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His Last Bow 

by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle 

 

His Last Bow was published in The Strand Magazine, September, 1917. It was one of fifty-six short stories 

Doyle wrote about Sherlock Holmes. Doyle features British and German spies in this story, thought to be a 

propaganda tool to boost the morale of its British readers during World War I. We feature it in Mystery 

Stories and WWI Literature. 

 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/sir-arthur-conan-doyle
https://americanliterature.com/mystery-stories
https://americanliterature.com/mystery-stories
https://americanliterature.com/world-war-one-literature
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An Epilogue of Sherlock Holmes 

It was nine o'clock at night upon the second of August--the most terrible August in the history of the world. 

One might have thought already that God's curse hung heavy over a degenerate world, for there was an 

awesome hush and a feeling of vague expectancy in the sultry and stagnant air. The sun had long set, but one 

blood-red gash like an open wound lay low in the distant west. Above, the stars were shining brightly, and 

below, the lights of the shipping glimmered in the bay. The two famous Germans stood beside the stone 

parapet of the garden walk, with the long, low, heavily gabled house behind them, and they looked down 

upon the broad sweep of the beach at the foot of the great chalk cliff in which Von Bork, like some wandering 

eagle, had perched himself four years before. They stood with their heads close together, talking in low, 

confidential tones. From below the two glowing ends of their cigars might have been the smouldering eyes of 

some malignant fiend looking down in the darkness. 

A remarkable man this Von Bork--a man who could hardly be matched among all the devoted agents of the 

Kaiser. It was his talents which had first recommended him for the English mission, the most important 

mission of all, but since he had taken it over those talents had become more and more manifest to the half-

dozen people in the world who were really in touch with the truth. One of these was his present companion, 

Baron Von Herling, the chief secretary of the legation, whose huge 100-horse-power Benz car was blocking 

the country lane as it waited to waft its owner back to London. 

"So far as I can judge the trend of events, you will probably be back in Berlin within the week," the secretary 

was saying. "When you get there, my dear Von Bork, I think you will be surprised at the welcome you will 

receive. I happen to know what is thought in the highest quarters of your work in this country." He was a huge 

man, the secretary, deep, broad, and tall, with a slow, heavy fashion of speech which had been his main asset 

in his political career. 

Von Bork laughed. 

"They are not very hard to deceive," he remarked. "A more docile, simple folk could not be imagined." 

"I don't know about that," said the other thoughtfully. "They have strange limits and one must learn to observe 

them. It is that surface simplicity of theirs which makes a trap for the stranger. One's first impression is that 

they are entirely soft. Then one comes suddenly upon something very hard, and you know that you have 

reached the limit and must adapt yourself to the fact. They have, for example, their insular conventions which 

simply must be observed." 

"Meaning 'good form' and that sort of thing?" Von Bork sighed as one who had suffered much. 

"Meaning British prejudice in all its queer manifestations. As an example I may quote one of my own worst 

blunders--I can afford to talk of my blunders, for you know my work well enough to be aware of my 

successes. It was on my first arrival. I was invited to a week-end gathering at the country house of a cabinet 

minister. The conversation was amazingly indiscreet." 

Von Bork nodded. "I've been there," said he dryly. 
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"Exactly. Well, I naturally sent a resume of the information to Berlin. Unfortunately our good chancellor is a 

little heavy- handed in these matters, and he transmitted a remark which showed that he was aware of what 

had been said. This, of course, took the trail straight up to me. You've no idea the harm that it did me. There 

was nothing soft about our British hosts on that occasion, I can assure you. I was two years living it down. 

Now you, with this sporting pose of yours--" 

"No, no, don't call it a pose. A pose is an artificial thing. This is quite natural. I am a born sportsman. I enjoy 

it." 

"Well, that makes it the more effective. You yacht against them, you hunt with them, you play polo, you 

match them in every game, your four-in-hand takes the prize at Olympia. I have even heard that you go the 

length of boxing with the young officers. What is the result? Nobody takes you seriously. You are a 'good old 

sport' 'quite a decent fellow for a German,' a hard-drinking, night-club, knock-about-town, devil-may-care 

young fellow. And all the time this quiet country house of yours is the centre of half the mischief in England, 

and the sporting squire the most astute secret-service man in Europe. Genius, my dear Von Bork-- genius!" 

"You flatter me, Baron. But certainly I may claim my four years in this country have not been unproductive. 

I've never shown you my little store. Would you mind stepping in for a moment?" 

The door of the study opened straight on to the terrace. Von Bork pushed it back, and, leading the way, he 

clicked the switch of the electric light. He then closed the door behind the bulky form which followed him 

and carefully adjusted the heavy curtain over the latticed window. Only when all these precautions had been 

taken and tested did he turn his sunburned aquiline face to his guest. 

"Some of my papers have gone," said he. "When my wife and the household left yesterday for Flushing they 

took the less important with them. I must, of course, claim the protection of the embassy for the others." 

"Your name has already been files as one of the personal suite. There will be no difficulties for you or your 

baggage. Of course, it is just possible that we may not have to go. England may leave France to her fate. We 

are sure that there is no binding treaty between them." 

"And Belgium?" 

"Yes, and Belgium, too." 

Von Bork shook his head. "I don't see how that could be. There is a definite treaty there. She could never 

recover from such a humiliation." 

"She would at least have peace for the moment." 

"But her honor?" 
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"Tut, my dear sir, we live in a utilitarian age. Honour is a mediaeval conception. Besides England is not 

ready. It is an inconceivable thing, but even our special war tax of fifty million, which one would think made 

our purpose as clear as if we had advertised it on the front page of the Times, has not roused these people 

from their slumbers. Here and there one hears a question. It is my business to find an answer. Here and there 

also there is an irritation. It is my business to soothe it. But I can assure you that so far as the essentials go--

the storage of munitions, the preparation for submarine attack, the arrangements for making high explosives--

nothing is prepared. How, then, can England come in, especially when we have stirred he up such a devil's 

brew of Irish civil war, window-breaking Furies, and God knows what to keep her thoughts at home." 

"She must think of her future." 

"Ah, that is another matter. I fancy that in the future we have our own very definite plans about England, and 

that your information will be very vital to us. It is to-day or to-morrow with Mr. John Bull. If he prefers to-

day we are perfectly ready. If it is to-morrow we shall be more ready still. I should think they would be wiser 

to fight with allies than without them, but that is their own affair. This week is their week of destiny. But you 

were speaking of your papers." He sat in the armchair with the light shining upon his broad bald head, while 

he puffed sedately at his cigar. 

The large oak-panelled, book-lined room had a curtain hung in the future corner. When this was drawn it 

disclosed a large, brass- bound safe. Von Bork detached a small key from his watch chain, and after some 

considerable manipulation of the lock he swung open the heavy door. 

"Look!" said he, standing clear, with a wave of his hand. 

The light shone vividly into the opened safe, and the secretary of the embassy gazed with an absorbed interest 

at the rows of stuffed pigeon-holes with which it was furnished. Each pigeon- hole had its label, and his eyes 

as he glanced along them read a long series of such titles as "Fords," "Harbour-defences," "Aeroplanes," 

"Ireland,", "Egypt," "Portsmouth forts," "The Channel," "Rosythe," and a score of others. Each compartment 

was bristling with papers and plans. 

"Colossal!" said the secretary. Putting down his cigar he softly clapped his fat hands. 

"And all in four years, Baron. Not such a bad show for the hard- drinking, hard-riding country squire. But the 

gem of my collection is coming and there is the setting all ready for it." He pointed to a space over which 

"Naval Signals" was printed. 

"But you have a good dossier there already." 

"Out of date and waste paper. The Admiralty in some way got the alarm and every code has been changed. It 

was a blow, Baron--the worst setback in my whole campaign. But thanks to my check-book and the good 

Altamont all will be well to-night." 

The Baron looked at his watch and gave a guttural exclamation of disappointment. 
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"Well, I really can wait no longer. You can imagine that things are moving at present in Carlton Terrace and 

that we have all to be at our posts. I had hoped to be able to bring news of your great coup. Did Altamont 

name no hour?" 

Von Bork pushed over a telegram. 

Will come without fail to-night and bring new sparking plugs. 

Altamont. 

"Sparking plugs, eh?" 

"You see he poses as a motor expert and I keep a full garage. In our code everything likely to come up is 

named after some spare part. If he talks of a radiator it is a battleship, of an oil pump a cruiser, and so on. 

Sparking plugs are naval signals." 

"From Portsmouth at midday," said the secretary, examining the superscription. "By the way, what do you 

give him?" 

"Five hundred pounds for this particular job. Of course he has a salary as well." 

"The greedy rouge. They are useful, these traitors, but I grudge them their blood money." 

"I grudge Altamont nothing. He is a wonderful worker. If I pay him well, at least he delivers the goods, to use 

his own phrase. Besides he is not a traitor. I assure you that our most pan- Germanic Junker is a sucking dove 

in his feelings towards England as compared with a real bitter Irish-American." 

"Oh, an Irish-American?" 

"If you heard him talk you would not doubt it. Sometimes I assure you I can hardly understand him. He seems 

to have declared war on the King's English as well as on the English king. Must you really go? He may be 

here any moment." 

"No. I'm sorry, but I have already overstayed my time. We shall expect you early to-morrow, and when you 

get that signal book through the little door on the Duke of York's steps you can put a triumphant finis to your 

record in England. What! Tokay!" He indicated a heavily sealed dust-covered bottle which stood with two 

high glasses upon a salver. 

"May I offer you a glass before your journey?" 

"No, thanks. But it looks like revelry." 
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"Altamont has a nice taste in wines, and he took a fancy to my Tokay. He is a touchy fellow and needs 

humouring in small things. I have to study him, I assure you." They had strolled out on to the terrace again, 

and along it to the further end where at a touch from the Baron's chauffeur the great car shivered and 

chuckled. "Those are the lights of Harwich, I suppose," said the secretary, pulling on his dust coat. "How still 

and peaceful it all seems. There may be other lights within the week, and the English coast a less tranquil 

place! The heavens, too, may not be quite so peaceful if all that the good Zepplin promises us comes true. By 

the way, who is that?" 

Only one window showed a light behind them; in it there stood a lamp, and beside it, seated at a table, was a 

dear old ruddy- faced woman in a country cap. She was bending over her knitting and stopping occasionally 

to stroke a large black cat upon a stool beside her. 

"That is Martha, the only servant I have left." 

The secretary chuckled. 

"She might almost personify Britannia," said he, "with her complete self-absorption and general air of 

comfortable somnolence. Well, au revoir, Von Bork!" With a final wave of his hand he sprang into the car, 

and a moment later the two golden cones from the headlights shot through the darkness. The secretary lay 

back in the cushions of the luxurious limousine, with his thoughts so full of the impending European tragedy 

that he hardly observed that as his car swung round the village street it nearly passed over a little Ford coming 

in the opposite direction. 

Von Bork walked slowly back to the study when the last gleams of the motor lamps had faded into the 

distance. As he passed he observed that his old housekeeper had put out her lamp and retired. It was a new 

experience to him, the silence and darkness of his widespread house, for his family and household had been a 

large one. It was a relief to him, however, to think that they were all in safety and that, but for that one old 

woman who had lingered in the kitchen, he had the whole place to himself. There was a good deal of tidying 

up to do inside his study and he set himself to do it until his keen, handsome face was flushed with the heat of 

the burning papers. A leather valise stood beside his table, and into this he began to pack very neatly and 

systematically the precious contents of his safe. He had hardly got started with the work, however, when his 

quick ears caught the sounds of a distant car. Instantly he gave an exclamation of satisfaction, strapped up the 

valise, shut the safe, locked it, and hurried out on to the terrace. He was just in time to see the lights of a small 

car come to a halt at the gate. A passenger sprang out of it and advanced swiftly towards him, while the 

chauffeur, a heavily built, elderly man with a gray moustache, settled down like one who resigns himself to a 

long vigil. 

"Well?" asked Von Bork eagerly, running forward to meet his visitor. 

For answer the man waved a small brown-paper parcel triumphantly above his head. 

"You can give me the glad hand to-night, mister," he cried. "I'm bringing home the bacon at last." 

"The signals?" 
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"Same as I said in my cable. Every last one of them, semaphore, lamp code, Marconi--a copy, mind you, not 

the original. That was too dangerous. But it's the real goods, and you can lay to that." He slapped the German 

upon the shoulder with a rough familiarity from which the other winced. 

"Come in," he said. "I'm all alone in the house. I was only waiting for this. Of course a copy is better than the 

original. If an original were missing they would change the whole thing. You think it's all safe about the 

copy?" 

The Irish-American had entered the study and stretched his long limbs from the armchair. He was a tall, gaunt 

man of sixty, with clear-cut features and a small goatee beard which gave him a general resemblance to the 

caricatures of Uncle Sam. A half- smoked, sodden cigar hung from the corner of his mouth, and as he sat 

down he struck a match and relit it. "Making ready for a move?" he remarked as he looked round him. "Say, 

mister," he added, as his eyes fell upon the safe from which the curtain was now removed, "you don't tell me 

you keep your papers in that?" 

"Why not?" 

"Gosh, in a wide-open contraption like that! And they reckon you to be some spy. Why, a Yankee crook 

would be into that with a can-opener. If I'd known that any letter of mine was goin' to lie loose in a thing like 

that I'd have been a mug to write to you at all." 

"It would puzzle any crook to force that safe," Von Bork answered. "You won't cut that metal with any tool." 

"But the lock?" 

"No, it's a double combination lock. You know what that is?" 

"Search me," said the American. 

"Well, you need a word as well as a set of figures before you can get the lock to work." He rose and showed a 

double-radiating disc round the keyhole. "This outer one is for the letters, the inner one for the figures." 

"Well, well, that's fine." 

"So it's nit quite as simple as you thought. It was four years ago that I had it made, and what do you think I 

chose for the word and figures?" 

"It's beyond me." 

"Well, I chose August for the word, and 1914 for the figures, and here we are." 

The American's face showed his surprise and admiration. 
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"My, but that was smart! You had it down to a fine thing." 

"Yes, a few of us even then could have guessed the date. Here it is , and I'm shutting down to-morrow 

morning." 

"Well, I guess you'll have to fix me up also. I'm not staying is this gol-darned country all on my lonesome. In 

a week or less, from what I see, John Bull will be on his hind legs and fair ramping. I'd rather watch him from 

over the water." 

"But you're an American citizen?" 

"Well, so was Jack James an American citizen, but he's doing time in Portland all the same. It cuts no ice with 

a British copper to tell him you're an American citizen. 'It's British law and order over here,' says he. By the 

way, mister, talking of Jack James, it seems to me you don't do much to cover your men." 

"What do you mean?" Von Bork asked sharply. 

"Well, you are their employer, ain't you? It's up to you to see that they don't fall down. But they do fall down, 

and when did you ever pick them up? There's James--" 

"It was James's own fault. You know that yourself. He was too self-willed for the job." 

"James was a bonehead--I give you that. Then there was Hollis." 

"The man was mad." 

"Well, he went a bit woozy towards the end. It's enough to make a man bug-house when he has to play a part 

from morning to night with a hundred guys all ready to set the coppers wise to him. But now there is Steiner--

" 

Von Bork started violently, and his ruddy face turned a shade paler. 

"What about Steiner?" 

"Well, they've got him, that's all. They raided his store last night, and he and his papers are all in Portsmouth 

jail. You'll go off and he, poor devil, will have to stand the racket, and lucky if he gets off with his life. That's 

why I want to get over the water as soon as you do." 

Von Bork was a strong, self-contained man, but it was easy to see that the news had shaken him. 

"How could they have got on to Steiner?" he muttered. "That's the worst blow yet." 
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"Well, you nearly had a worse one, for I believe they are not far off me." 

"You don't mean that!" 

"Sure thing. My landlady down Fratton way had some inquiries, and when I heard of it I guessed it was time 

for me to hustle. But what I want to know, mister, is how the coppers know these things? Steiner is the fifth 

man you've lost since I signed on with you, and I know the name of the sixth if I don't get a move on. How do 

you explain it, and ain't you ashamed to see your men go down like this?" 

Von Bork flushed crimson. 

"How dare you speak in such a way!" 

"If I didn't dare things, mister, I wouldn't be in your service. But I'll tell you straight what is in my mind. I've 

heard that with you German politicians when an agent has done his work you are not sorry to see him put 

away." 

Von Bork sprang to his feet. 

"Do you dare to suggest that I have given away my own agents!" 

"I don't stand for that, mister, but there's a stool pigeon or a cross somewhere, and it's up to you to find out 

where it is. Anyhow I am taking no more chances. It's me for little Holland, and the sooner the better." 

Von Bork had mastered his anger. 

"We have been allies too long to quarrel now at the very hour of victory," he said. "You've done splendid 

work and taken risks, and I can't forget it. By all means go to Holland, and you can get a boat from Rotterdam 

to New York. No other line will be safe a week from now. I'll take that book and pack it with the rest." 

The American held the small parcel in his hand, but made no motion to give it up. 

"What about the dough?" he asked. 

"The what?" 

"The boodle. The reward. The 500 pounds. The gunner turned damned nasty at the last, and I had to square 

him with an extra hundred dollars or it would have been nitsky for you and me. 'Nothin' doin'!' says he, and he 

meant it, too, but the last hundred did it. It's cost me two hundred pound from first to last, so it isn't likely I'd 

give it up without gettin' my wad." 

Von Bork smiled with some bitterness. "You don't seem to have a very high opinion of my honour," said he, 

"you want the money before you give up the book." 
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"Well, mister, it is a business proposition." 

"All right. Have your way." He sat down at the table and scribbled a check, which he tore from the book, but 

he refrained from handing it to his companion. "After all, since we are to be on such terms, Mr. Altamont," 

said he, "I don't see why I should trust you any more than you trust me. Do you understand?" he added, 

looking back over his shoulder at the American. "There's the check upon the table. I claim the right to 

examine that parcel before you pick the money up." 

The American passed it over without a word. Von Bork undid a winding of string and two wrappers of paper. 

Then he sat dazing for a moment in silent amazement at a small blue book which lay before him. Across the 

cover was printed in golden letters Practical Handbook of Bee Culture. Only for one instant did the master spy 

glare at this strangely irrelevant inscription. The next he was gripped at the back of his neck by a grasp of 

iron, and a chloroformed sponge was held in front of his writhing face. 

"Another glass, Watson!" said Mr. Sherlock Holmes as he extended the bottle of Imperial Tokay. 

The thickset chauffeur, who had seated himself by the table, pushed forward his glass with some eagerness. 

"It is a good wine, Holmes." 

"A remarkable wine, Watson. Our friend upon the sofa has assured me that it is from Franz Josef's special 

cellar at the Schoenbrunn Palace. Might I trouble you to open the window, for chloroform vapour does not 

help the palate." 

The safe was ajar, and Holmes standing in front of it was removing dossier after dossier, swiftly examining 

each, and then packing it neatly in Von Bork's valise. The German lay upon the sofa sleeping stertorously 

with a strap round his upper arms and another round his legs. 

"We need not hurry ourselves, Watson. We are safe from interruption. Would you mind touching the bell? 

There is no one in the house except old Martha, who has played her part to admiration. I got her the situation 

here when first I took the matter up. Ah, Martha, you will be glad to hear that all is well." 

The pleasant old lady had appeared in the doorway. She curtseyed with a smile to Mr. Holmes, but glanced 

with some apprehension at the figure upon the sofa. 

"It is all right, Martha. He has not been hurt at all." 

"I am glad of that, Mr. Holmes. According to his lights he has been a kind master. He wanted me to go with 

his wife to Germany yesterday, but that would hardly have suited your plans, would it, sir?" 

"No, indeed, Martha. So long as you were here I was easy in my mind. We waited some time for your signal 

to-night." 
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"It was the secretary, sir." 

"I know. His car passed ours." 

"I thought he would never go. I knew that it would not suit your plans, sir, to find him here." 

"No, indeed. Well, it only meant that we waited half an hour or so until I saw your lamp go out and knew that 

the coast was clear. You can report to me to-morrow in London, Martha, at Claridge's Hotel." 

"Very good, sir." 

"I suppose you have everything ready to leave." 

"Yes, sir. He posted seven letters to-day. I have the addresses as usual." 

"Very good, Martha. I will look into them to-morrow. Good- night. These papers," he continued as the old 

lady vanished, "are not of very great importance, for, of course, the information which they represent has been 

sent off long ago to the German government. These are the originals which cold not safely be got out of the 

country." 

"Then they are of no use." 

"I should not go so far as to say that, Watson. They will at least show our people what is known and what is 

not. I may say that a good many of these papers have come through me, and I need not add are thoroughly 

untrustworthy. It would brighten my declining years to see a German cruiser navigating the Solent according 

to the mine-field plans which I have furnished. But you, Watson"--he stopped his work and took his old friend 

by the shoulders--"I've hardly seen you in the light yet. How have the years used you? You look the same 

blithe boy as ever." 

"I feel twenty years younger, Holmes. I have seldom felt so happy as when I got your wire asking me to meet 

you at Harwich with the car. But you, Holmes--you have changed very little-- save for that horrible goatee." 

"These are the sacrifices one makes for one's country, Watson," said Holmes, pulling at his little tuft. "To-

morrow it will be but a dreadful memory. With my hair cut and a few other superficial changes I shall no 

doubt reappear at Claridge's to- morrow as I was before this American stunt--I beg your pardon, Watson, my 

well of English seems to be permanently defiled-- before this American job came my way." 

"But you have retired, Holmes. We heard of you as living the life of a hermit among your bees and your 

books in a small farm upon the South Downs." 

"Exactly, Watson. Here is the fruit of my leisured ease, the magnum opus of my latter years!" He picked up 

the volume from the table and read out the whole title, Practical Handbook of Bee Culture, with Some 
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Observations upon the Segregation of the Queen. "Alone I did it. Behold the fruit of pensive nights and 

laborious days when I watched the little working gangs as once I watched the criminal world of London." 

"But how did you get to work again?" 

"Ah, I have often marvelled at it myself. The Foreign Minister alone I could have withstood, but when the 

Premier also deigned to visit my humble roof--! The fact is, Watson, that this gentleman upon the sofa was a 

bit too good for our people. He was in a class by himself. Things were going wrong, and no one could 

understand why they were going wrong. Agents were suspected or even caught, but there was evidence of 

some strong and secret central force. It was absolutely necessary to expose it. Strong pressure was brought 

upon me to look into the matter. It has cost me two years, Watson, but they have not been devoid of 

excitement. When I say that I started my pilgrimage at Chicago, graduated in an Irish secret society at 

Buffalo, gave serious trouble to the constabulary at Skibbareen, and so eventually caught the eye of a 

subordinate agent of Von Bork, who recommended me as a likely man, you will realize that the matter was 

complex. Since then I have been honoured by his confidence, which has not prevented most of his plans going 

subtly wrong and five of his best agents being in prison. I watched them, Watson, and I picked them as they 

ripened. Well, sir, I hope that you are none the worse!" 

The last remark was addressed to Von Bork himself, who after much gasping and blinking had lain quietly 

listening to Holmes's statement. He broke out now into a furious stream of German invective, his face 

convulsed with passion. Holmes continued his swift investigation of documents while his prisoner cursed and 

swore. 

"Though unmusical, German is the most expressive of all languages," he observed when Von Bork had 

stopped from pure exhaustion. "Hullo! Hullo!" he added as he looked hard at the corner of a tracing before 

putting it in the box. "This should put another bird in the cage. I had no idea that the paymaster was such a 

rascal, though I have long had an eye upon him. Mister Von Bork, you have a great deal to answer for." 

The prisoner had raised himself with some difficulty upon the sofa and was staring with a strange mixture of 

amazement and hatred at his captor. 

"I shall get level with you, Altamont," he said, speaking with slow deliberation. "If it takes me all my life I 

shall get level with you!" 

"The old sweet song," said Holmes. "How often have I heard it in days gone by. It was a favorite ditty of the 

late lamented Professor Moriarty. Colonel Sebastian Moran has also been known to warble it. And yet I live 

and keep bees upon the South Downs." 

"Curse you, you double traitor!" cried the German, straining against his bonds and glaring murder from his 

furious eyes. 

"No, no, it is not so bad as that," said Holmes, smiling. "As my speech surely shows you, Mr. Altamont of 

Chicago had no existence in fact. I used him and he is gone." 
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"Then who are you?" 

"It is really immaterial who I am, but since the matter seems to interest you, Mr. Von Bork, I may say that this 

is not my first acquaintance with the members of your family. I have done a good deal of business in 

Germany in the past and my name is probably familiar to you." 

"I would wish to know it," said the Prussian grimly. 

"It was I who brought about the separation between Irene Adler and the late King of Bohemia when your 

cousin Heinrich was the Imperial Envoy. It was I also who saved from murder, by the Nihilist Klopman, 

Count Von und Zu Grafenstein, who was your mother's elder brother. It was I--" 

Von Bork sat up in amazement. 

"There is only one man," he cried. 

"Exactly," said Holmes. 

Von Bork groaned and sank back on the sofa. "And most of that information came through you," he cried. 

"What is it worth? What have I done? It is my ruin forever!" 

"It is certainly a little untrustworthy," said Holmes. "It will require some checking and you have little time to 

check it. Your admiral may find the new guns rather larger than he expects, and the cruisers perhaps a trifle 

faster." 

Von Bork clutched at his own throat in despair. 

"There are a good many other points of detail which will, no doubt, come to light in good time. But you have 

one quality which is very rare in a German, Mr. Von Bork: you are a sportsman and you will bear me no ill-

will when you realize that you, who have outwitted so many other people, have at last been outwitted 

yourself. After all, you have done your best for your country, and I have done my best for mine, and what 

could be more natural? Besides," he added, not unkindly, as he laid his hand upon the shoulder of the 

prostrate man, "it is better than to fall before some ignoble foe. These papers are now ready, Watson. If you 

will help me with our prisoner, I think that we may get started for London at once." 

