdued 

her in such a hurry: the poor child's heart, it may be, was so very fervent that it melted her with its own 

warmth, as reflected from the hollow semblance of a lover. No matter what Feathertop said, his words found 

depth and reverberation in her ear; no matter what he did, his action was very heroic to her eye. And by this 

time, it is to be supposed, there was a blush on Polly's cheek, a tender smile about her mouth, and a liquid 

softness in her glance, while the star kept coruscating on Feathertop's breast, and the little demons careered 

with more frantic merriment than ever about the circumference of his pipe-bowl. Oh, pretty Polly Gookin! 

Why should these imps rejoice so madly that a silly maiden's heart was about to be given to a shadow? Is it so 

unusual a misfortune--so rare a triumph? 

By and by Feathertop paused and, throwing himself into an imposing attitude, seemed to summon the fair girl 

to survey his figure and resist him longer if she could. His star, his embroidery, his buckles, glowed at that 
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instant with unutterable splendor; the picturesque hues of his attire took a richer depth of coloring; there was a 

gleam and polish over his whole presence betokening the perfect witchery of well-ordered manners. The 

maiden raised her eyes and suffered them to linger upon her companion with a bashful and admiring gaze. 

Then, as if desirous of judging what value her own simple comeliness might have side by side with so much 

brilliancy, she cast a glance toward the full-length looking glass in front of which they happened to be 

standing. It was one of the truest plates in the world and incapable of flattery. No sooner did the images 

therein reflected meet Polly's eye than she shrieked, shrank from the stranger's side, gazed at him a moment in 

the wildest dismay, and sank insensible upon the floor. Feathertop, likewise, had looked toward the mirror, 

and there beheld, not the glittering mockery of his outside show, but a picture of the sordid patchwork of his 

real composition stripped of all witchcraft. 

The wretched simulacrum! We almost pity him. He threw up his arms with an expression of despair that went 

farther than any of his previous manifestations toward vindicating his claims to be reckoned human. For 

perchance the only time since this so often empty and deceptive life of mortals began its course, an illusion 

had seen and fully recognized itself. 

Mother Rigby was seated by her kitchen hearth in the twilight of this eventful day and had just shaken the 

ashes out of a new pipe, when she heard a hurried tramp along the road. Yet it did not seem so much the 

tramp of human footsteps as the clatter of sticks or the rattling of dry bones. 

"Ha!" thought the old witch, "what step is that? Whose skeleton is out of its grave now, I wonder?" 

A figure burst headlong into the cottage door. It was Feathertop. His pipe was still alight, the star still flamed 

upon his breast, the embroidery still glowed upon his garments, nor had he lost in any degree or manner that 

could be estimated the aspect that assimilated him with our mortal brotherhood. But yet, in some 

indescribable way (as is the case with all that has deluded us when once found out), the poor reality was felt 

beneath the cunning artifice. 

"What has gone wrong?" demanded the witch. "Did yonder sniffling hypocrite thrust my darling from his 

door? The villain! I'll set twenty fiends to torture him till he offer thee his daughter on his bended knees!" 

"No, mother," said Feathertop, despondingly; "it was not that." 

"Did the girl scorn my precious one?" asked Mother Rigby, her fierce eyes glowing like two coals of Tophet. 

"I'll cover her face with pimples! Her nose shall be as red as the coal in thy pipe! Her front teeth shall drop 

out! In a week hence she shall not be worth thy having." 

"Let her alone, mother," answered poor Feathertop. "The girl was half won, and methinks a kiss from her 

sweet lips might have made me altogether human. But," he added after a brief pause and then a howl of self-

contempt, "I've seen myself, mother! I've seen myself for the wretched, ragged, empty thing I am. I'll exist no 

longer." 

Snatching the pipe from his mouth, he flung it with all his might against the chimney, and at the same instant 

sank upon the floor, a medley of straw and tattered garments, with some sticks protruding from the heap and a 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 569  august  2021 

 

34 

shriveled pumpkin in the midst. The eyeholes were now lustreless but the rudely carved gap that just before 

had been a mouth still seemed to twist itself into a despairing grin, and was so far human. 

"Poor fellow!" quoth Mother Rigby, with a rueful glance at the relics of her ill-fated contrivance. "My poor, 

dear, pretty Feathertop! There are thousands upon thousands of coxcombs and charlatans in the world made 

up of just such a jumble of worn-out, forgotten and good-for-nothing trash as he was, yet they live in fair 

repute, and never see themselves for what they are. And why should my poor puppet be the only one to know 

himself and perish for it?" 

While thus muttering the witch had filled a fresh pipe of tobacco, and held the stem between her fingers, as 

doubtful whether to thrust it into her own mouth or Feathertop's. 

"Poor Feathertop!" she continued. "I could easily give him another chance, and send him forth again to-

morrow. But no! His feelings are too tender--his sensibilities too deep. He seems to have too much heart to 

bustle for his own advantage in such an empty and heartless world. Well, well! I'll make a scarecrow of him, 

after all. 'Tis an innocent and useful vocation, and will suit my darling well; and if each of his human brethren 

had as fit a one, 'twould be the better for mankind. And as for his pipe of tobacco, I need it more than he." 

So saying, Mother Rigby put the stem between her lips. 

"Dickon," cried she, in her high, sharp tone, "another coal for my pipe!" 

 

Feathertop was featured as The Short Story of the Day on Fri, May 22, 2020 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/nathaniel-hawthorne/short-story/feathertop 

  

https://americanliterature.com/short-story-of-the-day
https://americanliterature.com/author/nathaniel-hawthorne/short-story/feathertop


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 569  august  2021 

 

35 

Tuberculosis drug causes "power failure" in ultra-fit cancer cells 

By Nick Lavars 

 

An artist's impression of a cancer cell 

Giovanni_Cancemi/Depositphotos 

Leveraging a newfound ability to identify the "fittest" metastatic cancer cells, scientists at the UK's University 

of Salford have discovered that an already approved drug can be deployed to cut off their fuel supply, while 

leaving normal healthy cells unharmed. 

Metastatic cancer cells are dangerous, fast-moving cells cancer cells that have spread away from the primary 

site to other parts of the body where they can give rise to new tumors. These cells have often already survived 

chemotherapy and radiation treatments which makes tackling them difficult, though scientists continue to 

learn more about their behavior and how they might be targeted for better outcomes. 

https://newatlas.com/author/nick-lavars/
https://depositphotos.com/180810880/stock-photo-cancer-cells-illustration.html
https://newatlas.com/metastatic-cancer-sensor-tumor-detection/57546/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/medical/immunobait-blood-cells-metastatic-lung-tumors/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
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Research has shown that part of the reason these cells are able to resist treatments and spread throughout the 

body is because they are the fittest cancer cells, and therefore require relatively large amounts of energy. 

Building on this, the University of Salford scientists used an advanced biosensor to measure energy-carrying 

molecules in cells called ATP which, for the first time, enabled them to identify which of these cells are the 

"fittest." 

Studying these cells in detail revealed that indeed the cells high in ATP were the most aggressive, and that 

these ultra-fit cells were almost five times more metastatic. From there the scientists were able to home in on 

the achilles heel of the cells, the mitochondria within them that produces ATP. 

This in turn led the team to an FDA-approved drug called Sirturo, which is used to treat tuberculosis and 

works by targeting this process in bacteria. In vivo animal experiments showed that the drug could target the 

fuel supply of these ultra-fit cancer cells and selectively create a "power failure" in them, while leaving 

healthy cells unharmed. This blocked 85 percent of metastasis in the animal experiments. 

"This simple idea has been right under our nose, all the time; ATP is a new marker for aggressive cancer cells 

and treatment failure," says study author Professor Michael P. Lisanti. 

While there is much work to do to replicate these findings in human subjects, working in the authors' favor is 

the fact that Sirturo is already approved for use, which should shorten the path toward clinical trials. 

The research was published in the journal Cell Death and Differentiation. 

Source: University of Salford via MedicalXpress 
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Nick Lavars 

Nick has been writing and editing at New Atlas for over six years, where he has covered everything from 

distant space probes to self-driving cars to oddball animal science. He previously spent time at The 

Conversation, Mashable and The Santiago Times, earning a Masters degree in communications from 

Melbourne’s RMIT University along the way. 

 

https://newatlas.com/medical/tuberculosis-drug-power-failure-cancer-cells/ 

  

https://www.genomeweb.com/schizophrenia-cancer?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=TrendMD&utm_campaign=1&trendmd-shared=1
https://ad.doubleclick.net/ddm/clk/497703742;294938605;y?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=._TrendMD_1
https://ad.doubleclick.net/ddm/clk/497703742;294938605;y?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=._TrendMD_1
https://ad.doubleclick.net/ddm/clk/497703742;294938605;y?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=._TrendMD_1
https://www.genomeweb.com/mdx/response-genetics-regains-nasdaq-compliance?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=TrendMD&utm_campaign=1&trendmd-shared=1
https://newatlas.com/author/nick-lavars/
https://newatlas.com/medical/tuberculosis-drug-power-failure-cancer-cells/
https://newatlas.com/author/nick-lavars/


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 569  august  2021 

 

38 

Chien-Shiung Wu, the First Lady of Physics  

Chien-Shiung Wu disproved a fundamental law of physics—a stunning achievement that helped earn her 

male colleagues (but not her) a Nobel Prize. 

 

Dr. Chien-Shiung Wu, 1958 

via Wikimedia Commons 

By: Jess Romeo  

Born near Shanghai in 1912, Chien-Shiung Wu boarded a ship to the United States in 1936 to study physics at 

the University of Michigan. She intended to get her PhD and then return home. Instead, while visiting a 

friend, she was persuaded to join the cutting-edge physics graduate program at the University of California, 

Berkeley. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Chien-Shiung_Wu_(1912-1997)_in_1958.jpg
https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/jess-romeo/
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Flash-forward to 1956, when an experiment of Wu’s demonstrated that a fundamental assumption of 

physics—the “conservation of parity”—was false. Two theoretical physicists, Tsung-Dao Lee and Chen-Ning 

Yang, had published a paper proposing the non-conservation of parity in weak nuclear forces, but it was Wu’s 

experiment that proved it. Lee and Yang received a Nobel Prize for the breakthrough in 1957. Wu was not 

included. 

“Parity” is the theory that the laws of physics are symmetrical. They will occur regardless of specific 

directions like left or right, as these orientations supposedly don’t exist at a subatomic level. This means that 

all physical phenomena should be the same for a real object and its mirror image alike—if a physicist held a 

mirror to the universe, there would be no experimental way to distinguish between the original world and its 

inverted image. 

Before 1956, “conservation of parity” was considered on par with other self-evident laws of nature, like 

gravity or the conservation of mass. Lee and Yang hypothesized that this wasn’t the case for weak nuclear 

forces. They published a list of experiments that could help prove it. 

Only Wu, with collaborators at the National Bureau of Standards, “had the courage to spend six 

months in preparing the decisive experiment.” 

Wu took up the challenge. She would go on to perform “the first experiment to demonstrate, unambiguously 

and definitively, that [a] previously-held and fundamental assumption—that parity is conserved in ‘weak’ 

nuclear forces—was not valid,” explained her former student Leon Lidofsky in a 1997 talk honoring Wu’s 

research. 

“One might suppose that every experimentalist who heard of these proposals was itching to go to work 

on them,” wrote physicist Freeman Dyson. “Here was the long-awaited chance to do a crucial experiment 

which would unambiguously reveal a new law of nature. But the experimentalists, with very few exceptions, 

calmly went on doing what they had been doing before.” 

According to Dyson, only Wu, with collaborators at the National Bureau of Standards, “had the courage to 

spend six months in preparing the decisive experiment.” Wu wanted to find out if the beta decay of nuclei of 

cobalt-60 (a radioactive isotope of cobalt) emitted electrons in a symmetrical or an asymmetrical pattern. 

No one in the physics community knew how significant this experiment would be. Dyson recalled: “I 

remember in October, 1956, I met Yang and said: ‘It will be exciting if this Wu experiment shows up 

something.’ ‘Yes,’ he said, ‘it will be exciting,’ and he went on to talk about his calculations in the theory of 

imperfect gases.” 
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Ultimately, Wu’s work showed that “electron emission had a preferred pathway based on the nuclear spin of 

the electron,” according to Lidofsky. The electrons that were emitted would have traveled in the same 

direction (left or right), even in a mirrored universe—violating the law of parity. Wu announced the results in 

January 1957. 

Wu was known for her diligence and creativity, an “experimentalist whose experiments had the quality of 

aiming directly at the crux of the question,” remembered Lidofsky. Recently, she joined the ranks of 

legendary physicists like Albert Einstein, Enrico Fermi, and Maria Goeppert Mayer when the US Postal 

Service issued a new stamp with her portrait. “She was one of the premier physicists of her time,” said 

Lidofsky, “man or woman.” Overlooked for the Nobel, Wu’s work continues to influence the world of 

physics. 
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Proceedings of the American Philosophical Society, Vol. 145, No. 1 (Mar., 2001), pp. 115-126 
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Innovation in Physics 

By: Freeman J. Dyson 

Scientific American, Vol. 199, No. 3 (September 1958), pp. 74-83 

Scientific American, a division of Nature America, Inc. 
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Max Brückner's Collection of Polyhedral Models (1900) 

Max Brückner (1860–1934) was a German geometer, known for his collection of stellated and uniform 

polyhedra, which he documented in his 1900 book Vielecke und Vielflache: Theorie und 

Geschichte (Polygons and Polyhedra: Theory and History). Included in the influential study was a compound 

of three octahedra, made famous by M. C. Escher's 1948 print Stars, which depicts the shape floating through 

space in the form of a cage with two chameleons inside it. 
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I Measure Every Grief I Meet: Emily Dickinson on Love and Loss 

“‘Tis good — the looking back on Grief.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

Grief is the shadow love casts in the light of loss. 

The grander the love, the vaster the shadow. So much of who we are — who we discover ourselves to be — 

takes shape in that umbral space as we fumble for some edge to hold onto, some point of light to orient by. 

Because the price of living wholeheartedly (which is the only way worth living) is the heartbreak of many 

losses — the loss of love to dissolution, distance, or death; the loss of the body to gravity and time — and 

because loss leaves in its wake an experience so private yet so universal, the common record of human 

experience that we call literature is replete with reflections on grief: from Seneca’s 2,000-year-old letter to his 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0316184136/braipick-20
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mother about the key to resilience in the face of loss to Lincoln’s spare and melancholy consolation to 

Meghan O’Rourke’s memoir of mourning to Nick Cave’s soulful meditation on the paradox of bereavement. 

And yet, as Joan Didion wrote in her crowning classic on the subject, “grief turns out to be a place none of us 

know until we reach it.” 

No writer, in my reading life, has charted the fractal reaches of grief with more nuance and precision 

than Emily Dickinson (December 10, 1830–May 15, 1886) — the poet laureate of love and loss, of the 

interplay between the two, the interplay between the beauty and terror of being alive as we drift daily 

toward “the drift called ‘the infinite.'” 

 

Emily Dickinson, daguerreotype, circa 1847. (Amherst College Archives & Special Collections) 
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In her 561st poem, included in her indispensable Complete Poems of Emily Dickinson (public library), 

Dickinson considers grief as an experience both profoundly intimate and profoundly universal. She composed 

it in 1862, as a tidal wave of grief was sweeping her war-torn country and as Dickinson herself was wading 

through the deepest, most mysterious mourning of her life, the shadow of some unnamed “terror” of the heart 

she underwent the previous year — a mystery that still puzzles scholars and one that animates a sizable 

portion of Figuring. The poem gives voice to the continual syncopation between these two scales of being, 

both absolute and relativistic, as we burrow in the hollow of our private losses and pass each other in the 

public square of human suffering: 

I measure every Grief I meet 

With narrow, probing, Eyes — 

I wonder if It weighs like Mine — 

Or has an Easier size. 

I wonder if They bore it long — 

Or did it just begin — 

I could not tell the Date of Mine — 

It feels so old a pain — 

I wonder if it hurts to live — 

And if They have to try — 

And whether — could They choose between — 

It would not be — to die — 

I note that Some — gone patient long — 

At length, renew their smile — 

An imitation of a Light 

That has so little Oil — 

I wonder if when Years have piled — 

Some Thousands — on the Harm — 

That hurt them early — such a lapse 

Could give them any Balm — 

Or would they go on aching still 

Through Centuries of Nerve — 

Enlightened to a larger Pain – 

In Contrast with the Love — 

The Grieved — are many — I am told — 

There is the various Cause — 

Death — is but one — and comes but once — 

And only nails the eyes — 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0316184136/braipick-20
http://www.worldcat.org/title/complete-poems-of-emily-dickinson/oclc/272005&referer=brief_results
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/01/figuring/
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There’s Grief of Want — and Grief of Cold — 

A sort they call “Despair” — 

There’s Banishment from native Eyes — 

In sight of Native Air — 

And though I may not guess the kind — 

Correctly — yet to me 

A piercing Comfort it affords 

In passing Calvary — 

To note the fashions — of the Cross — 

And how they’re mostly worn — 

Still fascinated to presume 

That Some — are like My Own — 

In her 793rd poem, composed sometime the following year, Dickinson revisits the multifaceted nature of grief 

with a personified taxonomy — grief, the skittish mouse; grief, the surreptitious thief; grief, the juggler of 

fragilities; grief, the self-indulgent reveler; grief, the grand silence: 

Grief is a Mouse — 

And chooses Wainscot in the Breast 

For His Shy House — 

And baffles quest — 

Grief is a Thief — quick startled — 

Pricks His Ear — report to hear 

Of that Vast Dark — 

That swept His Being — back — 

Grief is a Juggler — boldest at the Play — 

Lest if He flinch — the eye that way 

Pounce on His Bruises — One — say — or Three — 

Grief is a Gourmand — spare His luxury — 

Best Grief is Tongueless — before He’ll tell — 

Burn Him in the Public Square — 

His Ashes — will 

Possibly — if they refuse — How then know — 

Since a Rack couldn’t coax a syllable — now. 

In another poem written in 1862 — Dickinson’s most creatively fertile year, in which she processed her 

unnamed “terror” through her art, as all artists do — she dilates the contracted consciousness of mourning 

into a perspectival reminder that there is an other side to even the deepest pain; that everything, even the most 
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all-suffusing emotion, passes and is overgrown with new experience; that the ache of loss is the twin face of 

love, each an equal and inseparable part of aliveness: 

‘Tis good — the looking back on Grief — 

To re-endure a Day — 

We thought the Mighty Funeral — 

Of All Conceived Joy — 

To recollect how Busy Grass 

Did meddle — one by one — 

Till all the Grief with Summer — waved 

And none could see the stone. 

And though the Woe you have Today 

Be larger — As the Sea 

Exceeds its Unremembered Drop — 

They’re Water — equally — 

Complement with Elizabeth Gilbert on love, loss, and how to move through grief as grief moves through 

you and a tender animated field guide to the counterintuitive psychology of how to best support a grieving 

friend, then revisit Dickinson’s stunning ode to resilience and the electric love letters in which she honed her 

dual capacity for love and loss. 
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Experimental vaccine forces bacteria down an evolutionary dead end 

By Michael Irving 

 

A new technique for fighting bacteria like Salmonella is to guide their evolution down dead-end paths where 

they can no longer harm the host 

Jezper/Depositphotos 

Pathogens like bacteria and viruses are extremely good at evolving in response to drugs, which can render 

vaccines ineffective. But now, researchers at ETH Zurich have found a way to weaponize that ability against 

them, forcing the bugs down harmless evolutionary dead ends. 