It was no easy task to move Von Bork, for he was a strong and a desperate man. Finally, holding either arm, 

the two friends walked him very slowly down the garden walk which he had trod with such proud confidence 

when he received the congratulations of the famous diplomatist only a few hours before. After a short, final 

struggle he was hoisted, still bound hand and foot, into the spare seat of the little car. His precious valise was 

wedged in beside him. 

"I trust that you are as comfortable as circumstances permit," said Holmes when the final arrangements were 

made. "Should I be guilty of a liberty if I lit a cigar and placed it between your lips?" 
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But all amenities were wasted upon the angry German. 

"I suppose you realize, Mr. Sherlock Holmes," said he, "that if your government bears you out in this 

treatment it becomes an act of war." 

"What about your government and all this treatment?" said Holmes, tapping the valise. 

"You are a private individual. You have no warrant for my arrest. The whole proceeding is absolutely illegal 

and outrageous." 

"Absolutely," said Holmes. 

"Kidnapping a German subject." 

"And stealing his private papers." 

"Well, you realize your position, you and your accomplice here. If I were to shout for help as we pass through 

the village--" 

"My dear sir, if you did anything so foolish you would probably enlarge the two limited titles of our village 

inns by giving us 'The Dangling Prussian' as a signpost. The Englishman is a patient creature, but at present 

his temper is a little inflamed, and it would be as well not to try him too far. No, Mr. Von Bork, you will go 

with us in a quiet, sensible fashion to Scotland Yard, whence you can send for your friend, Baron Von 

Herling, and see if even now you may not fill that place which he has reserved for you in the ambassadorial 

suite. As to you, Watson, you are joining us with your old service, as I understand, so London won't be out of 

your way. Stand with me here upon the terrace, for it may be the last quiet talk that we shall ever have." 

The two friends chatted in intimate converse for a few minutes, recalling once again the days of the past, 

while their prisoner vainly wriggled to undo the bonds that held him. As they turned to the car Holmes 

pointed back to the moonlit sea and shook a thoughtful head. 

"There's an east wind coming, Watson." 

"I think not, Holmes. It is very warm." 

"Good old Watson! You are the one fixed point in a changing age. There's an east wind coming all the same, 

such a wind as never blew on England yet. It will be cold and bitter, Watson, and a good many of us may 

wither before its blast. But it's God's own wind none the less, and a cleaner, better, stronger land will lie in the 

sunshine when the storm has cleared. Start her up, Watson, for it's time that we were on our way. I have a 

check for five hundred pounds which should be cashed early, for the drawer is quite capable of stopping it if 

he can." 

https://americanliterature.com/author/sir-arthur-conan-doyle/short-story/his-last-bow 

https://americanliterature.com/author/sir-arthur-conan-doyle/short-story/his-last-bow
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Picturing Scent The Tale of a Beached Whale 

By Lizzie Marx 

What can visual art teach us about scent, stench, and the mysterious substance known as ambergris? Lizzie 

Marx follows a “whale-trail” across history to discover the olfactory paradoxes of the Dutch Golden Age. 

 

Jan Saenredam, Beached Whale at Beverwijk, 1602 — Source. 

Foul Omen 

During the seventeenth century, whales, of various species and sizes, were washed up on the shores of the 

Netherlands. Sometimes the creatures were already seized by decay; other times, they were beached alive, 

bellowing deafening groans while being crushed by the sheer weight of their own bodies. While they 

decomposed, gases would build up, sometimes culminating in a fetid explosion. If the tide did not sweep 

https://publicdomainreview.org/contributors#lizzie-marx
https://www.rijksmuseum.nl/nl/collectie/RP-P-OB-4635
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away the whale, a long and arduous process followed, in order to break down the mass and clear away the 

site. 

 

Detail from Jan Saenredam, Beached Whale at Beverwijk, 1602. Depicted is Saenredam himself sketching the 

whale (left), tumbling entrails, and a handkerchief to block the stench held by Ernest Casimir of Nassau-Dietz 

(right) — Source. 

 

The colossal creatures attracted onlookers who were fascinated by the spectacle, and among the throng were 

artists, who, armed with drawing requisites, recorded what they saw, and what they smelled.1 Jan Saenredam 

depicted a sperm whale that beached on December 19, 1601. The whale is stranded on its side, showing its 

underbelly to the coast. Hordes of visitors congregate around the swollen cadaver and clamber over its body 

to inspect it. The descriptive border further details the state of the whale, picturing its gaping mouth on the 

left, and its back on the right, which has been split open, pouring out tresses of entrails. Positioned near the 

whale’s mouth, Saenredam pictures himself recording the cadaver on a sheet of paper flapping in the coastal 

winds. At the scene’s centre is Count Ernest Casimir of Nassau-Dietz, military leader and nephew of the 

https://www.rijksmuseum.nl/nl/collectie/RP-P-OB-4635
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/picturing-scent#fn1
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stadholder Prince Maurice of Nassau. In his left hand is a lavish tasselled handkerchief, elevated to his nose to 

block out the stench. 

The Latin verses that foot the print, written by the Dutch writer and poet Theodorus Schrevelius, evoke the 

fetor, reading: 

Its formlessness, its opening running deep into its innards, 

And its mouth, from which fluid and great quantities of blood flow.2 

In addition to the entrails that are pictured tumbling out of the whale’s mouth and back, the print exudes a foul 

atmosphere. Faced with the whale’s pervading stench, the Count’s handkerchief appears futile. 

The whale was, according to Schrevelius, a monster; not only for its terrifying stature, but because it was 

believed to be an omen. Monsters were by definition the messengers of future catastrophes, as monstrum, 

monster in Latin, meant both a monster, in the modern sense, and a portent.3 The whale’s warnings 

manifested within days of its arrival, when there was a solar eclipse on December 24, 1601. It was followed 

by an earthquake nine days later, and by a lunar eclipse on June 4, 1602. The ominous events play out in the 

print’s heavy border. 

In 1618, the engraving was reworked, to illustrate another calamity that struck the Dutch Republic after the 

whale’s arrival. Beneath the top border, emerging from the clouds, is Death, a skeletal figure whose arrows 

shoot down a winged woman. The shield of three crosses identifies her as the Maid of Amsterdam. Death 

presided over the city in 1601–02 during an outbreak of plague, and the print suggests that the sperm whale’s 

arrival was its prophet. 

Early Modern medical theory asserted that disease spread through the odours emitted from stagnating and foul 

matter. In the wake of another outbreak in the Dutch Republic between 1667–1669, the German 

polymath Athanasius Kircher’s volume about the plague, Scrutinium Physico-Medicum Contagiosae Luis, 

Quae Pestis Dicitur, was translated into Dutch from Latin. He reported that the causes of the plague included 

cadavers, foul air, and rotting whales washed up on the shores.4 Perhaps the invisible pestilential emissions 

from the whale could stretch further than the coast, and insidiously seep into the cities. The Count’s 

handkerchief takes on a new, ominous layer of significance in the second version of the print. Indeed, he 

holds his handkerchief against the awful smells of decay, but also as protection from the pestilential fumes. 

An Olfactory Paradox 

While the plague descended on Amsterdam, there lay an olfactory paradox deep within the whale’s bowels 

stranded at Beverwijk. When undigested squid beaks irritate the intestines of a sperm whale, it can produce an 

exceptionally fragrant substance, known as ambergris. The mass can grow over years until the sperm whale 

either expels it, or it ruptures the intestine, eventually breaking free from the body. The substance gradually 

rises to the ocean’s surface, and with exposure to salt water and sunlight, its olfactory composition changes 

from an abhorrent faecal stink, to the beautifully formed, alluring fragrance of ambergris.5 The grey mass of 

ambergris may spend years at sea before it is washed up on land, where it becomes perfectly camouflaged on 

a stone beach. 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/picturing-scent#fn2
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/picturing-scent#fn3
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/athanasius-kircher-study-of-the-plague
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/picturing-scent#fn4
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/picturing-scent#fn5
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In Early Modern Europe, the source of ambergris remained an enigma. Ambergris might have been food for 

whales, or it was considered to have come from an underwater island, or from the mud of mountains; or it was 

honeycomb that had fallen from rocks by the sea, or the aromatic excrement of East Indian birds, whose diet 

of fragrant fruit and insects was believed to give the ambergris dung its delightful smell.6 The Wittenberg 

scientist Justus Fidus Klobius was partial to the avian theory, and his volume dedicated to ambergris 

illustrates four of the sea birds occupying a rocky landscape among the buzz of insects. A kneeling man 

harvests the excrement, and near the sea, another ambergris gatherer searches for further deposits. No less 

than eighteen hypotheses for the origins of ambergris are listed in Klobius’ volume, all of which remained 

inconclusive for more than a century.7 

 

The excrement of an East Indian bird, which was once believed to be ambergris, is collected in a bowl. An 

illustration from Justus Fidus Klobius's Ambræ historiam (1666) — Source. 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/picturing-scent#fn6
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/picturing-scent#fn7
https://archive.org/details/ambraehistoriam00klob/page/n57/mode/1up
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Great fortune came to those who discovered ambergris. Georg Eberhard Rumphius, a botanist working for the 

Dutch East India Company (VOC), describes encountering an unimaginably large piece in his book on natural 

history. Towering at nearly six feet, the lump was acquired by the Amsterdam chamber of the VOC in 1693 

from the King of Tidore (the Moluccas), fetching an estimated 116,400 gilders, roughly €1.13 million 

today.8 The accompanying illustrations make no allusions to its potent fragrance, but they keenly observe the 

ambergris’ craggy, marbled, sinuous topography. 

 

Illustrations of the ambergris bought by the Dutch East India Company, from Georg Eberhard 

Rumphius's D’amboinsche rariteitkamer (1705) — Source. 

Ambergris was often acquired out of a desire to fragrance and flavour. It graced the breakfast table of Charles 

II, King of England, where it was scattered on scrambled eggs up until his death in 1685, when the potency of 

the seasoning masked the suspect poison that allegedly killed him. Half an ounce of finely grated ambergris 

constitutes the Dutch recipe for Amber-Podding, a hedonistic potpourri of lard, almonds, sugar, white bread, 

musk (a fragrant secretion from the musk deer), and orange blossom water, cooked with the ambergris in 

pig’s intestine.9 In addition to flavouring food, the substance impregnated leather goods, to sweeten the foul 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/picturing-scent#fn8
https://wellcomecollection.org/works/v9cgh3wg/items?canvas=409
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/picturing-scent#fn9
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residues from the tanning process. In Saenredam’s scene, the visitors who spectated the beached sperm whale 

at Beverwijk are warmed by leather gloves and fur muffs, which probably lingered with the scent of 

ambergris. Standing before the beached whale, the visitors come face-to-face with their decomposing 

perfumer. 

 

Spectators dressed in leather gloves and a fur muff, typically scented with ambergris. Detail from Jan 

Saenredam, Beached Whale at Beverwijk, 1602 — Source. 

The potency of ambergris was thought to make it resistant to maladies. Early Modern medical theory asserted 

that while malodorous matter could harbour disease, fragrant substances could protect the body. Ambergris is 

included in incense recipes to fumigate the home, and added to decoctions of sweet waters, to rid the body of 

pestilence. One of the most beguiling pieces of plague protection is the pomander, a pendant that held 

fragrance. The name comes from the Latin pomum ambrae, apple of ambergris, as a primary component in 

the pomander’s composition was the sperm whale’s perfume. Various scented balms were once stored in the 

https://www.rijksmuseum.nl/nl/collectie/RP-P-OB-4635


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 572  september  2021 

 

24 

six compartments of this luxurious silver segmented pomander. Ambergris probably mingled with cinnamon, 

rosemary, cloves, and other aromatics. Some pomander recipes called for amber, the fossilised tree resin that 

was distinct from ambergris, but whose fragrance was also associated with warding off disease.10 To the Early 

Modern nose, ambergris was one of the defining scents of plague protection. The rotting cadaver in 

Saenredam’s print illustrated the source of Amsterdam’s troubles, and, paradoxically, deep within its bowels, 

where fragrant ambergris dwelled, was its solution. 

 

Silver Dutch pomander engraved with birds perched on foliage (ca. 1600–25). All of the segments containing 

fragrance can be opened — Source. 

Smeared Oils on a Flat Surface 

Some decades after the beached whale foretold the fate of Amsterdam, visitors in the city came to admire the 

latest works by Rembrandt van Rijn in his studio. As Rembrandt’s biographer Arnold Houbraken recounts, 

when visitors edged closer to the paintings, the artist pulled them away, saying, “The smell of the paint would 

irritate you”.11 Oil paint combines pulverised pigments with linseed oil, a sharp-smelling binding medium 

which is extracted from pressed flax seeds. The compound produces a wonderfully supple and jewel-like 

paint that can achieve fine details and varying textures. In Rembrandt’s self-portrait, he does not use oil paint 

sparingly, but practically sculpts with it. He smears out flesh-coloured oils to construct his nose, and in order 

to evoke the folds of his headpiece, he scrapes out lines of blue and yellow paint revealing the dark ground 

beneath. In the studio, the odour of linseed oil must have been a disruptive force, and Rembrandt used it to 

persuade his visitors to distance themselves from the painting, to best behold the rough, impasto slicks of 

paint. The painting has retained most of its lustre, but the odour, in time, has faded. 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/picturing-scent#fn10
https://www.rijksmuseum.nl/nl/collectie/BK-1959-45
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/picturing-scent#fn11
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Rembrandt van Rijn, Self-Portrait, 1669 — Source. 

https://www.mauritshuis.nl/en/explore/the-collection/artworks/selfportrait-840/
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Rembrandt van Rijn’s headpiece is created with thick applications of oil paint. A detail from Rembrandt van 

Rijn, Self-Portrait, 1669 — Source. 

To truly triumph over the odour of paint, it was believed that an artist needed to create works that captivated 

the viewer, so much so that the studio’s astringent atmosphere was rendered imperceptible. Almost twenty 

years before Houbraken wrote about Rembrandt’s studio, the artist and critic Roger de Piles remarked that a 

poor work would, “smell always of the Pallet”.12 If a work of art did not do enough to stimulate the viewer’s 

imagination, the scents of reality would creep in, and the painting was reduced to some smeared oils on a flat 

surface. But perhaps De Piles’ aphorism came with exceptions. An encounter with a still life of rotting fruit 

may not have drawn the viewer’s attention back to the studio. Rather, through the odour of glistening oil, their 

imagination could be roused, and the sharp scent of rot brought to life. 

An abundance of scents could be discerned in paintings. With microscopic precision, artists depicted the 

materiality of the Dutch Republic’s exhaustive inventory. Allusions to odours can be seen through landscapes, 

grand history paintings, scenes capturing daily life, and portraits. They are diffused from little coal fires and 

bubbling pots, humorously excreted, and exuded from stagnating matter. Scattered among artworks is the 

paraphernalia devoted to fragrance: clay pipes, snuff boxes, pomanders, chatelaines, sweet bags, nutmeg 

graters, incense burners, teapots, apothecary jars, fans, gloves, and illustrious fragranced centrepieces. In 

Saenredam’s print, it was the whale’s spilling guts and the Count’s handkerchief that inferred an odorous 

atmosphere. Through recording the visual in works of art, the olfactory was made known, and the viewer’s 

imagination was stirred. 

A Bone on a Building 

https://www.mauritshuis.nl/en/explore/the-collection/artworks/selfportrait-840/
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/picturing-scent#fn12
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The whale trail concludes at the Town Hall of Amsterdam, rendered precisely by Pieter Saenredam, whose 

father Jan had witnessed the monstrous whale at Beverwijk more than half a century earlier. Although the 

Town Hall had burned down years ago (Rembrandt drew its smouldering ruins), Saenredam painted the scene 

from memory, using some of his earlier sketches to detail the pastel structures with tufts of weeds, crumbling 

stonework, and idly swaying shutters, as well as little figures wandering down the street and resting beneath 

the arcade. It is on the arcade of the vierschaar, the High Court of Justice, that a thick bowed whale rib can be 

seen shackled above the left arch. The source of the rib is unknown, however it was already fastened to the 

façade when Jan Saenredam beheld the stranded sperm whale in 1601.13 Even before the whale landed at 

Beverwijck, the monsters had made an impression on Amsterdam. 

 

Pieter Jansz. Saenredam, The Old Town Hall of Amsterdam, 1657 — Source. 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/picturing-scent#fn13
https://www.rijksmuseum.nl/en/collection/SK-C-1409
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The whale rib is suspended from a chain over the arcade of the High Court of Justice. Detail from Pieter 

Jansz. Saenredam, The Old Town Hall of Amsterdam, 1657 — Source. 

Whale bones could often be found prominently displayed on public buildings. In 1577 the tail and lower 

jawbone from a stranding of sperm whales were hung in the hall of the High Court of Holland in The Hague, 

as an eternal memorial.14 And when the merchant Jan Huyghen van Linschoten returned from his voyage to 

Nova Zembla in 1596, he presented a whale’s jawbone to the City Hall of Haarlem, to display and 

commemorate the curiosity.15 While the whales had gone through a lengthy process to be stripped of their 

former selves, their bodily presence could remain through residual visceral odours. The skeleton of a whale 

that landed in Livorno in 1549 was displayed in the Loggia dei Lanzi in Florence. However it was not long 

before the display had to be dismantled. Within the bones, the marrow had advanced its decay, and it exuded 

https://www.rijksmuseum.nl/en/collection/SK-C-1409
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/picturing-scent#fn14
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/picturing-scent#fn15
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an intolerable stench.16 Whalers in the seventeenth century attempted to moderate the smell by drilling holes 

in the bones to drain it of fluids, but with little success. 

How the whale rib must have roused the imagination, to dwell on the beast that swallowed Jonah, to marvel 

over the vastness of God’s creation, or to conceive of the thrashing creatures that the whalers harpooned in the 

Northern settlement of Spitsbergen. So too might it have conjured up stories of the strandings on Dutch 

shores. Were the bone at the Town Hall to emit the scent of decomposition — for sources withhold the details 

— the mind’s eye of the beholder could restore flesh to the whale, and drift in thought to the beach where its 

counterparts decomposed. 

 

Detail from Jan Saenredam, Beached Whale at Beverwijk, 1618. This later state of Saenredam’s print adds a 

skeleton shooting down the maid of Amsterdam, in reference to the plague of 1601–02 — Source. 

 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/picturing-scent#fn16
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/the-myth-of-blubber-town-an-arctic-metropolis
https://www.rijksmuseum.nl/nl/collectie/RP-P-OB-76.969
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Public Domain Works 

• The Art of Painting, and the Lives of Painters 

Roger de Piles1706 

o Internet Archive 

TEXTS 

• Visboek (Fish Book) 

Adriaen Coenen1577-1580 

o Koninklijke Bibliotheek 

TEXTS 

• Ambrae Historiam 

Justus Fidus Klobius1666 

o Internet Archive 

TEXTS 

Further Reading 

• The Embarrassment of Riches: An Interpretation of Dutch Culture in the Golden Age 

By Simon Schama 

Schama explores the mysterious contradictions of the Dutch nation that invented itself from the ground up, 

attained an unprecedented level of affluence, and lived in constant dread of being corrupted by happiness. 

Drawing on a vast array of period documents and sumptuously reproduced art, Schama re-creates in precise 

detail a nation's mental state. He tells of bloody uprisings and beached whales, of the cult of hygiene and the 

plague of tobacco, of thrifty housewives and profligate tulip-speculators. He tells us how the Dutch celebrated 

themselves and how they were slandered by their enemies. 

https://archive.org/details/artofpaintingliv00pile
https://galerij.kb.nl/kb.html#/nl/visboek/page/61/zoom/1/lat/-2.460181181020993/lng/39.375
https://archive.org/details/ambraehistoriam00klob/page/n3/mode/2up
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0679781242/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
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More Info and Buy  

• Fleeting: Scents in Colour 

Edited by Ariane van Suchtelen 

Scented flowers and perfumes, foul-smelling canals and unpleasant body odors, smell and well-being, new 

aromas from far-away lands (spices, tobacco, coffee and tea), the disappearing smells of the bleaching fields, 

old crafts and more. Can life in the 17th century be captured in smell? How are smell (and scent) portrayed? 

What significance did people attach to smell? And what aromatic connotations do artworks have? In this book 

the authors undertake smell-historical research. In the vicinity of the art, various historic scents will be 

prepared to bring the paintings in the exhibition to life. 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/0679781242/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/9462623295/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0679781242/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
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More Info and Buy  

• Into the Ice Sea: Barents' Wintering on Novaya Zemlya — A Renaissance Voyage of Discovery 

By Jaapjan Zeeberg 

Archaeologists connected with Amsterdam's Rijksmuseum journeyed into the Russian Artic to rediscover the 

graves, ship, and wintering cabin of Willem Barents' expedition, lost 400 years ago on the shores of a remote 

Arctic Island while charting a passage to Asia. This is a book about Reformation and exploratory 

Romanticism, Arctic discovery, chasing the demon of Barents’ own creation across the floes of the Kara Sea, 

the former Ice Sea. With the original journal from Barents' ship in hand, the author presents a view of the 

Arctic through the eyes of a sixteenth-century explorer to rediscover the key to a Renaissance past. 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/9462623295/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/9051709269/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/9462623295/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
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More Info and Buy 

 

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. 

Lizzie Marx is a History of Art PhD Candidate at Pembroke College, University of Cambridge, where she 

explores the visualization of smell and its meanings in seventeenth-century Dutch art. In 2018–2019 she was 

an Andrew W. Mellon Fellow at the Rijksmuseum, and she is the Research and Exhibition Assistant 

of Fleeting – Scents in Colour, an exhibition at the Mauritshuis on smell in seventeenth-century art, and co-

author of the exhibition publication. 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/picturing-scent 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/9051709269/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://publicdomainreview.org/shop/pdr-recommends
https://www.mauritshuis.nl/en/discover/exhibitions/vervlogen-in-geuren-en-kleuren/geurbox-en-rondleiding/
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/picturing-scent
https://www.amazon.com/dp/9051709269/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
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How Early Sci-Fi Authors Imagined Climate Change 

A century before the modern “cli-fi” genre, many authors envisioned unsettling worlds shaped by man-made 

climate chaos. 

 

An illustration from Jules Verne's Sans Dessus Dessous 

  

via Flickr 

By: Sierra Garcia  

More than a century before melting polar ice caps, geoengineering schemes, and soaring greenhouse gas 

emissions became the norm, humans causing climate change was the stuff of science fiction. 

https://flickr.com/photos/britishlibrary/11210738714/
https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/sierra-garcia/
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For a few decades in the late nineteenth and early twentieth centuries, authors from across ideologies and 

genres published stories that today would be called “cli-fi,” or climate fiction. French author Jules Verne, best 

known for popular adventure stories like Around the World in 80 Days and Twenty Thousand Leagues 

Under the Sea, penned a novel in 1889 called Sans Dessus Dessous about capitalists intentionally heating the 

Arctic to extract coal reserves. Mark Twain included a subplot of selling warm climates in his 1892 novel The 

American Claimant. Recently, literary scholar Steve Asselin reexamined these and dozens of other early cli-fi 

stories, finding several disquieting themes relevant to how we think about modern-day climate change. 

In several stories…the hapless or maniacal protagonists succeed in adjusting Earth’s climate, only to 

reckon with unexpected (and often catastrophic) ripple effects on society. 

In one thread, writes Asselin, satirical writings like Twain’s and Verne’s use the idea of humankind changing 

the climate as an over-the-top example of man’s hubris. That, of course, resembles the arguments of some of 

today’s climate change deniers, who also mock the scientific consensus that industrial greenhouse gas 

emissions are causing modern warming as “arrogant.” 

Another major theme explores unintended consequences. According to Asselin, in several stories (such as 

Louis P. Gratacap’s The Evacuation of England: The Twist in the Gulf Stream and George Griffith’s A Corner 

in Lightning) the hapless or maniacal protagonists succeed in adjusting Earth’s climate, only to reckon with 

unexpected (and often catastrophic) ripple effects on society. These warnings gain new meaning today with 

proposals for geoengineering, or intentionally manipulating the climate to slow or reverse global warming, as 

a serious prospect for future climate policy. The prospect of passing climate “tipping points,” or thresholds 

that make major changes accelerate or very difficult to reverse, is a scientific concern as well as a popular 

plotline for modern cli-fi stories, such as the 2004 movie The Day after Tomorrow. 

Asselin concludes with a focus on how cli-fi writers analyzed the political implications of changing the 

climate. Several anticapitalist authors wanted to expose the dangers of what they saw as the logical conclusion 

of market-driven hubris: selling the air and climate itself. Even authors without an overt political agenda 

tended to incorporate geopolitical commentary. The resulting global inequities from these fictional climate 

marketing schemes sound eerily familiar today. In Verne’s novel, the profit-driven climate meddling directly 

causes “many populations and nations [to] be wiped out, signaling the utter disregard of industry for the 

consequences of its actions,” Asselin notes. “Wealthy nations, in turn, appear willing to tolerate the disaster 

so long as it only affects indigenous and other non-western populations.” For Western observers fearful of 

socialism, these stories directly link “climate policy [to] a loss of individual and national freedom,” which 

parallel modern conservatives’ worst suspicions about climate action. 

The cli-fi of more than 100 years ago in many ways predicted the dilemmas we face today. Hopefully, 

the dystopian or apocalyptic plotlines of most twenty-first century cli-fi don’t similarly foretell what’s in 

store for society a century from now. 