Microbes are living examples of evolution in action. Darwin’s classic theory says that when lifeforms are 

exposed to pressures from their environment, some of them will develop new genetic mutations that help 

them cope better. Since other individuals will be at a disadvantage, the mutations will eventually become the 

norm throughout a population. 
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In the world of bacteria and viruses, drugs and vaccines are the environmental pressures that they must 

overcome. And they do it with frustrating ease, quickly finding ways around the attacks and then swapping 

those genes like trading cards. The end result is the constant looming threat of antibiotic-resistant 

“superbugs” that render our best drugs ineffective. 

So the researchers at ETH Zurich set out to turn this strength into a weakness. Rather than developing a drug 

that kills bacteria, the team wanted to find a way to funnel its evolution down a path where it becomes 

weaker, and less of a problem for the host. 

To start, the team dosed groups of mice with several different vaccines against Salmonella typhimurium, then 

watched carefully how the bacteria in their guts evolved resistance to the drugs. Eventually they were able to 

identify the full spectrum of evolutionary escape routes that the Salmonella were using to survive. 

Next, they combined four Salmonella strains into one vaccine that cut off all of those evasion options. And 

sure enough, the bacteria retreated into a new form where it was still able to multiply without the drug 

touching it. The trade-off? The Salmonella could no longer infect the host cells to cause disease. 

“This allowed us to show that immune evasion is not only a major challenge in vaccine development, but that 

it can in fact be put to good use in both human and veterinary medicine,” says Emma Slack, lead author of the 

study. “We can use it to drive the evolution of pathogenic microorganisms in a certain direction – in our case, 

a dead end.” 

On closer inspection, the researchers found that the reason for this weakness was that sugar molecules on the 

bacteria’s surface had atrophied. This coating normally helps the bugs hide from the host’s immune system or 

viruses. 

When the researchers tested the technique in mice, they found that it gave the animals better protection 

against Salmonella infections than existing vaccines. 

The team says that the technique could be used to develop new vaccines against antibiotic-resistant bacteria, 

and potentially even wipe out some dangerous strains in a similar way to how smallpox was eradicated. 

The research was published in the journal Nature Microbiology and the team describes the work in the video 

below. 

Spark Award 2020 - Evolutionary Trap Vaccines 

Source: ETH Zurich 

https://newatlas.com/bacteria-harpoon-dna-antibiotic-resistance/54993/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/bacteria-harpoon-dna-antibiotic-resistance/54993/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/antimicrobial-resistance-review-calls-urgent-action/43443/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/antimicrobial-resistance-review-calls-urgent-action/43443/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://www.nature.com/articles/s41564-021-00911-1
https://ethz.ch/en/news-and-events/eth-news/news/2021/06/luring-bacteria-into-a-trap.html
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3. Aliens! … Well, Maybe 

GenomeWeb, 2011 
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Expert Briefings 
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GenomeWeb, 2016 

3. Prognostic Factors for Overall Survival in Patients With Hormone Receptor–Positive/Human 

Epidermal Growth Factor Receptor 2–Negative Advanced Breast Cancer (HR+/HER2− ABC): 
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Michael Irving 

Michael has always been fascinated by space, technology, dinosaurs, and the weirder mysteries of the 

universe. With a Bachelor of Arts in Professional Writing and several years experience under his belt, he 

joined New Atlas as a staff writer in 2016. 

https://newatlas.com/medical/experimental-vaccine-bacteria-evolutionary-dead-end/ 

https://www.genomeweb.com/clinical-genomics/genomic-stratification-results-support-finding-herceptin-response-her2-negative?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=TrendMD&utm_campaign=1&trendmd-shared=1
https://www.genomeweb.com/blog/outsmarting-hiv?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=TrendMD&utm_campaign=1&trendmd-shared=1#.W2Y-AMdZrnc
https://www.genomeweb.com/blog/aliens-%E2%80%A6-well-maybe?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=TrendMD&utm_campaign=1&trendmd-shared=1#.W5G_gMdZrnc
https://www.emerald.com/insight/content/doi/10.1108/OXAN-ES259154/full/html?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=Expert_Briefings_TrendMD_1
https://www.genomeweb.com/cancer/biovica-raises-36m-private-offering?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=TrendMD&utm_campaign=1&trendmd-shared=1
https://ad.doubleclick.net/ddm/clk/497703742;294938605;y?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=._TrendMD_1
https://ad.doubleclick.net/ddm/clk/497703742;294938605;y?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=._TrendMD_1
https://ad.doubleclick.net/ddm/clk/497703742;294938605;y?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=._TrendMD_1
https://newatlas.com/author/michael-irving/
https://newatlas.com/author/michael-irving/
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The Fifth Hour of the Night 

by Frank Bidart 

Issue no. 229 (Summer 2019) 

The sun allows you to see only what the sun 

falls 

upon: the surface. What we wanted was what was elsewhere: cause. 

                        * 

Or some books say that’s what we once wanted. Prophets of 

cause 

never, of course, agreed about cause, the uncaused cause: or they 

                        * 

terribly did. Asleep, I struggle to stay inside sleep, unravaged by 

heart- 

piercing dreams—craving, wish, desire to remain inside, if briefly, 

                        * 

obliteration. I cleave to the voice of Poppea’s nurse: 

oblivion 

soave. 

                        * 

Not frightening, the word 

oblivion 

as Oralia Domínguez, hauntingly clinging to the sound, in 1964 sings it. 

                        * 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=215c45ea63&e=d538c8f2e0
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Eating today, however satisfying, frees no creature from having to eat 

tomorrow. Sun  

cycle 

built into us. It’s because you are an animal with a body. 

However 

filling. 

As soon as adolescent sex ended this hunger 

that you had not known was yours until the moment you 

satisfied it, at the moment you satisfied it 

the hunger returned. 

It would never be satisfied. It would 

never not return. 

Cycle 

built into us, returning each day like the sun’s diurnal 

round: in adolescence, more than once each 

round. It’s because you are an animal with a body. 

The night we found we were starving, what 

larks! With what 

relish we devoured dish upon dish placed in front of us. 

                        * 

Cycle of the sun that each day. 

Cycle of the sun that each day wipes the slate. 

Promises to wipe the slate. 

Deep wrongness between the two that somehow nothing can wipe clean. 

They love each other more than anything and their child knows that. 

They love each other more than anything but the well is poisoned. 
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Thirst no well can satisfy. 

The well of affection that bloods the house is poisoned. 

Love that bloods the house is poisoned. 

He was smart and good-looking and charmed everyone. 

She was beautiful and smart and charmed everyone. 

Deep wrongness between the two that somehow no fury can wipe clean. 

Thirst no wife and child can slake or satisfy. 

The well is poisoned. 

The well that allows you to think the earth your hand touches is good. 

                        * 

Gone, except within anyone who had lived there. 

                        * 

Unforgotten hour. Hour that stains you, unerasable, unforgotten. 

  

                                II. 

  

Sun that, each day, promises. Cycle of the sun that each day 

reconciles 

creatures that flinch at pain, reconciles sentience to the predations of 

  

                        * 
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ordinary existence. After food, after 

satiation, 

shit. Poppea? We know her name because she risked becoming 

                        * 

Empress. Nero, who made her, as she wanted, Empress, later 

kicked 

her to death. She had few, had no illusions about what would 

                        * 

follow getting what she wanted. Monteverdi’s ruthless 

librettists 

imagine a Poppea who believes in nothing—and tries everything. 

                        * 

After one, exhausted by the attempt, has tasted each thing the sun 

offers, 

erasure 

                        * 

more than half- 

desired. 

What is too little, mysteriously tips into—too much. Surfeit breeds 

                        * 

loathing. Oh sun-worshippers, sun- 

treaders:— 

creatures 

                        * 

endowed with what they learn are mouths and teeth 

dream 

not repetition, ease of unendingly getting whatever you must eat, but 

                        * 
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sudden 

vision— 

after twisting fogbound dizzying hairpin mountain turns in darkness for 

                        * 

hours, you abruptly are 

above 

the clouds, you 

                        * 

see, for the first time, the ancient 

G L A C I E R 

whose gigantic face rises past sleeping farmhouses in eerily calm moonlight. 

                        * 

In 1961, at the Simplon Pass, a remnant of the Ice Age 

thrust 

upon me the sublime. Now it is melting. I read that it is melting, for 

                        * 

miles has melted. By the child’s fifth year, the poisoned house was 

gone, 

except within anyone who had lived there. The crack that replaced it 

                     * 

went down and down, went through everything 

bottomlessly. 

I thought it had to have an end but could see no end. Or the crack 

                        * 

was not a crack, but an invisible 

indivisible 

living seam—joining love and hate 

                        * 
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seamlessly, this and what seemed not-this 

savagely 

suddenly melting into each other. 

                        * 

It was the sun-filled, seamless surface of glare-filled 

reality, 

full of cracks. I was trapped in a small dark house, my grandmother’s 

                        * 

house, full of cracks. After the divorce, my grandmother and I 

loved 

watching wrestling together, lost before the screen of our first TV. 

                        * 

One day I told her (I must have been 

seven, 

eight) that, after school that afternoon, I had eaten 

                        * 

at the house of a new friend. The family lived 

two 

blocks away. They were black. 

                        * 

Fury. Her sudden fury made 

clear 

that as long as I lived in her house, I must not 

                        * 

enter or eat at his house again. Must 

not 

remain his friend. 

                        * 
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The rage I felt at what she demanded did not 

preclude 

my furious but supine eventual acquiescence. 

                        * 

I was a coward. I was a coward. I never 

forgave 

her. I never forgave her for showing 

                        * 

me 

me. 

For years I drew thousands of floorplans for the perfect 

                        * 

house, but what remained unerasable, without solution were 

her 

and me. Small dark labyrinthine 

                        * 

house without end. One day I swung at her. The half-door window I 

smashed 

cut my wrist close to the artery. 

                        * 

What was inside the open third-floor hospital 

window 

one night from her room she climbed into? 

                        * 

For years, his half-expectant, then 

indifferent 

eyes as I passed. I told myself we had nothing in common. He was a jock. 

                        * 
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In the years that followed, impossible to 

heal 

what my coward hand had severed. 

                        * 

After centuries, at last my father’s only son, the maw more and more 

ravenous 

within him, discovered that what he could 

                        * 

make (the mania somehow was to 

make, 

he discovered that he must make—) was 

                        * 

poetry. Dark anti-matter matter whose matter is 

words 

in which the seam and the crack (what Emerson 

                        * 

called the crack in everything God made) are in 

fury 

fused, annealed, ONE. 

                                III. 

 

His circumspection hides, but does not quite hide, thirst too-like his father’s. 

His mother’s constant admonishment that what he must not be is his father. 

What as a kid I loathed in my father, now I understand. 

Aging men want to live inside sharp desire again before they die. 

The terrible law of desire is that what quickens desire is what is DIFFERENT. 

Thirst for the mirror on which is written: Fuck me like the whore I am. 

Thirst for erasing the pretense of love. 

Thirst for the end of endless negotiation. 

Thirst for the glamour and magic that cost too much. 

Thirst, hidden but not quite hidden, for buying submission to your will. 

Thirst for fuck the cost. 

                        * 
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Both my parents ended their lives—lives as flesh—seemingly 

without 

catharsis. Amid trivia and resentment and incompletion, the end. 

                        * 

My mother’s anguish at walls onto which, as a child, I had flung 

shit. 

No scrubbing can clean them. If, somewhere in death, my mother 

                        * 

has her will, she is still scrubbing. Again and again I return to 

drink 

from the poisoned well, but she cannot see this. Ineradicable 

                        * 

disgust at 

existence 

that, to my terror, intermittently rises in me, she 

                        * 

senses—but cannot name. She is bewildered by such 

anger 

in her child. She wonders when, tonight, he will sleep, what 

                        * 

he will in time love. Now, she sees that he is 

writing, 

writing. She is afraid of what he writes: Sun-treader, 

                        * 

your fellow sun-worshippers 

run 

the world. Watch as they kneel to the sun. 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=215c45ea63&e=d538c8f2e0 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=215c45ea63&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=215c45ea63&e=d538c8f2e0
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David Swan 

by Nathaniel Hawthorne 

 

"Censure, praise, merriment, scorn, and indifference were all one, or rather all nothing, to David 

Swan." Hawthorne's clever cautionary tale: "Sleeping or waking, we hear not the airy footsteps of the strange 

things that almost happen." 

 

Daniel 

Garber, Tohickon, New Hope, 1920 

https://americanliterature.com/author/nathaniel-hawthorne
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We can be but partially acquainted even with the events which actually influence our course through life, and 

our final destiny. There are innumerable other events--if such they may be called--which come close upon us, 

yet pass away without actual results, or even betraying their near approach, by the reflection of any light or 

shadow across our minds. Could we know all the vicissitudes of our fortunes, life would be too full of hope 

and fear, exultation or disappointment, to afford us a single hour of true serenity. This idea may be illustrated 

by a page from the secret history of David Swan. 

We have nothing to do with David until we find him, at the age of twenty, on the high road from his native 

place to the city of Boston, where his uncle, a small dealer in the grocery line, was to take him behind the 

counter. Be it enough to say that he was a native of New Hampshire, born of respectable parents, and had 

received an ordinary school education, with a classic finish by a year at Gilmanton Academy. After 

journeying on foot from sunrise till nearly noon of a summer's day, his weariness and the increasing heat 

determined him to sit down in the first convenient shade, and await the coming up of the stage-coach. As if 

planted on purpose for him, there soon appeared a little tuft of maples, with a delightful recess in the midst, 

and such a fresh bubbling spring that it seemed never to have sparkled for any wayfarer but David Swan. 

Virgin or not, he kissed it with his thirsty lips, and then flung himself along the brink, pillowing his head upon 

some shirts and a pair of pantaloons, tied up in a striped cotton handkerchief. The sunbeams could not reach 

him; the dust did not yet rise from the road after the heavy rain of yesterday; and his grassy lair suited the 

young man better than a bed of down. The spring murmured drowsily beside him; the branches waved 

dreamily across the blue sky overhead; and a deep sleep, perchance hiding dreams within its depths, fell upon 

David Swan. But we are to relate events which he did not dream of. 

While he lay sound asleep in the shade, other people were wide awake, and passed to and fro, afoot, on 

horseback, and in all sorts of vehicles, along the sunny road by his bedchamber. Some looked neither to the 

right hand nor the left, and knew not that he was there; some merely glanced that way, without admitting the 

slumberer among their busy thoughts; some laughed to see how soundly he slept; and several, whose hearts 

were brimming full of scorn, ejected their venomous superfluity on David Swan. A middle-aged widow, when 

nobody else was near, thrust her head a little way into the recess, and vowed that the young fellow looked 

charming in his sleep. A temperance lecturer saw him, and wrought poor David into the texture of his 

evening's discourse, as an awful instance of dead drunkenness by the roadside. But censure, praise, 

merriment, scorn, and indifference were all one, or rather all nothing, to David Swan. 

He had slept only a few moments when a brown carriage, drawn by a handsome pair of horses, bowled easily 

along, and was brought to a standstill nearly in front of David's resting-place. A linchpin had fallen out, and 

permitted one of the wheels to slide off. The damage was slight, and occasioned merely a momentary alarm to 

an elderly merchant and his wife, who were returning to Boston in the carriage. While the coachman and a 

servant were replacing the wheel, the lady and gentleman sheltered themselves beneath the maple-trees, and 

there espied the bubbling fountain, and David Swan asleep beside it. Impressed with the awe which the 

humblest sleeped usually sheds around him, the merchant trod as lightly as the gout would allow; and his 

spouse took good heed not to rustle her silk gown, lest David should start up all of a sudden. 

"How soundly he sleeps!" whispered the old gentleman. "From what a depth he draws that easy breath! Such 

sleep as that, brought on without an opiate, would be worth more to me than half my income; for it would 

suppose health and an untroubled mind." 
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"And youth, besides," said the lady. "Healthy and quiet age does not sleep thus. Our slumber is no more like 

his than our wakefulness." 

The longer they looked the more did this elderly couple feel interested in the unknown youth, to whom the 

wayside and the maple shade were as a secret chamber, with the rich gloom of damask curtains brooding over 

him. Perceiving that a stray sunbeam glimmered down upon his face, the lady contrived to twist a branch 

aside, so as to intercept it. And having done this little act of kindness, she began to feel like a mother to him. 

"Providence seems to have laid him here," whispered she to her husband, "and to have brought us hither to 

find him, after our disappointment in our cousin's son. Methinks I can see a likeness to our departed Henry. 

Shall we waken him?" 

"To what purpose?" said the merchant, hesitating. "We know nothing of the youth's character." 

"That open countenance!" replied his wife, in the same hushed voice, yet earnestly. "This innocent sleep!" 

While these whispers were passing, the sleeper's heart did not throb, nor his breath become agitated, nor his 

features betray the least token of interest. Yet Fortune was bending over him, just ready to let fall a burden of 

gold. The old merchant had lost his only son, and had no heir to his wealth except a distant relative, with 

whose conduct he was dissatisfied. In such cases, people sometimes do stranger things than to act the 

magician, and awaken a young man to splendor who fell asleep in poverty. 

"Shall we not waken him?" repeated the lady persuasively. 

"The coach is ready, sir," said the servant, behind. 

The old couple started, reddened, and hurried away, mutually wondering that they should ever have dreamed 

of doing anything so very ridiculous. The merchant threw himself back in the carriage, and occupied his mind 

with the plan of a magnificent asylum for unfortunate men of business. Meanwhile, David Swan enjoyed his 

nap. 

The carriage could not have gone above a mile or two, when a pretty young girl came along, with a tripping 

pace, which showed precisely how her little heart was dancing in her bosom. Perhaps it was this merry kind of 

motion that caused--is there any harm in saying it?--her garter to slip its knot. Conscious that the silken girth--

if silk it were--was relaxing its hold, she turned aside into the shelter of the maple-trees, and there found a 

young man asleep by the spring! Blushing as red as any rose that she should have intruded into a gentleman's 

bedchamber, and for such a purpose, too, she was about to make her escape on tiptoe. But there was peril near 

the sleeper. A monster of a bee had been wandering overhead--buzz, buzz, buzz--now among the leaves, now 

flashing through the strips of sunshine, and now lost in the dark shade, till finally he appeared to be settling on 

the eyelid of David Swan. The sting of a bee is sometimes deadly. As free hearted as she was innocent, the 

girl attacked the intruder with her handkerchief, brushed him soundly, and drove him from beneath the 

mapleshade. How sweet a picture! This good deed accomplished, with quickened breath, and a deeper blush, 

she stole a glance at the youthful stranger for whom she had been battling with a dragon in the air. 
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"He is handsome!" thought she, and blushed redder yet. 

How could it be that no dream of bliss grew so strong within him, that, shattered by its very strength, it should 

part asunder, and allow him to perceive the girl among its phantoms? Why, at least, did no smile of welcome 

brighten upon his face? She was come, the maid whose soul, according to the old and beautiful idea, had been 

severed from his own, and whom, in all his vague but passionate desires, he yearned to meet. Her, only, could 

he love with a perfect love; him, only, could she receive into the depths of her heart; and now her image was 

faintly blushing in the fountain, by his side; should it pass away, its happy lustre would never gleam upon his 

life again. 