 

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

https://daily.jstor.org/the-shark-fighting-brothers-behind-20000-leagues-under-the-sea/
https://daily.jstor.org/the-shark-fighting-brothers-behind-20000-leagues-under-the-sea/
https://www.jstor.org/stable/10.5621/sciefictstud.45.3.0440?mag=how-early-sci-fi-authors-imagined-climate-change
https://daily.jstor.org/how-early-sci-fi-authors-imagined-climate-change/?utm_term=How%20Early%20Sci-Fi%20Authors%20Imagined%20Climate%20Change&utm_campaign=jstordaily_03182021&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/how-early-sci-fi-authors-imagined-climate-change/?utm_term=How%20Early%20Sci-Fi%20Authors%20Imagined%20Climate%20Change&utm_campaign=jstordaily_03182021&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://www.nbcnews.com/politics/2016-election/jeb-bush-blasts-intellectual-arrogance-climate-change-debate-n362586
https://daily.jstor.org/geoengineering-a-real-weapon-against-climate-change/
https://daily.jstor.org/could-climate-change-alter-the-oceans-currents/
https://daily.jstor.org/why-are-dystopian-films-on-the-rise-again/
https://www.jstor.org/stable/26965523?mag=how-early-sci-fi-authors-imagined-climate-change
https://bit.ly/30jM88p
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 Share Tweet Email Print 

Have a correction or comment about this article? 

Please contact us. 

booksclimate changeJournal of Strategic SecurityScience Fiction Studies 

 

Resources 

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

research behind our articles for free on JSTOR. 

A Climate of Competition: Climate Change as Political Economy in Speculative Fiction, 1889–1915 

By: Steve Asselin 

Science Fiction Studies, Vol. 45, No. 3, SF and the Climate Crisis (November 2018), pp. 440-453 

SF-TH Inc 

Zombie Experts and Anarchy Imaginaries 

By: Natalie D. Baker 

Journal of Strategic Security, Vol. 13, No. 4, Climate Change and Global Security (2020), pp. 141-155 

University of South Florida Board of Trustees 

https://daily.jstor.org/how-early-sci-fi-authors-imagined-climate-change/?utm_term=How%20Early%20Sci-

Fi%20Authors%20Imagined%20Climate%20Change&utm_campaign=jstordaily_03182021&utm_content=e

mail&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email 

  

https://www.facebook.com/dialog/share?app_id=419334385204394&display=popup&href=https%3A%2F%2Fdaily.jstor.org%2Fhow-early-sci-fi-authors-imagined-climate-change%2F&redirect_uri=https%3A%2F%2Fdaily.jstor.org%2Fhow-early-sci-fi-authors-imagined-climate-change%2F
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https://daily.jstor.org/pub_tag/science-fiction-studies/
https://www.jstor.org/stable/10.5621/sciefictstud.45.3.0440?mag=how-early-sci-fi-authors-imagined-climate-change
https://www.jstor.org/stable/26965523?mag=how-early-sci-fi-authors-imagined-climate-change
https://daily.jstor.org/how-early-sci-fi-authors-imagined-climate-change/?utm_term=How%20Early%20Sci-Fi%20Authors%20Imagined%20Climate%20Change&utm_campaign=jstordaily_03182021&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
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Land of Smoke and Fire: Documenting California’s Endless Season of Heat 

Jeff Frost and Lauren Markham, for The Longest Year: 2020+ Project 

By Jeff Frost and Lauren Markham 

 

The Longest Year: 2020+ is a collection of visual and written essays on 2020, a pivotal year that shifted our 

way of experiencing the world. In most publications, images work in service to words—here they work in 

tandem.  //  California residents Jeff Frost—an artist—and Lauren Markham—a writer—reckon here with that 

state’s ever-lengthening fire season, documenting the dire impacts of increasing drought and rising 

temperatures on life in the Golden State. 

Have you ever been driving along, headed wherever you’re going, when the landscape suddenly opens up to 

post-fire char? A scene where blackened trees now spear the skyline, destroyed buildings lean like upright 

cadavers, and your spirit is brought to its knees? Since May, I have, for a smattering of reasons (reporting 

trips, a volunteer assignment, a vacation, an outdoor wedding) been on the road, driving through California’s 

https://lithub.com/author/markhamfrost/
https://lithub.com/story-type/The-Longest-Year-2020+/
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cities and its backwoods, its deserts and its mountain meadows, its twisting river valleys and agricultural flats. 

And everywhere I’ve gone, I’ve encountered these excruciating scars. 

Fire, that trickster’s loot, that gift from the gods, burned more than 4,000,000 acres of my home state last 

year—a number so vast it is mere abstraction. Most of the impacts of climate change are abstractions until 

they’re at your own door. How about this: the amount of California that’s gone missing is almost equivalent 

to the state of Massachusetts in size. 

“We’re burning here,” I texted the Massachusetts side of family last September. For two weeks, I’d been 

living in a hellscape of toxic smoke, but back east they were all just carrying on with their lives. A few days 

later, the sky was so thick with soot that it was dark all day as if the sun, so weary with us, had opted not to 

rise. I might have stayed in bed, mourning and cowering, but had to go to work. Instead of driving I rode my 

bike with the logic that, if my home state was being cremated, I should at least be present for it, prostrate 

under its remains. I pedaled through that ceaseless twilight as the particulate wreckage of California blotted 

the sky. 

Fire, now a normative fixture of our landscapes, our fears and our dreams, is easy to anthropomorphize. In the 

newspapers and in our diaries, fires rage like angry men. The fingers of the flames lick like a human tongue. 

Fires jump roads and climb hillsides; they outrun us, like thieves, or chase us, like assassins. To consider fire 

in our own image is an attempt to rend it from abstraction. But a fire, after all, is just fire—merely heat, 

oxygen and fuel. 

This year promises even more fire. The flames have become backdrop to our lives. Perhaps because of this 

proximity, I’m beginning to feel compassion for fire—so maligned. Perhaps we anthropomorphize fire not 

just to understand it in human terms, but as a coded mechanism of blame. For the real threat is our overheated 

planet, our mismanaged forests, our foolish festivities and faulty wiring and interminable greed, human 

civilization’s wretched sprawl. The threat isn’t fire, it’s us. 

Last weekend, I visited the Bristlecone pines national forest, home to what are perhaps the oldest trees in the 

entire world. We wound uphill from the sweltering flats of the Owens Valley, where thousand-year-old 

groundwater is pumped into aqueducts to keep Los Angeles’s pools filled and lawns green, to 14,000 feet 

where the ancient trees had set root over 4,000 years ago. Because their high desert landscape is so harsh, the 

Bristlecones develop a thick, impervious bark, which keeps them safe from pets and blight and which makes 

it highly unlikely that they’ll catch fire. The harshness of their landscape, in other words, is what permits them 

their eternity. 

Looking out from their sparse forest, these trees have been witness to genocide, to men mining deep into the 

earth for profit, to the railway, the advent of power, the invention of the car, the airplane, fossil fuel. And in 

recent years, these trees have seen so much smoke rise. Today’s massive fires, it occurred to me there in the 

shadows of these endangered forbearers, are just the grand externalization of longstanding wounds. Like the 

trees, we humans find ways to survive our environments. I wish for thicker bark, though, for a home not on 

fire. 

–Lauren Markham 
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_______________________________ 

Photography and video by Jeff Frost 
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including The New York Times, TIME and Rolling Stone magazine. Her award-winning book Mistral: The 

Legendary Wind of Provence was published by Damiani in 2018. More of her work can be found here. 

Alice Gabriner is a visual editor, instructor and mentor with 30 years of experience at publications, 

including The New Yorker, The New York Times, National Geographic, and TIME.  For the first two years of 

the Obama administration, she served as Deputy Director of Photography. 

A National Geographic photo editor for over 20 years, Elizabeth Krist is on the boards of Women 

Photograph and of the W. Eugene Smith Fund, helps program National Geographic’s Storytellers Summit, 

and advises the Eddie Adams Workshop. She curated A Mother’s Eye for Photoville and CatchLight, and 

the Women of Vision exhibition and book. 

 

  

  

https://www.mistralthebook.com/buy-the-book
https://www.mistralthebook.com/buy-the-book
https://www.instagram.com/rachelcobbphoto/?hl=en
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 Jeff Frost’s work has been shown at the California Museum of Photography (UCArts), Museum of Art & 

History Lancaster (MOAH), Museum of Sonoma County, Palm Springs Art Museum, the Center for 

European Nuclear Research (CERN), Los Angeles International Airport (LAX), and many others. In 2020 his 

video art projects, California on Fire and GO HOME won numerous awards at international film festivals 

including the Clermont-Ferrand Intl Film Festival and ÉCU The European Independent Film Festival. He has 

been featured in numerous online publications and TV interviews such as PBS Newshour, TIME Magazine, 

Artnet, and American Photo. 

 

Lauren Markham is a writer based in California whose work has appeared in outlets such 

as Guernica, Harper's, Freeman's, The New York Review of Books, and VQR, where she is a contributing 

editor. Lauren is the author of The Far Away Brothers: Two Young Migrants and the Making of an American 

Life, which was awarded the Northern California Book Award, The California Book Award Silver Medal, and 

the Ridenhour Prize. She teaches in the MFA programs at Ashland University and the University of San 

Francisco. 
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_______________________________ 

The Longest Year: 2020+ is a collection of visual and written essays on 2020, a pivotal year that shifted our 

way of experiencing the world. Edited by Rachel Cobb, Alice Gabriner, and Elizabeth Krist. 

Rachel Cobb is a photographer who lives in New York City. She has worked for numerous publications  

Jeff Frost and Lauren Markham 

 

https://lithub.com/land-of-smoke-and-fire-documenting-californias-endless-season-of-heat/ 

  

https://www.rachelcobb.com/0bg3izvbxgyghsgtzt58rse0rsa6zc
https://lithub.com/author/markhamfrost/
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Giving Overdue Credit to Early Archaeologists’ Wives 

These women labored alongside their famous husbands to produce world-renowned research. 

 

Family photo with Heinrich and Sophia Schliemann, 1871 

via Wikimedia Commons 

By: Nora McGreevy  

In his 1933 Archaeology of Palestine, famed American archaeologist W. F. Albright mused, “where 

expeditions are mixed it is highly desirable to have the Director’s wife present, both to provide a feminine 

social arbiter and to avert scandal.” 

His advice evokes the male-dominated culture of archaeology in the Near East in the late nineteenth and 

twentieth centuries. But as Norma Dever writes, the wives of archaeologists actually performed essential—

and overlooked—domestic and academic labor in this often-dangerous and exclusive climate. “The 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Heinrich_und_Sophia_Schliemann.jpg
https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/nora-mcgreevy/
https://www.jstor.org/stable/4132378?mag=giving-overdue-credit-to-early-archaeologists-wives
https://www.jstor.org/stable/4132378?mag=giving-overdue-credit-to-early-archaeologists-wives
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achievements of many famous male archaeologists in the ancient Near East have depended a great deal on 

their wives’ contributions to their work, which have gone largely unacknowledged, until now,” Dever argues. 

Few people knew about Sophia Schliemann’s extensive work in Mycenae, where she dug with a 

pocketknife for months. 

Some of these women were famous in their own right during their lives: Agatha Christie, the “Queen of 

Crime” and best-selling author of all time, married British archaeologist Sir Max Mallowan in 1930 after 

meeting him in Ur. She accompanied him on some expeditions, helping to wash pottery while also working 

on her mystery novels. 

A photo of the beautiful Sophia Schliemann decked out in Priam’s Treasure, a cache of gold artifacts found 

by her husband Heinrich in modern-day Turkey, made her a famous face in the archaeology world in the mid-

1800s. But few people knew about her extensive work in Mycenae, where she dug with a pocketknife for 

months—and helped illegally smuggle the golden artifacts out of the country. 

At the turn of the century, Lady Hilda Petrie served as the chief manager of the excavations for her husband, 

Sir Flinders Petrie. On dig sites in Egypt, the British woman drew plans for her husband’s books, copied two 

thousand signs in the cemetery of Dendereh, employed workers, and controlled the couple’s finances—all 

while facing danger. “She was shot at while working at her desk, fortunately by an inexpert marksman,” 

Dever notes. “Unharmed and undaunted, she saw no reason not to continue working at her husband’s side.” 

“I will only say that it was entirely due to my wife that the sources of the British School were raised, to enable 

work to be carried on by me and our students,” Petrie’s husband later reflected. 
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Subscribe
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Albright, the influential American archaeologist, married Ruth Norton when she was a Ph.D. student studying 

Sanskrit at Johns Hopkins University. Norton ended her studies early to move to Jerusalem in the 1920s and 

eventually raise the couple’s sons. While many at the time undervalued the domestic labor—childrearing, 

cooking, and other unpaid work in camps—that Ruth Albright and others performed, their work was 

nevertheless critical to the success of the digs, Dever notes. 

Dever herself was married to William Dever, a prominent American archaeologist, for much of her life, 

working as his secretary, accompanying him on digs, caring for their young child, and even typing his thesis. 
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“In the last few years since our divorce, I am again typing for Bill,” Dever wrote in 2004. “But now he pays 

me!” she adds. 

 

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

 Share Tweet Email Print 

Have a correction or comment about this article? 

Please contact us. 

archaeologywomen's historyNear Eastern Archaeology 

 

Resources 

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

research behind our articles for free on JSTOR. 

They Also Dug! Archaeoiogist's Wives and Their Stories 

By: Norma Dever 

Near Eastern Archaeology, Vol. 67, No. 3 (Sep., 2004), pp. 162-173 

The University of Chicago Press on behalf of The American Schools of Oriental Research 

 

https://daily.jstor.org/giving-overdue-credit-to-early-archaeologists-

wives/?utm_term=Giving%20Overdue%20Credit%20to%20Early%20Archaeologists%27%20Wives&utm_c

ampaign=jstordaily_03182021&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email 

  

https://bit.ly/30jM88p
https://www.facebook.com/dialog/share?app_id=419334385204394&display=popup&href=https%3A%2F%2Fdaily.jstor.org%2Fgiving-overdue-credit-to-early-archaeologists-wives%2F&redirect_uri=https%3A%2F%2Fdaily.jstor.org%2Fgiving-overdue-credit-to-early-archaeologists-wives%2F
http://twitter.com/intent/tweet?url=https%3A%2F%2Fdaily.jstor.org%2Fgiving-overdue-credit-to-early-archaeologists-wives%2F&text=Giving+Overdue+Credit+to+Early+Archaeologists%E2%80%99+Wives&via=JSTOR_Daily
mailto:?subject=Giving%20Overdue%20Credit%20to%20Early%20Archaeologists%E2%80%99%20Wives&body=These%20women%20labored%20alongside%20their%20famous%20husbands%20to%20produce%20world-renowned%20research.%0D%0A%0D%0A%20Read%20More:%20https%3A%2F%2Fdaily.jstor.org%2Fgiving-overdue-credit-to-early-archaeologists-wives%2F
javascript:window.print()
https://daily.jstor.org/contact-us?%5bfrom_url%5d
https://daily.jstor.org/tag/archaeology/
https://daily.jstor.org/tag/womens-history/
https://daily.jstor.org/pub_tag/near-eastern-archaeology/
https://www.jstor.org/stable/4132378?mag=giving-overdue-credit-to-early-archaeologists-wives
https://daily.jstor.org/giving-overdue-credit-to-early-archaeologists-wives/?utm_term=Giving%20Overdue%20Credit%20to%20Early%20Archaeologists%27%20Wives&utm_campaign=jstordaily_03182021&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/giving-overdue-credit-to-early-archaeologists-wives/?utm_term=Giving%20Overdue%20Credit%20to%20Early%20Archaeologists%27%20Wives&utm_campaign=jstordaily_03182021&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/giving-overdue-credit-to-early-archaeologists-wives/?utm_term=Giving%20Overdue%20Credit%20to%20Early%20Archaeologists%27%20Wives&utm_campaign=jstordaily_03182021&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
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Earth’s early magma oceans detected in 3.7 billion year-old Greenland rocks 

GEOSCIENCES 

ByInvited Researcher March 15, 2021 1 comment 

Author: Helen M Williams is Reader in Geochemistry, University of Cambridge 

4 

billion years ago, the Earth was composed of a series of magma oceans hundreds of kilometres deep. 

Larich/Shutterstock 

Earth hasn’t always been a blue and green oasis of life in an otherwise inhospitable solar system. During our 

planet’s first 50 million years, around 4.5 billion years ago, its surface was a hellscape of magma oceans, 

bubbling and belching with heat from Earth’s interior. 

The subsequent cooling of the planet from this molten state, and the crystallisation of these magma oceans 

into solid rock, was a defining stage in the assembly of our planet’s structure, the chemistry of its surface, and 

the formation of its early atmosphere. 

https://mappingignorance.org/category/science/geosciences/
https://mappingignorance.org/2021/03/15/earths-early-magma-oceans-detected-in-3-7-billion-year-old-greenland-rocks/#author
https://mappingignorance.org/2021/03/15/earths-early-magma-oceans-detected-in-3-7-billion-year-old-greenland-rocks/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#comments
https://www.shutterstock.com/image-illustration/realistic-alien-planet-outer-space-3d-1429607681
https://www.nature.com/articles/nature06355
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These primeval rocks, containing clues that might explain Earth’s habitability, were assumed to have been 

lost to the ravages of plate tectonics. But now, my team has discovered the chemical remnants of Earth’s 

magma oceans in 3.7 billion year-old rocks from southern Greenland, revealing a tantalising snapshot of a 

time when the Earth was almost entirely molten. 

Hell on Earth 

Earth is the product of a chaotic early solar system, which is believed to have featured a number of 

catastrophic impacts between the Earth and other planetary bodies. The formation of Earth culminated in its 

collision with a Mars-sized impactor planet, which also resulted in the formation of Earth’s moon some 4.5 

billion years ago. 

These cosmic clashes are thought to have generated enough energy to melt the Earth’s crust and almost all of 

our planet’s interior (the mantle), creating planetary-scale volumes of molten rock that formed “magma 

oceans” hundreds of kilometres in depth. Today, in contrast, Earth’s crust is entirely solid, and the mantle is 

seen as a “plastic solid”: allowing slow, viscous geological movement a far cry from the liquid magma of 

Earth’s early mantle. 

As the Earth recovered and cooled after its chaotic collisions, its deep magma oceans crystallised and 

solidified, beginning Earth’s journey to the planet we know today. The volcanic gases which bubbled out of 

Earth’s cooling magma oceans may have been decisive in the formation and composition of our planet’s early 

atmosphere – which would eventually support life. 

Geological search 

Finding geological evidence for the Earth’s former molten state is extremely difficult. This is because magma 

ocean events are likely to have taken place over 4 billion years ago, and many of the rocks from that period of 

Earth’s history have since been recycled by plate tectonics. 

But while rocks from this period no longer exist, their chemical traces may still be stored in Earth’s depths. 

Solidified crystals from Earth’s cooling period would have been so dense that they’d have sunk to the base of 

Earth’s mantle. Scientists even believe that these mineral residues may be stored in isolated zones deep 

within Earth’s mantle-core boundary. 

If they do exist, these ancient crystal graveyards are inaccessible to us – hiding far too deep for us to take 

direct samples. And if they were to ever rise to the Earth’s surface, the magma ocean crystals would naturally 

undergo a process of melting and solidifying, leaving only traces of their origins in the volcanic rocks that 

make it to Earth’s crust. 

Crystal clues 

We knew Greenland would be a good place to search for these traces of Earth’s molten past. Our samples 

originate from the Isua supracrustal belt in southwestern Greenland, which is a famous area for geologists. At 

http://dx.doi.org/10.1126/sciadv.abc7394
https://www.nature.com/articles/35089010
https://www.nature.com/articles/35089010
https://www.sciencedirect.com/science/article/pii/S0012821X19305771
https://www.sciencedirect.com/science/article/pii/S0012821X19305771
https://www.sciencedirect.com/science/article/pii/S0012821X19301797
https://royalsocietypublishing.org/doi/10.1098/rsnr.2009.0004
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first glance, Isua’s rocks look just like any modern basalt you’d find on the sea floor. But these rocks some of 

the oldest in the world, believed to be between 3.7 and 3.8 billion years old. 

On analysing Isua’s rocks, we discovered unique iron isotope signatures. These signatures showed that the 

region of the mantle from which the rocks had formed had been subjected to very high pressure, over 700 

kilometres below Earth’s surface. That’s exactly where minerals formed during magma ocean crystallisation 

would have been located. 

But if these rocks did indeed bear traces of crystallised magma ocean, how did they find their way to the 

Earth’s surface? The answer lies in how the Earth’s interior melts, producing volcanic rocks on the planet’s 

surface. 

The Earth is now composed of the inner core, the outer core, the lower mantle, the upper mantle, and the 

crust. 

AlexLMX/Shutterstock 

 

Melting rocks 

https://www.shutterstock.com/image-illustration/structure-planet-earth-space-3d-rendering-1614442552
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When regions of the Earth’s semi-solid mantle heat up and melt, they rise buoyantly towards the Earth’s crust, 

ultimately producing volcanic rocks when the magma reaches the surface and cools. By studying the 

chemistry of these rocks on the surface, we can probe the composition of the material that melted to form 

them. 

The isotopic makeup of Isua rocks revealed that their journey to Earth’s surface involved several stages of 

crystallisation and remelting in the interior of the planet – a kind of distillation process on their way to the 

surface. But the rocks that emerged, located in present-day Greenland, still retain chemical signatures that 

connect them to Earth’s magma-covered past. 

The results of our work provide some of the first direct geological evidence for the signature of magma ocean 

crystals in volcanic rocks found on Earth’s surface. Now, we’d like to understand whether other ancient 

volcanic rocks across the world can tell us more about Earth’s former magma oceans, or whether we’ve 

instead stumbled upon a geological oddity: more of a one-off clue. 

If other volcanoes may have spewed similar geological artefacts, we might also look to modern eruption 

hotspots such as Hawaii and Iceland for further isotopic novelties that speak of Earth’s ancient past. It’s 

possible that more primordial rocks may be found in the future which could help us understand more about 

the Earth’s violent, magma-covered past. 

This article is republished from The Conversation under a Creative Commons license. Original article. 

https://mappingignorance.org/2021/03/15/earths-early-magma-oceans-detected-in-3-7-billion-year-old-

greenland-

rocks/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28M

apping+Ignorance%29 

  

https://www.pnas.org/content/117/49/30993.short
https://theconversation.com/
https://theconversation.com/earths-early-magma-oceans-detected-in-3-7-billion-year-old-greenland-rocks-156899
https://mappingignorance.org/2021/03/15/earths-early-magma-oceans-detected-in-3-7-billion-year-old-greenland-rocks/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29
https://mappingignorance.org/2021/03/15/earths-early-magma-oceans-detected-in-3-7-billion-year-old-greenland-rocks/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29
https://mappingignorance.org/2021/03/15/earths-early-magma-oceans-detected-in-3-7-billion-year-old-greenland-rocks/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29
https://mappingignorance.org/2021/03/15/earths-early-magma-oceans-detected-in-3-7-billion-year-old-greenland-rocks/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29
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Dilemma 

by Arthur Sze 

Issue no. 235 (Winter 2020) 

A musician tumbles bicycle handlebars 

  on a sidewalk and makes jangling music; 

a gardener prunes branches, then shakes 

  the Japanese maple to drop a few 

leaves onto the stone path; raking leaves, 

  you focus on the noise of the rake; 

in a time when pangolins near extinction 

  for scales, rhinoceroses for horns, 

you find tufts of skunk fur in the grass; 

  this is an August with no mushrooms to hunt, 

where smoke from the Rio en Medio 

  fire stings the eyes; bears swipe suet 

from bird feeders, ransack garbage bins 

  along streets; and when you drive 

to an intersection, a man in a wheelchair 

  glares; before turning, you ponder 

this chance encounter: as he holds 

  an upturned hat and cardboard sign, 

WAR VET, you wonder, is this truly 

  an illusion or an illusion of harrowing truth? 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=937a4df5be&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=937a4df5be&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=937a4df5be&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=937a4df5be&e=d538c8f2e0
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IBM develops AI to invent new antibiotics – and it's made two already 

By Michael Irving 

 

IBM has created an AI system that can find new antibiotic candidates quickly, to help fight the rising 

superbug threat 

phodopus/Depositphotos 

Hiding behind the current COVID-19 pandemic, another serious public health threat is looming – the rise 

of antibiotic-resistant “superbugs.” New antibiotics are needed to help turn the tide, but developing them takes 

time. Now, IBM Research has put AI to work on the task, producing two promising new drug candidates very 

quickly. 

The discovery of penicillin was one of the most important scientific breakthroughs of the 20th century, as 

previously deadly infections became easily treatable. But decades on, those benefits are beginning to falter. 

https://newatlas.com/author/michael-irving/
https://depositphotos.com/2558752/stock-photo-closeup-of-pills.html
https://newatlas.com/who-superbugs-antibiotics/48148/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
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Like all organisms, bacteria evolve in response to their environment – so when we pump their environments 

(ie, our bodies) with drugs, it’s only a matter of time before some of them figure out how to defend 

themselves. Given enough time and antibiotic use, the only microbes remaining will be those that are 

genetically immune to the drugs. 

That’s the situation we’re increasingly finding ourselves in. We’re now down to our last line of defense – and 

worryingly, even those are starting to fail. Without new antibiotics or other treatments, scientists predict that 

once-minor infections could claim up to 10 million lives a year by 2050. 

 

A computer model of one of the new antimicrobial peptides created by IBM's new AI 

 

Worse still, developing new drugs takes years and involves a huge amount of trial and error, with potential 

molecules being made up of countless possible chemical combinations. Thankfully, that’s just the kind of 

https://newatlas.com/last-line-antibiotics-failing/46529/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/bacteria-antibiotic-resistance-last-resort/60129/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/cefiderocol-new-antibiotic-human-trials/56991/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/medical/superbugs-bacteriophage-therapy-antibiotic-resistance/?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/medical/ibm-ai-new-antibiotics-superbugs/#gallery:1
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work that artificial intelligence excels at, so IBM has developed a new system to sift through the numbers for 

us. 