"How sound he sleeps!" murmured the girl. 

She departed, but did not trip along the road so lightly as when she came. 

Now, this girl's father was a thriving country merchant in the neighborhood, and happened, at that identical 

time, to be looking out for just such a young man as David Swan. Had David formed a wayside acquaintance 

with the daughter, he would have become the father's clerk, and all else in natural succession. So here, again, 

had good fortune--the best of fortunes--stolen so near that her garments brushed against him; and he knew 

nothing of the matter. 

The girl was hardly out of sight when two men turned aside beneath the maple shade. Both had dark faces, set 

off by cloth caps, which were drawn down aslant over their brows. Their dresses were shabby, yet had a 

certain smartness. These were a couple of rascals who got their living by whatever the devil sent them, and 

now, in the interim of other business, had staked the joint profits of their next piece of villany on a game of 

cards, which was to have been decided here under the trees. But, finding David asleep by the spring, one of 

the rogues whispered to his fellow,"Hist!--Do you see that bundle under his head?" 

The other villain nodded, winked, and leered. 

"I'll bet you a horn of brandy," said the first, "that the chap has either a pocket-book, or a snug little hoard of 

small change, stowed away amongst his shirts. And if not there, we shall find it in his pantaloons pocket." 

"But how if he wakes?" said the other. 

His companion thrust aside his waistcoat, pointed to the handle of a dirk, and nodded. 

"So be it!" muttered the second villain. 

They approached the unconscious David, and, while one pointed the dagger towards his heart, the other began 

to search the bundle beneath his head. Their two faces, grim, wrinkled, and ghastly with guilt and fear, bent 

over their victim, looking horrible enough to be mistaken for fiends, should he suddenly awake. Nay, had the 

villains glanced aside into the spring, even they would hardly have known themselves as reflected there. But 

David Swan had never worn a more tranquil aspect, even when asleep on his mother's breast. 
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"I must take away the bundle," whispered one. 

"If he stirs, I'll strike," muttered the other. 

But, at this moment, a dog scenting along the ground, came in beneath the maple-trees, and gazed alternately 

at each of these wicked men, and then at the quiet sleeper. He then lapped out of the fountain. 

"Pshaw!" said one villain. "We can do nothing now. The dog's master must be close behind." 

"Let's take a drink and be off," said the other 

The man with the dagger thrust back the weapon into his bosom, and drew forth a pocket pistol, but not of 

that kind which kills by a single discharge. It was a flask of liquor, with a block-tin tumbler screwed upon the 

mouth. Each drank a comfortable dram, and left the spot, with so many jests, and such laughter at their 

unaccomplished wickedness, that they might be said to have gone on their way rejoicing. In a few hours they 

had forgotten the whole affair, nor once imagined that the recording angel had written down the crime of 

murder against their souls, in letters as durable as eternity. As for David Swan, he still slept quietly, neither 

conscious of the shadow of death when it hung over him, nor of the glow of renewed life when that shadow 

was withdrawn. 

He slept, but no longer so quietly as at first. An hour's repose had snatched, from his elastic frame, the 

weariness with which many hours of toil had burdened it. Now he stirred--now, moved his lips, without a 

sound--now, talked, in an inward tone, to the noonday spectres of his dream. But a noise of wheels came 

rattling louder and louder along the road, until it dashed through the dispersing mist of David's slumber-and 

there was the stage-coach. He started up with all his ideas about him. 

"Halloo, driver!--Take a passenger?" shouted he. 

"Room on top!" answered the driver. 

Up mounted David, and bowled away merrily towards Boston, without so much as a parting glance at that 

fountain of dreamlike vicissitude. He knew not that a phantom of Wealth had thrown a golden hue upon its 

waters--nor that one of Love had sighed softly to their murmur--nor that one of Death had threatened to 

crimson them with his blood--all, in the brief hour since he lay down to sleep. Sleeping or waking, we hear 

not the airy footsteps of the strange things that almost happen. Does it not argue a superintending Providence 

that, while viewless and unexpected events thrust themselves continually athwart our path, there should still 

be regularity enough in mortal life to render foresight even partially available? 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/nathaniel-hawthorne/short-story/david-swan 
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Scientists recreate Jupiter's possible helium rain in the lab 

By Michael Irving 

 

Scientists have recreated helium rain, which may fall in the atmospheres of gas giants like Jupiter 

NASA/JPL-Caltech/SwRI/MSSS/Kevin M. Gill 

Scientists have recreated in the lab some of the wild weather that might be found on Jupiter and Saturn. Using 

extremely high pressures and laser shock waves, the researchers produced “helium rain” which has been 

hypothesized to fall on these planets. 

The atmospheres of gas giants, like Jupiter and Saturn, are made up mostly of hydrogen and helium. Under 

those conditions, it’s long been predicted that helium should form liquid droplets and fall, but experimental 

evidence had proven tricky to track down. 

 

https://newatlas.com/author/michael-irving/
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But now, those conditions have been recreated in the lab, producing helium rain with it. It’s thanks to 

researchers at the University of Rochester, UC Berkeley, Lawrence Livermore National Lab, and the French 

Alternative Energies and Atomic Energy Commission. 

The team first used a diamond anvil cell to compress a mixture of hydrogen and helium to about 40,000 times 

the pressure of Earth’s atmosphere. Then, the researchers fired a high-powered laser at the gases, producing 

strong shockwaves that compressed them even further, as well as heating them to between 4,425 °C (8,000 

°F) and 9,925 °C (17,900 °F). 

And sure enough, when the researchers studied the reflectivity of the signal it showed indications that its 

electrical conductivity was changing quickly at certain points. That means the helium and hydrogen were 

separating, resulting in the helium clumping together into droplets within the hydrogen. Being slightly 

heavier, these droplets would then sink through the atmosphere like rain – just as predicted. 

“Our experiments suggest that deep inside Jupiter and Saturn, helium droplets are falling through a massive 

sea of liquid metallic hydrogen,” says Gilbert Collins, lead author of the study. “That is a pretty amazing thing 

to think about next time you look up at Jupiter in the night sky. This work will help us better understand the 

nature and evolution of Jupiter, which is particularly important as Jupiter has long been thought to have been 

somewhat of a space trash collector – protecting our planet in the solar system.” 

Helium isn’t the only unusual thing to fall as rain in the atmospheres of other planets. Astronomers have 

previously found evidence of extraterrestrial rain made of rocks, diamonds, rubies, iron, or titanium oxide. 

The new study was published in the journal Nature. 

Source: University of Rochester 
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Reliving the Wonder Years of Wonder Bread 

This story is as enriching as the added nutrients in the legendary white bread. 

 

via Wikimedia Commons 

By: Allison Miller  

As it celebrates its centennial, the sense of wonder that puts the “wonder” in Wonder Bread has not gone 

stale. First out of the oven in Indianapolis on May 21, 1921, the beloved white fluff encased in soft crusts 

has been festooned with balloons of blue, red, and yellow from the beginning. During the Great Depression, it 

was one of the first brands to start coming pre-sliced. And as journalist Shax Riegler discovered, it was even 

featured in the futuristic Food Zone of the 1939 World’s Fair (along with a jewel-studded-avocado 

diorama and a nifty rotating platform that milked fifty cows in a matter of minutes). 

But as every jealous (jelly?) loaf of brown bread can tell you, the nutritional value of white bread pales in 

comparison. In response to widespread nutrition-deficiency diseases during the privations of World War II, 

the bleached flour in Wonder and other brands of white bread started coming fortified with lots of real good 

stuff. Vitamins! Minerals! Many other kid-friendly foods at the sugar party were also enriched, like Hawaiian 

https://flickr.com/photos/jeepersmedia/49385056118
https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/allison-miller/
https://www.historyofbranding.com/wonderbread/
https://www.jstor.org/stable/10.1525/gfc.2012.12.4.8?mag=history-of-wonder-bread
https://www.jstor.org/stable/10.1525/gfc.2012.12.4.8?mag=history-of-wonder-bread
https://daily.jstor.org/the-war-on-bread/
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Punch (which began as an ice cream syrup). But added nutrients in cheap foods worked, helping to wipe out 

diseases like beriberi and pellagra. 

Between 1950 and 1964, ads touted Wonder Bread’s nutrition: It “helps build strong bodies 12 ways.” 

After the war, as suburbia spread and families got bigger, kids became a profitable market for brands that 

could use TV commercials and sponsorships to capture their budding imaginations. Between 1950 and 

1964, ads touted Wonder Bread’s nutrition: It “helps build strong bodies 12 ways.” By the late 1960s, 

standbys like Hawaiian Punch, Hi-C, and even Hostess Snack Cakes would emphasize their fortified 

nutritional prowess, despite their atomic-level sugar content. Vitamins! Minerals! 

Enter the complaint-filing, sugar-party-spoiling Federal Trade Commission, which regulates advertising and 

works closely with the Food and Drug Administration, which regulates food. In 1971 the FTC went after 

ITT Continental Baking, the maker of Wonder Bread and Hostess Snacks, for deceptive and unfair 

advertising. It argued that you couldn’t tell little kids, who naturally wanted to be strong, that Wonder Bread 

would help them do just that, when, according to the FDA, its ingredients were no different from other brands 

on the market. (The ads were also deceptive to mothers of young children, said the FTC.) 

According to a contemporaneous analysis in the Michigan Law Review, the FTC proposed “corrective 

advertising,” which required the company to go hat in hand to consumers, admitting its wrongs. ITT 

Continental did just that, but the case wasn’t over. On appeal, the Second Circuit amended part of the 

FTC’s order, insulating advertising agencies from liability where they could show they did not know or have 

reason to know of the doughy misrepresentations. That wasn’t the last time the commission would tangle with 

the makers of Wonder Bread. In the 2000s they had to stop advertising that the bread’s added calcium 

benefited the brains of growing kids. 

You might say the wonder years were through, but you can still buy the stuff. After a brief year when its 

parent company (Hostess) went out of business, it’s back on the shelves. 

 

Support JSTOR Daily! Join our new membership program on Patreon today. 
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How the Alabama-Coushatta Use Fire to Save the Longleaf Pine 

In an ecosystem that needs fire to flourish, the actions of the tribe could decide the future of the longleaf pine. 

Without the Alabama-Coushatta's prescribed burns, longleaf pine can be choked out by competing 

underbrush. WILLIAM L. FARR/WIKIMEDIA COMMONS 

Ona Wednesday in March, a cool, northerly breeze rustled through the pines. It was a good day for a fire. 

Gesse Bullock, a 16-year woodlands firefighter and burn boss for the Alabama-Coushatta Tribe of Texas, had 

prepared for weeks to run a controlled burn on 250 acres of forest just outside the town of Livingston, home 

to some of the last remaining longleaf pine trees in the state.  

Until recently, the Alabama-Coushatta Tribe of Texas rarely did prescribed burns, because they weren’t 

legally allowed to, despite hundreds of years of managing the land. Doing prescribed burns requires a tribe to 

have wildland firefighters and the proper certifications from the state and federal government. It wasn’t until 

Bullock was hired that the tribe began to establish their land management program. “Historically, our woods 

used to be open and you could walk through it without getting eaten by the brush,” Bullock says. 

 

https://www.alabama-coushatta.com/
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Pauly DenetclawMay 24, 2021, 8:00 am CST 
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Neither the county nor the state provide resources or firefighters to assist the tribe, but Bullock says that’s 

OK; his team of four gets support from other wildland firefighters provided by The Nature Conservancy and 

the Bureau of Indian Affairs. “Longleaf [pine] needs a lot of maintenance and is a very fire-tolerant, fire-

dependent species,” Bullock says.  

The Alabama-Coushatta have always used fire as a tool to maintain their lands and forests. Without it, the 

longleaf pine can be choked out by competing underbrush. For the tribe, who have long relied on, and 

revered, the longleaf pine, using its needles in medicine and weaving intricate baskets, preservation is critical. 

Currently, the tribe is working to preserve the forest and grow additional trees on 400 acres of tribal land. In 

an ecosystem that needs fire much like the Amazon rainforest needs rain, the actions of the tribe could decide 

the future of the longleaf pine. 

Before settlers arrived in what is currently the United States, the longleaf pine reigned from East Texas all the 

way to the Atlantic Ocean, dominating the landscape and creating one of the most diverse ecosystems on the 

continent. Many of the trees lived as long as 500 years, their trunks up to three feet thick, with pine needles 12 

to 18 inches long. But centuries of over-harvesting and clear cutting has left only 12,000 acres of old-growth 

longleaf pine forests scattered across the South; this represents an ecosystem decline of nearly 98 percent, 

surpassing the deforestation of the Amazon rainforest. 

When a developing longleaf pine tree first sprouts, it can look like a patch of grass. In the center of that patch 

is a growing tip, protected by long pine needles. For the tree to grow beyond this grass stage, it needs fire. 

Once heat is applied, the tree sprouts quickly to five or six feet, its sapling phase. Drawing from soil made 

nutrient rich from ash, the tree will flourish.  

“Longleaf saplings are just like the goofiest looking little trees that are like these gangly teenagers that have 

these weird little arms coming off,” says Charlotte Reemts, an ecologist for The Nature Conservancy. 

“They’re trying to figure out how to be a tree.” 

The longleaf pine doesn’t doesn’t like competition— few plants do—so the tree rains pine needles down onto 

competing shrubs in the hopes of a spark that will turn to flames and take out competitors. The thick bark of 

the tree is usually unfazed by flame, and the burn patterns of needles on the forest floor—how fire jumps from 

one pile of needles to the next—shows researchers just how the tree manages competition. “It’s like, ‘Cool, 

everybody else is gone now. All the water and the resources are mine,’” Reemts says.  

After a fire, with less competition, orchids tend to bloom. “That tree is just really emblematic of that whole 

southeastern coastal system,” Reemts says. “The tree has been shaped by thousands of years of fire and it also 

shapes the fire and its landscape.” 

* 

Inthe fall of 2019, Elliot Abbey slung a Bluebird flour sack with a strap made of fabric scraps over his 

shoulder. He had arrived at his favorite picking spot on the Alabama-Coushatta reservation with his wife and 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 569  august  2021 

 

86 

two young children to harvest longleaf pine needles—so many that by the end of the day, they had enough to 

fill two large plastic bins. “It is definitely enjoyable and definitely gives a day for the family to get out and 

harvest because it’s pretty much a family event for us,” he says. 

Abbey is from the Coushatta Tribe of Louisiana while his wife and children are Alabama-Coushatta. They 

live on the Alabama-Coushatta lands in Texas. In the past, Abbey and other traditional basket weavers were 

forced to travel as far as Louisiana to harvest longleaf pine needles, but in 2019, the family was just 10 

minutes from their home. It was the first time they could harvest nearby thanks to the tribe planting hundreds 

of longleaf pine trees.  

Finished baskets 

made with longleaf pine needles.  VIA U.S. DEPARTMENT OF AGRICULTURE 

Abbey, 38, has been around weaving his whole life. As a child, he says he was a “gopher” for his four aunts 

who were basket weavers: He would “go for” coffee, fabric scraps, or anything else the matriarchs needed. As 

a young man he started making his own baskets using a single stitch, a more traditional style, that binds a 

small bundle of pine needles together using several single stitches in a checkered pattern across the baskets. 

“The pine needles would imitate what you would see on a tree,” he says.  

The baskets were traditionally used to store medicine, harvest local foods, to store corn during the winter, or 

to preserve foods. He also uses a more contemporary stitch pattern called the wheat stitch, creating a pattern 

of stalks of wheat climbing up the basket. The baskets can be adorned with pinecones. Newer baskets are 

green before turning a light beige as they age.   
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Abbey says the melody of the wind in the long pine needles is what he relishes most when he’s harvesting. 

“You are walking the same steps that at one point, before modern times, our tribes would go and walk through 

and do the same thing that we’re doing,” Abbey says. This experience is made possible by the reintroduction 

of controlled burns, like the one performed by Bullock. 

On that cool, breezy day in March, the controlled burn weaved through the looming longleaf pine tree, 

cleaning out the undergrowth for new life to emerge from the ashes. Everything went as Bullock had 

planned.   

“Initially things look black and then you’ll start to see these little sprouts of green coming up,” Reemts says. 

“And that’s all these plants who are just so happy that everything’s been cleaned out for them. They’re 

coming back and they’re just ready to start growing again.” 

The Alabama-Coushatta will do two more controlled burns this year to support the longleaf pines they planted 

in 2012, which will continue to grow and reproduce, ensuring the tree, and everything it provides, survives for 

future generations. 

Indigenous Affairs stories are produced with support from the Economic Hardship Reporting Project. 

Do you think free access to journalism like this is important? The Texas Observer is known for its 

fiercely independent, uncompromising work—which we are pleased to provide to the public at no 

charge in this space. That means we rely on the generosity of our readers who believe that this work is 

important. You can chip in for as little as 99 cents a month. If you believe in this mission, we need your 

help. 

 

 

Pauly Denetclaw is a citizen of the Navajo Nation and from Manuelito, New Mexico. She is Haltsooí 

(Meadow People) born for Kinyaa’áanii (Towering House People). Denetclaw is currently the Indigenous 

Affairs reporter for the Texas Observer. 
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An Essay on Children’s Games 

by Iman Mersal 

Issue no. 225 (Summer 2018) 

Many children’s games depend on a physical handicap. Hopscotch, for example, requires a skillful player to 

hop from square to square on one leg while the other merely dangles in the air, as though amputated so long 

ago he had time to practice jumping without it. 

Maybe I’m here on this continent simply to walk by myself for days, or years, as if no one there needed me, 

waited for me, asked about me, loved me, missed me, worried about me. 

But hopscotch isn’t the right metaphor because in fact, while I’m here, I do need all those people I wake up 

without and go to sleep without. Distance doesn’t lessen the sense of guilt. Guilt, the word rings out inside me 

every time I remember that I’m from there. I’ve become more and more from there ever since I left. And guilt 

has been eating at me ever since I arrived, just yesterday, in this city perched over an ocean, to read some 

poems in some big theater, to drink good wine with first-rate writers who aren’t from there. 

What does a person do who’s come here to read some poems about there to people not from there, a person 

eaten by guilt even as she stands, as I do, on the balcony of a five-star hotel, lighting a cigarette and 

screaming or muttering curses in hopes the police will haul her off to prison, in hopes that something will 

happen to stop her from throwing herself off the seventh floor—and then, when there’s a knock at the door, 

jumping under the bedcovers as though playing blindman’s bluff? 

In blindman’s bluff, a player loses his sight and has to tag the others by guessing their movements or by 

sniffing them out. 

When a mother hides her face behind her headscarf, the infant believes, for one terrifying moment, that he’s 

lost her forever. In most cases, fortunately, the mother quickly shows her face again, and in most cases, the 

infant laughs louder and louder with each renewal of terror. I never did that with my children, maybe because 

when my mother died I was still in love with that game and kept waiting for her face to reappear. 

It would be funny to think that my relationship with children’s games was determined by my mother’s 

absence, and terrible to think her death is the reason I’m here, thirty years later, as though playing a game of 

peekaboo with everyone I want to be with. 

My son would lie on his bed and put his hands over his eyes, lying still and imagining he was invisible. He 

waited as long as he could, then took his hands away, ready for the surprise that, strangely, never dulled with 

repetition. He laughed at the success of his disappearing act, which never actually happened. Maybe I’m only 

here to wait for the expert player who will suddenly grab me and—to my surprise and delight—drag me back 

to where I belong. 

When children playing games pretend to be adults, there’s always at least one child who takes charge and 

assigns roles. He doesn’t need to play the father or the math teacher. He might play a municipal bus driver 

and decide which child shall be a rider, or which one will make a good patient when he’s the doctor.  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=e2695310e8&e=d538c8f2e0
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I don’t remember playing any of those roles. I had one role that never changed, like the oracles in ancient 

temples—that of the blind girl. A blind girl in math class, where my task was not to go up to the imaginary 

blackboard but to recite the multiplication tables from my seat on a bale of straw, whose task was to be a 

school bench. A blind woman, reciting the Quran at funerals and singing at festivities. A blind woman who 

doesn’t play at blindman’s bluff, who doesn’t want to catch anyone so that she might keep seeing no one as 

long as possible. A blind woman in every game of make-believe—the role no one wanted except me. 

—Translated from the Arabic by Robyn Creswell 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=e2695310e8&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=e2695310e8&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=e2695310e8&e=d538c8f2e0
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The Many Lives of the Medieval Wound Man 

By Jack Hartnell 

Sliced, stabbed, punctured, bleeding, harassed on all sides by various weaponry, the curious image of Wound 

Man is a rare yet intriguing presence in the world of medieval and early modern medical manuscripts. Jack 

Hartnell explores this enigmatic figure's journey through the centuries. 

 

A Wound Man from a late 15th-century manuscript, Bayerische Staatsbibliothek Cgm 597 — Source (CC 

BY-NC-SA 4.0). 

https://publicdomainreview.org/contributors#jack-hartnell
http://daten.digitale-sammlungen.de/~db/0008/bsb00084541/images/index.html?fip=193.174.98.30&seite=527&pdfseitex=
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Staring impassively out of the page, he bears a multitude of graphic wounds. His skin is covered in bleeding 

cuts and lesions, stabbed and sliced by knives, spears, and swords of varying sizes, many of which remain in 

the skin, protruding porcupine-like from his body. Another dagger pierces his side, and through his strangely 

transparent chest we see its tip puncture his heart. His thighs are pierced with arrows, some intact, some 

snapped down to just their heads or shafts. A club slams into his shoulder, another into the side of his face. 

His neck, armpits, and groin sport rounded blue buboes, swollen glands suggesting that the figure has 

contracted plague. His shins and feet are pockmarked with clustered lacerations and thorn scratches, and he is 

beset by rabid animals. A dog, snake, and scorpion bite at his ankles, a bee stings his elbow, and even inside 

the cavity of his stomach a toad aggravates his innards. 

Despite this horrendous cumulative barrage of injuries, however, the Wound Man is very much alive. For the 

purpose of this image is not to threaten or inspire fear, but to herald potential cures for all of the depicted 

maladies. He contrarily represents something altogether more hopeful than his battered body: an arresting 

reminder of the powerful knowledge that could be channelled and dispensed in the practice of late medieval 

medicine. 

The earliest known versions of the Wound Man appeared at the turn of the fifteenth century in books on the 

surgical craft, particularly works from southern Germany associated with the renowned Würzburg surgeon 

Ortolf von Baierland. Accompanying a text known as the “Wundarznei” (The Surgery), these first Wound 

Men effectively functioned as a human table of contents for the cures contained within the relevant treatise. 

Look closely at the remarkable Wound Man shown above from the Wellcome Library’s MS. 49 — a 

miscellany including medical material produced in Germany in about 1420 — and you see that the figure is 

penetrated not only by weapons but also by text. 

Scattered around him are numbers and phrases, indicating where in the text a particular cure might be found. 

Next to the spider, crawling up the Wound Man’s thigh, a phrase directs the reader to the appropriate 

paragraph for a cure: “Wo eine spynne gesticht, 20” (“When a spider bites, 20”). By the figure’s right hand: 

“10, Boss negeli” (“10, Bad nails”). Inside his left thigh: “38. Ein phil do der schaft notch ynne stecket” (“38. 

An arrow whose shaft is still in place”). 

The Wound Man image was a convenient way for medieval surgeons to navigate their texts, but it was also an 

arresting reminder for both practitioners and patients of the vital knowledge contained within such 

manuscripts. It was living proof of the efficacy of the surgical enterprise, and a popular inclusion in medical 

works alongside a wide variety of related images that plotted diseases, the zodiac signs (see image below), 

bloodletting points, and anatomical schemes onto a similarly arranged human body. See, for example, this 

post from the Wellcome Library blog on the “Disease Woman” image. 

 

http://wellcomelibrary.org/item/b19684915
http://blog.wellcomelibrary.org/2015/12/the-disease-woman-of-the-wellcome-apocalypse/
http://blog.wellcomelibrary.org/2015/12/the-disease-woman-of-the-wellcome-apocalypse/
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The Wound Man from Wellcome Library’s MS. 49 — Source (CC BY 4.0). 

https://wellcomeimages.org/indexplus/image/L0000839.html
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An example of the Zodiac Man, from Heymandus de Veteri Busco's Ars computistica (1488), Wellcome 

Library MS 349 — Source (CC BY 4.0). 

Living on today in libraries from Copenhagen to Munich, the strange figure of the Wound Man gives modern 

viewers a glimpse of the worrying injuries that the medieval body could receive through war, accident, and 

epidemic. But at the same time, it shows that medieval people did not think of themselves as helpless victims 

in the face of these assaults. Far from reinforcing the common perception of the European Middle Ages as a 

backwards and bloody period of human history, the Wound Man reminds us that it was in fact a period busy 

with innovative medical treatments, a vital link between the long-standing cures of the classical world and 

developments that were to follow in early Renaissance medicine. 

And indeed, the remarkable manuscript image of the Wound Man did not fade with the medieval medical 

world that created it, instead finding a rich afterlife in the Renaissance and beyond. With the adoption of new 

print technologies in the second half of the fifteenth century, European book production underwent a major 

shift from handwritten manuscripts to the printed page. One book in particular, a Latin treatise first published 

in Venice in 1491 known as the Fasciculus medicinae (Little bundle of medicine), was the first to translate the 

Wound Man into printed form. 

The figure still stands revealing his aggressive injuries, although certain elements have been refigured from 

their medieval German origins for the Italian Renaissance reader. The club hitting the side of his face has 

been transformed from a simple instrument into an elaborate mace. And rather than being a flat body floating 

in space, the figure stands firmly on the ground posed in an elegant “s”-shaped stance, reminiscent of Italian 

painting and sculpture at the time. 

The text of the surgical treatise which the Wound Man always accompanied in its initial manuscript iterations 

also made the transition into print. It is included in all of the twenty-five or so editions of the Fasciculus, as 

are a series of floating text boxes around the figure which draw the reader’s attention to particular maladies 

and cures. The book as a whole was exceptionally popular, reprinted from Antwerp to Zaragoza, and 

translated into Italian, Spanish, and Dutch. Several deluxe, hand-drawn versions of the printed treatise’s 

woodblock images were even added to manuscripts. 

 

https://wellcomeimages.org/indexplus/image/L0004437.html
http://search.wellcomelibrary.org/iii/encore/record/C__Rb1220525?lang=eng
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The Wound Man from the Fasciculus medicinae (1491), Bayerische Staatsbibliothek — Source (CC BY-NC-

SA 4.0). 

http://daten.digitale-sammlungen.de/~db/0005/bsb00052856/images/index.html?fip=193.174.98.30&seite=21&pdfseitex=
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The Wound Man from Wellcome Library's MS. 290 — Source (CC BY 4.0). 

https://wellcomeimages.org/indexplus/image/L0022470.html
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One such luxurious Wound Man copied from print into manuscript could perhaps be that found in a group of 

images bound into the back of a late medieval anatomical manuscript now in the Wellcome Library, MS. 

290 (see above). This particularly artful figure is either drawn from the same model as the Fasciculus, or 

possibly stands as an interesting example in which technological progress was reversed: line drawings from 

the new technology of print could here have been converted and aesthetically amplified through colour and 

shading back into the old technology of hand-drawn manuscripts. If so, the process does not seem to have 

been without error. The Wound Man has lost many of his explanatory labels and his accompanying surgical 

text. Visual details, too, appear to have been lost in translation: a stone, which in the printed version strikes 

the top of the figure’s head, has been strangely refashioned into a miniature helmet. 

Around the same time, the Wound Man was also appearing in German printed books, and his form was again 

being transfigured. In Strasbourg in 1497, he featured on the title page to a book by the surgeon Hieronymus 

Brunschwig (died ca. 1512) entitled Das buch der cirurgia (The book of surgery). Although he still presents 

his graphic wounds, he is thinner and with longer hair, but most importantly he is not accompanied by any 

text at all. Instead of acting as a specific index to a surgical treatise, as he did in medieval manuscripts, here 

the Wound Man represents something much grander: he stands as an embodiment of the very craft of surgery, 

proudly displaying the grievous injuries that the owner of such a surgical book was qualified to treat. 

http://wellcomelibrary.org/item/b1964601x
http://wellcomelibrary.org/item/b1964601x
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The Wound Man as featured in a 1911 facsimile of Hieronymus Brunschwig's Das buch der cirurgia (1497) 

— Source (CC BY 4.0). 

This visual strategy continued to be employed by a number of surgical writers in the sixteenth century, and 

the image of the Wound Man was adapted to fit the shifting needs of the profession. In 1517, for example, the 

German military surgeon Hans von Gersdorff (died ca. 1529) included the Wound Man in his Feldbuch der 

Wundarznei (Fieldbook of surgery), the first such image to incorporate a pair of cannonballs striking the 

figure’s wrist and shin. 

https://archive.org/details/b24865382
http://search.wellcomelibrary.org/iii/encore/record/C__Rb1032649?lang=eng
http://search.wellcomelibrary.org/iii/encore/record/C__Rb1032649?lang=eng
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The Wound Man from Hans von Gersdorff's Feldbuch der Wundarznei (1530) — Source (CC BY 4.0). 

Even as late as 1678, the London surgeon John Browne’s Compleat Discourse of Wounds included another 

new Wound Man, this time reworked into a dramatically vaulting neoclassical nude. 

https://wellcomeimages.org/indexplus/image/L0000839.html
http://search.wellcomelibrary.org/iii/encore/record/C__Rb1222126?lang=eng
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Engraving by Robert White featured in John Browne’s Compleat Discourse of Wounds (1678) — Source (CC 

BY 4.0). 

https://wellcomeimages.org/indexplus/image/L0009988.html
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The constant invocation of the Wound Man in surgical treatises for over three hundred years shows the 

capacity of this image to bring the reader into the gruesome yet serious space of the surgical professional. But 

it also speaks to the ability of the Wound Man to capture the attention of any reader who stumbled across him, 

even today’s most modern viewers: as his recent reappearance in the NBC TV series Hannibal suggests, the 

morbid wonder he encapsulates still holds true for viewers today, a medieval image catapulted across time 

into the twenty-first century. 

Public Domain Works 

• Das Buch der cirurgia 

Hieronymus Brunschwig1497 

o Internet Archive1911 facsimile edition 

TEXTS 

• Anatomia, in English 

Pseudo-Galen,15th century 

o Wellcome Library 

TEXTS 

• Fasciculus medicine 

Joannes de Ketham1491 

o US National Library of Medicine 

TEXTS 

• Feldbuch der Wundartzney 

Hans von Gersdorff1528 

o Internet Archive 

TEXTS 

Further Reading 

https://archive.org/details/b24865382
http://wellcomelibrary.org/item/b1964601x#?c=0&m=0&s=0&cv=0&z=-0.5766%2C-0.0719%2C2.1532%2C1.4385
https://ceb.nlm.nih.gov/proj/ttp/flash/ketham/ketham.html
https://archive.org/details/feldbuchderwunda00gers
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• Medieval Medicine in Illuminated Manuscripts 

By Peter Murray Jones 

Drawing on the wealth of medical illustration to be found in medieval manuscripts, Peter Murray Jones traces 

the history of medieval medicine, the artistic traditions which shaped its depiction and the changing attitudes 

and beliefs of both medical and artistic practitioners. 

More Info and Buy 

 

• Medieval and Early Renaissance Medicine 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/0712306579/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0712306579/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0226761304/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0712306579/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
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By Nancy G. Siraisi 

Following a survey of ancient, early medieval, and Islamic medicine, Siraisi discusses the categories and 

conditions of medical practice in the twelfth to the fifteenth centuries; the development of medical education; 

knowledge of physiology and anatomy; concepts of disease; and therapies, including surgery. 

More Info and Buy 

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/0226761304/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0226761304/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
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Books link through to Amazon who will give us a small percentage of sale price (ca. 4.5%). Discover more 

recommended books in our dedicated PDR Recommends section of the site. 

An earlier version of this essay, from which this text has been adapted, appears on the wonderful Wellcome 

Blog (Part 1, Part 2), published under a CC BY 4.0 license. 

Dr Jack Hartnell is Andrew W. Mellon Lecturer and Postdoctoral Fellow at Columbia University, New 

York, where his research focuses on the visual culture of medieval medicine, cartography, and mathematics. 

He is preparing a book on the Wound Man, as well as an introduction to medieval medical visual culture soon 

to be published by the Wellcome Trust and Profile Books, entitled Medieval Bodies (2017). 

 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/the-many-lives-of-the-medieval-wound-man 

  

https://publicdomainreview.org/shop/pdr-recommends
http://blog.wellcomelibrary.org/2016/08/wound-man-part-1-origins/
http://blog.wellcomelibrary.org/2016/08/wound-man-part-2-afterlives/
https://columbia.academia.edu/JackHartnell
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/the-many-lives-of-the-medieval-wound-man
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Circe's Palace 

by Nathaniel Hawthorne 

 

Some of you have heard, no doubt, of the wise King Ulysses, and how he went to the siege of Troy, and how, 

after that famous city was taken and burned, he spent ten long years in trying to get back again to his own 

little kingdom of Ithaca. At one time in the course of this weary voyage, he arrived at an island that looked 

very green and pleasant, but the name of which was unknown to him. For, only a little while before he came 

thither, he had met with a terrible hurricane, or rather a great many hurricanes at once, which drove his fleet 

of vessels into a strange part of the sea, where neither himself nor any of his mariners had ever sailed. This 

misfortune was entirely owing to the foolish curiosity of his shipmates, who, while Ulysses lay asleep, had 

untied some very bulky leathern bags, in which they supposed a valuable treasure to be concealed. But in each 

of these stout bags, King Aeolus, the ruler of the winds, had tied up a tempest, and had given it to Ulysses to 

keep in order that he might be sure of a favorable passage homeward to Ithaca; and when the strings were 

loosened, forth rushed the whistling blasts, like air out of a blown bladder, whitening the sea with foam, and 

scattering the vessels nobody could tell whither. 

Immediately after escaping from this peril, a still greater one had befallen him. Scudding before the hurricane, 

he reached a place, which, as he afterwards found, was called Laestrygonia, where some monstrous giants had 

eaten up many of his companions, and had sunk every one of his vessels, except that in which he himself 

sailed, by flinging great masses of rock at them, from the cliffs along the shore. After going through such 

troubles as these, you cannot wonder that King Ulysses was glad to moor his tempest-beaten bark in a quiet 

cove of the green island, which I began with telling you about. But he had encountered so many dangers from 

giants, and one-eyed Cyclops, and monsters of the sea and land, that he could not help dreading some 

mischief, even in this pleasant and seemingly solitary spot. For two days, therefore, the poor weather-worn 

voyagers kept quiet, and either staid on board of their vessel, or merely crept along under the cliffs that 

bordered the shore; and to keep themselves alive, they dug shellfish out of the sand, and sought for any little 

rill of fresh water that might be running towards the sea. 

Before the two days were spent, they grew very weary of this kind of life; for the followers of King Ulysses, 

as you will find it important to remember, were terrible gormandizers, and pretty sure to grumble if they 

missed their regulars meals, and their irregular ones besides. Their stock of provisions was quite exhausted, 

and even the shellfish began to get scarce, so that they had now to choose between starving to death or 

venturing into the interior of the island, where perhaps some huge three-headed dragon, or other horrible 

monster, had his den. Such misshapen creatures were very numerous in those days; and nobody ever expected 

to make a voyage, or take a journey, without running more or less risk of being devoured by them. 

But King Ulysses was a bold man as well as a prudent one; and on the third morning he determined to 

discover what sort of a place the island was, and whether it were possible to obtain a supply of food for the 

hungry mouths of his companions. So, taking a spear in his hand, he clambered to the summit of a cliff, and 

gazed round about him. At a distance, towards the center of the island, he beheld the stately towers of what 

seemed to be a palace, built of snow-white marble, and rising in the midst of a grove of lofty trees. The thick 

branches of these trees stretched across the front of the edifice, and more than half concealed it, although, 

https://americanliterature.com/author/nathaniel-hawthorne
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from the portion which he saw, Ulysses judged it to be spacious and exceedingly beautiful, and probably the 

residence of some great nobleman or prince. A blue smoke went curling up from the chimney, and was almost 

the pleasantest part of the spectacle to Ulysses. For, from the abundance of this smoke, it was reasonable to 

conclude that there was a good fire in the kitchen, and that, at dinner-time, a plentiful banquet would be 

served up to the inhabitants of the palace, and to whatever guests might happen to drop in. 

With so agreeable a prospect before him, Ulysses fancied that he could not do better than go straight to the 

palace gate, and tell the master of it that there was a crew of poor shipwrecked mariners, not far off, who had 

eaten nothing for a day or two, save a few clams and oysters, and would therefore be thankful for a little food. 

And the prince or nobleman must be a very stingy curmudgeon, to be sure, if, at least, when his own dinner 

was over, he would not bid them welcome to the broken victuals from the table. 

Pleasing himself with this idea, King Ulysses had made a few steps in the direction of the palace, when there 

was a great twittering and chirping from the branch of a neighboring tree. A moment afterwards, a bird came 

flying towards him, and hovered in the air, so as almost to brush his face with its wings. It was a very pretty 

little bird, with purple wings and body, and yellow legs, and a circle of golden feathers round its neck, and on 

its head a golden tuft, which looked like a king's crown in miniature. Ulysses tried to catch the bird. But it 

fluttered nimbly out of his reach, still chirping in a piteous tone, as if it could have told a lamentable story, 

had it only been gifted with human language. And when he attempted to drive it away, the bird flew no farther 

than the bough of the next tree, and again came fluttering about his head, with its doleful chirp, as soon as he 

showed a purpose of going forward. 

"Have you anything to tell me, little bird?" asked Ulysses. 

And he was ready to listen attentively to whatever the bird might communicate; for, at the siege of Troy, and 

elsewhere, he had known such odd things to happen, that he would not have considered it much out of the 

common run had this little feathered creature talked as plainly as himself. 

"Peep!" said the bird, "peep, peep, pe--weep!" And nothing else would it say, but only, "Peep, peep, pe--

weep!" in a melancholy cadence, and over and over and over again. As often as Ulysses moved forward, 

however, the bird showed the greatest alarm, and did its best to drive him back, with the anxious flutter of its 

purple wings. Its unaccountable behavior made him conclude, at last, that the bird knew of some danger that 

awaited him, and which must needs be very terrible, beyond all question, since it moved even a little fowl to 

feel compassion for a human being. So he resolved, for the present, to return to the vessel, and tell his 

companions what he had seen. 