The IBM Research team created an AI system that’s much faster at exploring the entire possibility space for 

molecular configurations. First, the researchers started with a model called a deep generative autoencoder, 

which essentially examines a range of peptide sequences, captures important information about their function 

and the molecules that make them up, and looks for similarities to other peptides. 

IBM Research 

Next, a system called Controlled Latent attribute Space Sampling (CLaSS) is applied. This system uses the 

data gathered and generates new peptide molecules with specific, desired properties. In this case, that’s 

antimicrobial effectiveness. 

But of course, the ability to kill bacteria isn’t the only requirement for an antibiotic – it also needs to be safe 

for human use, and ideally work across a range of classes of bacteria. So the AI-generated molecules are then 

run through deep learning classifiers to weed out ineffective or toxic combinations. 

Over the course of 48 days, the AI system identified, synthesized and experimented with 20 new antibiotic 

peptide candidates. Two of them in particular turned out to be particularly promising – they were highly 

potent against a range of bacteria from the two main classes (Gram-positive and Gram-negative), by punching 

holes in the bugs’ outer membranes. In cell cultures and mouse tests, they also had low toxicity, and seemed 

very unlikely to lead to further drug resistance in E. coli. 

The two new antibiotic candidates are exciting enough by themselves, but the process through which they 

were discovered is the real breakthrough. Being able to develop and test new antibiotics quickly and more 

efficiently could help prevent the nightmare scenario of returning to a time before antibiotics. 

The research was published in the journal Nature. 

Source: IBM Research 

We recommend 

1. IBM, CloudBroker Provide Cloud Power, Software for ETH Zurich Antibiotics Research 

GenomeWeb, 2011 

2. IBM, CloudBroker Provide Cloud Power, Software for ETH Zurich Antibiotics Research 

GenomeWeb, 2011 

https://newatlas.com/medical/powerful-new-antibiotic-ai-discovery/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://dx.doi.org/10.1038/s41551-021-00689-x
https://www.ibm.com/blogs/research/2021/03/ai-finds-new-peptides/
https://www.genomeweb.com/informatics/ibm-cloudbroker-provide-cloud-power-software-eth-zurich-antibiotics-research?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=TrendMD&utm_campaign=1&trendmd-shared=1
https://www.genomeweb.com/informatics/ibm-cloudbroker-provide-cloud-power-software-eth-zurich-antibiotics-research?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=TrendMD&utm_campaign=1&trendmd-shared=1
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3. Cleveland Clinic, IBM Partner on High-Performance Computing for Life Science, Healthcare 

Research | Genomeweb 

staff reporter, GenomeWeb, 2021 

1. 5 Ways to Make Patients Feel More Comfortable in Office During Covid 

MRP, 2020 

2. Interpace, Rutgers, Mass General Sign Licensing Agreement for Pancreatic Cyst Risk Assessment 

Biomarker 

John Gilmore et al., 360Dx 

3. Recommendations From FDA-AACR Workshop to Increase African American Representation in 

Multiple Myeloma Clinical Trials 

Cardiology Advisor, 2020 

 

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/ibm-ai-new-antibiotics-superbugs/ 

  

https://www.genomeweb.com/business-news/cleveland-clinic-ibm-partner-high-performance-computing-life-science-healthcare?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=TrendMD&utm_campaign=1&dicbo=v1-e08f625c6d3f820e192dcf5ef55c0ebf-0006802d30325329ad94f7b5fee0aa6e9e-muzginjxmnqtcljsgm2daljtgzrtgljzgy3tsljvgyyweobxme2gcyldgy&trendmd-shared=1#.YQHDNC297oB
https://www.genomeweb.com/business-news/cleveland-clinic-ibm-partner-high-performance-computing-life-science-healthcare?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=TrendMD&utm_campaign=1&dicbo=v1-e08f625c6d3f820e192dcf5ef55c0ebf-0006802d30325329ad94f7b5fee0aa6e9e-muzginjxmnqtcljsgm2daljtgzrtgljzgy3tsljvgyyweobxme2gcyldgy&trendmd-shared=1#.YQHDNC297oB
https://www.hematologyadvisor.com/home/topics/general-hematology/5-ways-to-make-patients-feel-more-comfortable-in-office-during-covid/?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=Cardiology_Advisor_TrendMD_1
https://www.360dx.com/molecular-diagnostics/interpace-rutgers-mass-general-sign-licensing-agreement-pancreatic-cyst-risk?utm_medium=TrendMD&utm_campaign=1&utm_source=TrendMD&trendmd-shared=1#.YBggc3dKh0s
https://www.360dx.com/molecular-diagnostics/interpace-rutgers-mass-general-sign-licensing-agreement-pancreatic-cyst-risk?utm_medium=TrendMD&utm_campaign=1&utm_source=TrendMD&trendmd-shared=1#.YBggc3dKh0s
https://www.cancertherapyadvisor.com/home/cancer-topics/hematologic-cancers/?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=Cardiology_Advisor_TrendMD_1
https://www.cancertherapyadvisor.com/home/cancer-topics/hematologic-cancers/?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=Cardiology_Advisor_TrendMD_1
https://newatlas.com/author/michael-irving/
https://newatlas.com/author/michael-irving/
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Benito Cereno 

by Herman Melville 

 

(1855) 

In the year 1799, Captain Amasa Delano, of Duxbury, in Massachusetts, commanding a large sealer and 

general trader, lay at anchor with a valuable cargo, in the harbor of St. Maria--a small, desert, uninhabited 

island toward the southern extremity of the long coast of Chili. There he had touched for water. 

On the second day, not long after dawn, while lying in his berth, his mate came below, informing him that a 

strange sail was coming into the bay. Ships were then not so plenty in those waters as now. He rose,dressed, 

and went on deck. 

The morning was one peculiar to that coast. Everything was mute and calm; everything gray. The sea, though 

undulated into long roods of swells, seemed fixed, and was sleeked at the surface like waved lead that has 

cooled and set in the smelter's mould. The sky seemed a gray surtout. Flights of troubled gray fowl, kith and 

kin with flights of troubled gray vapors among which they were mixed, skimmed low and fitfully over the 

waters, as swallows over meadows before storms.Shadows present, foreshadowing deeper shadows to come. 

To Captain Delano's surprise, the stranger, viewed through the glass,showed no colors; though to do so upon 

entering a haven, howeveruninhabited in its shores, where but a single other ship might be lying,was the 

custom among peaceful seamen of all nations. Considering thelawlessness and loneliness of the spot, and the 

sort of stories, at thatday, associated with those seas, Captain Delano's surprise might havedeepened into some 

uneasiness had he not been a person of a singularlyundistrustful good-nature, not liable, except on 

extraordinary andrepeated incentives, and hardly then, to indulge in personal alarms, anyway involving the 

imputation of malign evil in man. Whether, in view ofwhat humanity is capable, such a trait implies, along 

with a benevolentheart, more than ordinary quickness and accuracy of intellectualperception, may be left to 

the wise to determine. 

But whatever misgivings might have obtruded on first seeing thestranger, would almost, in any seaman's 

mind, have been dissipated byobserving that, the ship, in navigating into the harbor, was drawing toonear the 

land; a sunken reef making out off her bow. This seemed toprove her a stranger, indeed, not only to the sealer, 

but the island;consequently, she could be no wonted freebooter on that ocean. With nosmall interest, Captain 

Delano continued to watch her--a proceeding notmuch facilitated by the vapors partly mantling the hull, 

through whichthe far matin light from her cabin streamed equivocally enough; muchlike the sun--by this time 

hemisphered on the rim of the horizon, and,apparently, in company with the strange ship entering the harbor--

which,wimpled by the same low, creeping clouds, showed not unlike a Limaintriguante's one sinister eye 

peering across the Plaza from the Indianloop-hole of her dusk saya-y-manta. 

It might have been but a deception of the vapors, but, the longer thestranger was watched the more singular 

appeared her manoeuvres. Erelong it seemed hard to decide whether she meant to come in or no--whatshe 

wanted, or what she was about. The wind, which had breezed up alittle during the night, was now extremely 

https://americanliterature.com/author/herman-melville
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light and baffling, which themore increased the apparent uncertainty of her movements. Surmising, atlast, that 

it might be a ship in distress, Captain Delano ordered hiswhale-boat to be dropped, and, much to the wary 

opposition of his mate,prepared to board her, and, at the least, pilot her in. On the nightprevious, a fishing-

party of the seamen had gone a long distance to somedetached rocks out of sight from the sealer, and, an hour 

or two beforedaybreak, had returned, having met with no small success. Presuming thatthe stranger might 

have been long off soundings, the good captain putseveral baskets of the fish, for presents, into his boat, and 

so pulledaway. From her continuing too near the sunken reef, deeming her indanger, calling to his men, he 

made all haste to apprise those on boardof their situation. But, some time ere the boat came up, the wind, 

lightthough it was, having shifted, had headed the vessel off, as well aspartly broken the vapors from about 

her. 

Upon gaining a less remote view, the ship, when made signally visible onthe verge of the leaden-hued swells, 

with the shreds of fog here andthere raggedly furring her, appeared like a white-washed monastery aftera 

thunder-storm, seen perched upon some dun cliff among the Pyrenees.But it was no purely fanciful 

resemblance which now, for a moment,almost led Captain Delano to think that nothing less than a ship-load 

ofmonks was before him. Peering over the bulwarks were what really seemed,in the hazy distance, throngs of 

dark cowls; while, fitfully revealedthrough the open port-holes, other dark moving figures were 

dimlydescried, as of Black Friars pacing the cloisters. 

Upon a still nigher approach, this appearance was modified, and the truecharacter of the vessel was plain--a 

Spanish merchantman of the firstclass, carrying negro slaves, amongst other valuable freight, from 

onecolonial port to another. A very large, and, in its time, a very finevessel, such as in those days were at 

intervals encountered along thatmain; sometimes superseded Acapulco treasure-ships, or retired frigatesof the 

Spanish king's navy, which, like superannuated Italian palaces,still, under a decline of masters, preserved 

signs of former state. 

As the whale-boat drew more and more nigh, the cause of the peculiarpipe-clayed aspect of the stranger was 

seen in the slovenly neglectpervading her. The spars, ropes, and great part of the bulwarks, lookedwoolly, 

from long unacquaintance with the scraper, tar, and the brush.Her keel seemed laid, her ribs put together, and 

she launched, fromEzekiel's Valley of Dry Bones. 

In the present business in which she was engaged, the ship's generalmodel and rig appeared to have 

undergone no material change from theiroriginal warlike and Froissart pattern. However, no guns were seen. 

The tops were large, and were railed about with what had once beenoctagonal net-work, all now in sad 

disrepair. These tops hung overheadlike three ruinous aviaries, in one of which was seen, perched, on aratlin, 

a white noddy, a strange fowl, so called from its lethargic,somnambulistic character, being frequently caught 

by hand at sea.Battered and mouldy, the castellated forecastle seemed some ancientturret, long ago taken by 

assault, and then left to decay. Toward thestern, two high-raised quarter galleries--the balustrades here and 

therecovered with dry, tindery sea-moss--opening out from the unoccupiedstate-cabin, whose dead-lights, for 

all the mild weather, werehermetically closed and calked--these tenantless balconies hung over thesea as if it 

were the grand Venetian canal. But the principal relic offaded grandeur was the ample oval of the shield-like 

stern-piece,intricately carved with the arms of Castile and Leon, medallioned aboutby groups of mythological 

or symbolical devices; uppermost and centralof which was a dark satyr in a mask, holding his foot on the 

prostrateneck of a writhing figure, likewise masked. 
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Whether the ship had a figure-head, or only a plain beak, was not quitecertain, owing to canvas wrapped 

about that part, either to protect itwhile undergoing a re-furbishing, or else decently to hide its decay.Rudely 

painted or chalked, as in a sailor freak, along the forward sideof a sort of pedestal below the canvas, was the 

sentence, "_Seguidvuestro jefe_" (follow your leader); while upon the tarnishedheadboards, near by, 

appeared, in stately capitals, once gilt, theship's name, "SAN DOMINICK," each letter streakingly corroded 

withtricklings of copper-spike rust; while, like mourning weeds, darkfestoons of sea-grass slimily swept to 

and fro over the name, with everyhearse-like roll of the hull. 

As, at last, the boat was hooked from the bow along toward the gangwayamidship, its keel, while yet some 

inches separated from the hull,harshly grated as on a sunken coral reef. It proved a huge bunch ofconglobated 

barnacles adhering below the water to the side like a wen--atoken of baffling airs and long calms passed 

somewhere in those seas. 

Climbing the side, the visitor was at once surrounded by a clamorousthrong of whites and blacks, but the 

latter outnumbering the former morethan could have been expected, negro transportation-ship as the 

strangerin port was. But, in one language, and as with one voice, all poured outa common tale of suffering; in 

which the negresses, of whom there werenot a few, exceeded the others in their dolorous vehemence. The 

scurvy,together with the fever, had swept off a great part of their number,more especially the Spaniards. Off 

Cape Horn they had narrowly escapedshipwreck; then, for days together, they had lain tranced without 

wind;their provisions were low; their water next to none; their lips thatmoment were baked. 

While Captain Delano was thus made the mark of all eager tongues, hisone eager glance took in all faces, 

with every other object about him. 

Always upon first boarding a large and populous ship at sea, especiallya foreign one, with a nondescript crew 

such as Lascars or Manilla men,the impression varies in a peculiar way from that produced by firstentering a 

strange house with strange inmates in a strange land. Bothhouse and ship--the one by its walls and blinds, the 

other by its highbulwarks like ramparts--hoard from view their interiors till the lastmoment: but in the case of 

the ship there is this addition; that theliving spectacle it contains, upon its sudden and complete disclosure,has, 

in contrast with the blank ocean which zones it, something of theeffect of enchantment. The ship seems 

unreal; these strange costumes,gestures, and faces, but a shadowy tableau just emerged from the deep,which 

directly must receive back what it gave. 

Perhaps it was some such influence, as above is attempted to bedescribed, which, in Captain Delano's mind, 

heightened whatever, upon astaid scrutiny, might have seemed unusual; especially the conspicuousfigures of 

four elderly grizzled negroes, their heads like black,doddered willow tops, who, in venerable contrast to the 

tumult belowthem, were couched, sphynx-like, one on the starboard cat-head, anotheron the larboard, and the 

remaining pair face to face on the oppositebulwarks above the main-chains. They each had bits of unstranded 

oldjunk in their hands, and, with a sort of stoical self-content, werepicking the junk into oakum, a small heap 

of which lay by their sides.They accompanied the task with a continuous, low, monotonous, chant;droning 

and drilling away like so many gray-headed bag-pipers playing afuneral march. 

The quarter-deck rose into an ample elevated poop, upon the forwardverge of which, lifted, like the oakum-

pickers, some eight feet abovethe general throng, sat along in a row, separated by regular spaces, thecross-

legged figures of six other blacks; each with a rusty hatchet inhis hand, which, with a bit of brick and a rag, he 
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was engaged like ascullion in scouring; while between each two was a small stack ofhatchets, their rusted 

edges turned forward awaiting a like operation.Though occasionally the four oakum-pickers would briefly 

address someperson or persons in the crowd below, yet the six hatchet-polishersneither spoke to others, nor 

breathed a whisper among themselves, butsat intent upon their task, except at intervals, when, with the 

peculiarlove in negroes of uniting industry with pastime, two and two theysideways clashed their hatchets 

together,' like cymbals, with abarbarous din. All six, unlike the generality, had the raw aspect 

ofunsophisticated Africans. 

But that first comprehensive glance which took in those ten figures,with scores less conspicuous, rested but an 

instant upon them, as,impatient of the hubbub of voices, the visitor turned in quest ofwhomsoever it might be 

that commanded the ship. 

But as if not unwilling to let nature make known her own case among hissuffering charge, or else in despair of 

restraining it for the time, theSpanish captain, a gentlemanly, reserved-looking, and rather young manto a 

stranger's eye, dressed with singular richness, but bearing plaintraces of recent sleepless cares and 

disquietudes, stood passively by,leaning against the main-mast, at one moment casting a dreary,spiritless look 

upon his excited people, at the next an unhappy glancetoward his visitor. By his side stood a black of small 

stature, in whoserude face, as occasionally, like a shepherd's dog, he mutely turned itup into the Spaniard's, 

sorrow and affection were equally blended. 

Struggling through the throng, the American advanced to the Spaniard,assuring him of his sympathies, and 

offering to render whateverassistance might be in his power. To which the Spaniard returned forthe present 

but grave and ceremonious acknowledgments, his nationalformality dusked by the saturnine mood of ill-

health. 

But losing no time in mere compliments, Captain Delano, returning to thegangway, had his basket of fish 

brought up; and as the wind stillcontinued light, so that some hours at least must elapse ere the shipcould be 

brought to the anchorage, he bade his men return to the sealer,and fetch back as much water as the whale-boat 

could carry, withwhatever soft bread the steward might have, all the remaining pumpkinson board, with a box 

of sugar, and a dozen of his private bottles ofcider. 

Not many minutes after the boat's pushing off, to the vexation of all,the wind entirely died away, and the tide 

turning, began drifting backthe ship helplessly seaward. But trusting this would not long last,Captain Delano 

sought, with good hopes, to cheer up the strangers,feeling no small satisfaction that, with persons in their 

condition, hecould--thanks to his frequent voyages along the Spanish main--conversewith some freedom in 

their native tongue. 

While left alone with them, he was not long in observing some thingstending to heighten his first impressions; 

but surprise was lost inpity, both for the Spaniards and blacks, alike evidently reduced fromscarcity of water 

and provisions; while long-continued suffering seemedto have brought out the less good-natured qualities of 

the negroes,besides, at the same time, impairing the Spaniard's authority over them.But, under the 

circumstances, precisely this condition of things was tohave been anticipated. In armies, navies, cities, or 

families, in natureherself, nothing more relaxes good order than misery. Still, CaptainDelano was not without 

the idea, that had Benito Cereno been a man ofgreater energy, misrule would hardly have come to the present 

pass. Butthe debility, constitutional or induced by hardships, bodily and mental,of the Spanish captain, was 
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too obvious to be overlooked. A prey tosettled dejection, as if long mocked with hope he would not now 

indulgeit, even when it had ceased to be a mock, the prospect of that day, orevening at furthest, lying at 

anchor, with plenty of water for hispeople, and a brother captain to counsel and befriend, seemed in 

noperceptible degree to encourage him. His mind appeared unstrung, if notstill more seriously affected. Shut 

up in these oaken walls, chained toone dull round of command, whose unconditionality cloyed him, like 

somehypochondriac abbot he moved slowly about, at times suddenly pausing,starting, or staring, biting his 

lip, biting his finger-nail, flushing,paling, twitching his beard, with other symptoms of an absent or 

moodymind. This distempered spirit was lodged, as before hinted, in asdistempered a frame. He was rather 

tall, but seemed never to have beenrobust, and now with nervous suffering was almost worn to a skeleton. 

Atendency to some pulmonary complaint appeared to have been latelyconfirmed. His voice was like that of 

one with lungs half gone--hoarselysuppressed, a husky whisper. No wonder that, as in this state hetottered 

about, his private servant apprehensively followed him.Sometimes the negro gave his master his arm, or took 

his handkerchiefout of his pocket for him; performing these and similar offices withthat affectionate zeal 

which transmutes into something filial orfraternal acts in themselves but menial; and which has gained for 

thenegro the repute of making the most pleasing body-servant in the world;one, too, whom a master need be 

on no stiffly superior terms with, butmay treat with familiar trust; less a servant than a devoted companion. 

Marking the noisy indocility of the blacks in general, as well as whatseemed the sullen inefficiency of the 

whites it was not without humanesatisfaction that Captain Delano witnessed the steady good conduct ofBabo. 

But the good conduct of Babo, hardly more than the ill-behavior ofothers, seemed to withdraw the half-lunatic 

Don Benito from his cloudylanguor. Not that such precisely was the impression made by the Spaniardon the 

mind of his visitor. The Spaniard's individual unrest was, forthe present, but noted as a conspicuous feature in 

the ship's generalaffliction. Still, Captain Delano was not a little concerned at what hecould not help taking 

for the time to be Don Benito's unfriendlyindifference towards himself. The Spaniard's manner, too, conveyed 

asort of sour and gloomy disdain, which he seemed at no pains todisguise. But this the American in charity 

ascribed to the harassingeffects of sickness, since, in former instances, he had noted that thereare peculiar 

natures on whom prolonged physical suffering seems tocancel every social instinct of kindness; as if, forced 

to black breadthemselves, they deemed it but equity that each person coming nigh themshould, indirectly, by 

some slight or affront, be made to partake oftheir fare. 

But ere long Captain Delano bethought him that, indulgent as he was atthe first, in judging the Spaniard, he 

might not, after all, haveexercised charity enough. At bottom it was Don Benito's reserve whichdispleased 

him; but the same reserve was shown towards all but hisfaithful personal attendant. Even the formal reports 

which, according tosea-usage, were, at stated times, made to him by some petty underling,either a white, 

mulatto or black, he hardly had patience enough tolisten to, without betraying contemptuous aversion. His 

manner upon suchoccasions was, in its degree, not unlike that which might be supposedto have been his 

imperial countryman's, Charles V., just previous to theanchoritish retirement of that monarch from the throne. 

This splenetic disrelish of his place was evinced in almost everyfunction pertaining to it. Proud as he was 

moody, he condescended to nopersonal mandate. Whatever special orders were necessary, their deliverywas 

delegated to his body-servant, who in turn transferred them to theirultimate destination, through runners, alert 

Spanish boys or slave boys,like pages or pilot-fish within easy call continually hovering round DonBenito. So 

that to have beheld this undemonstrative invalid glidingabout, apathetic and mute, no landsman could have 

dreamed that in himwas lodged a dictatorship beyond which, while at sea, there was noearthly appeal. 
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Thus, the Spaniard, regarded in his reserve, seemed the involuntaryvictim of mental disorder. But, in fact, his 

reserve might, in somedegree, have proceeded from design. If so, then here was evinced theunhealthy climax 

of that icy though conscientious policy, more or lessadopted by all commanders of large ships, which, except 

in signalemergencies, obliterates alike the manifestation of sway with everytrace of sociality; transforming the 

man into a block, or rather into aloaded cannon, which, until there is call for thunder, has nothing tosay. 

Viewing him in this light, it seemed but a natural token of the perversehabit induced by a long course of such 

hard self-restraint, that,notwithstanding the present condition of his ship, the Spaniard shouldstill persist in a 

demeanor, which, however harmless, or, it may be,appropriate, in a well-appointed vessel, such as the San 

Dominick mighthave been at the outset of the voyage, was anything but judicious now.But the Spaniard, 

perhaps, thought that it was with captains as withgods: reserve, under all events, must still be their cue. But 

probablythis appearance of slumbering dominion might have been but an attempteddisguise to conscious 

imbecility--not deep policy, but shallow device.But be all this as it might, whether Don Benito's manner was 

designed ornot, the more Captain Delano noted its pervading reserve, the less hefelt uneasiness at any 

particular manifestation of that reserve towardshimself. 

Neither were his thoughts taken up by the captain alone. Wonted to thequiet orderliness of the sealer's 

comfortable family of a crew, thenoisy confusion of the San Dominick's suffering host repeatedlychallenged 

his eye. Some prominent breaches, not only of discipline butof decency, were observed. These Captain 

Delano could not but ascribe,in the main, to the absence of those subordinate deck-officers to whom,along 

with higher duties, is intrusted what may be styled the policedepartment of a populous ship. True, the old 

oakum-pickers appeared attimes to act the part of monitorial constables to their countrymen, theblacks; but 

though occasionally succeeding in allaying triflingoutbreaks now and then between man and man, they could 

do little ornothing toward establishing general quiet. The San Dominick was in thecondition of a transatlantic 

emigrant ship, among whose multitude ofliving freight are some individuals, doubtless, as little troublesome 

ascrates and bales; but the friendly remonstrances of such with theirruder companions are of not so much 

avail as the unfriendly arm of themate. What the San Dominick wanted was, what the emigrant ship has,stern 

superior officers. But on these decks not so much as a fourth-matewas to be seen. 

The visitor's curiosity was roused to learn the particulars of thosemishaps which had brought about such 

absenteeism, with its consequences;because, though deriving some inkling of the voyage from the wails 

whichat the first moment had greeted him, yet of the details no clearunderstanding had been had. The best 

account would, doubtless, be givenby the captain. Yet at first the visitor was loth to ask it, unwillingto 

provoke some distant rebuff. But plucking up courage, he at lastaccosted Don Benito, renewing the 

expression of his benevolent interest,adding, that did he (Captain Delano) but know the particulars of 

theship's misfortunes, he would, perhaps, be better able in the end torelieve them. Would Don Benito favor 

him with the whole story. 

Don Benito faltered; then, like some somnambulist suddenly interferedwith, vacantly stared at his visitor, and 

ended by looking down on thedeck. He maintained this posture so long, that Captain Delano, almostequally 

disconcerted, and involuntarily almost as rude, turned suddenlyfrom him, walking forward to accost one of 

the Spanish seamen for thedesired information. But he had hardly gone five paces, when, with asort of 

eagerness, Don Benito invited him back, regretting his momentaryabsence of mind, and professing readiness 

to gratify him. 
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While most part of the story was being given, the two captains stood onthe after part of the main-deck, a 

privileged spot, no one being nearbut the servant. 