This appeared to satisfy the bird. As soon as Ulysses turned back, it ran up the trunk of a tree, and began to 

pick insects out of the bark with its long, sharp bill; for it was a kind of woodpecker, you must know, and had 

to get its living in the same manner as other birds of that species. But every little while, as it pecked at the 

bark of the tree, the purple bird bethought itself of some secret sorrow, and repeated its plaintive note of 

"Peep, peep, pe--weep!" 

On his way to the shore, Ulysses had the good luck to kill a large stag by thrusting his spear into his back. 

Taking it on his shoulders (for he was a remarkably strong man), he lugged it along with him, and flung it 

down before his hungry companions. I have already hinted to you what gormandizers some of the comrades 
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of King Ulysses were. From what is related of them, I reckon that their favorite diet was pork, and that they 

had lived upon it until a good part of their physical substance was swine's flesh, and their tempers and 

dispositions were very much akin to the hog. A dish of venison, however, was no unacceptable meal to them, 

especially after feeding so long on oysters and clams. So, beholding the dead stag, they felt of its ribs, in a 

knowing way, and lost no time in kindling a fire of driftwood, to cook it. The rest of the day was spent in 

feasting; and if these enormous eaters got up from table at sunset, it was only because they could not scrape 

another morsel off the poor animal's bones. 

The next morning, their appetites were as sharp as ever. They looked at Ulysses, as if they expected him to 

clamber up the cliff again, and come back with another fat deer upon his shoulders. Instead of setting out, 

however, he summoned the whole crew together, and told them it was in vain to hope that he could kill a stag 

every day for their dinner, and therefore it was advisable to think of some other mode of satisfying their 

hunger. 

"Now," said he, "when I was on the cliff, yesterday, I discovered that this island is inhabited. At a 

considerable distance from the shore stood a marble palace, which appeared to be very spacious, and had a 

great deal of smoke curling out of one of its chimneys." 

"Aha!" muttered some of his companions, smacking their lips. "That smoke must have come from the kitchen 

fire. There was a good dinner on the spit; and no doubt there will be as good a one to-day." 

"But," continued the wise Ulysses, "you must remember, my good friends, our misadventure in the cavern of 

one-eyed Polyphemus, the Cyclops! Instead of his ordinary milk diet, did he not eat up two of our comrades 

for his supper, and a couple more for breakfast, and two at his supper again? Methinks I see him yet, the 

hideous monster, scanning us with that great red eye, in the middle of his forehead, to single out the fattest. 

And then, again, only a few days ago, did we not fall into the hands of the king of the Laestrygons, and those 

other horrible giants, his subjects, who devoured a great many more of us than are now left? To tell you the 

truth, if we go to yonder palace, there can be no question that we shall make our appearance at the dinner 

table; but whether seated as guests, or served up as food, is a point to be seriously considered." 

"Either way," murmured some of the hungriest of the crew; "it will be better than starvation; particularly if 

one could be sure of being well fattened beforehand, and daintily cooked afterwards." 

"That is a matter of taste," said King Ulysses, "and, for my own part, neither the most careful fattening nor the 

daintiest of cookery would reconcile me to being dished at last. My proposal is, therefore, that we divide 

ourselves into two equal parties, and ascertain, by drawing lots, which of the two shall go to the palace, and 

beg for food and assistance. If these can be obtained, all is well. If not, and if the inhabitants prove as 

inhospitable as Polyphemus, or the Laestrygons, then there will but half of us perish, and the remainder may 

set sail and escape." 

As nobody objected to this scheme, Ulysses proceeded to count the whole band, and found that there were 

forty-six men, including himself. He then numbered off twenty-two of them, and put Eurylochus (who was 

one of his chief officers, and second only to himself in sagacity) at their head. Ulysses took command of the 

remaining twenty-two men, in person. Then, taking off his helmet, he put two shells into it, on one of which 

was written, "Go," and on the other "Stay." Another person now held the helmet, while Ulysses and 
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Eurylochus drew out each a shell; and the word "Go" was found written on that which Eurylochus had drawn. 

In this manner, it was decided that Ulysses and his twenty-two men were to remain at the seaside until the 

other party should have found out what sort of treatment they might expect at the mysterious palace. As there 

was no help for it, Eurylochus immediately set forth at the head of his twenty-two followers, who went off in 

a very melancholy state of mind, leaving their friends in hardly better spirits than themselves. 

No sooner had they clambered up the cliff, than they discerned the tall marble towers of the palace, ascending, 

as white as snow, out of the lovely green shadow of the trees which surrounded it. A gush of smoke came 

from a chimney in the rear of the edifice. This vapor rose high in the air, and, meeting with a breeze, was 

wafted seaward, and made to pass over the heads of the hungry mariners. When people's appetites are keen, 

they have a very quick scent for anything savory in the wind. 

"That smoke comes from the kitchen!" cried one of them, turning up his nose as high as he could, and 

snuffing eagerly. "And, as sure as I'm a half-starved vagabond, I smell roast meat in it." 

"Pig, roast pig!" said another. "Ah, the dainty little porker. My mouth waters for him." 

"Let us make haste," cried the others, "or we shall be too late for the good cheer! " 

But scarcely had they made half a dozen steps from the edge of the cliff, when a bird came fluttering to meet 

them. It was the same pretty little bird, with the purple wings and body, the yellow legs, the golden collar 

round its neck, and the crown-like tuft upon its head, whose behavior had so much surprised Ulysses. It 

hovered about Eurylochus, and almost brushed his face with its wings. 

"Peep, peep, pe--weep!" chirped the bird. 

So plaintively intelligent was the sound, that it seemed as if the little creature were going to break its heart 

with some mighty secret that it had to tell, and only this one poor note to tell it with. 

"My pretty bird," said Eurylochus--for he was a wary person, and let no token of harm escape his notice--"my 

pretty bird, who sent you hither? And what is the message which you bring?" 

"Peep, peep, pe--weep! " replied the bird, very sorrowfully. 

Then it flew towards the edge of the cliff, and looked around at them, as if exceedingly anxious that they 

should return whence they came. Eurylochus and a few of the others were inclined to turn back. They could 

not help suspecting that the purple bird must be aware of something mischievous that would befall them at the 

palace, and the knowledge of which affected its airy spirit with a human sympathy and sorrow. But the rest of 

the voyagers, snuffing up the smoke from the palace kitchen, ridiculed the idea of returning to the vessel. One 

of them (more brutal than his fellows, and the most notorious gormandizer in the crew) said such a cruel and 

wicked thing, that I wonder the mere thought did not turn him into a wild beast, in shape, as he already was in 

his nature. 
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"This troublesome and impertinent little fowl," said he, "would make a delicate titbit to begin dinner with. 

Just one plump morsel, melting away between the teeth. If he comes within my reach, I'll catch him, and give 

him to the palace cook to be roasted on a skewer." 

The words were hardly out of his mouth, before the purple bird flew away, crying, "Peep, peep, pe--weep," 

more dolorously than ever. 

"That bird," remarked Eurylochus, "knows more than we do about what awaits us at the palace." 

"Come on, then," cried his comrades, "and we'll soon know as much as he does." 

The party, accordingly, went onward through the green and pleasant wood. Every little while they caught new 

glimpses of the marble palace, which looked more and more beautiful the nearer they approached it. They 

soon entered a broad pathway, which seemed to be very neatly kept, and which went winding along, with 

streaks of sunshine falling across it and specks of light quivering among the deepest shadows that fell from 

the lofty trees. It was bordered, too, with a great many sweet-smelling flowers, such as the mariners had never 

seen before. So rich and beautiful they were, that, if the shrubs grew wild here, and were native in the soil, 

then this island was surely the flower garden of the whole earth; or, if transplanted from some other clime, it 

must have been from the Happy Islands that lay towards the golden sunset. 

"There has been a great deal of pains foolishly wasted on these flowers," observed one of the company; and I 

tell you what he said, that you may keep in mind what gormandizers they were. "For my part, if I were the 

owner of the palace, I would bid my gardener cultivate nothing but savory pot herbs to make a stuffing for 

roast meat, or to flavor a stew with." 

" Well said!" cried the others. "But I'll warrant you there's a kitchen garden in the rear of the palace." 

At one place they came to a crystal spring, and paused to drink at it for want of liquor which they liked better. 

Looking into its bosom, they beheld their own faces dimly reflected, but so extravagantly distorted by the 

gush and motion of the water, that each one of them appeared to be laughing at himself and all his 

companions. So ridiculous were these images of themselves, indeed, that they did really laugh aloud, and 

could hardly be grave again as soon as they wished. And after they had drank, they grew still merrier than 

before. 

"It has a twang of the wine cask in it," said one, smacking his lips. 

"Make haste!" cried his fellows: "we'll find the wine cask itself at the palace, and that will be better than a 

hundred crystal fountains." 

Then they quickened their pace, and capered for joy at the thought of the savory banquet at which they hoped 

to be guests. But Eurylochus told them that he felt as if he were walking in a dream. 

"If I am really awake," continued he, "then, in my opinion, we are on the point of meeting with some stranger 

adventure than any that befell us in the cave of Polyphemus, or among the gigantic man-eating Laestrygons, 
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or in the windy palace of King Aeolus, which stands on a brazen-walled island. This kind of dreamy feeling 

always comes over me before any wonderful occurrence. If you take my advice, you will turn back." 

"No, no," answered his comrades, snuffing the air, in which the scent from the palace kitchen was now very 

perceptible. "We would not turn back, though we were certain that the king of the Laestrygons, as big as a 

mountain, would sit at the head of the table, and huge Polyphemus, the one-eyed Cyclops, at its foot." 

At length they came within full sight of the palace, which proved to be very large and lofty, with a great 

number of airy pinnacles upon its roof. Though it was midday, and the sun shone brightly over the marble 

front, yet its snowy whiteness, and its fantastic style of architecture, made it look unreal, like the frost work 

on a window pane, or like the shapes of castles which one sees among the clouds by moonlight. But, just then, 

a puff of wind brought down the smoke of the kitchen chimney among them, and caused each man to smell 

the odor of the dish that he liked best; and, after scenting it, they thought everything else moonshine, and 

nothing real save this palace, and save the banquet that was evidently ready to be served up in it. 

So they hastened their steps towards the portal, but had not got half way across the wide lawn, when a pack of 

lions, tigers, and wolves came bounding to meet them. The terrified mariners started back, expecting no better 

fate than to be torn to pieces and devoured. To their surprise and joy, however, these wild beasts merely 

capered around them, wagging their tails, offering their heads to be stroked and patted, and behaving just like 

so many well-bred house dogs, when they wish to express their delight at meeting their master, or their 

master's friends. The biggest lion licked the feet of Eurylochus; and every other lion, and every wolf and tiger, 

singled out one of his two and twenty followers, whom the beast fondled as if he loved him better than a beef 

bone. 

But, for all that, Eurylochus imagined that he saw something fierce and savage in their eyes; nor would he 

have been surprised, at any moment, to feel the big lion's terrible claws, or to see each of the tigers make a 

deadly spring, or each wolf leap at the throat of the man whom he had fondled. Their mildness seemed unreal, 

and a mere freak; but their savage nature was as true as their teeth and claws. 

Nevertheless, the men went safely across the lawn with the wild beasts frisking about them, and doing no 

manner of harm; although, as they mounted the steps of the palace, you might possibly have heard a low 

growl, particularly from the wolves; as if they thought it a pity, after all, to let the strangers pass without so 

much as tasting what they were made of. 

Eurylochus and his followers now passed under a lofty portal, and looked through the open doorway into the 

interior of the palace. The first thing that they saw was a spacious hall, and a fountain in the middle of it, 

gushing up towards the ceiling out of a marble basin, and falling back into it with a continual plash. The water 

of this fountain, as it spouted upward, was constantly taking new shapes, not very distinctly, but plainly 

enough for a nimble fancy to recognize what they were. Now it was the shape of a man in a long robe, the 

fleecy whiteness of which was made out of the fountain's spray; now it was a lion, or a tiger, or a wolf, or an 

ass, or, as often as anything else, a hog, wallowing in the marble basin as if it were his sty. It was either magic 

or some very curious machinery that caused the gushing waterspout to assume all these forms. But, before the 

strangers had time to look closely at this wonderful sight, their attention was drawn off by a very sweet and 

agreeable sound. A woman's voice was singing melodiously in another room of the palace, and with her voice 
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was mingled the noise of a loom, at which she was probably seated, weaving a rich texture of cloth, and 

intertwining the high and low sweetness of her voice into a rich tissue of harmony. 

By and by, the song came to an end; and then, all at once, there were several feminine voices, talking airily 

and cheerfully, with now and then a merry burst of laughter, such as you may always hear when three or four 

young women sit at work together. 

"What a sweet song that was!" exclaimed one of the voyagers. 

"Too sweet, indeed," answered Eurylochus, shaking his head. "Yet it was not so sweet as the song of the 

Sirens, those bird-like damsels who wanted to tempt us on the rocks, so that our vessel might be wrecked, and 

our bones left whitening along the shore." 

"But just listen to the pleasant voices of those maidens, and that buzz of the loom, as the shuttle passes to and 

fro," said another comrade. "What a domestic, household, home-like sound it is! Ah, before that weary siege 

of Troy, I used to hear the buzzing loom and the women's voices under my own roof. Shall I never hear them 

again? nor taste those nice little savory dishes which my dearest wife knew how to serve up?" 

"Tush! we shall fare better here," said another. "But how innocently those women are babbling together, 

without guessing that we overhear them! And mark that richest voice of all, so pleasant and so familiar, but 

which yet seems to have the authority of a mistress among them. Let us show ourselves at once. What harm 

can the lady of the palace and her maidens do to mariners and warriors like us?" 

"Remember," said Eurylochus, "that it was a young maiden who beguiled three of our friends into the palace 

of the king of the Laestrygons, who ate up one of them in the twinkling of an eye." 

No warning or persuasion, however, had any effect on his companions. They went up to a pair of folding 

doors at the farther end of the hall, and throwing them wide open, passed into the next room. Eurylochus, 

meanwhile, had stepped behind a pillar. In the short moment while the folding doors opened and closed again, 

he caught a glimpse of a very beautiful woman rising from the loom, and coming to meet the poor weather-

beaten wanderers, with a hospitable smile, and her hand stretched out in welcome. There were four other 

young women, who joined their hands and danced merrily forward, making gestures of obeisance to the 

strangers. They were only less beautiful than the lady who seemed to be their mistress. Yet Eurylochus 

fancied that one of them had sea-green hair, and that the close-fitting bodice of a second looked like the bark 

of a tree, and that both the others had something odd in their aspect, although he could not quite determine 

what it was, in the little while that he had to examine them. 

The folding doors swung quickly back, and left him standing behind the pillar, in the solitude of the outer 

hall. There Eurylochus waited until he was quite weary, and listened eagerly to every sound, but without 

hearing anything that could help him to guess what had become of his friends. Footsteps, it is true, seemed to 

be passing and repassing, in other parts of the palace. Then there was a clatter of silver dishes, or golden ones, 

which made him imagine a rich feast in a splendid banqueting hall. But by and by he heard a tremendous 

grunting and squealing, and then a sudden scampering, like that of small, hard hoofs over a marble floor, 

while the voices of the mistress and her four handmaidens were screaming all together, in tones of anger and 
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derision. Eurylochus could not conceive what had happened, unless a drove of swine had broken into the 

palace, attracted by the smell of the feast. Chancing to cast his eyes at the fountain, he saw that it did not shift 

its shape, as formerly, nor looked either like a long-robed man, or a lion, a tiger, a wolf, or an ass. It looked 

like nothing but a hog, which lay wallowing in the marble basin, and filled it from brim to brim. 

But we must leave the prudent Eurylochus waiting in the outer hall, and follow his friends into the inner 

secrecy of the palace. As soon as the beautiful woman saw them, she arose from the loom, as I have told you, 

and came forward, smiling, and stretching out her hand. She took the hand of the foremost among them, and 

bade him and the whole party welcome. 

"You have been long expected, my good friends," said she. "I and my maidens are well acquainted with you, 

although you do not appear to recognize us. Look at this piece of tapestry, and judge if your faces must not 

have been familiar to us." 

So the voyagers examined the web of cloth which the beautiful woman had been weaving in her loom; and, to 

their vast astonishment, they saw their own figures perfectly represented in different colored threads. It was a 

life-like picture of their recent adventures, showing them in the cave of Polyphemus, and how they had put 

out his one great moony eye; while in another part of the tapestry they were untying the leathern bags, puffed 

out with contrary winds; and farther on, they beheld themselves scampering away from the gigantic king of 

the Laestrygons, who had caught one of them by the leg. Lastly, there they were, sitting on the desolate shore 

of this very island, hungry and downcast, and looking ruefully at the bare bones of the stag which they 

devoured yesterday. This was as far as the work had yet proceeded; but when the beautiful woman should 

again sit down at her loom, she would probably make a picture of what had since happened to the strangers, 

and of what was now going to happen. 

"You see," she said, "that I know all about your troubles; and you cannot doubt that I desire to make you 

happy for as long a time as you may remain with me. For this purpose, my honored guests, I have ordered a 

banquet to be prepared. Fish, fowl, and flesh, roasted, and in luscious stews, and seasoned, I trust, to all your 

tastes, are ready to be served up. If your appetites tell you it is dinner time, then come with me to the festal 

saloon." 

At this kind invitation, the hungry mariners were quite overjoyed; and one of them, taking upon himself to be 

spokesman, assured their hospitable hostess that any hour of the day was dinner time with them, whenever 

they could get flesh to put in the pot, and fire to boil it with. So the beautiful woman led the way; and the four 

maidens (one of them had sea-green hair, another a bodice of oak bark, a third sprinkled a shower of water 

drops from her fingers' ends, and the fourth had some other oddity, which I have forgotten), all these followed 

behind, and hurried the guests along, until they entered a magnificent saloon. It was built in a perfect oval, 

and lighted from a crystal dome above. Around the walls were ranged two and twenty thrones, overhung by 

canopies of crimson and gold, and provided with the softest of cushions, which were tasselled and fringed 

with gold cord. Each of the strangers was invited to sit down; and there they were, two and twenty storm- 

beaten mariners, in worn and tattered garb, sitting on two and twenty cushioned and canopied thrones, so rich 

and gorgeous that the proudest monarch had nothing more splendid in his stateliest hall. 

Then you might have seen the guests nodding, winking with one eye, and leaning from one throne to another, 

to communicate their satisfaction in hoarse whispers. 
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"Our good hostess has made kings of us all," said one. "Ha! do you smell the feast? I'll engage it will be fit to 

set before two and twenty kings." 

"I hope," said another, "it will be, mainly, good substantial joints, sirloins, spareribs, and hinder quarters, 

without too many kickshaws. If I thought the good lady would not take it amiss, I should call for a fat slice of 

fried bacon to begin with." 

Ah, the gluttons and gormandizers! You see how it was with them. In the loftiest seats of dignity, on royal 

thrones, they could think of nothing but their greedy appetite, which was the portion of their nature that they 

shared with wolves and swine; so that they resembled those vilest of animals far more than they did kings--if, 

indeed, kings were what they ought to be. 

But the beautiful woman now clapped her hands; and immediately there entered a train of two and twenty 

serving man, bringing dishes of the richest food, all hot from the kitchen fire, and sending up such a steam 

that it hung like a cloud below the crystal dome of the saloon. An equal number of attendants brought great 

flagons of wine, of various kinds, some of which sparkled as it was poured out, and went bubbling down the 

throat; while, of other sorts, the purple liquor was so clear that you could see the wrought figures at the 

bottom of the goblet. While the servants supplied the two and twenty guests with food and drink, the hostess 

and her four maidens went from one throne to another, exhorting them to eat their fill, and to quaff wine 

abundantly, and thus to recompense them- selves, at this one banquet, for the many days when they had gone 

without a dinner. But whenever the mariners were not looking at them (which was pretty often, as they looked 

chiefly into the basins and platters), the beautiful woman and her damsels turned aside, and laughed. Even the 

servants, as they knelt down to present the dishes, might be seen to grin and sneer, while the guests were 

helping themselves to the offered dainties. 

And, once in a while, the strangers seemed to taste something that they did not like. 

"Here is an odd kind of spice in this dish," said one. "I can't say it quite suits my palate. Down it goes, 

however." 

"Send a good draught of wine down your throat," said his comrade on the next throne. "That is the stuff to 

make this sort of cookery relish well. Though I must needs say, the wine has a queer taste too. But the more I 

drink of it, the better I like the flavor." 

Whatever little fault they might find with the dishes, they sat at dinner a prodigiously long while; and it would 

really have made you ashamed to see how they swilled down the liquor and gobbled up the food. They sat on 

golden thrones, to be sure; but they behaved like pigs in a sty; and, if they had had their wits about them, they 

might have guessed that this was the opinion of their beautiful hostess and her maidens. It brings a blush into 

my face to reckon up, in my own mind, what mountains of meat and pudding, and what gallons of wine, these 

two and twenty guzzlers and gormandizers ate and drank. They forgot all about their homes, and their wives 

and children, and all about Ulysses, and everything else, except this banquet, at which they wanted to keep 

feasting forever. But at length they began to give over, from mere incapacity to hold any more. 

"That last bit of fat is too much for me," said one. 
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"And I have not room for another morsel," said his next neighbor, heaving a sigh. "What a pity! My appetite 

is as sharp as ever." 

In short, they all left off eating, and leaned back on their thrones, with such a stupid and helpless aspect as 

made them ridiculous to behold. When their hostess saw this, she laughed aloud; so did her four damsels; so 

did the two and twenty serving men that bore the dishes, and their two and twenty fellows that poured out the 

wine. And the louder they all laughed, the more stupid and helpless did the two and twenty gormandizers 

look. Then the beautiful woman took her stand in the middle of the saloon, and stretching out a slender rod (it 

had been all the while in her hand, although they never noticed it till this moment), she turned it from one 

guest to another, until each had felt it pointed at himself. Beautiful as her face was, and though there was a 

smile on it, it looked just as wicked and mischievous as the ugliest serpent that ever was seen; and fat-witted 

as the voyagers had made themselves, they began to suspect that they had fallen into the power of an evil-

minded enchantress. 

"Wretches," cried she, "you have abused a lady's hospitality; and in this princely saloon your behavior has 

been suited to a hog-pen. You are already swine in everything but the human form, which you disgrace, and 

which I myself should be ashamed to keep a moment longer, were you to share it with me. But it will require 

only the slightest exercise of magic to make the exterior conform to the hoggish disposition. Assume your 

proper shapes, gormandizers, and begone to the sty!" 

Uttering these last words, she waved her wand; and stamping her foot imperiously, each of the guests was 

struck aghast at beholding, instead of his comrades in human shape, one and twenty hogs sitting on the same 

number of golden thrones. Each man (as he still supposed himself to be) essayed to give a cry of surprise, but 

found that he could merely grunt, and that, in a word, he was just such another beast as his companions. It 

looked so intolerably absurd to see hogs on cushioned thrones, that they made haste to wallow down upon all 

fours, like other swine. They tried to groan and beg for mercy, but forthwith emitted the most awful grunting 

and squealing that ever came out of swinish throats. They would have wrung their hands in despair, but, 

attempting to do so, grew all the more desperate for seeing themselves squatted on their hams, and pawing the 

air with their fore trotters. Dear me! what pendulous ears they had! what little red eyes, half buried in fat! and 

what long snouts, instead of Grecian noses! 

But brutes as they certainly were, they yet had enough of human nature in them to be shocked at their own 

hideousness; and still intending to groan, they uttered a viler grunt and squeal than before. So harsh and ear-

piercing it was, that you would have fancied a butcher was sticking his knife into each of their throats, or, at 

the very least, that somebody was pulling every hog by his funny little twist of a tail. 

"Begone to your sty!" cried the enchantress, giving them some smart strokes with her wand; and then she 

turned to the serving men--"Drive out these swine, and throw down some acorns for them to eat." 

The door of the saloon being flung open, the drove of hogs ran in all directions save the right one, in 

accordance with their hoggish perversity, but were finally driven into the back yard of the palace. It was a 

sight to bring tears into one's eyes (and I hope none of you will be cruel enough to laugh at it), to see the poor 

creatures go snuffing along, picking up here a cabbage leaf and there a turnip top, and rooting their noses in 

the earth for whatever they could find. In their sty, moreover, they behaved more piggishly than the pigs that 

had been born so; for they bit and snorted at one another, put their feet in the trough, and gobbled up their 
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victuals in a ridiculous hurry; and, when there was nothing more to be had, they made a great pile of 

themselves among some unclean straw, and fell fast asleep. If they had any human reason left, it was just 

enough to keep them wondering when they should be slaughtered, and what quality of bacon they should 

make. 

Meantime, as I told you before, Eurylochus had waited, and waited, and waited, in the entrance hall of the 

palace, without being able to comprehend what had befallen his friends. At last, when the swinish uproar 

resounded through the palace, and when he saw the image of a hog in the marble basin, he thought it best to 

hasten back to the vessel, and inform the wise Ulysses of these marvelous occurrences. So he ran as fast as he 

could down the steps, and never stopped to draw breath till he reached the shore. 

"Why do you come alone?" asked King Ulysses, as soon as he saw him. "Where are your two and twenty 

comrades?" 

At these questions, Eurylochus burst into tears. 

"Alas!" he cried, "I greatly fear that we shall never see one of their faces again." 

Then he told Ulysses all that had happened, as far as he knew it, and added that he suspected the beautiful 

woman to be a vile enchantress, and the marble palace, magnificent as it looked, to be only a dismal cavern in 

reality. As for his companions, he could not imagine what had become of them, unless they had been given to 

the swine to be devoured alive. At this intelligence, all the voyagers were greatly affrighted. But Ulysses lost 

no time in girding on his sword, and hanging his bow and quiver over his shoulders, and. taking a spear in his 

right hand. When his followers saw their wise leader making these preparations, they inquired whither he was 

going, and earnestly besought him not to leave them. 

"You are our king," cried they; "and what is more, you are the wisest man in the whole world, and nothing but 

your wisdom and courage can get us out of this danger. If you desert us, and go to the enchanted palace, you 

will suffer the same fate as our poor companions, and not a soul of us will ever see our dear Ithaca again." 

"As I am your king," answered Ulysses, "and wiser than any of you, it is therefore the more my duty to see 

what has befallen our comrades, and whether anything can yet be done to rescue them. Wait for me here until 

tomorrow. If I do not then return, you must hoist sail, and endeavor to find your way to our native land. For 

my part, I am answerable for the fate of these poor mariners, who have stood by my side in battle, and been so 

often drenched to the skin, along with me, by the same tempestuous surges. I will either bring them back with 

me, or perish." 

Had his followers dared, they would have detained him by force. But King Ulysses frowned sternly on them, 

and shook his spear, and bade them stop him at their peril. Seeing him so determined, they let him go, and sat 

down on the sand, as disconsolate a set of people as could be, waiting and praying for his return. 

It happened to Ulysses, just as before, that, when he had gone a few steps from the edge of the cliff, the purple 

bird came fluttering towards him, crying, "Peep, peep, pe--weep!" and using all the art it could to persuade 

him to go no farther. 
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"What mean you, little bird?" cried Ulysses. "You are arrayed like a king in purple and gold, and wear a 

golden crown upon your head. Is it because I too am a king, that you desire so earnestly to speak with me? If 

you can talk in human language, say what you would have me do." 

"Peep!" answered the purple bird, very dolorously. "Peep, peep, pe--we--e!" 

Certainly there lay some heavy anguish at the little bird's heart; and it was a sorrowful predicament that he 

could not, at least, have the consolation of telling what it was. But Ulysses had no time to waste in trying to 

get at the mystery. He therefore quickened his pace, and had gone a good way along the pleasant wood path, 

when there met him a young man of very brisk and intelligent aspect, and clad in a rather singular garb. He 

wore a short cloak and a sort of cap that seemed to be furnished with a pair of wings; and from the lightness 

of his step, you would have supposed that there might likewise be wings on his feet. To enable him to walk 

still better (for he was always on one journey or another) he carried a winged staff, around which two serpents 

were wriggling and twisting. In short, I have said enough to make you guess that it was Quicksilver; and 

Ulysses (who knew him of old, and had learned a great deal of his wisdom from him) recognized him in a 

moment. 

"Whither are you going in such a hurry, wise Ulysses?" asked Quicksilver. "Do you not know that this island 

is enchanted? The wicked enchantress (whose name is Circe, the sister of King Aetes) dwells in the marble 

palace which you see yonder among the trees. By her magic arts she changes every human being into the 

brute, beast, or fowl whom he happens most to resemble." 

"That little bird, which met me at the edge of the cliff," exclaimed Ulysses; "was he a human being once?" 

"Yes," answered Quicksilver. "He was once a king, named Picus, and a pretty good sort of a king, too, only 

rather too proud of his purple robe, and his crown, and the golden chain about his neck; so he was forced to 

take the shape of a gaudy-feathered bird. The lions, and wolves, and tigers, who will come running to meet 

you, in front of the palace, were formerly fierce and cruel men, resembling in their disposition the wild beasts 

whose forms they now rightfully wear." 

"And my poor companions," said Ulysses. "Have they undergone a similar change, through the arts of this 

wicked Circe?" 

"You well know what gormandizers they were," replied Quicksilver; and rogue that he was, he could not help 

laughing at the joke. "So you will not be surprised to hear that they have all taken the shapes of swine! If 

Circe had never done anything worse, I really should not think her so very much to blame." 

"But can I do nothing to help them?" inquired Ulysses. 

"It will require all your wisdom," said Quicksilver, "and a little of my own into the bargain, to keep your royal 

and sagacious self from being transformed into a fox. But do as I bid you; and the matter may end better than 

it has begun." 
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While he was speaking, Quicksilver seemed to be in search of something; he went stooping along the ground, 

and soon laid his hand on a little plant with a snow-white flower, which he plucked and smelt of. Ulysses had 

been looking at that very spot only just before; and it appeared to him that the plant had burst into full flower 

the instant when Quicksilver touched it with his fingers. 

"Take this flower, King Ulysses," said he. "Guard it as you do your eyesight; for I can assure you it is 

exceedingly rare and precious, and you might seek the whole earth over without ever finding another like it. 

Keep it in your hand, and smell of it frequently after you enter the palace, and while you are talking with the 

enchantress. Especially when she offers you food, or a draught of wine out of her goblet, be careful to fill 

your nostrils with the flower's fragrance. Follow these directions, and you may defy her magic arts to change 

you into a fox." 

Quicksilver then gave him some further advice how to behave, and bidding him be bold and prudent, again 

assured him that, powerful as Circe was, he would have a fair prospect of coming safely out of her enchanted 

palace. After listening attentively, Ulysses thanked his good friend, and resumed his way. But he had taken 

only a few steps, when, recollecting some other questions which he wished to ask, he turned round again, and 

beheld nobody on the spot where Quicksilver had stood; for that winged cap of his, and those winged shoes, 

with the help of the winged staff, had carried him quickly out of sight. 

When Ulysses reached the lawn, in front of the palace, the lions and other savage animals came bounding to 

meet him, and would have fawned upon him and licked his feet. But the wise king struck at them with his 

long spear, and sternly bade them begone out of his path; for he knew that they had once been bloodthirsty 

men, and would now tear him limb from limb, instead of fawning upon him, could they do the mischief that 

was in their hearts. The wild beasts yelped and glared at him, and stood at a distance, while he ascended the 

palace steps. 

On entering the hall, Ulysses saw the magic fountain in the center of it. The up-gushing water had now again 

taken the shape of a man in a long, white, fleecy robe, who appeared to be making gestures of welcome. The 

king likewise heard the noise of the shuttle in the loom and the sweet melody of the beautiful woman's song, 

and then the pleasant voices of herself and the four maidens talking together, with peals of merry laughter 

intermixed. But Ulysses did not waste much time in listening to the laughter or the song. He leaned his spear 

against one of the pillars of the hall, and then, after loosening his sword in the scabbard, stepped boldly 

forward, and threw the folding doors wide open. The moment she beheld his stately figure standing in the 

doorway, the beautiful woman rose from the loom, and ran to meet him with a glad smile throwing its 

sunshine over her face, and both her hands extended. 

"Welcome, brave stranger!" cried she. "We were expecting you." 

And the nymph with the sea-green hair made a courtesy down to the ground, and likewise bade him welcome; 

so did her sister with the bodice of oaken bark, and she that sprinkled dew-drops from her fingers' ends, and 

the fourth one with some oddity which I cannot remember. And Circe, as the beautiful enchantress was called 

(who had deluded so many persons that she did not doubt of being able to delude Ulysses, not imagining how 

wise he was), again addressed him: 
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"Your companions," said she, "have already been received into my palace, and have enjoyed the hospitable 

treatment to which the propriety of their behavior so well entitles them. If such be your pleasure, you shall 

first take some refreshment, and then join them in the elegant apartment which they now occupy. See, I and 

my maidens have been weaving their figures into this piece of tapestry." 

She pointed to the web of beautifully-woven cloth in the loom. Circe and the four nymphs must have been 

very diligently at work since the arrival of the mariners; for a great many yards of tapestry had now been 

wrought, in addition to what I before described. In this new part, Ulysses saw his two and twenty friends 

represented as sitting on cushions and canopied thrones, greedily devouring dainties, and quaffing deep 

draughts of wine. The work had not yet gone any further. O, no, indeed. The enchantress was far too cunning 

to let Ulysses see the mischief which her magic arts had since brought upon the gormandizers. 

"As for yourself, valiant sir," said Circe, "judging by the dignity of your aspect, I take you to be nothing less 

than a king. Deign to follow me, and you shall be treated as befits your rank." 

So Ulysses followed her into the oval saloon, where his two and twenty comrades had devoured the banquet, 

which ended so disastrously for themselves. But, all this while, he had held the snow-white flower in his 

hand, and had constantly smelt of it while Circe was speaking; and as he crossed the threshold of the saloon, 

he took good care to inhale several long and deep snuffs of its fragrance. Instead of two and twenty thrones, 

which had before been ranged around the wall, there was now only a single throne, in the center of the 

apartment. But this was surely the most magnificent seat that ever a king or an emperor reposed himself upon, 

all made of chased gold, studded with precious stones, with a cushion that looked like a soft heap of living 

roses, and overhung by a canopy of sunlight which Circe knew how to weave into drapery. The enchantress 

took Ulysses by the hand, and made him sit down upon this dazzling throne. Then, clapping her hands, she 

summoned the chief butler. 

"Bring hither," said she, "the goblet that is set apart for kings to drink out of. And fill it with the same 

delicious wine which my royal brother, King Aetes, praised so highly, when he last visited me with my fair 

daughter Medea. That good and amiable child! Were she now here, it would delight her to see me offering 

this wine to my honored guest." 

But Ulysses, while the butler was gone for the wine, held the snow-white flower to his nose. 

"Is it a wholesome wine?" he asked. 

At this the four maidens tittered; whereupon the enchantress looked round at them, with an aspect of severity. 

"It is the wholesomest juice that ever was squeezed out of the grape," said she; "for, instead of disguising a 

man, as other liquor is apt to do, it brings him to his true self, and shows him as he ought to be." 

The chief butler liked nothing better than to see people turned into swine, or making any kind of a beast of 

themselves; so he made haste to bring the royal goblet, filled with a liquid as bright as gold, and which kept 

sparkling upward, and throwing a sunny spray over the brim. But, delightfully as the wine looked, it was 

mingled with the most potent enchantments that Circe knew how to concoct. For every drop of the pure grape 
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juice there were two drops of the pure mischief; and the danger of the thing was, that the mischief made it 

taste all the better. The mere smell of the bubbles, which effervesced at the brim, was enough to turn a man's 

beard into pig's bristles, or make a lion's claws grow out of his fingers, or a fox's brush behind him. 

"Drink, my noble guest," said Circe, smiling, as she presented him with the goblet. "You will find in this 

draught a solace for all your troubles." 

King Ulysses took the goblet with his right hand, while with his left he held the snow-white flower to his 

nostrils, and drew in so long a breath that his lungs were quite filled with its pure and simple fragrance. Then, 

drinking off all the wine, he looked the enchantress calmly in the face. 

"Wretch," cried Circe, giving him a smart stroke with her wand, "how dare you keep your human shape a 

moment longer! Take the form of the brute whom you most resemble. If a hog, go join your fellow-swine in 

the sty; if a lion, a wolf, a tiger, go howl with the wild beasts on the lawn; if a fox, go exercise your craft in 

stealing poultry. Thou hast quaffed off my wine, and canst be man no longer." 

But, such was the virtue of the snow-white flower, instead of wallowing down from his throne in swinish 

shape, or taking any other brutal form, Ulysses looked even more manly and king-like than before. He gave 

the magic goblet a toss, and sent it clashing over the marble floor to the farthest end of the saloon. Then, 

drawing his sword, he seized the enchantress by her beautiful ringlets, and made a gesture as if he meant to 

strike off her head at one blow. 

"Wicked Circe," cried he, in a terrible voice, "this sword shall put an end to thy enchant meets. Thou shalt die, 

vile wretch, and do no more mischief in the world, by tempting human beings into the vices which make 

beasts of them." 

The tone and countenance of Ulysses were so awful, and his sword gleamed so brightly, and seemed to have 

so intolerably keen an edge, that Circe was almost killed by the mere fright, without waiting for a blow. The 

chief butler scrambled out of the saloon, picking up the golden goblet as he went; and the enchantress and the 

four maidens fell on their knees, wringing their hands, and screaming for mercy. 

"Spare me!" cried Circe. "Spare me, royal and wise Ulysses. For now I know that thou art he of whom 

Quicksilver forewarned me, the most prudent of mortals, against whom no enchantments can prevail. Thou 

only couldst have conquered Circe. Spare me, wisest of men. I will show thee true hospitality, and even give 

myself to be thy slave, and this magnificent palace to be henceforth thy home." 

The four nymphs, meanwhile, were making a most piteous ado; and especially the ocean nymph, with the sea-

green hair, wept a great deal of salt water, and the fountain nymph, besides scattering dewdrops from her 

fingers' ends, nearly melted away into tears. But Ulysses would not be pacified until Circe had taken a solemn 

oath to change back his companions, and as many others as he should direct, from their present forms of beast 

or bird into their former shapes of men. 

"On these conditions," said he, "I consent to spare your life. Otherwise you must die upon the spot." 
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With a drawn sword hanging over her, the enchantress would readily have consented to do as much good as 

she had hitherto done mischief, however little she might like such employment. She therefore led Ulysses out 

of the back entrance of the palace, and showed him the swine in their sty. There were about fifty of these 

unclean beasts in the whole herd; and though the greater part were hogs by birth and education, there was 

wonderfully little difference to be seen betwixt them and their new brethren, who had so recently worn the 

human shape. To speak critically, indeed, the latter rather carried the thing to excess, and seemed to make it a 

point to wallow in the miriest part of the sty, and otherwise to outdo the original swine in their own natural 

vocation. When men once turn to brutes, the trifle of man's wit that remains in them adds tenfold to their 

brutality. 