"It is now a hundred and ninety days," began the Spaniard, in his huskywhisper, "that this ship, well officered 

and well manned, with severalcabin passengers--some fifty Spaniards in all--sailed from Buenos Ayresbound 

to Lima, with a general cargo, hardware, Paraguay tea and thelike--and," pointing forward, "that parcel of 

negroes, now not more thana hundred and fifty, as you see, but then numbering over three hundredsouls. Off 

Cape Horn we had heavy gales. In one moment, by night, threeof my best officers, with fifteen sailors, were 

lost, with themain-yard; the spar snapping under them in the slings, as they sought,with heavers, to beat down 

the icy sail. To lighten the hull, theheavier sacks of mata were thrown into the sea, with most of thewater-

pipes lashed on deck at the time. And this last necessity it was,combined with the prolonged detections 

afterwards experienced, whicheventually brought about our chief causes of suffering. When--" 

Here there was a sudden fainting attack of his cough, brought on, nodoubt, by his mental distress. His servant 

sustained him, and drawing acordial from his pocket placed it to his lips. He a little revived. Butunwilling to 

leave him unsupported while yet imperfectly restored, theblack with one arm still encircled his master, at the 

same time keepinghis eye fixed on his face, as if to watch for the first sign of completerestoration, or relapse, 

as the event might prove. 

The Spaniard proceeded, but brokenly and obscurely, as one in a dream. 

--"Oh, my God! rather than pass through what I have, with joy I wouldhave hailed the most terrible gales; but-

-" 

His cough returned and with increased violence; this subsiding; withreddened lips and closed eyes he fell 

heavily against his supporter. 

"His mind wanders. He was thinking of the plague that followed thegales," plaintively sighed the servant; "my 

poor, poor master!" wringingone hand, and with the other wiping the mouth. "But be patient, Seor,"again 

turning to Captain Delano, "these fits do not last long; masterwill soon be himself." 

Don Benito reviving, went on; but as this portion of the story was verybrokenly delivered, the substance only 

will here be set down. 

It appeared that after the ship had been many days tossed in storms offthe Cape, the scurvy broke out, 

carrying off numbers of the whites andblacks. When at last they had worked round into the Pacific, their 

sparsand sails were so damaged, and so inadequately handled by the survivingmariners, most of whom were 

become invalids, that, unable to lay hernortherly course by the wind, which was powerful, the unmanageable 

ship,for successive days and nights, was blown northwestward, where thebreeze suddenly deserted her, in 

unknown waters, to sultry calms. Theabsence of the water-pipes now proved as fatal to life as before 

theirpresence had menaced it. Induced, or at least aggravated, by the morethan scanty allowance of water, a 

malignant fever followed the scurvy;with the excessive heat of the lengthened calm, making such short 

workof it as to sweep away, as by billows, whole families of the Africans,and a yet larger number, 

proportionably, of the Spaniards, including, bya luckless fatality, every remaining officer on board. 
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Consequently, inthe smart west winds eventually following the calm, the already rentsails, having to be 

simply dropped, not furled, at need, had beengradually reduced to the beggars' rags they were now. To 

procuresubstitutes for his lost sailors, as well as supplies of water andsails, the captain, at the earliest 

opportunity, had made for Baldivia,the southernmost civilized port of Chili and South America; but 

uponnearing the coast the thick weather had prevented him from so much assighting that harbor. Since which 

period, almost without a crew, andalmost without canvas and almost without water, and, at intervals givingits 

added dead to the sea, the San Dominick had been battle-dored aboutby contrary winds, inveigled by currents, 

or grown weedy in calms. Likea man lost in woods, more than once she had doubled upon her own track. 

"But throughout these calamities," huskily continued Don Benito,painfully turning in the half embrace of his 

servant, "I have to thankthose negroes you see, who, though to your inexperienced eyes appearingunruly, 

have, indeed, conducted themselves with less of restlessnessthan even their owner could have thought 

possible under suchcircumstances." 

Here he again fell faintly back. Again his mind wandered; but herallied, and less obscurely proceeded. 

"Yes, their owner was quite right in assuring me that no fetters wouldbe needed with his blacks; so that while, 

as is wont in thistransportation, those negroes have always remained upon deck--not thrustbelow, as in the 

Guinea-men--they have, also, from the beginning, beenfreely permitted to range within given bounds at their 

pleasure." 

Once more the faintness returned--his mind roved--but, recovering, heresumed: 

"But it is Babo here to whom, under God, I owe not only my ownpreservation, but likewise to him, chiefly, 

the merit is due, ofpacifying his more ignorant brethren, when at intervals tempted tomurmurings." 

"Ah, master," sighed the black, bowing his face, "don't speak of me;Babo is nothing; what Babo has done was 

but duty." 

"Faithful fellow!" cried Captain Delano. "Don Benito, I envy you such afriend; slave I cannot call him." 

As master and man stood before him, the black upholding the white,Captain Delano could not but bethink him 

of the beauty of thatrelationship which could present such a spectacle of fidelity on the onehand and 

confidence on the other. The scene was heightened by, thecontrast in dress, denoting their relative positions. 

The Spaniard worea loose Chili jacket of dark velvet; white small-clothes and stockings,with silver buckles at 

the knee and instep; a high-crowned sombrero, offine grass; a slender sword, silver mounted, hung from a 

knot in hissash--the last being an almost invariable adjunct, more for utility thanornament, of a South 

American gentleman's dress to this hour. Exceptingwhen his occasional nervous contortions brought about 

disarray, therewas a certain precision in his attire curiously at variance with theunsightly disorder around; 

especially in the belittered Ghetto, forwardof the main-mast, wholly occupied by the blacks. 

The servant wore nothing but wide trowsers, apparently, from theircoarseness and patches, made out of some 

old topsail; they were clean,and confined at the waist by a bit of unstranded rope, which, with hiscomposed, 

deprecatory air at times, made him look something like abegging friar of St. Francis. 
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However unsuitable for the time and place, at least in theblunt-thinking American's eyes, and however 

strangely surviving in themidst of all his afflictions, the toilette of Don Benito might not, infashion at least, 

have gone beyond the style of the day among SouthAmericans of his class. Though on the present voyage 

sailing from BuenosAyres, he had avowed himself a native and resident of Chili, whoseinhabitants had not so 

generally adopted the plain coat and onceplebeian pantaloons; but, with a becoming modification, adhered to 

theirprovincial costume, picturesque as any in the world. Still, relativelyto the pale history of the voyage, and 

his own pale face, there seemedsomething so incongruous in the Spaniard's apparel, as almost to suggestthe 

image of an invalid courtier tottering about London streets in thetime of the plague. 

The portion of the narrative which, perhaps, most excited interest, aswell as some surprise, considering the 

latitudes in question, was thelong calms spoken of, and more particularly the ship's so long driftingabout. 

Without communicating the opinion, of course, the American couldnot but impute at least part of the 

detentions both to clumsy seamanshipand faulty navigation. Eying Don Benito's small, yellow hands, heeasily 

inferred that the young captain had not got into command at thehawse-hole, but the cabin-window; and if so, 

why wonder at incompetence,in youth, sickness, and gentility united? 

But drowning criticism in compassion, after a fresh repetition of hissympathies, Captain Delano, having heard 

out his story, not onlyengaged, as in the first place, to see Don Benito and his peoplesupplied in their 

immediate bodily needs, but, also, now fartherpromised to assist him in procuring a large permanent supply of 

water,as well as some sails and rigging; and, though it would involve no smallembarrassment to himself, yet 

he would spare three of his best seamenfor temporary deck officers; so that without delay the ship 

mightproceed to Conception, there fully to refit for Lima, her destined port. 

Such generosity was not without its effect, even upon the invalid. Hisface lighted up; eager and hectic, he met 

the honest glance of hisvisitor. With gratitude he seemed overcome. 

"This excitement is bad for master," whispered the servant, taking hisarm, and with soothing words gently 

drawing him aside. 

When Don Benito returned, the American was pained to observe that hishopefulness, like the sudden kindling 

in his cheek, was but febrile andtransient. 

Ere long, with a joyless mien, looking up towards the poop, the hostinvited his guest to accompany him there, 

for the benefit of what littlebreath of wind might be stirring. 

As, during the telling of the story, Captain Delano had once or twicestarted at the occasional cymballing of 

the hatchet-polishers, wonderingwhy such an interruption should be allowed, especially in that part ofthe ship, 

and in the ears of an invalid; and moreover, as the hatchetshad anything but an attractive look, and the 

handlers of them still lessso, it was, therefore, to tell the truth, not without some lurkingreluctance, or even 

shrinking, it may be, that Captain Delano, withapparent complaisance, acquiesced in his host's invitation. The 

more so,since, with an untimely caprice of punctilio, rendered distressing byhis cadaverous aspect, Don 

Benito, with Castilian bows, solemnlyinsisted upon his guest's preceding him up the ladder leading to 

theelevation; where, one on each side of the last step, sat for armorialsupporters and sentries two of the 

ominous file. Gingerly enough steppedgood Captain Delano between them, and in the instant of leaving 

thembehind, like one running the gauntlet, he felt an apprehensive twitch inthe calves of his legs. 
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But when, facing about, he saw the whole file, like so manyorgan-grinders, still stupidly intent on their work, 

unmindful ofeverything beside, he could not but smile at his late fidgety panic. 

Presently, while standing with his host, looking forward upon the decksbelow, he was struck by one of those 

instances of insubordinationpreviously alluded to. Three black boys, with two Spanish boys, weresitting 

together on the hatches, scraping a rude wooden platter, inwhich some scanty mess had recently been cooked. 

Suddenly, one of theblack boys, enraged at a word dropped by one of his white companions,seized a knife, 

and, though called to forbear by one of theoakum-pickers, struck the lad over the head, inflicting a gash 

fromwhich blood flowed. 

In amazement, Captain Delano inquired what this meant. To which the paleDon Benito dully muttered, that it 

was merely the sport of the lad. 

"Pretty serious sport, truly," rejoined Captain Delano. "Had such athing happened on board the Bachelor's 

Delight, instant punishment wouldhave followed." 

At these words the Spaniard turned upon the American one of his sudden,staring, half-lunatic looks; then, 

relapsing into his torpor, answered,"Doubtless, doubtless, Seor." 

Is it, thought Captain Delano, that this hapless man is one of thosepaper captains I've known, who by policy 

wink at what by power theycannot put down? I know no sadder sight than a commander who has littleof 

command but the name. 

"I should think, Don Benito," he now said, glancing towards theoakum-picker who had sought to interfere 

with the boys, "that you wouldfind it advantageous to keep all your blacks employed, especially theyounger 

ones, no matter at what useless task, and no matter what happensto the ship. Why, even with my little band, I 

find such a courseindispensable. I once kept a crew on my quarter-deck thrumming mats formy cabin, when, 

for three days, I had given up my ship--mats, men, andall--for a speedy loss, owing to the violence of a gale, 

in which wecould do nothing but helplessly drive before it." 

"Doubtless, doubtless," muttered Don Benito. 

"But," continued Captain Delano, again glancing upon the oakum-pickersand then at the hatchet-polishers, 

near by, "I see you keep some, atleast, of your host employed." 

"Yes," was again the vacant response. 

"Those old men there, shaking their pows from their pulpits," continuedCaptain Delano, pointing to the 

oakum-pickers, "seem to act the part ofold dominies to the rest, little heeded as their admonitions are attimes. 

Is this voluntary on their part, Don Benito, or have youappointed them shepherds to your flock of black 

sheep?" 

"What posts they fill, I appointed them," rejoined the Spaniard, in anacrid tone, as if resenting some supposed 

satiric reflection. 
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"And these others, these Ashantee conjurors here," continued CaptainDelano, rather uneasily eying the 

brandished steel of thehatchet-polishers, where, in spots, it had been brought to a shine,"this seems a curious 

business they are at, Don Benito?" 

"In the gales we met," answered the Spaniard, "what of our general cargowas not thrown overboard was much 

damaged by the brine. Since cominginto calm weather, I have had several cases of knives and hatchets 

dailybrought up for overhauling and cleaning." 

"A prudent idea, Don Benito. You are part owner of ship and cargo, Ipresume; but none of the slaves, 

perhaps?" 

"I am owner of all you see," impatiently returned Don Benito, "exceptthe main company of blacks, who 

belonged to my late friend, AlexandroAranda." 

As he mentioned this name, his air was heart-broken; his knees shook;his servant supported him. 

Thinking he divined the cause of such unusual emotion, to confirm hissurmise, Captain Delano, after a pause, 

said: "And may I ask, DonBenito, whether--since awhile ago you spoke of some cabinpassengers--the friend, 

whose loss so afflicts you, at the outset of thevoyage accompanied his blacks?" 

"Yes." 

"But died of the fever?" 

"Died of the fever. Oh, could I but--" 

Again quivering, the Spaniard paused. 

"Pardon me," said Captain Delano, lowly, "but I think that, by asympathetic experience, I conjecture, Don 

Benito, what it is that givesthe keener edge to your grief. It was once my hard fortune to lose, atsea, a dear 

friend, my own brother, then supercargo. Assured of thewelfare of his spirit, its departure I could have borne 

like a man; butthat honest eye, that honest hand--both of which had so often metmine--and that warm heart; 

all, all--like scraps to the dogs--to throwall to the sharks! It was then I vowed never to have for fellow-

voyagera man I loved, unless, unbeknown to him, I had provided every requisite,in case of a fatality, for 

embalming his mortal part for interment onshore. Were your friend's remains now on board this ship, Don 

Benito,not thus strangely would the mention of his name affect you." 

"On board this ship?" echoed the Spaniard. Then, with horrifiedgestures, as directed against some spectre, he 

unconsciously fell intothe ready arms of his attendant, who, with a silent appeal towardCaptain Delano, 

seemed beseeching him not again to broach a theme sounspeakably distressing to his master. 

This poor fellow now, thought the pained American, is the victim of thatsad superstition which associates 

goblins with the deserted body of man,as ghosts with an abandoned house. How unlike are we made! What to 
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me,in like case, would have been a solemn satisfaction, the baresuggestion, even, terrifies the Spaniard into 

this trance. PoorAlexandro Aranda! what would you say could you here see yourfriend--who, on former 

voyages, when you, for months, were left behind,has, I dare say, often longed, and longed, for one peep at 

you--nowtransported with terror at the least thought of having you anyway nighhim. 

At this moment, with a dreary grave-yard toll, betokening a flaw, theship's forecastle bell, smote by one of the 

grizzled oakum-pickers,proclaimed ten o'clock, through the leaden calm; when Captain Delano'sattention was 

caught by the moving figure of a gigantic black, emergingfrom the general crowd below, and slowly 

advancing towards the elevatedpoop. An iron collar was about his neck, from which depended a chain,thrice 

wound round his body; the terminating links padlocked together ata broad band of iron, his girdle. 

"How like a mute Atufal moves," murmured the servant. 

The black mounted the steps of the poop, and, like a brave prisoner,brought up to receive sentence, stood in 

unquailing muteness before DonBenito, now recovered from his attack. 

At the first glimpse of his approach, Don Benito had started, aresentful shadow swept over his face; and, as 

with the sudden memory ofbootless rage, his white lips glued together. 

This is some mulish mutineer, thought Captain Delano, surveying, notwithout a mixture of admiration, the 

colossal form of the negro. 

"See, he waits your question, master," said the servant. 

Thus reminded, Don Benito, nervously averting his glance, as ifshunning, by anticipation, some rebellious 

response, in a disconcertedvoice, thus spoke:-- 

"Atufal, will you ask my pardon, now?" 

The black was silent. 

"Again, master," murmured the servant, with bitter upbraiding eyeing hiscountryman, "Again, master; he will 

bend to master yet." 

"Answer," said Don Benito, still averting his glance, "say but the oneword, _pardon_, and your chains shall be 

off." 

Upon this, the black, slowly raising both arms, let them lifelesslyfall, his links clanking, his head bowed; as 

much as to say, "no, I amcontent." 

"Go," said Don Benito, with inkept and unknown emotion. 

Deliberately as he had come, the black obeyed. 
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"Excuse me, Don Benito," said Captain Delano, "but this scene surprisesme; what means it, pray?" 

"It means that that negro alone, of all the band, has given me peculiarcause of offense. I have put him in 

chains; I--" 

Here he paused; his hand to his head, as if there were a swimming there,or a sudden bewilderment of memory 

had come over him; but meeting hisservant's kindly glance seemed reassured, and proceeded:-- 

"I could not scourge such a form. But I told him he must ask my pardon.As yet he has not. At my command, 

every two hours he stands before me." 

"And how long has this been?" 

"Some sixty days." 

"And obedient in all else? And respectful?" 

"Yes." 

"Upon my conscience, then," exclaimed Captain Delano, impulsively, "hehas a royal spirit in him, this 

fellow." 

"He may have some right to it," bitterly returned Don Benito, "he sayshe was king in his own land." 

"Yes," said the servant, entering a word, "those slits in Atufal's earsonce held wedges of gold; but poor Babo 

here, in his own land, was onlya poor slave; a black man's slave was Babo, who now is the white's." 

Somewhat annoyed by these conversational familiarities, Captain Delanoturned curiously upon the attendant, 

then glanced inquiringly at hismaster; but, as if long wonted to these little informalities, neithermaster nor 

man seemed to understand him. 

"What, pray, was Atufal's offense, Don Benito?" asked Captain Delano;"if it was not something very serious, 

take a fool's advice, and, inview of his general docility, as well as in some natural respect for hisspirit, remit 

him his penalty." 

"No, no, master never will do that," here murmured the servant tohimself, "proud Atufal must first ask 

master's pardon. The slave therecarries the padlock, but master here carries the key." 

His attention thus directed, Captain Delano now noticed for the first,that, suspended by a slender silken cord, 

from Don Benito's neck, hunga key. At once, from the servant's muttered syllables, divining thekey's purpose, 

he smiled, and said:--"So, Don Benito--padlock andkey--significant symbols, truly." 

Biting his lip, Don Benito faltered. 
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Though the remark of Captain Delano, a man of such native simplicity asto be incapable of satire or irony, 

had been dropped in playful allusionto the Spaniard's singularly evidenced lordship over the black; yet 

thehypochondriac seemed some way to have taken it as a malicious reflectionupon his confessed inability thus 

far to break down, at least, on averbal summons, the entrenched will of the slave. Deploring thissupposed 

misconception, yet despairing of correcting it, Captain Delanoshifted the subject; but finding his companion 

more than ever withdrawn,as if still sourly digesting the lees of the presumed affrontabove-mentioned, by-

and-by Captain Delano likewise became lesstalkative, oppressed, against his own will, by what seemed the 

secretvindictiveness of the morbidly sensitive Spaniard. But the good sailor,himself of a quite contrary 

disposition, refrained, on his part, alikefrom the appearance as from the feeling of resentment, and if 

silent,was only so from contagion. 

Presently the Spaniard, assisted by his servant somewhat discourteouslycrossed over from his guest; a 

procedure which, sensibly enough, mighthave been allowed to pass for idle caprice of ill-humor, had not 

masterand man, lingering round the corner of the elevated skylight, beganwhispering together in low voices. 

This was unpleasing. And more; themoody air of the Spaniard, which at times had not been without a sort 

ofvaletudinarian stateliness, now seemed anything but dignified; while themenial familiarity of the servant 

lost its original charm ofsimple-hearted attachment. 

In his embarrassment, the visitor turned his face to the other side ofthe ship. By so doing, his glance 

accidentally fell on a young Spanishsailor, a coil of rope in his hand, just stepped from the deck to thefirst 

round of the mizzen-rigging. Perhaps the man would not have beenparticularly noticed, were it not that, 

during his ascent to one of theyards, he, with a sort of covert intentness, kept his eye fixed onCaptain Delano, 

from whom, presently, it passed, as if by a naturalsequence, to the two whisperers. 

His own attention thus redirected to that quarter, Captain Delano gave aslight start. From something in Don 

Benito's manner just then, it seemedas if the visitor had, at least partly, been the subject of thewithdrawn 

consultation going on--a conjecture as little agreeable to theguest as it was little flattering to the host. 

The singular alternations of courtesy and ill-breeding in the Spanishcaptain were unaccountable, except on 

one of two suppositions--innocentlunacy, or wicked imposture. 

But the first idea, though it might naturally have occurred to anindifferent observer, and, in some respect, had 

not hitherto been whollya stranger to Captain Delano's mind, yet, now that, in an incipient way,he began to 

regard the stranger's conduct something in the light of anintentional affront, of course the idea of lunacy was 

virtually vacated.But if not a lunatic, what then? Under the circumstances, would agentleman, nay, any honest 

boor, act the part now acted by his host? Theman was an impostor. Some low-born adventurer, masquerading 

as anoceanic grandee; yet so ignorant of the first requisites of meregentlemanhood as to be betrayed into the 

present remarkable indecorum.That strange ceremoniousness, too, at other times evinced, seemed 

notuncharacteristic of one playing a part above his real level. BenitoCereno--Don Benito Cereno--a sounding 

name. One, too, at that period,not unknown, in the surname, to super-cargoes and sea captains tradingalong 

the Spanish Main, as belonging to one of the most enterprising andextensive mercantile families in all those 

provinces; several members ofit having titles; a sort of Castilian Rothschild, with a noble brother,or cousin, in 

every great trading town of South America. The alleged DonBenito was in early manhood, about twenty-nine 

or thirty. To assume asort of roving cadetship in the maritime affairs of such a house, whatmore likely scheme 

for a young knave of talent and spirit? But theSpaniard was a pale invalid. Never mind. For even to the degree 
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ofsimulating mortal disease, the craft of some tricksters had been knownto attain. To think that, under the 

aspect of infantile weakness, themost savage energies might be couched--those velvets of the Spaniard butthe 

silky paw to his fangs. 

From no train of thought did these fancies come; not from within, butfrom without; suddenly, too, and in one 

throng, like hoar frost; yet assoon to vanish as the mild sun of Captain Delano's good-nature regainedits 

meridian. 

Glancing over once more towards his host--whose side-face, revealedabove the skylight, was now turned 

towards him--he was struck by theprofile, whose clearness of cut was refined by the thinness, incident toill-

health, as well as ennobled about the chin by the beard. Away withsuspicion. He was a true off-shoot of a true 

hidalgo Cereno. 

Relieved by these and other better thoughts, the visitor, lightlyhumming a tune, now began indifferently 

pacing the poop, so as not tobetray to Don Benito that he had at all mistrusted incivility, much lessduplicity; 

for such mistrust would yet be proved illusory, and by theevent; though, for the present, the circumstance 

which had provoked thatdistrust remained unexplained. But when that little mystery should havebeen cleared 

up, Captain Delano thought he might extremely regret it,did he allow Don Benito to become aware that he 

had indulged inungenerous surmises. In short, to the Spaniard's black-letter text, itwas best, for awhile, to 

leave open margin. 

Presently, his pale face twitching and overcast, the Spaniard, stillsupported by his attendant, moved over 

towards his guest, when, witheven more than his usual embarrassment, and a strange sort of 

intriguingintonation in his husky whisper, the following conversation began:-- 

"Seor, may I ask how long you have lain at this isle?" 

"Oh, but a day or two, Don Benito." 

"And from what port are you last?" 

"Canton." 

"And there, Seor, you exchanged your sealskins for teas and silks, Ithink you said?" 

"Yes, Silks, mostly." 

"And the balance you took in specie, perhaps?" 

Captain Delano, fidgeting a little, answered-- 

"Yes; some silver; not a very great deal, though." 
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"Ah--well. May I ask how many men have you, Seor?" 

Captain Delano slightly started, but answered-- 

"About five-and-twenty, all told." 

"And at present, Seor, all on board, I suppose?" 

"All on board, Don Benito," replied the Captain, now with satisfaction. 

"And will be to-night, Seor?" 

At this last question, following so many pertinacious ones, for the soulof him Captain Delano could not but 

look very earnestly at thequestioner, who, instead of meeting the glance, with every token ofcraven 

discomposure dropped his eyes to the deck; presenting an unworthycontrast to his servant, who, just then, was 

kneeling at his feet,adjusting a loose shoe-buckle; his disengaged face meantime, withhumble curiosity, 

turned openly up into his master's downcast one. 

The Spaniard, still with a guilty shuffle, repeated his question: 

"And--and will be to-night, Seor?" 

"Yes, for aught I know," returned Captain Delano--"but nay," rallyinghimself into fearless truth, "some of 

them talked of going off onanother fishing party about midnight." 

"Your ships generally go--go more or less armed, I believe, Seor?" 

"Oh, a six-pounder or two, in case of emergency," was the intrepidlyindifferent reply, "with a small stock of 

muskets, sealing-spears, andcutlasses, you know." 

As he thus responded, Captain Delano again glanced at Don Benito, butthe latter's eyes were averted; while 

abruptly and awkwardly shiftingthe subject, he made some peevish allusion to the calm, and then,without 

apology, once more, with his attendant, withdrew to the oppositebulwarks, where the whispering was 

resumed. 

At this moment, and ere Captain Delano could cast a cool thought uponwhat had just passed, the young 

Spanish sailor, before mentioned, wasseen descending from the rigging. In act of stooping over to 

springinboard to the deck, his voluminous, unconfined frock, or shirt, ofcoarse woolen, much spotted with tar, 

opened out far down the chest,revealing a soiled under garment of what seemed the finest linen, edged,about 

the neck, with a narrow blue ribbon, sadly faded and worn. At thismoment the young sailor's eye was again 

fixed on the whisperers, andCaptain Delano thought he observed a lurking significance in it, as ifsilent signs, 

of some Freemason sort, had that instant beeninterchanged. 
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This once more impelled his own glance in the direction of Don Benito,and, as before, he could not but infer 

that himself formed the subjectof the conference. He paused. The sound of the hatchet-polishing fell onhis 

ears. He cast another swift side-look at the two. They had the airof conspirators. In connection with the late 

questionings, and theincident of the young sailor, these things now begat such return ofinvoluntary suspicion, 

that the singular guilelessness of the Americancould not endure it. Plucking up a gay and humorous 

expression, hecrossed over to the two rapidly, saying:--"Ha, Don Benito, your blackhere seems high in your 

trust; a sort of privy-counselor, in fact." 

Upon this, the servant looked up with a good-natured grin, but themaster started as from a venomous bite. It 

was a moment or two beforethe Spaniard sufficiently recovered himself to reply; which he did, atlast, with 

cold constraint:--"Yes, Seor, I have trust in Babo." 

Here Babo, changing his previous grin of mere animal humor into anintelligent smile, not ungratefully eyed 

his master. 

Finding that the Spaniard now stood silent and reserved, as ifinvoluntarily, or purposely giving hint that his 

guest's proximity wasinconvenient just then, Captain Delano, unwilling to appear uncivil evento incivility 

itself, made some trivial remark and moved off; again andagain turning over in his mind the mysterious 

demeanor of Don BenitoCereno. 

He had descended from the poop, and, wrapped in thought, was passingnear a dark hatchway, leading down 

into the steerage, when, perceivingmotion there, he looked to see what moved. The same instant there was 

asparkle in the shadowy hatchway, and he saw one of the Spanish sailors,prowling there hurriedly placing his 

hand in the bosom of his frock, asif hiding something. Before the man could have been certain who it wasthat 

was passing, he slunk below out of sight. But enough was seen ofhim to make it sure that he was the same 

young sailor before noticed inthe rigging. 

What was that which so sparkled? thought Captain Delano. It was nolamp--no match--no live coal. Could it 

have been a jewel? But how comesailors with jewels?--or with silk-trimmed under-shirts either? Has hebeen 

robbing the trunks of the dead cabin-passengers? But if so, hewould hardly wear one of the stolen articles on 

board ship here. Ah,ah--if, now, that was, indeed, a secret sign I saw passing between thissuspicious fellow 

and his captain awhile since; if I could only becertain that, in my uneasiness, my senses did not deceive me, 

then-- 

Here, passing from one suspicious thing to another, his mind revolvedthe strange questions put to him 

concerning his ship. 

By a curious coincidence, as each point was recalled, the black wizardsof Ashantee would strike up with their 

hatchets, as in ominous commenton the white stranger's thoughts. Pressed by such enigmas: and portents,it 

would have been almost against nature, had not, even into the leastdistrustful heart, some ugly misgivings 

obtruded. 

Observing the ship, now helplessly fallen into a current, with enchantedsails, drifting with increased rapidity 

seaward; and noting that, from alately intercepted projection of the land, the sealer was hidden, thestout 
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mariner began to quake at thoughts which he barely durst confessto himself. Above all, he began to feel a 

ghostly dread of Don Benito.And yet, when he roused himself, dilated his chest, felt himself strongon his legs, 

and coolly considered it--what did all these phantomsamount to? 

Had the Spaniard any sinister scheme, it must have reference not so muchto him (Captain Delano) as to his 

ship (the Bachelor's Delight). Hencethe present drifting away of the one ship from the other, instead 

offavoring any such possible scheme, was, for the time, at least, opposedto it. Clearly any suspicion, 

combining such contradictions, must needbe delusive. Beside, was it not absurd to think of a vessel indistress-

-a vessel by sickness almost dismanned of her crew--a vesselwhose inmates were parched for water--was it 

not a thousand times absurdthat such a craft should, at present, be of a piratical character; orher commander, 

either for himself or those under him, cherish any desirebut for speedy relief and refreshment? But then, might 

not generaldistress, and thirst in particular, be affected? And might not that sameundiminished Spanish crew, 

alleged to have perished off to a remnant, beat that very moment lurking in the hold? On heart-broken 

pretense ofentreating a cup of cold water, fiends in human form had got into lonelydwellings, nor retired until 

a dark deed had been done. And among theMalay pirates, it was no unusual thing to lure ships after them 

intotheir treacherous harbors, or entice boarders from a declared enemy atsea, by the spectacle of thinly 

manned or vacant decks, beneath whichprowled a hundred spears with yellow arms ready to upthrust them 

throughthe mats. Not that Captain Delano had entirely credited such things. Hehad heard of them--and now, 

as stories, they recurred. The presentdestination of the ship was the anchorage. There she would be near 

hisown vessel. Upon gaining that vicinity, might not the San Dominick, likea slumbering volcano, suddenly 

let loose energies now hid? 

He recalled the Spaniard's manner while telling his story. There was agloomy hesitancy and subterfuge about 

it. It was just the manner of onemaking up his tale for evil purposes, as he goes. But if that story wasnot true, 

what was the truth? That the ship had unlawfully come into theSpaniard's possession? But in many of its 

details, especially inreference to the more calamitous parts, such as the fatalities among theseamen, the 

consequent prolonged beating about, the past sufferings fromobstinate calms, and still continued suffering 

from thirst; in allthese points, as well as others, Don Benito's story had corroborated notonly the wailing 

ejaculations of the indiscriminate multitude, white andblack, but likewise--what seemed impossible to be 

counterfeit--by thevery expression and play of every human feature, which Captain Delanosaw. If Don 

Benito's story was, throughout, an invention, then everysoul on board, down to the youngest negress, was his 

carefully drilledrecruit in the plot: an incredible inference. And yet, if there wasground for mistrusting his 

veracity, that inference was a legitimateone. 

But those questions of the Spaniard. There, indeed, one might pause. Didthey not seem put with much the 

same object with which the burglar orassassin, by day-time, reconnoitres the walls of a house? But, with 

illpurposes, to solicit such information openly of the chief personendangered, and so, in effect, setting him on 

his guard; how unlikely aprocedure was that? Absurd, then, to suppose that those questions hadbeen prompted 

by evil designs. Thus, the same conduct, which, in thisinstance, had raised the alarm, served to dispel it. In 

short, scarceany suspicion or uneasiness, however apparently reasonable at the time,which was not now, with 

equal apparent reason, dismissed. 

At last he began to laugh at his former forebodings; and laugh at thestrange ship for, in its aspect, someway 

siding with them, as it were;and laugh, too, at the odd-looking blacks, particularly those oldscissors-grinders, 
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the Ashantees; and those bed-ridden old knittingwomen, the oakum-pickers; and almost at the dark Spaniard 

himself, thecentral hobgoblin of all. 

For the rest, whatever in a serious way seemed enigmatical, was nowgood-naturedly explained away by the 

thought that, for the most part,the poor invalid scarcely knew what he was about; either sulking inblack 

vapors, or putting idle questions without sense or object.Evidently for the present, the man was not fit to be 

intrusted with theship. On some benevolent plea withdrawing the command from him, CaptainDelano would 

yet have to send her to Conception, in charge of hissecond mate, a worthy person and good navigator--a plan 

not moreconvenient for the San Dominick than for Don Benito; for, relieved fromall anxiety, keeping wholly 

to his cabin, the sick man, under the goodnursing of his servant, would, probably, by the end of the passage, 

bein a measure restored to health, and with that he should also berestored to authority. 

Such were the American's thoughts. They were tranquilizing. There was adifference between the idea of Don 

Benito's darkly pre-ordaining CaptainDelano's fate, and Captain Delano's lightly arranging Don 

Benito's.Nevertheless, it was not without something of relief that the goodseaman presently perceived his 

whale-boat in the distance. Its absencehad been prolonged by unexpected detention at the sealer's side, as 

wellas its returning trip lengthened by the continual recession of the goal. 

The advancing speck was observed by the blacks. Their shouts attractedthe attention of Don Benito, who, 

with a return of courtesy, approachingCaptain Delano, expressed satisfaction at the coming of some 

supplies,slight and temporary as they must necessarily prove. 

Captain Delano responded; but while doing so, his attention was drawn tosomething passing on the deck 

below: among the crowd climbing thelandward bulwarks, anxiously watching the coming boat, two blacks, 

toall appearances accidentally incommoded by one of the sailors, violentlypushed him aside, which the sailor 

someway resenting, they dashed him tothe deck, despite the earnest cries of the oakum-pickers. 

"Don Benito," said Captain Delano quickly, "do you see what is going onthere? Look!" 

But, seized by his cough, the Spaniard staggered, with both hands to hisface, on the point of falling. Captain 

Delano would have supported him,but the servant was more alert, who, with one hand sustaining hismaster, 

with the other applied the cordial. Don Benito restored, theblack withdrew his support, slipping aside a little, 

but dutifullyremaining within call of a whisper. Such discretion was here evinced asquite wiped away, in the 

visitor's eyes, any blemish of improprietywhich might have attached to the attendant, from the 

indecorousconferences before mentioned; showing, too, that if the servant were toblame, it might be more the 

master's fault than his own, since, whenleft to himself, he could conduct thus well. 

His glance called away from the spectacle of disorder to the morepleasing one before him, Captain Delano 

could not avoid againcongratulating his host upon possessing such a servant, who, thoughperhaps a little too 

forward now and then, must upon the whole beinvaluable to one in the invalid's situation. 

"Tell me, Don Benito," he added, with a smile--"I should like to haveyour man here, myself--what will you 

take for him? Would fifty doubloonsbe any object?" 
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"Master wouldn't part with Babo for a thousand doubloons," murmured theblack, overhearing the offer, and 

taking it in earnest, and, with thestrange vanity of a faithful slave, appreciated by his master, scorningto hear 

so paltry a valuation put upon him by a stranger. But DonBenito, apparently hardly yet completely restored, 

and againinterrupted by his cough, made but some broken reply. 

Soon his physical distress became so great, affecting his mind, too,apparently, that, as if to screen the sad 

spectacle, the servant gentlyconducted his master below. 

Left to himself, the American, to while away the time till his boatshould arrive, would have pleasantly 

accosted some one of the fewSpanish seamen he saw; but recalling something that Don Benito had 

saidtouching their ill conduct, he refrained; as a shipmaster indisposed tocountenance cowardice or 

unfaithfulness in seamen. 

While, with these thoughts, standing with eye directed forward towardsthat handful of sailors, suddenly he 

thought that one or two of themreturned the glance and with a sort of meaning. He rubbed his eyes, andlooked 

again; but again seemed to see the same thing. Under a new form,but more obscure than any previous one, the 

old suspicions recurred,but, in the absence of Don Benito, with less of panic than before.Despite the bad 

account given of the sailors, Captain Delano resolvedforthwith to accost one of them. Descending the poop, 

he made his waythrough the blacks, his movement drawing a queer cry from theoakum-pickers, prompted by 

whom, the negroes, twitching each otheraside, divided before him; but, as if curious to see what was the 

objectof this deliberate visit to their Ghetto, closing in behind, intolerable order, followed the white stranger 

up. His progress thusproclaimed as by mounted kings-at-arms, and escorted as by a Caffreguard of honor, 

Captain Delano, assuming a good-humored, off-handed air,continued to advance; now and then saying a 

blithe word to the negroes,and his eye curiously surveying the white faces, here and there sparselymixed in 

with the blacks, like stray white pawns venturously involved inthe ranks of the chess-men opposed. 

While thinking which of them to select for his purpose, he chanced toobserve a sailor seated on the deck 

engaged in tarring the strap of alarge block, a circle of blacks squatted round him inquisitively eyingthe 

process. 

The mean employment of the man was in contrast with something superiorin his figure. His hand, black with 

continually thrusting it into thetar-pot held for him by a negro, seemed not naturally allied to hisface, a face 

which would have been a very fine one but for itshaggardness. Whether this haggardness had aught to do with 

criminality,could not be determined; since, as intense heat and cold, though unlike,produce like sensations, so 

innocence and guilt, when, through casualassociation with mental pain, stamping any visible impress, use 

oneseal--a hacked one. 

Not again that this reflection occurred to Captain Delano at the time,charitable man as he was. Rather another 

idea. Because observing sosingular a haggardness combined with a dark eye, averted as in troubleand shame, 

and then again recalling Don Benito's confessed ill opinionof his crew, insensibly he was operated upon by 

certain general notionswhich, while disconnecting pain and abashment from virtue, invariablylink them with 

vice. 
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If, indeed, there be any wickedness on board this ship, thought CaptainDelano, be sure that man there has 

fouled his hand in it, even as now hefouls it in the pitch. I don't like to accost him. I will speak to thisother, 

this old Jack here on the windlass. 

He advanced to an old Barcelona tar, in ragged red breeches and dirtynight-cap, cheeks trenched and bronzed, 

whiskers dense as thorn hedges.Seated between two sleepy-looking Africans, this mariner, like hisyounger 

shipmate, was employed upon some rigging--splicing a cable--thesleepy-looking blacks performing the 

inferior function of holding theouter parts of the ropes for him. 

Upon Captain Delano's approach, the man at once hung his head below itsprevious level; the one necessary 

for business. It appeared as if hedesired to be thought absorbed, with more than common fidelity, in histask. 

Being addressed, he glanced up, but with what seemed a furtive,diffident air, which sat strangely enough on 

his weather-beaten visage,much as if a grizzly bear, instead of growling and biting, should simperand cast 

sheep's eyes. He was asked several questions concerning thevoyage--questions purposely referring to several 

particulars in DonBenito's narrative, not previously corroborated by those impulsive criesgreeting the visitor 

on first coming on board. The questions werebriefly answered, confirming all that remained to be confirmed 

of thestory. The negroes about the windlass joined in with the old sailor;but, as they became talkative, he by 

degrees became mute, and at lengthquite glum, seemed morosely unwilling to answer more questions, and 

yet,all the while, this ursine air was somehow mixed with his sheepish one. 

Despairing of getting into unembarrassed talk with such a centaur,Captain Delano, after glancing round for a 

more promising countenance,but seeing none, spoke pleasantly to the blacks to make way for him; andso, 

amid various grins and grimaces, returned to the poop, feeling alittle strange at first, he could hardly tell why, 

but upon the wholewith regained confidence in Benito Cereno. 

How plainly, thought he, did that old whiskerando yonder betray aconsciousness of ill desert. No doubt, when 

he saw me coming, hedreaded lest I, apprised by his Captain of the crew's generalmisbehavior, came with 

sharp words for him, and so down with his head.And yet--and yet, now that I think of it, that very old fellow, 

if I errnot, was one of those who seemed so earnestly eying me here awhilesince. Ah, these currents spin one's 

head round almost as much as theydo the ship. Ha, there now's a pleasant sort of sunny sight; quitesociable, 

too. 

His attention had been drawn to a slumbering negress, partly disclosedthrough the lacework of some rigging, 

lying, with youthful limbscarelessly disposed, under the lee of the bulwarks, like a doe in theshade of a 

woodland rock. Sprawling at her lapped breasts, was herwide-awake fawn, stark naked, its black little body 

half lifted from thedeck, crosswise with its dam's; its hands, like two paws, clamberingupon her; its mouth 

and nose ineffectually rooting to get at the mark;and meantime giving a vexatious half-grunt, blending with 

the composedsnore of the negress. 

The uncommon vigor of the child at length roused the mother. She startedup, at a distance facing Captain 

Delano. But as if not, at all concernedat the attitude in which she had been caught, delightedly she caught 

thechild up, with maternal transports, covering it with kisses. 

There's naked nature, now; pure tenderness and love, thought CaptainDelano, well pleased. 
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This incident prompted him to remark the other negresses moreparticularly than before. He was gratified with 

their manners: like mostuncivilized women, they seemed at once tender of heart and tough ofconstitution; 

equally ready to die for their infants or fight for them.Unsophisticated as leopardesses; loving as doves. Ah! 

thought CaptainDelano, these, perhaps, are some of the very women whom Ledyard saw inAfrica, and gave 

such a noble account of. 

These natural sights somehow insensibly deepened his confidence andease. At last he looked to see how his 

boat was getting on; but it wasstill pretty remote. He turned to see if Don Benito had returned; buthe had not. 

To change the scene, as well as to please himself with a leisurelyobservation of the coming boat, stepping 

over into the mizzen-chains, heclambered his way into the starboard quarter-gallery--one ofthose abandoned 

Venetian-looking water-balconies previouslymentioned--retreats cut off from the deck. As his foot pressed 

thehalf-damp, half-dry sea-mosses matting the place, and a chance phantomcats-paw--an islet of breeze, 

unheralded unfollowed--as this ghostlycats-paw came fanning his cheek; as his glance fell upon the row 

ofsmall, round dead-lights--all closed like coppered eyes of thecoffined--and the state-cabin door, once 

connecting with the gallery,even as the dead-lights had once looked out upon it, but now calked fastlike a 

sarcophagus lid; and to a purple-black tarred-over, panel,threshold, and post; and he bethought him of the 

time, when thatstate-cabin and this state-balcony had heard the voices of the Spanishking's officers, and the 

forms of the Lima viceroy's daughters hadperhaps leaned where he stood--as these and other images 

flittedthrough his mind, as the cats-paw through the calm, gradually he feltrising a dreamy inquietude, like 

that of one who alone on the prairiefeels unrest from the repose of the noon. 

He leaned against the carved balustrade, again looking off toward hisboat; but found his eye falling upon the 

ribbon grass, trailing alongthe ship's water-line, straight as a border of green box; and parterresof sea-weed, 

broad ovals and crescents, floating nigh and far, with whatseemed long formal alleys between, crossing the 

terraces of swells, andsweeping round as if leading to the grottoes below. And overhanging allwas the 

balustrade by his arm, which, partly stained with pitch andpartly embossed with moss, seemed the charred 

ruin of some summer-housein a grand garden long running to waste. 

Trying to break one charm, he was but becharmed anew. Though upon thewide sea, he seemed in some far 

inland country; prisoner in somedeserted chteau, left to stare at empty grounds, and peer out at vagueroads, 

where never wagon or wayfarer passed. 

But these enchantments were a little disenchanted as his eye fell on thecorroded main-chains. Of an ancient 

style, massy and rusty in link,shackle and bolt, they seemed even more fit for the ship's presentbusiness than 

the one for which she had been built. 

Presently he thought something moved nigh the chains. He rubbed hiseyes, and looked hard. Groves of 

rigging were about the chains; andthere, peering from behind a great stay, like an Indian from behind 

ahemlock, a Spanish sailor, a marlingspike in his hand, was seen, whomade what seemed an imperfect gesture 

towards the balcony, butimmediately as if alarmed by some advancing step along the deck within,vanished 

into the recesses of the hempen forest, like a poacher. 

What meant this? Something the man had sought to communicate, unbeknownto any one, even to his captain. 

Did the secret involve aughtunfavorable to his captain? Were those previous misgivings of CaptainDelano's 
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about to be verified? Or, in his haunted mood at the moment,had some random, unintentional motion of the 

man, while busy with thestay, as if repairing it, been mistaken for a significant beckoning? 

Not unbewildered, again he gazed off for his boat. But it wastemporarily hidden by a rocky spur of the isle. 

As with some eagernesshe bent forward, watching for the first shooting view of its beak, thebalustrade gave 

way before him like charcoal. Had he not clutched anoutreaching rope he would have fallen into the sea. The 

crash, thoughfeeble, and the fall, though hollow, of the rotten fragments, must havebeen overheard. He 

glanced up. With sober curiosity peering down uponhim was one of the old oakum-pickers, slipped from his 

perch to anoutside boom; while below the old negro, and, invisible to him,reconnoitering from a port-hole like 

a fox from the mouth of its den,crouched the Spanish sailor again. From something suddenly suggested bythe 

man's air, the mad idea now darted into Captain Delano's mind, thatDon Benito's plea of indisposition, in 

withdrawing below, was but apretense: that he was engaged there maturing his plot, of which thesailor, by 

some means gaining an inkling, had a mind to warn thestranger against; incited, it may be, by gratitude for a 

kind word onfirst boarding the ship. Was it from foreseeing some possibleinterference like this, that Don 

Benito had, beforehand, given such abad character of his sailors, while praising the negroes; though,indeed, 

the former seemed as docile as the latter the contrary? Thewhites, too, by nature, were the shrewder race. A 

man with some evildesign, would he not be likely to speak well of that stupidity which wasblind to his 

depravity, and malign that intelligence from which it mightnot be hidden? Not unlikely, perhaps. But if the 

whites had dark secretsconcerning Don Benito, could then Don Benito be any way in complicitywith the 

blacks? But they were too stupid. Besides, who ever heard of awhite so far a renegade as to apostatize from 

his very species almost,by leaguing in against it with negroes? These difficulties recalledformer ones. Lost in 

their mazes, Captain Delano, who had now regainedthe deck, was uneasily advancing along it, when he 

observed a new face;an aged sailor seated cross-legged near the main hatchway. His skin wasshrunk up with 

wrinkles like a pelican's empty pouch; his hair frosted;his countenance grave and composed. His hands were 

full of ropes, whichhe was working into a large knot. Some blacks were about him obliginglydipping the 

strands for him, here and there, as the exigencies of theoperation demanded. 

Captain Delano crossed over to him, and stood in silence surveying theknot; his mind, by a not uncongenial 

transition, passing from its ownentanglements to those of the hemp. For intricacy, such a knot he hadnever 

seen in an American ship, nor indeed any other. The old man lookedlike an Egyptian priest, making Gordian 

knots for the temple of Ammon.The knot seemed a combination of double-bowline-knot, treble-crown-

knot,back-handed-well-knot, knot-in-and-out-knot, and jamming-knot. 

At last, puzzled to comprehend the meaning of such a knot, CaptainDelano addressed the knotter:-- 

"What are you knotting there, my man?" 

"The knot," was the brief reply, without looking up. 

"So it seems; but what is it for?" 

"For some one else to undo," muttered back the old man, plying hisfingers harder than ever, the knot being 

now nearly completed. 
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While Captain Delano stood watching him, suddenly the old man threw theknot towards him, saying in 

broken English--the first heard in theship--something to this effect: "Undo it, cut it, quick." It was saidlowly, 

but with such condensation of rapidity, that the long, slow wordsin Spanish, which had preceded and 

followed, almost operated as coversto the brief English between. 

For a moment, knot in hand, and knot in head, Captain Delano stood mute;while, without further heeding him, 

the old man was now intent uponother ropes. Presently there was a slight stir behind Captain Delano.Turning, 

he saw the chained negro, Atufal, standing quietly there. Thenext moment the old sailor rose, muttering, and, 

followed by hissubordinate negroes, removed to the forward part of the ship, where inthe crowd he 

disappeared. 

An elderly negro, in a clout like an infant's, and with a pepper andsalt head, and a kind of attorney air, now 

approached Captain Delano. Intolerable Spanish, and with a good-natured, knowing wink, he informedhim 

that the old knotter was simple-witted, but harmless; often playinghis odd tricks. The negro concluded by 

begging the knot, for of coursethe stranger would not care to be troubled with it. Unconsciously, itwas handed 

to him. With a sort of cong, the negro received it, and,turning his back, ferreted into it like a detective custom-

house officerafter smuggled laces. Soon, with some African word, equivalent to pshaw,he tossed the knot 

overboard. 

All this is very queer now, thought Captain Delano, with a qualmish sortof emotion; but, as one feeling 

incipient sea-sickness, he strove, byignoring the symptoms, to get rid of the malady. Once more he looked 

offfor his boat. To his delight, it was now again in view, leaving therocky spur astern. 

The sensation here experienced, after at first relieving his uneasiness,with unforeseen efficacy soon began to 

remove it. The less distant sightof that well-known boat--showing it, not as before, half blended withthe haze, 

but with outline defined, so that its individuality, like aman's, was manifest; that boat, Rover by name, which, 

though now instrange seas, had often pressed the beach of Captain Delano's home, and,brought to its 

threshold for repairs, had familiarly lain there, as aNewfoundland dog; the sight of that household, boat 

evoked a thousandtrustful associations, which, contrasted with previous suspicions,filled him not only with 

lightsome confidence, but somehow with halfhumorous self-reproaches at his former lack of it. 

"What, I, Amasa Delano--Jack of the Beach, as they called me when alad--I, Amasa; the same that, duck-

satchel in hand, used to paddle alongthe water-side to the school-house made from the old hulk--I, littleJack 

of the Beach, that used to go berrying with cousin Nat and therest; I to be murdered here at the ends of the 

earth, on board a hauntedpirate-ship by a horrible Spaniard? Too nonsensical to think of! Whowould murder 

Amasa Delano? His conscience is clean. There is some oneabove. Fie, fie, Jack of the Beach! you are a child 

indeed; a child ofthe second childhood, old boy; you are beginning to dote and drule, I'mafraid." 

Light of heart and foot, he stepped aft, and there was met by DonBenito's servant, who, with a pleasing 

expression, responsive to his ownpresent feelings, informed him that his master had recovered from theeffects 

of his coughing fit, and had just ordered him to go present hiscompliments to his good guest, Don Amasa, and 

say that he (Don Benito)would soon have the happiness to rejoin him. 

There now, do you mark that? again thought Captain Delano, walking thepoop. What a donkey I was. This 

kind gentleman who here sends me hiskind compliments, he, but ten minutes ago, dark-lantern in had, 
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wasdodging round some old grind-stone in the hold, sharpening a hatchet forme, I thought. Well, well; these 

long calms have a morbid effect on themind, I've often heard, though I never believed it before. Ha! 

glancingtowards the boat; there's Rover; good dog; a white bone in her mouth. Apretty big bone though, 

seems to me.--What? Yes, she has fallen afoulof the bubbling tide-rip there. It sets her the other way, too, for 

thetime. Patience. 

It was now about noon, though, from the grayness of everything, itseemed to be getting towards dusk. 

The calm was confirmed. In the far distance, away from the influence ofland, the leaden ocean seemed laid 

out and leaded up, it's coursefinished, soul gone, defunct. But the current from landward, where theship was, 

increased; silently sweeping her further and further towardsthe tranced waters beyond. 