The comrades of Ulysses, however, had not quite lost the remembrance of having formerly stood erect. When 

he approached the sty, two and twenty enormous swine separated themselves from the herd, and scampered 

towards him, with such a chorus of horrible squealing as made him clap both hands to his ears. And yet they 

did not seem to know what they wanted, nor whether they were merely hungry, or miserable from some other 

cause. It was curious, in the midst of their distress, to observe them thrusting their noses into the mire, in 

quest of something to eat. The nymph with the bodice of oaken bark (she was the hamadryad of an oak) threw 

a handful of acorns among them; and the two and twenty hogs scrambled and fought for the prize, as if they 

had tasted not so much as a noggin of sour milk for a twelvemonth. 

"These must certainly be my comrades," said Ulysses. "I recognize their dispositions. They are hardly worth 

the trouble of changing them into the human form again. Nevertheless, we will have it done, lest their bad 

example should corrupt the other hogs. Let them take their original shapes, therefore, Dame Circe, if your 

skill is equal to the task. It will require greater magic, I trow, than it did to make swine of them." 

So Circe waved her wand again, and repeated a few magic words, at the sound of which the two and twenty 

hogs pricked up their pendulous ears. It was a wonder to behold how their snouts grew shorter and shorter, 

and their mouths (which they seemed to be sorry for, because they could not gobble so expeditiously) smaller 

and smaller, and how one and another began to stand upon his hind legs, and scratch his nose with his fore 

trotters. At first the spectators hardly knew whether to call them hogs or men, but by and by came to the 

conclusion that they rather resembled the latter. Finally, there stood the twenty-two comrades of Ulysses, 

looking pretty much the same as when they left the vessel. 

You must not imagine, however, that the swinish quality had entirely gone out of them. When once it fastens 

itself into a person's character, it is very difficult getting rid of it. This was proved by the hamadryad, who, 

being exceedingly fond of mischief, threw another handful of acorns before the twenty- two newly-restored 

people; whereupon down they wallowed in a moment, and gobbled them up in a very shameful way. Then, 

recollecting themselves, they scrambled to their feet, and looked more than commonly foolish. 

"Thanks, noble Ulysses!" they cried. "From brute beasts you have restored us to the condition of men again." 

"Do not put yourselves to the trouble of thanking me," said the wise king. "I fear I have done but little for 

you." 

To say the truth, there was a suspicious kind of a grunt in their voices, and, for a long time afterwards, they 

spoke gruffly, and were apt to set up a squeal. 
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"It must depend on your own future behavior," added Ulysses, "whether you do not find your way back to the 

sty." 

At this moment, the note of a bird sounded from the branch of a neighboring tree. 

"Peep, peep, pe--wee--e!" 

It was the purple bird, who, all this while, had been sitting over their heads, watching what was going 

forward, and hoping that Ulysses would remember how he had done his utmost to keep him and his followers 

out of harm's way. Ulysses ordered Circe instantly to make a king of this good little fowl, and leave him 

exactly as she found him. Hardly were the words spoken, and before the bird had time to utter another "pe--

weep," King Picus leaped down from the bough of a tree, as majestic a sovereign as any in the world, dressed 

in a long purple robe and gorgeous yellow stockings, with a splendidly wrought collar about his neck, and a 

golden crown upon his head. He and King Ulysses exchanged with one another the courtesies which belong to 

their elevated rank. But from that time forth, King Picus was no longer proud of his crown and his trappings 

of royalty, nor of the fact of his being a king; he felt himself merely the upper servant of his people, and that it 

must be his life-long labor to make them better and happier. 

As for the lions, tigers, and wolves (though Circe would have restored them to their former shapes at his 

slightest word), Ulysses thought it advisable that they should remain as they now were, and thus give warning 

of their cruel dispositions, instead of going about under the guise of men, and pretending to human 

sympathies, while their hearts had the blood- thirstiness of wild beasts. So he let them howl as much as they 

liked, but never troubled his head about them. And, when everything was settled according to his pleasure, he 

sent to summon the remainder of his comrades, whom he had left at the sea-shore. These being arrived, with 

the prudent Eurylochus at their head, they all made themselves comfortable in Circe's enchanted palace, until 

quite rested and refreshed from the toils and hardships of their voyage. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/nathaniel-hawthorne/short-story/circes-palace 
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The Soul of an Octopus: How One of Earth’s Most Alien Creatures Illuminates the Wonders of 

Consciousness 

“While stroking an octopus, it is easy to fall into reverie. To share such a moment of deep tranquility with 

another being, especially one as different from us as the octopus, is a humbling privilege… an uplink to 

universal consciousness.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

“Despite centuries of investigation by everyone from natural historians, psychologists, and psychiatrists, to 

ethicists, neuroscientists, and philosophers, there is still no universal definition of emotion or consciousness,” 

Laurel Braitman wrote in her terrific exploration of the mental lives of animals. Virginia Woolf defined 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/06/10/animal-madness-laurel-braitman/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1451697716/braipick-20
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consciousness as “a wave in the mind,” but even if we’re able to ride the wave, we hardly know the ocean out 

of which it arises. 

During my annual visit to NPR’s Science Friday to discuss my choices for the year’s best science books, my 

co-guest — science writer extraordinaire Deborah Blum — mentioned a fascinating book that had slipped my 

readerly tentacles, one that addresses this abiding question of consciousness with unparalleled rigor and 

grace: The Soul of an Octopus: A Surprising Exploration into the Wonder of Consciousness (public 

library) by naturalist, writer, and documentary filmmaker Sy Montgomery. 

North Pacific Giant Octopus by photographer Mark Laita from his project Sea 

Montgomery begins with a seemingly simple premise. The octopus is a creature magnificently dissimilar to us 

— it can change shape and color, tastes with its skin, has its mouth in its armpit, and is capable of squeezing 

its entire body through a hole the size of an apple. And since we humans experience reality in profoundly 

different ways from one another, based on our individual consciousnesses, then the octopus must be 

inhabiting an altogether different version of what we call reality. 

The constellation of complexities comprising this difference, Montgomery reveals over the course of this 

miraculously insightful and enchanting book, expands our understanding of consciousness and sheds light on 

the very notion of what we call a “soul.” 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/10/23/virginia-woolf-a-wave-in-the-mind/
http://www.sciencefriday.com/segments/the-best-science-books-of-2015/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/12/11/best-science-books-2015
http://www.amazon.com/Deborah-Blum/e/B000AQ3O3E/ref=sr_tc_2_0?qid=1449161807&sr=1-2-ent?tag=braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1451697716/braipick-20
http://www.worldcat.org/title/soul-of-an-octopus-a-surprising-exploration-into-the-wonder-of-consciousness/oclc/883148118&referer=brief_results
http://www.worldcat.org/title/soul-of-an-octopus-a-surprising-exploration-into-the-wonder-of-consciousness/oclc/883148118&referer=brief_results
https://www.brainpickings.org/2011/10/17/mark-laita-sea/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/08/12/on-looking-eleven-walks-with-expert-eyes/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/08/12/on-looking-eleven-walks-with-expert-eyes/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2011/10/17/mark-laita-sea/
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Art from Cephalopod Atlas, 1909. (Available as a print and as a face mask, benefitting The Nature 

Conservancy.) 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/03/03/cephalopod-atlas-carl-chun/
https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663643_print?sku=s6-13477919p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/brainpicker/collection/vintage-science-face-masks?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663643_print?sku=s6-13477919p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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She writes: 

More than half a billion years ago, the lineage that would lead to octopuses and the one leading to humans 

separated. Was it possible, I wondered, to reach another mind on the other side of that divide? Octopuses 

represent the great mystery of the Other. 

Among the pitfalls of the human condition is our tendency to see otherness as a source of dread rather than an 

invitation to friendly curiosity. The octopus, as the ultimate Other, has a long history of epitomizing this 

inclination and sparking our primal fear of the unknown. Montgomery cites one particularly emblematic 

depiction from Victor Hugo’s novel Toilers of the Sea: 

The spectre lies upon you; the tiger can only devour you; the devil-fish, horrible, sucks your life-blood 

away… The muscles swell, the fibres of the body are contorted, the skin cracks under the loathsome 

oppression, the blood spurts out and mingles horribly with the lymph of the monster, which clings to the 

victim with innumerable hideous mouths… 

Setting out to “defend the octopus against centuries of character assassination,” Montgomery notes that 

octopuses have highly individual personalities and can exhibit marked curiosity — faculties we tend to think 

of as singularly human. Even their motives for friendliness and unfriendliness, far from the baseless brutality 

of depictions like Hugo’s, parallel our own: 

In one study, Seattle Aquarium biologist Roland Anderson exposed eight giant Pacific octopuses to two 

unfamiliar humans, dressed identically in blue aquarium uniforms. One person consistently fed a particular 

octopus, and another always touched it with a bristly stick. Within a week, at first sight of the people — 

looking up at them through the water, without even touching or tasting them — most of the octopuses moved 

toward the feeder and away from the irritator. Sometimes the octopus would aim its water-shooting funnel, 

the siphon near the side of the head with which an octopus jets through the sea, at the person who had touched 

it with the bristly stick. 

Surely, a skeptic might argue that this is more instinct than “consciousness.” But Montgomery goes on to 

outline a number of strikingly specific and context-considered behaviors indicating that octopuses are 

animated by complex conscious experiences — things we tend to term “thoughts” and “feelings” in the 

human realm — that upend our delusions of exceptionalism. Lest we forget, we have a long history of 

bolstering those delusions by putting other species down, much like petty egotists try to make themselves feel 

big by making other people feel small — even Jane Goodall contended with dismissal and ridicule when she 

first suggested that chimpanzees have consciousness. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2010/09/07/what-does-it-mean-to-be-human/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/03/24/jane-goodall-science-friday-blank-on-blank/
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Art from Cephalopod Atlas, 1909. (Available as a print and as a face mask, benefitting The Nature 

Conservancy.) 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/03/03/cephalopod-atlas-carl-chun/
https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663645_print?sku=s6-13477923p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/brainpicker/collection/vintage-science-face-masks?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663645_print?sku=s6-13477923p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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But beyond intellectual considerations of this weird and wonderful creature’s inner life, Montgomery points 

to the physical, bodily presence with an octopus as a transcendent experience in its own right — one that pulls 

into question our most basic assumptions about consciousness: 

While stroking an octopus, it is easy to fall into reverie. To share such a moment of deep tranquility with 

another being, especially one as different from us as the octopus, is a humbling privilege. It’s a shared 

sweetness, a gentle miracle, an uplink to universal consciousness. 

Indeed, the book’s greatest reward isn’t the fascinating science — although that is riveting and ablaze with 

rigor — but Montgomery’s bewitching prose, pouring from the soul of a literary naturalist who paints the 

marvels of the ocean’s depths like Thoreau did the marvels of the New England woods. Finding herself 

“drunk with strange splendors” as she beholds the marine world’s “parade of wonders,” Montgomery writes: 

A splendid toadfish hides beneath a rock. Once thought to live only in Cozumel, it’s pancake flat, with thin, 

wavy, horizontal blue and white stripes, Day-Glo yellow fins, and whiskery barbels. A four-foot nurse shark 

sleeps beneath a coral shelf, peaceful as a prayer. A trumpet fish, yellow with dark stripes, floats with its long, 

tubular snout down, trying to blend in with some branching coral… A school of iridescent pink and yellow 

fish slide by inches from our masks, then wheel in unison like birds in the sky. 

I have known no natural state more like a dream than this. I feel elation cresting into ecstasy and experience 

bizarre sensations: my own breath resonates in my skull, faraway sounds thump in my chest, objects appear 

closer and larger than they really are. Like in a dream, the impossible unfolds before me, and yet I accept it 

unquestioningly. Beneath the water, I find myself in an altered state of consciousness, where the focus, range, 

and clarity of perception are dramatically changed. 

Suddenly acutely aware that the octopuses she has met and come to love on her expeditions experience this 

dizzying otherworldliness as their basic backdrop of existence, she considers the limited array of sensations 

and perceptions that we’ve come to accept as the whole or reality: 

The ocean, for me, is what LSD was to Timothy Leary. He claimed the hallucinogen is to reality what a 

microscope is to biology, affording a perception of reality that was not before accessible. Shamans and 

seekers eat mushrooms, drink potions, lick toads, inhale smoke, and snort snuff to transport their minds to 

realms they cannot normally experience. 

[…] 

In my scuba-induced altered state, I’m not in the grip of a drug: I am lucid in my immersion, voluntarily 

becoming part of what feels like the ocean’s own dream. 

Out of this perspective-shifting consideration arises Montgomery’s most profound inquiry. Sitting in a 

Tahitian temple dedicated to the spirit of the octopus, where one of her expeditions has taken her, she 

wonders: 
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What is the soul? Some say it is the self, the “I” that inhabits the body; without the soul, the body is like a 

lightbulb with no electricity. But it is more than the engine of life, say others; it is what gives life meaning and 

purpose. Soul is the fingerprint of God. 

Others say that soul is our innermost being, the thing that gives us our senses, our intelligence, our emotions, 

our desires, our will, our personality, and identity. One calls soul “the indwelling consciousness that watches 

the mind come and go, that watches the world pass.” Perhaps none of these definitions is true. Perhaps all of 

them are. But I am certain of one thing as I sit in my pew: If I have a soul — and I think I do — an octopus 

has a soul, too. 

This, no doubt, is what Alan Watts meant when he asserted that “Life and Reality are not things you can have 

for yourself unless you accord them to all others.” 

The Soul of an Octopus is an astoundingly beautiful read in its entirety, at once scientifically illuminating 

and deeply poetic, and is indeed a worthy addition to the best science books of the year. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/12/14/the-soul-of-an-octopus-sy-

montgomery/?mc_cid=9608ce4f3c&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/01/06/alan-watts-reality/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/01/06/alan-watts-reality/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1451697716/braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/12/11/best-science-books-2015
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/12/14/the-soul-of-an-octopus-sy-montgomery/?mc_cid=9608ce4f3c&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/12/14/the-soul-of-an-octopus-sy-montgomery/?mc_cid=9608ce4f3c&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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Still Farther South Poe and Pym’s Suggestive Symmetries 

By John Tresch 

In 1838, as the United States began its Exploring Expedition to the South Seas, Edgar Allan Poe published a 

novel that masqueraded as a travelogue. John Tresch guides us along this strange trip southward, following 

the pull of its unfathomable mysteries. 

June 16, 2021 

 

Detail from an 1853 pilot chart of the South Pacific, drawn by Matthew Fontaine Maury — Source. 

https://publicdomainreview.org/contributors#john-tresch
https://bibliotecavirtual.defensa.gob.es/BVMDefensa/i18n/consulta/registro.do?id=66671
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In May, 1837, the U.S. economy screeched to a halt; the panic struck. Martin Van Buren had inherited an 

impending disaster. Interest rates in England had recently risen and cotton prices plunged. The nation 

plummeted into seven years of stagnation. 

All the while, Edgar Allan Poe worked with a focus sharpened by hunger. Years earlier, when Poe wrote to 

editors in hopes of publishing Tales of the Folio Club — each written in a distinct style, exaggerating the 

conventions and clichés of established genres and authors, often uproariously — he was warned that there was 

little public appetite for story collections.1 James Kirke Paulding, a reviewer for Harper & Brothers, said 

Americans preferred works “in which a single and connected story occupies the whole volume”.2 

Poe took the advice. In late 1836, still in Richmond, Virginia, he began a seafaring novel inspired by 

Robinson Crusoe, with a hero whose name echoed his own: Arthur Gordon Pym. Poe’s novel would draw on 

popular excitement for a national scientific venture: a government-sponsored expedition to the South Seas. 

The project had been sparked by the lecturer J. N. Reynolds, who had been seized by the “hollow earth” 

theory of John Cleves Symmes, the “Newton of the West”.3 

Symmes, a former army officer who moved between Kentucky, Missouri, and Ohio, believed that the surface 

of the earth was the outermost of five concentric spheres; its poles were flat and open, and one might travel 

smoothly from its extreme north or south into the globe’s interior. Lit and heated by reflected light, the inner 

surface of the outer sphere (and the four smaller spheres it contained) was, Symmes contended, a “warm and 

rich land, stocked with thrifty vegetables and animals”.4 Declaring the chemist Humphry Davy and naturalist 

Alexander von Humboldt his “protectors”, he called for “one hundred brave companions” to depart with him 

“with Reindeer and slays” from Siberia across “the ice of the frozen sea” and into the earth.5 Reynolds, a 

captivating speaker, joined Symmes on a lecture tour and argued that the U.S. government should sponsor an 

expedition to test the theory. 

 

A “tabular iceberg” from Charles Erskine’s Twenty Years Before the Mast, his reminiscences of participating 

in the U.S. Exploring Expedition, under the command of Charles Wilkes — Source. 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn1
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn2
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn3
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn4
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn5
https://archive.org/details/twentyyearsbefor00ersk/page/108/mode/2up
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Symmes’ proposed polar entrance to his hollow earth, an illustration of which appeared in an 1882 edition 

of Harper’s New Monthly Magazine. Already, by the 1880s, it was possible for the article’s author to write: 

“Who Symmes was, and exactly what his theory is, seem to be definitely understood by but few people” 

— Source. 

When Reynolds later spoke on the topic to Congress — having abandoned Symmes’ theory, but not his 

interest in an expedition to the South Seas — Poe took up the cause in the Southern Literary 

Messenger.6 Nothing less than “national dignity and honor” were at stake, he wrote. The United States was 

called to the world’s store of knowledge: “As long as there is mind to act upon matter, the realms of science 

must be enlarged; and nature and her laws be better understood, and more understandingly applied”. An 

expedition would boost U.S. trade in whale oil, sealskins, sandalwood, and feathers. It should include a “corps 

of scientific men, imbued with the love of science”, to correct navigational charts and “collect, preserve, and 

arrange every thing valuable” in natural history and anthropology. They would document “man in his physical 

https://archive.org/details/harpersnew65various/page/740/mode/2up?view=theater
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn6
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and mental powers, in his manners, habits, disposition, and social and political relations”, studying languages 

to trace human origins “from the early families of the old world”. 

By early 1837, Poe had moved to New York, where his income appeared to be nearly non-existent; he 

survived thanks to the care of his aunt and mother-in-law, Maria Clemm, who managed a boarding house. 

That June, before the full consequences of the economic crash were realized, Harper & Brothers registered a 

copyright for Poe’s novel. This “single and connected story” wove Poe’s excitement about the Exploring 

Expedition together with his investigations into the decipherment of ancient languages. Packed with shocking 

passages and ominous imagery, it teased readers with revelations while throwing mystifying obstacles in their 

way. 

Strange Trip 

The Narrative of Arthur Gordon Pym of Nantucket was published in 1838.7 Its title page was taken up by an 

outrageous 107-word subtitle, promising the “details of mutiny and atrocious butchery on board the american 

brig grampus, on her way to the south seas, in the month of june, 1827”, followed by a “shipwreck and 

subsequent horrible sufferings”, “deliverance”, “the massacre of her crew”, a visit to islands in “the eighty-

fourth parallel of southern latitude”, and finally, “incredible adventures and discoveries still farther south”. 