Still, from his knowledge of those latitudes, cherishing hopes of abreeze, and a fair and fresh one, at any 

moment, Captain Delano, despitepresent prospects, buoyantly counted upon bringing the San Dominicksafely 

to anchor ere night. The distance swept over was nothing; since,with a good wind, ten minutes' sailing would 

retrace more than sixtyminutes, drifting. Meantime, one moment turning to mark "Rover" fightingthe tide-rip, 

and the next to see Don Benito approaching, he continuedwalking the poop. 

Gradually he felt a vexation arising from the delay of his boat; thissoon merged into uneasiness; and at last--

his eye falling continually,as from a stage-box into the pit, upon the strange crowd before andbelow him, and, 

by-and-by, recognizing there the face--now composed toindifference--of the Spanish sailor who had seemed 

to beckon from themain-chains--something of his old trepidations returned. 

Ah, thought he--gravely enough--this is like the ague: because it wentoff, it follows not that it won't come 

back. 

Though ashamed of the relapse, he could not altogether subdue it; andso, exerting his good-nature to the 

utmost, insensibly he came to acompromise. 

Yes, this is a strange craft; a strange history, too, and strange folkson board. But--nothing more. 

By way of keeping his mind out of mischief till the boat should arrive,he tried to occupy it with turning over 

and over, in a purelyspeculative sort of way, some lesser peculiarities of the captain andcrew. Among others, 

four curious points recurred: 

First, the affair of the Spanish lad assailed with a knife by the slaveboy; an act winked at by Don Benito. 

Second, the tyranny in Don Benito'streatment of Atufal, the black; as if a child should lead a bull of theNile 

by the ring in his nose. Third, the trampling of the sailor by thetwo negroes; a piece of insolence passed over 

without so much as areprimand. Fourth, the cringing submission to their master, of all theship's underlings, 

mostly blacks; as if by the least inadvertence theyfeared to draw down his despotic displeasure. 

Coupling these points, they seemed somewhat contradictory. But whatthen, thought Captain Delano, glancing 

towards his now nearingboat--what then? Why, Don Benito is a very capricious commander. But heis not the 

first of the sort I have seen; though it's true he ratherexceeds any other. But as a nation--continued he in his 
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reveries--theseSpaniards are all an odd set; the very word Spaniard has a curious,conspirator, Guy-Fawkish 

twang to it. And yet, I dare say, Spaniards inthe main are as good folks as any in Duxbury, Massachusetts. Ah 

good!last "Rover" has come. 

As, with its welcome freight, the boat touched the side, theoakum-pickers, with venerable gestures, sought to 

restrain the blacks,who, at the sight of three gurried water-casks in its bottom, and a pileof wilted pumpkins in 

its bow, hung over the bulwarks in disorderlyraptured. 

Don Benito, with his servant, now appeared; his coming, perhaps,hastened by hearing the noise. Of him 

Captain Delano sought permissionto serve out the water, so that all might share alike, and none 

injurethemselves by unfair excess. But sensible, and, on Don Benito's account,kind as this offer was, it was 

received with what seemed impatience; asif aware that he lacked energy as a commander, Don Benito, with 

the truejealousy of weakness, resented as an affront any interference. So, atleast, Captain Delano inferred. 

In another moment the casks were being hoisted in, when some of theeager negroes accidentally jostled 

Captain Delano, where he stood by thegangway; so, that, unmindful of Don Benito, yielding to the impulse 

ofthe moment, with good-natured authority he bade the blacks stand back;to enforce his words making use of 

a half-mirthful, half-menacinggesture. Instantly the blacks paused, just where they were, each negroand 

negress suspended in his or her posture, exactly as the word hadfound them--for a few seconds continuing so-

-while, as between theresponsive posts of a telegraph, an unknown syllable ran from man to manamong the 

perched oakum-pickers. While the visitor's attention was fixedby this scene, suddenly the hatchet-polishers 

half rose, and a rapid crycame from Don Benito. 

Thinking that at the signal of the Spaniard he was about to bemassacred, Captain Delano would have sprung 

for his boat, but paused, asthe oakum-pickers, dropping down into the crowd with earnestexclamations, forced 

every white and every negro back, at the samemoment, with gestures friendly and familiar, almost jocose, 

bidding him,in substance, not be a fool. Simultaneously the hatchet-polishersresumed their seats, quietly as so 

many tailors, and at once, as ifnothing had happened, the work of hoisting in the casks was resumed,whites 

and blacks singing at the tackle. 

Captain Delano glanced towards Don Benito. As he saw his meagre form inthe act of recovering itself from 

reclining in the servant's arms, intowhich the agitated invalid had fallen, he could not but marvel at thepanic 

by which himself had been surprised, on the darting suppositionthat such a commander, who, upon a 

legitimate occasion, so trivial, too,as it now appeared, could lose all self-command, was, with 

energeticiniquity, going to bring about his murder. 

The casks being on deck, Captain Delano was handed a number of jars andcups by one of the steward's aids, 

who, in the name of his captain,entreated him to do as he had proposed--dole out the water. He complied,with 

republican impartiality as to this republican element, which alwaysseeks one level, serving the oldest white no 

better than the youngestblack; excepting, indeed, poor Don Benito, whose condition, if not rank,demanded an 

extra allowance. To him, in the first place, Captain Delanopresented a fair pitcher of the fluid; but, thirsting as 

he was for it,the Spaniard quaffed not a drop until after several grave bows andsalutes. A reciprocation of 

courtesies which the sight-loving Africanshailed with clapping of hands. 
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Two of the less wilted pumpkins being reserved for the cabin table, theresidue were minced up on the spot for 

the general regalement. But thesoft bread, sugar, and bottled cider, Captain Delano would have giventhe 

whites alone, and in chief Don Benito; but the latter objected;which disinterestedness not a little pleased the 

American; and somouthfuls all around were given alike to whites and blacks; exceptingone bottle of cider, 

which Babo insisted upon setting aside for hismaster. 

Here it may be observed that as, on the first visit of the boat, theAmerican had not permitted his men to board 

the ship, neither did henow; being unwilling to add to the confusion of the decks. 

Not uninfluenced by the peculiar good-humor at present prevailing, andfor the time oblivious of any but 

benevolent thoughts, Captain Delano,who, from recent indications, counted upon a breeze within an hour 

ortwo at furthest, dispatched the boat back to the sealer, with orders forall the hands that could be spared 

immediately to set about raftingcasks to the watering-place and filling them. Likewise he bade word becarried 

to his chief officer, that if, against present expectation, theship was not brought to anchor by sunset, he need 

be under no concern;for as there was to be a full moon that night, he (Captain Delano) wouldremain on board 

ready to play the pilot, come the wind soon or late. 

As the two Captains stood together, observing the departing boat--theservant, as it happened, having just 

spied a spot on his master's velvetsleeve, and silently engaged rubbing it out--the American expressed 

hisregrets that the San Dominick had no boats; none, at least, but theunseaworthy old hulk of the long-boat, 

which, warped as a camel'sskeleton in the desert, and almost as bleached, lay pot-wise invertedamidships, one 

side a little tipped, furnishing a subterraneous sort ofden for family groups of the blacks, mostly women and 

small children;who, squatting on old mats below, or perched above in the dark dome, onthe elevated seats, 

were descried, some distance within, like a socialcircle of bats, sheltering in some friendly cave; at intervals, 

ebonflights of naked boys and girls, three or four years old, darting in andout of the den's mouth. 

"Had you three or four boats now, Don Benito," said Captain Delano, "Ithink that, by tugging at the oars, your 

negroes here might help alongmatters some. Did you sail from port without boats, Don Benito?" 

"They were stove in the gales, Seor." 

"That was bad. Many men, too, you lost then. Boats and men. Those musthave been hard gales, Don Benito." 

"Past all speech," cringed the Spaniard. 

"Tell me, Don Benito," continued his companion with increased interest,"tell me, were these gales 

immediately off the pitch of Cape Horn?" 

"Cape Horn?--who spoke of Cape Horn?" 

"Yourself did, when giving me an account of your voyage," answeredCaptain Delano, with almost equal 

astonishment at this eating of his ownwords, even as he ever seemed eating his own heart, on the part of 

theSpaniard. "You yourself, Don Benito, spoke of Cape Horn," heemphatically repeated. 
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The Spaniard turned, in a sort of stooping posture, pausing an instant,as one about to make a plunging 

exchange of elements, as from air towater. 

At this moment a messenger-boy, a white, hurried by, in the regularperformance of his function carrying the 

last expired half hour forwardto the forecastle, from the cabin time-piece, to have it struck at theship's large 

bell. 

"Master," said the servant, discontinuing his work on the coat sleeve,and addressing the rapt Spaniard with a 

sort of timid apprehensiveness,as one charged with a duty, the discharge of which, it was foreseen,would 

prove irksome to the very person who had imposed it, and for whosebenefit it was intended, "master told me 

never mind where he was, or howengaged, always to remind him to a minute, when shaving-time 

comes.Miguel has gone to strike the half-hour afternoon. It is _now_, master.Will master go into the cuddy?" 

"Ah--yes," answered the Spaniard, starting, as from dreams intorealities; then turning upon Captain Delano, 

he said that ere long hewould resume the conversation. 

"Then if master means to talk more to Don Amasa," said the servant, "whynot let Don Amasa sit by master in 

the cuddy, and master can talk, andDon Amasa can listen, while Babo here lathers and strops." 

"Yes," said Captain Delano, not unpleased with this sociable plan, "yes,Don Benito, unless you had rather not, 

I will go with you." 

"Be it so, Seor." 

As the three passed aft, the American could not but think it anotherstrange instance of his host's 

capriciousness, this being shaved withsuch uncommon punctuality in the middle of the day. But he deemed 

itmore than likely that the servant's anxious fidelity had something to dowith the matter; inasmuch as the 

timely interruption served to rally hismaster from the mood which had evidently been coming upon him. 

The place called the cuddy was a light deck-cabin formed by the poop, asort of attic to the large cabin below. 

Part of it had formerly beenthe quarters of the officers; but since their death all the partitioninghad been 

thrown down, and the whole interior converted into one spaciousand airy marine hall; for absence of fine 

furniture and picturesquedisarray of odd appurtenances, somewhat answering to the wide, clutteredhall of 

some eccentric bachelor-squire in the country, who hangs hisshooting-jacket and tobacco-pouch on deer 

antlers, and keeps hisfishing-rod, tongs, and walking-stick in the same corner. 

The similitude was heightened, if not originally suggested, by glimpsesof the surrounding sea; since, in one 

aspect, the country and the oceanseem cousins-german. 

The floor of the cuddy was matted. Overhead, four or five old musketswere stuck into horizontal holes along 

the beams. On one side was aclaw-footed old table lashed to the deck; a thumbed missal on it, andover it a 

small, meagre crucifix attached to the bulk-head. Under thetable lay a dented cutlass or two, with a hacked 

harpoon, among some;melancholy old rigging, like a heap of poor friars' girdles. There werealso two long, 

sharp-ribbed settees of Malacca cane, black with age,and uncomfortable to look at as inquisitors' racks, with a 
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large,misshapen arm-chair, which, furnished with a rude barber's crotch at theback, working with a screw, 

seemed some grotesque engine of torment. Aflag locker was in one corner, open, exposing various colored 

bunting,some rolled up, others half unrolled, still others tumbled. Opposite wasa cumbrous washstand, of 

black mahogany, all of one block, with apedestal, like a font, and over it a railed shelf, containing 

combs,brushes, and other implements of the toilet. A torn hammock of stainedgrass swung near; the sheets 

tossed, and the pillow wrinkled up like abrow, as if who ever slept here slept but illy, with alternatevisitations 

of sad thoughts and bad dreams. 

The further extremity of the cuddy, overhanging the ship's stern, waspierced with three openings, windows or 

port-holes, according as men orcannon might peer, socially or unsocially, out of them. At presentneither men 

nor cannon were seen, though huge ring-bolts and other rustyiron fixtures of the wood-work hinted of twenty-

four-pounders. 

Glancing towards the hammock as he entered, Captain Delano said, "Yousleep here, Don Benito?" 

"Yes, Seor, since we got into mild weather." 

"This seems a sort of dormitory, sitting-room, sail-loft, chapel,armory, and private closet all together, Don 

Benito," added CaptainDelano, looking round. 

"Yes, Seor; events have not been favorable to much order in myarrangements." 

Here the servant, napkin on arm, made a motion as if waiting hismaster's good pleasure. Don Benito signified 

his readiness, when,seating him in the Malacca arm-chair, and for the guest's conveniencedrawing opposite 

one of the settees, the servant commenced operations bythrowing back his master's collar and loosening his 

cravat. 

There is something in the negro which, in a peculiar way, fits him foravocations about one's person. Most 

negroes are natural valets andhair-dressers; taking to the comb and brush congenially as to thecastinets, and 

flourishing them apparently with almost equalsatisfaction. There is, too, a smooth tact about them in 

thisemployment, with a marvelous, noiseless, gliding briskness, notungraceful in its way, singularly pleasing 

to behold, and still more soto be the manipulated subject of. And above all is the great gift ofgood-humor. Not 

the mere grin or laugh is here meant. Those wereunsuitable. But a certain easy cheerfulness, harmonious in 

every glanceand gesture; as though God had set the whole negro to some pleasanttune. 

When to this is added the docility arising from the unaspiringcontentment of a limited mind and that 

susceptibility of blindattachment sometimes inhering in indisputable inferiors, one readilyperceives why those 

hypochondriacs, Johnson and Byron--it may be,something like the hypochondriac Benito Cereno--took to 

their hearts,almost to the exclusion of the entire white race, their serving men, thenegroes, Barber and 

Fletcher. But if there be that in the negro whichexempts him from the inflicted sourness of the morbid or 

cynical mind,how, in his most prepossessing aspects, must he appear to a benevolentone? When at ease with 

respect to exterior things, Captain Delano'snature was not only benign, but familiarly and humorously so. At 

home,he had often taken rare satisfaction in sitting in his door, watchingsome free man of color at his work or 

play. If on a voyage he chanced tohave a black sailor, invariably he was on chatty and half-gamesome 
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termswith him. In fact, like most men of a good, blithe heart, Captain Delanotook to negroes, not 

philanthropically, but genially, just as other mento Newfoundland dogs. 

Hitherto, the circumstances in which he found the San Dominick hadrepressed the tendency. But in the cuddy, 

relieved from his formeruneasiness, and, for various reasons, more sociably inclined than at anyprevious 

period of the day, and seeing the colored servant, napkin onarm, so debonair about his master, in a business so 

familiar as that ofshaving, too, all his old weakness for negroes returned. 

Among other things, he was amused with an odd instance of the Africanlove of bright colors and fine shows, 

in the black's informally takingfrom the flag-locker a great piece of bunting of all hues, and lavishlytucking it 

under his master's chin for an apron. 

The mode of shaving among the Spaniards is a little different from whatit is with other nations. They have a 

basin, specifically called abarber's basin, which on one side is scooped out, so as accurately toreceive the 

chin, against which it is closely held in lathering; whichis done, not with a brush, but with soap dipped in the 

water of thebasin and rubbed on the face. 

In the present instance salt-water was used for lack of better; and theparts lathered were only the upper lip, 

and low down under the throat,all the rest being cultivated beard. 

The preliminaries being somewhat novel to Captain Delano, he satcuriously eying them, so that no 

conversation took place, nor, for thepresent, did Don Benito appear disposed to renew any. 

Setting down his basin, the negro searched among the razors, as for thesharpest, and having found it, gave it 

an additional edge by expertlystrapping it on the firm, smooth, oily skin of his open palm; he thenmade a 

gesture as if to begin, but midway stood suspended for aninstant, one hand elevating the razor, the other 

professionally dabblingamong the bubbling suds on the Spaniard's lank neck. Not unaffected bythe close sight 

of the gleaming steel, Don Benito nervously shuddered;his usual ghastliness was heightened by the lather, 

which lather, again,was intensified in its hue by the contrasting sootiness of the negro'sbody. Altogether the 

scene was somewhat peculiar, at least to CaptainDelano, nor, as he saw the two thus postured, could he resist 

thevagary, that in the black he saw a headsman, and in the white a man atthe block. But this was one of those 

antic conceits, appearing andvanishing in a breath, from which, perhaps, the best regulated mind isnot always 

free. 

Meantime the agitation of the Spaniard had a little loosened the buntingfrom around him, so that one broad 

fold swept curtain-like over, thechair-arm to the floor, revealing, amid a profusion of armorial bars 

andground-colors--black, blue, and yellow--a closed castle in a blood redfield diagonal with a lion rampant in 

a white. 

"The castle and the lion," exclaimed Captain Delano--"why, Don Benito,this is the flag of Spain you use here. 

It's well it's only I, and notthe King, that sees this," he added, with a smile, "but"--turningtowards the black--

"it's all one, I suppose, so the colors be gay;"which playful remark did not fail somewhat to tickle the negro. 
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"Now, master," he said, readjusting the flag, and pressing the headgently further back into the crotch of the 

chair; "now, master," and thesteel glanced nigh the throat. 

Again Don Benito faintly shuddered. 

"You must not shake so, master. See, Don Amasa, master always shakeswhen I shave him. And yet master 

knows I never yet have drawn blood,though it's true, if master will shake so, I may some of these times.Now 

master," he continued. "And now, Don Amasa, please go on with yourtalk about the gale, and all that; master 

can hear, and, between times,master can answer." 

"Ah yes, these gales," said Captain Delano; "but the more I think ofyour voyage, Don Benito, the more I 

wonder, not at the gales, terribleas they must have been, but at the disastrous interval following them.For 

here, by your account, have you been these two months and moregetting from Cape Horn to St. Maria, a 

distance which I myself, with agood wind, have sailed in a few days. True, you had calms, and longones, but 

to be becalmed for two months, that is, at least, unusual.Why, Don Benito, had almost any other gentleman 

told me such a story, Ishould have been half disposed to a little incredulity." 

Here an involuntary expression came over the Spaniard, similar to thatjust before on the deck, and whether it 

was the start he gave, or asudden gawky roll of the hull in the calm, or a momentary unsteadinessof the 

servant's hand, however it was, just then the razor drew blood,spots of which stained the creamy lather under 

the throat: immediatelythe black barber drew back his steel, and, remaining in his professionalattitude, back to 

Captain Delano, and face to Don Benito, held up thetrickling razor, saying, with a sort of half humorous 

sorrow, "See,master--you shook so--here's Babo's first blood." 

No sword drawn before James the First of England, no assassination inthat timid King's presence, could have 

produced a more terrified aspectthan was now presented by Don Benito. 

Poor fellow, thought Captain Delano, so nervous he can't even bear thesight of barber's blood; and this 

unstrung, sick man, is it crediblethat I should have imagined he meant to spill all my blood, who can'tendure 

the sight of one little drop of his own? Surely, Amasa Delano,you have been beside yourself this day. Tell it 

not when you get home,sappy Amasa. Well, well, he looks like a murderer, doesn't he? More likeas if himself 

were to be done for. Well, well, this day's experienceshall be a good lesson. 

Meantime, while these things were running through the honest seaman'smind, the servant had taken the 

napkin from his arm, and to Don Benitohad said--"But answer Don Amasa, please, master, while I wipe this 

uglystuff off the razor, and strop it again." 

As he said the words, his face was turned half round, so as to be alikevisible to the Spaniard and the 

American, and seemed, by itsexpression, to hint, that he was desirous, by getting his master to goon with the 

conversation, considerately to withdraw his attention fromthe recent annoying accident. As if glad to snatch 

the offered relief,Don Benito resumed, rehearsing to Captain Delano, that not only were thecalms of unusual 

duration, but the ship had fallen in with obstinatecurrents; and other things he added, some of which were but 

repetitionsof former statements, to explain how it came to pass that the passagefrom Cape Horn to St. Maria 

had been so exceedingly long; now and then,mingling with his words, incidental praises, less qualified than 
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before,to the blacks, for their general good conduct. These particulars werenot given consecutively, the 

servant, at convenient times, using hisrazor, and so, between the intervals of shaving, the story and 

panegyricwent on with more than usual huskiness. 

To Captain Delano's imagination, now again not wholly at rest, there wassomething so hollow in the 

Spaniard's manner, with apparently somereciprocal hollowness in the servant's dusky comment of silence, 

thatthe idea flashed across him, that possibly master and man, for someunknown purpose, were acting out, 

both in word and deed, nay, to thevery tremor of Don Benito's limbs, some juggling play before him.Neither 

did the suspicion of collusion lack apparent support, from thefact of those whispered conferences before 

mentioned. But then, whatcould be the object of enacting this play of the barber before him? Atlast, regarding 

the notion as a whimsy, insensibly suggested, perhaps,by the theatrical aspect of Don Benito in his harlequin 

ensign, CaptainDelano speedily banished it. 

The shaving over, the servant bestirred himself with a small bottle ofscented waters, pouring a few drops on 

the head, and then diligentlyrubbing; the vehemence of the exercise causing the muscles of his faceto twitch 

rather strangely. 

His next operation was with comb, scissors, and brush; going round andround, smoothing a curl here, clipping 

an unruly whisker-hair there,giving a graceful sweep to the temple-lock, with other impromptutouches 

evincing the hand of a master; while, like any resignedgentleman in barber's hands, Don Benito bore all, much 

less uneasily, atleast than he had done the razoring; indeed, he sat so pale and rigidnow, that the negro seemed 

a Nubian sculptor finishing off a whitestatue-head. 

All being over at last, the standard of Spain removed, tumbled up, andtossed back into the flag-locker, the 

negro's warm breath blowing awayany stray hair, which might have lodged down his master's neck; collarand 

cravat readjusted; a speck of lint whisked off the velvet lapel; allthis being done; backing off a little space, 

and pausing with anexpression of subdued self-complacency, the servant for a momentsurveyed his master, 

as, in toilet at least, the creature of his owntasteful hands. 

Captain Delano playfully complimented him upon his achievement; at thesame time congratulating Don 

Benito. 

But neither sweet waters, nor shampooing, nor fidelity, nor sociality,delighted the Spaniard. Seeing him 

relapsing into forbidding gloom, andstill remaining seated, Captain Delano, thinking that his presence 

wasundesired just then, withdrew, on pretense of seeing whether, as he hadprophesied, any signs of a breeze 

were visible. 

Walking forward to the main-mast, he stood awhile thinking over thescene, and not without some undefined 

misgivings, when he heard a noisenear the cuddy, and turning, saw the negro, his hand to his 

cheek.Advancing, Captain Delano perceived that the cheek was bleeding. He wasabout to ask the cause, when 

the negro's wailing soliloquy enlightenedhim. 
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"Ah, when will master get better from his sickness; only the sour heartthat sour sickness breeds made him 

serve Babo so; cutting Babo with therazor, because, only by accident, Babo had given master one littlescratch; 

and for the first time in so many a day, too. Ah, ah, ah,"holding his hand to his face. 

Is it possible, thought Captain Delano; was it to wreak in private hisSpanish spite against this poor friend of 

his, that Don Benito, by hissullen manner, impelled me to withdraw? Ah this slavery breeds uglypassions in 

man.--Poor fellow! 

He was about to speak in sympathy to the negro, but with a timidreluctance he now re-entered the cuddy. 

Presently master and man came forth; Don Benito leaning on his servantas if nothing had happened. 

But a sort of love-quarrel, after all, thought Captain Delano. 

He accosted Don Benito, and they slowly walked together. They had gonebut a few paces, when the steward--

a tall, rajah-looking mulatto,orientally set off with a pagoda turban formed by three or four 

Madrashandkerchiefs wound about his head, tier on tier--approaching with asaalam, announced lunch in the 

cabin. 

On their way thither, the two captains were preceded by the mulatto,who, turning round as he advanced, with 

continual smiles and bows,ushered them on, a display of elegance which quite completed theinsignificance of 

the small bare-headed Babo, who, as if not unconsciousof inferiority, eyed askance the graceful steward. But 

in part, CaptainDelano imputed his jealous watchfulness to that peculiar feeling whichthe full-blooded 

African entertains for the adulterated one. As for thesteward, his manner, if not bespeaking much dignity of 

self-respect, yetevidenced his extreme desire to please; which is doubly meritorious, asat once Christian and 

Chesterfieldian. 

Captain Delano observed with interest that while the complexion of themulatto was hybrid, his physiognomy 

was European--classically so. 

"Don Benito," whispered he, "I am glad to see thisusher-of-the-golden-rod of yours; the sight refutes an ugly 

remark oncemade to me by a Barbadoes planter; that when a mulatto has a regularEuropean face, look out for 

him; he is a devil. But see, your stewardhere has features more regular than King George's of England; and 

yetthere he nods, and bows, and smiles; a king, indeed--the king of kindhearts and polite fellows. What a 

pleasant voice he has, too?" 

"He has, Seor." 

"But tell me, has he not, so far as you have known him, always proved agood, worthy fellow?" said Captain 

Delano, pausing, while with a finalgenuflexion the steward disappeared into the cabin; "come, for thereason 

just mentioned, I am curious to know." 

"Francesco is a good man," a sort of sluggishly responded Don Benito,like a phlegmatic appreciator, who 

would neither find fault nor flatter. 
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"Ah, I thought so. For it were strange, indeed, and not very creditableto us white-skins, if a little of our blood 

mixed with the African's,should, far from improving the latter's quality, have the sad effect ofpouring vitriolic 

acid into black broth; improving the hue, perhaps, butnot the wholesomeness." 

"Doubtless, doubtless, Seor, but"--glancing at Babo--"not to speak ofnegroes, your planter's remark I have 

heard applied to the Spanish andIndian intermixtures in our provinces. But I know nothing about thematter," 

he listlessly added. 

And here they entered the cabin. 

The lunch was a frugal one. Some of Captain Delano's fresh fish andpumpkins, biscuit and salt beef, the 

reserved bottle of cider, and theSan Dominick's last bottle of Canary. 