One reviewer asked, “What say you, reader, to that for a title page?”8 The page didn’t mention Poe, or that the 

book was a work of fiction — suggesting that Poe intended the book to be taken, at least at first glance, as a 

genuine travel account. 

Adding to the Narrative’s verisimilitude were its precise details about currents, weather, and creatures of the 

sea and air. It closely resembled first-person voyage accounts — an extremely popular genre. It drew on 

Reynolds’ Potomac voyage and its details on the whaling trade (Reynolds’ Mocha Dick would later catch 

Herman Melville’s attention).9 Pym’s publication was timed to capitalize on excitement about the South Seas 

Exploring Expedition setting sail in August, which the narrator hoped would “verify some of the most 

important and most improbable of my statements”.10 The first edition also included notices of other Harper & 

Brothers books — travel accounts, histories, and biographies — encouraging readers to see the book in their 

hands as a truthful account of facts and actual experiences. 

In that case, its author would be “Arthur Gordon Pym”.11 Yet Poe had published the first chapters the 

previous year in the Messenger as fiction, signed “Edgar A. Poe”. 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn7
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn8
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn9
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn10
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn11
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Arthur Gordon Pym, as imagined by an uncredited illustrator, from an 1884 edition of the novel — Source. 

https://archive.org/details/prosetalessecond00poee/page/n290/mode/1up
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To explain the contradiction, the preface (signed by “A. G. Pym”) claimed that after an “extraordinary series 

of adventures in the South Sea”, “Pym” met “several gentlemen in Richmond” who urged him to publish. 

“Pym” refused, thinking that the events of his journey were “so positively marvelous” that readers would take 

them as “an impudent and ingenious fiction”. 

But “Mr. Poe, lately editor of the Southern Literary Messenger”, persuaded him that even if the narrative were 

rough, “its very uncouthness, if there were any, would give it all the better chance of being received as truth”. 

“Pym” agreed to tell his story, on the condition that “Poe” would transcribe and publish it “under the garb of 

fiction” hence its appearance in the Messenger. Yet despite the “air of fable” that “Poe” gave the account, 

many readers believed it. “Pym” grew convinced that the facts of his journey, if plainly reported, “would 

prove of such a nature as to carry with them sufficient evidence of their own authenticity”. He would tell his 

tale as it happened, in his “own name”. 

After this mad squabble between “Pym” and “Poe” about the best means of convincing readers of the truth, 

the story began calmly enough: “My name is Arthur Gordon Pym. My father was a respectable trader in sea-

stores at Nantucket, where I was born.”12 Pym, aged seventeen, sets out one night after a party with his close 

friend Augustus for a “spree” in a tiny sailboat, the Ariel. They are nearly crushed by a large brig, 

the Penguin, which returns to save them. 

Pym lets Augustus talk him into another voyage. He stows away below deck on Augustus’ father’s whaler, 

the Grampus, with a copy of the account of Lewis and Clark’s expedition to keep him occupied. He nearly 

suffocates in the “dismal and disgusting labyrinths of the hold”, while above board is a mutiny. Helped by the 

half-Indian, half-European Dirk Peters and another sailor Richard Parker, Arthur and Augustus overtake the 

mutineers, playing on their superstitions. A storm ravages the ship; starving, they resort to cannibalism, 

drawing lots in a “fearsome speculation” that leaves Parker as the feast. Augustus dies; only Pym and Peters 

remain. 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn12
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Abstract composition by Valentijn Edgar Van Uytvanck, 1918 — Source. 

http://hdl.handle.net/10934/RM0001.COLLECT.218426
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Rescued by a passing schooner from Liverpool, the Jane Guy, they sail farther south than any previous 

Europeans. They land on the island of Tsalal, whose natives are entirely black — clothing, skin, hair, and 

teeth — and are fascinated and horrified by the white skins and sails of the Europeans, at which they cry out, 

“Tekeli-li!” Seeing an opportunity for “profitable speculation”, Captain Guy sets up a market, trading 

European trinkets for edible sea creatures which abound on the island. All goes well for the would-be 

colonizers until the Tsalalians lure the sailors into a trap, burying them in a deadly avalanche. 

Once again, Pym and Peters are their ship’s only survivors, hiding in the hills. Hunger forces them down 

through the black granite chasms of the island, which trace a strange path, like letters, which Pym records. On 

one wall of a cavern they also find engraved “indentures” that resemble a pointing human. They escape the 

island in a small canoe, taking a Tsalalian with them. As they paddle furiously away, the vessel is pulled “still 

farther south”. The air grows warm and the sea turns milky; white birds fill the sky, crying, “Tekeli-li!” The 

current increases and white ash falls on their boat. Before them appears a great white waterfall that they 

approach with “hideous velocity”. 

The Tsalalian dies of fear as the darkness of the sky “materially increased, relieved only by the glare of the 

water thrown back from the white curtain before us”.13 As they rush toward the waterfall, “a chasm threw 

itself open to receive us. But there arose in our pathway a shrouded human figure, very far larger in its 

proportions than any dweller among men. And the hue of the skin of the figure was of the perfect whiteness of 

the snow”. There — suddenly, bewilderingly — Pym’s narrative ends. 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn13
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An illustration from Jules Verne’s essay “Edgard Poë et ses oeuvres” (Edgar Poe and his works), drawn by 

Frederic Lix or Yan’ Dargent. Here we see seabirds and the large, shrouded figure from the end 

of Pym — Source. 

A mischievous “Note” closes the book, just as the preface opened it, explaining that Pym returned to the 

United States, and died, and that “Mr. Poe” “has declined the task” of reconstructing the final chapters of 

Pym’s voyage.14 

The author of this final “Note” — neither “Pym” nor “Poe” — tentatively suggests an interpretation of the 

carved markings on Tsalal. In Egyptian, Arabic, and Ethiopian letters they appear to spell out “shady”; 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:%27Edgard_Po%C3%AB_et_ses_oeuvres%27_by_Lix_and_Dargent_6.jpg
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn14
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“white”; and “the region of the South”. The “Note” concludes with a mysterious, quasi-biblical utterance: “I 

have graven it within the hills, and my vengeance upon the dust within the rock.” 

 

Figure 1 “gives the general outlines of the chasm”; Figure 2 represents “another lofty chamber, similar to the 

one we had left in every respect but longitudinal form”; Figure 3 is a third chasm, “precisely like the first, 

except in its longitudinal shape”; Figure 4 are the “indentures”: the leftmost indenture Pym describes as 

coming to resemble, “with a very slight exertion of the imagination”, “ a human figure standing erect, with 

outstretched arm”. Figure 5 is a drawing of “the two triangular holes of great depth”, discovered in the third 

chasm — Source. 

Pym’s ending — the “hieroglyphs” in the black chasms, the white figure in the “chasm” of spray and mist, the 

sudden break in the action, and the note announcing Pym’s return and death — provides more questions than 

answers. It was Pym who urged Captain Guy to push toward the South Pole: “So tempting an opportunity of 

solving the great problem in regard to an Antarctic continent had never yet been afforded”.15 Though he 

regretted the “unfortunate and bloody events” that resulted from this advice — the massacre of dozens of 

natives and the Jane Guy’s entire crew — he was pleased to have aided in “opening to the eye of science one 

of the most intensely exciting secrets which has ever engrossed its attention”. Riddled with ambiguities, 

Pym’s tale was about the quest for discovery and its costs. 

 

 

https://archive.org/details/narrativgord00poerich/page/192/mode/thumb
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn15
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An Inventory of Altered States 

Even though detective fiction didn’t yet exist — Poe would invent the genre three years later — Pym’s bizarre 

events gave readers endless puzzles to solve. The book’s last paragraph, on the writing in Tsalal’s chasms, 

explicitly invited a variety of interpretations. “Conclusions such as these”, it read, “open a wide field for 

speculation and exciting conjecture”. Its call for a “minute philological scrutiny” of the ancient words 

“written in the windings” of the chasms suggested that the entire book could be studied just as closely.16 

For example, readers might seek a natural cause for the “whiteout” of the ending: perhaps the sailors are 

funneled into the hole predicted by Symmes’ “hollow earth”. Perhaps the “white figure” is an optical illusion, 

the distorted image of an approaching ship — perhaps the very same ship, the Penguin, that saves Pym and 

Augustus at the book’s beginning.17 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn16
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn17
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“There Arose In Our Pathway A Shrouded Human Figure”, an illustration by A. D. McCormick for an 1898 

edition of Pym — Source. 

https://babel.hathitrust.org/cgi/pt?id=mdp.39015000548225&view=1up&seq=291
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Or perhaps Poe meant readers to see the white figure as an encounter with divine truth, as in the book of 

Revelation’s “vision of the seven candlesticks” with its figure with “hair of white wool”.18 The story might 

have held a political commentary: some critics have seen in the extreme polarization of black and white in 

“the region of the South” an allegory of a natural basis for slavery or a reference to the biblical curse of Noah 

against the descendents of Ham; others read the Tsalalians’ deadly rebellion as a warning of slavery’s likely 

consequence. 

The book explicitly addressed the slipperiness of interpretation: “In no affairs of mere prejudice, pro or con, 

do we deduce inferences with entire certainty, even from the most simple data”. For his descriptions of optical 

illusions, Poe drew on David Brewster’s Letters on Natural Magic. Pym experiences mirages, the visual 

distortions of twilight, and possibly, with the voyage’s closing image, “the Specter of the Brocken” — the 

vision of one’s own shadow as a giant when projected against a distant surface.19 Pym also confirms 

Brewster’s overall message, highlighting the power of optical tricks to manipulate naive believers. Dressing 

up as a corpse to play on the “superstitious terrors and guilty conscience” of the mutineers, Pym himself is 

“seized with a violent tremor” when he looks in a mirror; the first mate dies at the sight of what he takes for a 

ghost.20 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn18
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn19
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn20
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Camille Flammarion’s illustration of the Brocken specter, from L’atmosphère météorologie populaire (1888) 

— Source. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Flammarion_Le_Spectre_du_Brocken_.jpg
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The book underlined the unreliability of the senses by taking readers through an inventory of altered states of 

mind. As Pym suffocates below deck, he dreams of serpents, demons, and deserts; starving on the wrecked 

ship, he drifts into “a state of partial insensibility” with visions of “green trees, waving meadows of ripe grain, 

processions of dancing girls, troops of cavalry, and other phantasies.” His first adventure on board the small 

boat Ariel (the name of the magician Prospero’s familiar in The Tempest) establishes a narcoleptic rhythm in 

which Pym drops into a trance or visionary state, then staggers back into consciousness. 

Repeatedly taking readers from false appearances to an underlying reality, Poe showed how material 

conditions — intoxication, hunger, expectation — affect states of mind. This psychological emphasis added a 

probing, philosophical dimension to the “explained gothic” novels of Ann Radcliffe and Horace Walpole. Yet 

much as in De Quincey’s Confessions, in Pym truth was a moving target.21 “It is utterly useless to form 

conjectures”, he noted, “where all is involved, and will, no doubt, remain for ever involved, in the most 

appalling and unfathomable mystery.” Every appearance might hide a contrasting underlying reality, while 

that reality’s causes remained shrouded in doubt. Illusions and unreliable revelations pull Pym and the reader 

along, through a fever dream of signs and wonders, collapses, burials, and recoveries. 

Writing Backward 

Poe always took great care with his writings’ typography and physical layout — their visible 

“composition”.22 Just as he wrote his manuscripts in a precise, minute, and regular hand that resembled type, 

he worked closely with printers and typesetters. The eye-catching typographical layout of Pym’s title page 

seems to call out for decipherment, suggesting some meaning to its visual appearance. A copy of the French 

translation of Pym appears reflected in a mirror in a 1937 painting by René Magritte — an artist obsessed with 

the relations between images, words, and things; the suggestive symmetries of Poe’s original title page invite 

a closer look. 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn21
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn22
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René Magritte, La Reproduction interdite (Not to Be Reproduced), 1937 — Source (not public domain). 

https://www.moma.org/audio/playlist/180/2381
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The eight words of the main title float above the denser, smaller type of the subtitle. If you look with eyes 

slightly unfocused — or askance — you can see the title forming a half circle, mirrored by the tapering, 

slightly rounded cluster of text below. The title and the first part of the subtitle appear to form the two 

hemispheres of a globe: the upper mostly white, the lower mostly black. The eye is pulled downward, “STILL 

FARTHER SOUTH”, funneling with some bumps down to the publisher and date — the record of the book’s 

birth. This brief visual voyage anticipates the route the story will trace toward the bottom of the earth and, 

perhaps, to a receding point of origin — right off the page. 
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Title page from the 1838 Harper & Brothers first-edition of Arthur Gordon Pym — Source. 

https://archive.org/details/narrativgord00poerich/page/n8/mode/1up
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Now look again. Can you see the four lines of the title forming two rows of sails, with the subtitle clustered 

below as the hull of a boat? Imagine a straight line drawn parallel to the line formed by the words “EIGHTY-

FOURTH PARALLEL OF SOUTHERN LATITUDE”: you can then see the next clusters of words repeat, on 

a smaller scale, and upside down, the shape of the blocks of text above. Now we see a boat and its reflection, 

along with its sails, as if from a distance across a shimmering sea: an apt illustration for the maritime 

adventures about to unfold, as well as their doublings, inversions, and illusions.23 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn23
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Title page from the 1838 Harper & Brothers first-edition of Arthur Gordon Pym — Source. 

https://archive.org/details/narrativgord00poerich/page/n8/mode/1up
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Symmetry and inversion were deeply engraved in Pym.24 As Poe knew from experience, setting pages for 

print required a typesetter to line up letters and words in a composing stick — in reverse order. This meant 

writing and reading backward — a mirror effect that could easily go wrong, through misrecognizing or 

transposing a letter. 

Poe built this symmetry and reversal into Pym’s structure. Its twenty-five chapters divide neatly in half, 

folding back upon themselves. Events in the first twelve chapters mirror those at the same distance from the 

center in the last twelve. In the middle paragraph of chapter 13 — the center of the book’s central chapter — 

the Grampus crosses the equator, Pym’s best friend, Augustus, dies, and the vessel flips over. The 

cannibalistic feast of the previous chapter — a horrific parody of the Last Supper — is echoed in the chapter 

that follows, with the ship’s departure from Christmas Harbor and Pym’s symbolic rebirth. Where before they 

drifted above the equator, starving, now they drift below the equator among islands with plentiful food. 

Likewise, the mutiny on the Grampus parallels the revolt on Tsalal, and the doomed voyage in the 

small Ariel at the beginning is echoed in the canoe voyage at the end. 

The book as a whole embodies the rhetorical figure of chiasmus, where elements of a phrase are repeated in 

reverse order — for example, “say what you mean and mean what you say”.25 The editor’s “Note” suggested 

a meaning for the shapes traced by Tsalal’s chasms — images of a journey that may form words, while the 

title page contained words that may form images of a journey.26 The first and last pages enwrap the verbal 

voyage between them. 

The book’s ominous pairings hint at hidden truths about the malleable nature of reality. At the start, Pym 

speaks of the perverse wishes that drive him to sea, visions of “shipwreck and famine; of death or captivity 

among barbarian hordes”. In its parallel, final chapter, as he hangs from a cliff and imagines himself letting 

go, he “found these fancies creating their own realities, and all imagined horrors crowding upon me in 

fact.”27 By that point, his grisly visions have indeed come true; his “fancies” have created “their own 

realities”. It is as if in the second half of the book Pym were walking through the exaggerated projections of 

his mind. He meets his own thoughts and fantasies, but magnified, turned upside down, fused with the 

landscape — as if passed through a warped mirror, a kaleidoscope, a camera obscura, or a magic lantern.28 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn24
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn25
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn26
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn27
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn28
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A twelve-hole camera obscura from Mario Bettini’s 1642 Apiaria Universae Philosophiae 

Mathematicae — Source. 

Like a natural theologian, Pym seeks evidence of a divine design or providential plan behind his experiences. 

He doubts, for instance, that the “chain of apparent miracles” on Tsalal could be “altogether the work of 

nature”, hinting that they might be divinely wrought. Yet no unambiguous revelation is at hand. In the central 

chapter, exhausted and starving but rescued from shipwreck, he reflects on the horrors from which he has “so 

lately and so providentially been delivered”.29 In comparison, his current pains appear “little more than an 

ordinary evil—so strictly comparative”, he reflects, “is either good or ill”. 

In other words, any entity, and our judgment of it, depends on the other entities with which it is compared and 

with which it stands in relation.30 This theme was echoed in the mirroring between the Jane Guy’s sailors and 

the Tsalalians. Pym and other “civilized” men have become cannibals, while the natives turn out to be no 

more credulous or savage than the white speculators. If the book implied a racial allegory, it might have been 

one of a shared damnation. 

Pym’s final line, “I have graven it within the hills, and my vengeance upon the dust within the rock”, suggests 

that Pym’s tribulations could be read as evidence that God created not out of generosity and benevolence but 

from some incomprehensible divine desire for revenge. After all, engraving matter with the originating Word, 

breathing spirit into dust, has been the cause of boundless human suffering. Perhaps, even more cruelly, the 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/File:1642_Mario_Bettini_-_Apiaria_universae_philosophiae_mathematica.jpg
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn29
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn30
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“vengeance” of the creator, whether God or Poe, was that despite the enticing hints of significance at every 

turn of the journey, there was no ultimate plan or redemptive design to be found. 

Poe’s seafaring novel used remarkable literary precision to raise a set of questions it refused to answer; its 

meaning was a definite mystery, no matter how suggestive the symmetries.31 

 

“Ice bergs, Long Point”, a stereograph by G. H. Nickerson (George Hathaway), featuring unknown figures, 

latter 19th century — Source. 

1.  

Public Domain Works 

• The Narrative of Arthur Gordon Pym of Nantucket 

Edgar Allan Poe1838 

o Internet Archive 

TEXTS 

• James McBride’s scrapbook of articles on the hollow earth theory lectures of John Symmes 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn31
https://digitalcollections.nypl.org/items/510d47e0-78e2-a3d9-e040-e00a18064a99
https://archive.org/details/thenarrativeofarthurgordonpymofnantucket1838edgarallanpoe/page/n7/mode/2up
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James McBride1819 

o Internet Archive 

TEXTS 

• The Correspondence of John Cleves Symmes 

Beverly W. Bond, Jr. (ed)1926 

o Internet Archive 

TEXTS 

• Voyage of the United States Frigate Potomac 

J. N. Reynolds1835 

o Hathi Trust 

TEXTS 

• Narrative of the United States Exploring Expedition During the Years 1838, 1839, 1840, 1841, 

1842 

Charles Wilkes1838-1845 

23 volumes 

o Biodiversity Heritage Library 

TEXTS 

• The Phantom of the Poles 

William Reed1906 

o Internet Archive 

TEXTS 

https://archive.org/details/jamesmcbridessc00mcbr/mode/2up
https://archive.org/details/in.ernet.dli.2015.87511/page/n9/mode/1up
https://babel.hathitrust.org/cgi/pt?id=hvd.32044082185729&view=1up&seq=13
https://www.biodiversitylibrary.org/item/125144#page/11/mode/1up
https://archive.org/details/phantompoles00reedgoog/page/n10/mode/2up
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Further Reading 

• Sea of Glory: Americas’s Voyage of Discovery and the U.S. Exploring Expedition 

 

 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/0142004839/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20