As they entered, Francesco, with two or three colored aids, was hoveringover the table giving the last 

adjustments. Upon perceiving their masterthey withdrew, Francesco making a smiling cong, and the 

Spaniard,without condescending to notice it, fastidiously remarking to hiscompanion that he relished not 

superfluous attendance. 

Without companions, host and guest sat down, like a childless marriedcouple, at opposite ends of the table, 

Don Benito waving Captain Delanoto his place, and, weak as he was, insisting upon that gentleman 

beingseated before himself. 

The negro placed a rug under Don Benito's feet, and a cushion behind hisback, and then stood behind, not his 

master's chair, but CaptainDelano's. At first, this a little surprised the latter. But it was soonevident that, in 

taking his position, the black was still true to hismaster; since by facing him he could the more readily 

anticipate hisslightest want. 

"This is an uncommonly intelligent fellow of yours, Don Benito,"whispered Captain Delano across the table. 

"You say true, Seor." 

During the repast, the guest again reverted to parts of Don Benito'sstory, begging further particulars here and 

there. He inquired how itwas that the scurvy and fever should have committed such wholesale havocupon the 

whites, while destroying less than half of the blacks. As ifthis question reproduced the whole scene of plague 

before the Spaniard'seyes, miserably reminding him of his solitude in a cabin where before hehad had so 

many friends and officers round him, his hand shook, his facebecame hueless, broken words escaped; but 

directly the sane memory ofthe past seemed replaced by insane terrors of the present. With startingeyes he 

stared before him at vacancy. For nothing was to be seen but thehand of his servant pushing the Canary over 

towards him. At length a fewsips served partially to restore him. He made random reference to thedifferent 

constitution of races, enabling one to offer more resistanceto certain maladies than another. The thought was 

new to his companion. 

Presently Captain Delano, intending to say something to his hostconcerning the pecuniary part of the business 

he had undertaken for him,especially--since he was strictly accountable to his owners--withreference to the 
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new suit of sails, and other things of that sort; andnaturally preferring to conduct such affairs in private, was 

desirousthat the servant should withdraw; imagining that Don Benito for a fewminutes could dispense with 

his attendance. He, however, waited awhile;thinking that, as the conversation proceeded, Don Benito, without 

beingprompted, would perceive the propriety of the step. 

But it was otherwise. At last catching his host's eye, Captain Delano,with a slight backward gesture of his 

thumb, whispered, "Don Benito,pardon me, but there is an interference with the full expression of whatI have 

to say to you." 

Upon this the Spaniard changed countenance; which was imputed to hisresenting the hint, as in some way a 

reflection upon his servant. Aftera moment's pause, he assured his guest that the black's remaining withthem 

could be of no disservice; because since losing his officers he hadmade Babo (whose original office, it now 

appeared, had been captain ofthe slaves) not only his constant attendant and companion, but in allthings his 

confidant. 

After this, nothing more could be said; though, indeed, Captain Delanocould hardly avoid some little tinge of 

irritation upon being leftungratified in so inconsiderable a wish, by one, too, for whom heintended such solid 

services. But it is only his querulousness, thoughthe; and so filling his glass he proceeded to business. 

The price of the sails and other matters was fixed upon. But while thiswas being done, the American observed 

that, though his original offer ofassistance had been hailed with hectic animation, yet now when it wasreduced 

to a business transaction, indifference and apathy werebetrayed. Don Benito, in fact, appeared to submit to 

hearing the detailsmore out of regard to common propriety, than from any impression thatweighty benefit to 

himself and his voyage was involved. 

Soon, his manner became still more reserved. The effort was vain to seekto draw him into social talk. Gnawed 

by his splenetic mood, he sattwitching his beard, while to little purpose the hand of his servant,mute as that on 

the wall, slowly pushed over the Canary. 

Lunch being over, they sat down on the cushioned transom; the servantplacing a pillow behind his master. 

The long continuance of the calm hadnow affected the atmosphere. Don Benito sighed heavily, as if forbreath. 

"Why not adjourn to the cuddy," said Captain Delano; "there is more airthere." But the host sat silent and 

motionless. 

Meantime his servant knelt before him, with a large fan of feathers. AndFrancesco coming in on tiptoes, 

handed the negro a little cup ofaromatic waters, with which at intervals he chafed his master's 

brow;smoothing the hair along the temples as a nurse does a child's. He spokeno word. He only rested his eye 

on his master's, as if, amid all DonBenito's distress, a little to refresh his spirit by the silent sightof fidelity. 

Presently the ship's bell sounded two o'clock; and through the cabinwindows a slight rippling of the sea was 

discerned; and from the desireddirection. 

"There," exclaimed Captain Delano, "I told you so, Don Benito, look!" 
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He had risen to his feet, speaking in a very animated tone, with a viewthe more to rouse his companion. But 

though the crimson curtain of thestern-window near him that moment fluttered against his pale cheek, 

DonBenito seemed to have even less welcome for the breeze than the calm. 

Poor fellow, thought Captain Delano, bitter experience has taught himthat one ripple does not make a wind, 

any more than one swallow asummer. But he is mistaken for once. I will get his ship in for him, andprove it. 

Briefly alluding to his weak condition, he urged his host to remainquietly where he was, since he (Captain 

Delano) would with pleasure takeupon himself the responsibility of making the best use of the wind. 

Upon gaining the deck, Captain Delano started at the unexpected figureof Atufal, monumentally fixed at the 

threshold, like one of thosesculptured porters of black marble guarding the porches of Egyptiantombs. 

But this time the start was, perhaps, purely physical. Atufal'spresence, singularly attesting docility even in 

sullenness, wascontrasted with that of the hatchet-polishers, who in patience evincedtheir industry; while both 

spectacles showed, that lax as Don Benito'sgeneral authority might be, still, whenever he chose to exert it, no 

manso savage or colossal but must, more or less, bow. 

Snatching a trumpet which hung from the bulwarks, with a free stepCaptain Delano advanced to the forward 

edge of the poop, issuing hisorders in his best Spanish. The few sailors and many negroes, allequally pleased, 

obediently set about heading the ship towards theharbor. 

While giving some directions about setting a lower stu'n'-sail, suddenlyCaptain Delano heard a voice 

faithfully repeating his orders. Turning,he saw Babo, now for the time acting, under the pilot, his originalpart 

of captain of the slaves. This assistance proved valuable. Tatteredsails and warped yards were soon brought 

into some trim. And no brace orhalyard was pulled but to the blithe songs of the inspirited negroes. 

Good fellows, thought Captain Delano, a little training would make finesailors of them. Why see, the very 

women pull and sing too. These mustbe some of those Ashantee negresses that make such capital soldiers,I've 

heard. But who's at the helm. I must have a good hand there. 

He went to see. 

The San Dominick steered with a cumbrous tiller, with large horizontalpullies attached. At each pully-end 

stood a subordinate black, andbetween them, at the tiller-head, the responsible post, a Spanishseaman, whose 

countenance evinced his due share in the generalhopefulness and confidence at the coming of the breeze. 

He proved the same man who had behaved with so shame-faced an air on thewindlass. 

"Ah,--it is you, my man," exclaimed Captain Delano--"well, no moresheep's-eyes now;--look straight forward 

and keep the ship so. Goodhand, I trust? And want to get into the harbor, don't you?" 
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The man assented with an inward chuckle, grasping the tiller-headfirmly. Upon this, unperceived by the 

American, the two blacks eyed thesailor intently. 

Finding all right at the helm, the pilot went forward to the forecastle,to see how matters stood there. 

The ship now had way enough to breast the current. With the approach ofevening, the breeze would be sure to 

freshen. 

Having done all that was needed for the present, Captain Delano, givinghis last orders to the sailors, turned aft 

to report affairs to DonBenito in the cabin; perhaps additionally incited to rejoin him by thehope of snatching 

a moment's private chat while the servant was engagedupon deck. 

From opposite sides, there were, beneath the poop, two approaches to thecabin; one further forward than the 

other, and consequentlycommunicating with a longer passage. Marking the servant still above,Captain 

Delano, taking the nighest entrance--the one last named, and atwhose porch Atufal still stood--hurried on his 

way, till, arrived at thecabin threshold, he paused an instant, a little to recover from hiseagerness. Then, with 

the words of his intended business upon his lips,he entered. As he advanced toward the seated Spaniard, he 

heard anotherfootstep, keeping time with his. From the opposite door, a salver inhand, the servant was 

likewise advancing. 

"Confound the faithful fellow," thought Captain Delano; "what avexatious coincidence." 

Possibly, the vexation might have been something different, were it notfor the brisk confidence inspired by 

the breeze. But even as it was, hefelt a slight twinge, from a sudden indefinite association in his mindof Babo 

with Atufal. 

"Don Benito," said he, "I give you joy; the breeze will hold, and willincrease. By the way, your tall man and 

time-piece, Atufal, standswithout. By your order, of course?" 

Don Benito recoiled, as if at some bland satirical touch, delivered withsuch adroit garnish of apparent good 

breeding as to present no handlefor retort. 

He is like one flayed alive, thought Captain Delano; where may one touchhim without causing a shrink? 

The servant moved before his master, adjusting a cushion; recalled tocivility, the Spaniard stiffly replied: 

"you are right. The slaveappears where you saw him, according to my command; which is, that if atthe given 

hour I am below, he must take his stand and abide my coming." 

"Ah now, pardon me, but that is treating the poor fellow like an ex-kingindeed. Ah, Don Benito," smiling, 

"for all the license you permit insome things, I fear lest, at bottom, you are a bitter hard master." 

Again Don Benito shrank; and this time, as the good sailor thought, froma genuine twinge of his conscience. 
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Again conversation became constrained. In vain Captain Delano calledattention to the now perceptible motion 

of the keel gently cleaving thesea; with lack-lustre eye, Don Benito returned words few and reserved. 

By-and-by, the wind having steadily risen, and still blowing right intothe harbor bore the San Dominick 

swiftly on. Sounding a point of land,the sealer at distance came into open view. 

Meantime Captain Delano had again repaired to the deck, remaining theresome time. Having at last altered 

the ship's course, so as to give thereef a wide berth, he returned for a few moments below. 

I will cheer up my poor friend, this time, thought he. 

"Better and better," Don Benito, he cried as he blithely re-entered:"there will soon be an end to your cares, at 

least for awhile. For when,after a long, sad voyage, you know, the anchor drops into the haven, allits vast 

weight seems lifted from the captain's heart. We are getting onfamously, Don Benito. My ship is in sight. 

Look through this side-lighthere; there she is; all a-taunt-o! The Bachelor's Delight, my goodfriend. Ah, how 

this wind braces one up. Come, you must take a cup ofcoffee with me this evening. My old steward will give 

you as fine a cupas ever any sultan tasted. What say you, Don Benito, will you?" 

At first, the Spaniard glanced feverishly up, casting a longing looktowards the sealer, while with mute 

concern his servant gazed into hisface. Suddenly the old ague of coldness returned, and dropping back tohis 

cushions he was silent. 

"You do not answer. Come, all day you have been my host; would you havehospitality all on one side?" 

"I cannot go," was the response. 

"What? it will not fatigue you. The ships will lie together as near asthey can, without swinging foul. It will be 

little more than steppingfrom deck to deck; which is but as from room to room. Come, come, youmust not 

refuse me." 

"I cannot go," decisively and repulsively repeated Don Benito. 

Renouncing all but the last appearance of courtesy, with a sort ofcadaverous sullenness, and biting his thin 

nails to the quick, heglanced, almost glared, at his guest, as if impatient that a stranger'spresence should 

interfere with the full indulgence of his morbid hour.Meantime the sound of the parted waters came more and 

more gurglinglyand merrily in at the windows; as reproaching him for his dark spleen;as telling him that, sulk 

as he might, and go mad with it, nature carednot a jot; since, whose fault was it, pray? 

But the foul mood was now at its depth, as the fair wind at its height. 

There was something in the man so far beyond any mere unsociality orsourness previously evinced, that even 

the forbearing good-nature of hisguest could no longer endure it. Wholly at a loss to account for 

suchdemeanor, and deeming sickness with eccentricity, however extreme, noadequate excuse, well satisfied, 
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too, that nothing in his own conductcould justify it, Captain Delano's pride began to be roused. 

Himselfbecame reserved. But all seemed one to the Spaniard. Quitting him,therefore, Captain Delano once 

more went to the deck. 

The ship was now within less than two miles of the sealer. Thewhale-boat was seen darting over the interval. 

To be brief, the two vessels, thanks to the pilot's skill, ere longneighborly style lay anchored together. 

Before returning to his own vessel, Captain Delano had intendedcommunicating to Don Benito the smaller 

details of the proposed servicesto be rendered. But, as it was, unwilling anew to subject himself torebuffs, he 

resolved, now that he had seen the San Dominick safelymoored, immediately to quit her, without further 

allusion to hospitalityor business. Indefinitely postponing his ulterior plans, he wouldregulate his future 

actions according to future circumstances. His boatwas ready to receive him; but his host still tarried below. 

Well,thought Captain Delano, if he has little breeding, the more need to showmine. He descended to the cabin 

to bid a ceremonious, and, it may be,tacitly rebukeful adieu. But to his great satisfaction, Don Benito, asif he 

began to feel the weight of that treatment with which his slightedguest had, not indecorously, retaliated upon 

him, now supported by hisservant, rose to his feet, and grasping Captain Delano's hand, stoodtremulous; too 

much agitated to speak. But the good augury hence drawnwas suddenly dashed, by his resuming all his 

previous reserve, withaugmented gloom, as, with half-averted eyes, he silently reseatedhimself on his 

cushions. With a corresponding return of his own chilledfeelings, Captain Delano bowed and withdrew. 

He was hardly midway in the narrow corridor, dim as a tunnel, leadingfrom the cabin to the stairs, when a 

sound, as of the tolling forexecution in some jail-yard, fell on his ears. It was the echo of theship's flawed bell, 

striking the hour, drearily reverberated in thissubterranean vault. Instantly, by a fatality not to be withstood, 

hismind, responsive to the portent, swarmed with superstitious suspicions.He paused. In images far swifter 

than these sentences, the minutestdetails of all his former distrusts swept through him. 

Hitherto, credulous good-nature had been too ready to furnish excusesfor reasonable fears. Why was the 

Spaniard, so superfluously punctiliousat times, now heedless of common propriety in not accompanying to 

theside his departing guest? Did indisposition forbid? Indisposition hadnot forbidden more irksome exertion 

that day. His last equivocaldemeanor recurred. He had risen to his feet, grasped his guest's hand,motioned 

toward his hat; then, in an instant, all was eclipsed insinister muteness and gloom. Did this imply one brief, 

repentantrelenting at the final moment, from some iniquitous plot, followed byremorseless return to it? His 

last glance seemed to express acalamitous, yet acquiescent farewell to Captain Delano forever. Whydecline 

the invitation to visit the sealer that evening? Or was theSpaniard less hardened than the Jew, who refrained 

not from supping atthe board of him whom the same night he meant to betray? What importedall those day-

long enigmas and contradictions, except they were intendedto mystify, preliminary to some stealthy blow? 

Atufal, the pretendedrebel, but punctual shadow, that moment lurked by the threshold without.He seemed a 

sentry, and more. Who, by his own confession, had stationedhim there? Was the negro now lying in wait? 

The Spaniard behind--his creature before: to rush from darkness tolight was the involuntary choice. 

The next moment, with clenched jaw and hand, he passed Atufal, and stoodunharmed in the light. As he saw 

his trim ship lying peacefully atanchor, and almost within ordinary call; as he saw his household boat,with 

familiar faces in it, patiently rising and falling, on the shortwaves by the San Dominick's side; and then, 
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glancing about the deckswhere he stood, saw the oakum-pickers still gravely plying theirfingers; and heard 

the low, buzzing whistle and industrious hum of thehatchet-polishers, still bestirring themselves over their 

endlessoccupation; and more than all, as he saw the benign aspect of nature,taking her innocent repose in the 

evening; the screened sun in the quietcamp of the west shining out like the mild light from Abraham's tent; 

ascharmed eye and ear took in all these, with the chained figure of theblack, clenched jaw and hand relaxed. 

Once again he smiled at thephantoms which had mocked him, and felt something like a tinge ofremorse, that, 

by harboring them even for a moment, he should, byimplication, have betrayed an atheist doubt of the ever-

watchfulProvidence above. 

There was a few minutes' delay, while, in obedience to his orders, theboat was being hooked along to the 

gangway. During this interval, a sortof saddened satisfaction stole over Captain Delano, at thinking of 

thekindly offices he had that day discharged for a stranger. Ah, thoughthe, after good actions one's conscience 

is never ungrateful, howevermuch so the benefited party may be. 

Presently, his foot, in the first act of descent into the boat, pressedthe first round of the side-ladder, his face 

presented inward upon thedeck. In the same moment, he heard his name courteously sounded; and, tohis 

pleased surprise, saw Don Benito advancing--an unwonted energy inhis air, as if, at the last moment, intent 

upon making amends for hisrecent discourtesy. With instinctive good feeling, Captain Delano,withdrawing 

his foot, turned and reciprocally advanced. As he did so,the Spaniard's nervous eagerness increased, but his 

vital energy failed;so that, the better to support him, the servant, placing his master'shand on his naked 

shoulder, and gently holding it there, formed himselfinto a sort of crutch. 

When the two captains met, the Spaniard again fervently took the hand ofthe American, at the same time 

casting an earnest glance into his eyes,but, as before, too much overcome to speak. 

I have done him wrong, self-reproachfully thought Captain Delano; hisapparent coldness has deceived me: in 

no instance has he meant tooffend. 

Meantime, as if fearful that the continuance of the scene might too muchunstring his master, the servant 

seemed anxious to terminate it. And so,still presenting himself as a crutch, and walking between the 

twocaptains, he advanced with them towards the gangway; while still, as iffull of kindly contrition, Don 

Benito would not let go the hand ofCaptain Delano, but retained it in his, across the black's body. 

Soon they were standing by the side, looking over into the boat, whosecrew turned up their curious eyes. 

Waiting a moment for the Spaniard torelinquish his hold, the now embarrassed Captain Delano lifted his 

foot,to overstep the threshold of the open gangway; but still Don Benitowould not let go his hand. And yet, 

with an agitated tone, he said, "Ican go no further; here I must bid you adieu. Adieu, my dear, dear 

DonAmasa. Go--go!" suddenly tearing his hand loose, "go, and God guard youbetter than me, my best 

friend." 

Not unaffected, Captain Delano would now have lingered; but catching themeekly admonitory eye of the 

servant, with a hasty farewell he descendedinto his boat, followed by the continual adieus of Don Benito, 

standingrooted in the gangway. 
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Seating himself in the stern, Captain Delano, making a last salute,ordered the boat shoved off. The crew had 

their oars on end. The bowsmenpushed the boat a sufficient distance for the oars to be lengthwisedropped. 

The instant that was done, Don Benito sprang over the bulwarks,falling at the feet of Captain Delano; at the 

same time calling towardshis ship, but in tones so frenzied, that none in the boat couldunderstand him. But, as 

if not equally obtuse, three sailors, fromthree different and distant parts of the ship, splashed into the 

sea,swimming after their captain, as if intent upon his rescue. 

The dismayed officer of the boat eagerly asked what this meant. Towhich, Captain Delano, turning a 

disdainful smile upon the unaccountableSpaniard, answered that, for his part, he neither knew nor cared; but 

itseemed as if Don Benito had taken it into his head to produce theimpression among his people that the boat 

wanted to kidnap him. "Orelse--give way for your lives," he wildly added, starting at aclattering hubbub in the 

ship, above which rang the tocsin of thehatchet-polishers; and seizing Don Benito by the throat he added, 

"thisplotting pirate means murder!" Here, in apparent verification of thewords, the servant, a dagger in his 

hand, was seen on the rail overhead,poised, in the act of leaping, as if with desperate fidelity to befriendhis 

master to the last; while, seemingly to aid the black, the threewhite sailors were trying to clamber into the 

hampered bow. Meantime,the whole host of negroes, as if inflamed at the sight of theirjeopardized captain, 

impended in one sooty avalanche over the bulwarks. 

All this, with what preceded, and what followed, occurred with suchinvolutions of rapidity, that past, present, 

and future seemed one. 

Seeing the negro coming, Captain Delano had flung the Spaniard aside,almost in the very act of clutching 

him, and, by the unconscious recoil,shifting his place, with arms thrown up, so promptly grappled theservant 

in his descent, that with dagger presented at Captain Delano'sheart, the black seemed of purpose to have 

leaped there as to his mark.But the weapon was wrenched away, and the assailant dashed down into 

thebottom of the boat, which now, with disentangled oars, began to speedthrough the sea. 

At this juncture, the left hand of Captain Delano, on one side, againclutched the half-reclined Don Benito, 

heedless that he was in aspeechless faint, while his right-foot, on the other side, ground theprostrate negro; 

and his right arm pressed for added speed on the afteroar, his eye bent forward, encouraging his men to their 

utmost. 

But here, the officer of the boat, who had at last succeeded in beatingoff the towing sailors, and was now, 

with face turned aft, assisting thebowsman at his oar, suddenly called to Captain Delano, to see what theblack 

was about; while a Portuguese oarsman shouted to him to give heedto what the Spaniard was saying. 

Glancing down at his feet, Captain Delano saw the freed hand of theservant aiming with a second dagger--a 

small one, before concealed inhis wool--with this he was snakishly writhing up from the boat's bottom,at the 

heart of his master, his countenance lividly vindictive,expressing the centred purpose of his soul; while the 

Spaniard,half-choked, was vainly shrinking away, with husky words, incoherent toall but the Portuguese. 

That moment, across the long-benighted mind of Captain Delano, a flashof revelation swept, illuminating, in 

unanticipated clearness, hishost's whole mysterious demeanor, with every enigmatic event of the day,as well 

as the entire past voyage of the San Dominick. He smote Babo'shand down, but his own heart smote him 
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harder. With infinite pity hewithdrew his hold from Don Benito. Not Captain Delano, but Don Benito,the 

black, in leaping into the boat, had intended to stab. 

Both the black's hands were held, as, glancing up towards the SanDominick, Captain Delano, now with scales 

dropped from his eyes, saw thenegroes, not in misrule, not in tumult, not as if frantically concernedfor Don 

Benito, but with mask torn away, flourishing hatchets andknives, in ferocious piratical revolt. Like delirious 

black dervishes,the six Ashantees danced on the poop. Prevented by their foes fromspringing into the water, 

the Spanish boys were hurrying up to thetopmost spars, while such of the few Spanish sailors, not already in 

thesea, less alert, were descried, helplessly mixed in, on deck, with theblacks. 

Meantime Captain Delano hailed his own vessel, ordering the ports up,and the guns run out. But by this time 

the cable of the San Dominick hadbeen cut; and the fag-end, in lashing out, whipped away the canvasshroud 

about the beak, suddenly revealing, as the bleached hull swunground towards the open ocean, death for the 

figure-head, in a humanskeleton; chalky comment on the chalked words below, "Follow yourleader." 

At the sight, Don Benito, covering his face, wailed out: "'Tis he,Aranda! my murdered, unburied friend!" 

Upon reaching the sealer, calling for ropes, Captain Delano bound thenegro, who made no resistance, and had 

him hoisted to the deck. He wouldthen have assisted the now almost helpless Don Benito up the side; butDon 

Benito, wan as he was, refused to move, or be moved, until the negroshould have been first put below out of 

view. When, presently assuredthat it was done, he no more shrank from the ascent. 

The boat was immediately dispatched back to pick up the three swimmingsailors. Meantime, the guns were in 

readiness, though, owing to the SanDominick having glided somewhat astern of the sealer, only the 

aftermostone could be brought to bear. With this, they fired six times; thinkingto cripple the fugitive ship by 

bringing down her spars. But only a fewinconsiderable ropes were shot away. Soon the ship was beyond the 

gun'srange, steering broad out of the bay; the blacks thickly clusteringround the bowsprit, one moment with 

taunting cries towards the whites,the next with upthrown gestures hailing the now dusky moors ofocean--

cawing crows escaped from the hand of the fowler. 

The first impulse was to slip the cables and give chase. But, uponsecond thoughts, to pursue with whale-boat 

and yawl seemed morepromising. 

Upon inquiring of Don Benito what firearms they had on board the SanDominick, Captain Delano was 

answered that they had none that could beused; because, in the earlier stages of the mutiny, a cabin-

passenger,since dead, had secretly put out of order the locks of what few musketsthere were. But with all his 

remaining strength, Don Benito entreatedthe American not to give chase, either with ship or boat; for 

thenegroes had already proved themselves such desperadoes, that, in case ofa present assault, nothing but a 

total massacre of the whites could belooked for. But, regarding this warning as coming from one whose 

spirithad been crushed by misery the American did not give up his design. 

The boats were got ready and armed. Captain Delano ordered his men intothem. He was going himself when 

Don Benito grasped his arm. 
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"What! have you saved my life, Seor, and are you now going to throwaway your own?" 

The officers also, for reasons connected with their interests and thoseof the voyage, and a duty owing to the 

owners, strongly objected againsttheir commander's going. Weighing their remonstrances a moment, 

CaptainDelano felt bound to remain; appointing his chief mate--an athletic andresolute man, who had been a 

privateer's-man--to head the party. Themore to encourage the sailors, they were told, that the Spanish 

captainconsidered his ship good as lost; that she and her cargo, including somegold and silver, were worth 

more than a thousand doubloons. Take her,and no small part should be theirs. The sailors replied with a shout. 

The fugitives had now almost gained an offing. It was nearly night; butthe moon was rising. After hard, 

prolonged pulling, the boats came up onthe ship's quarters, at a suitable distance laying upon their oars 

todischarge their muskets. Having no bullets to return, the negroes senttheir yells. But, upon the second 

volley, Indian-like, they hurtledtheir hatchets. One took off a sailor's fingers. Another struck thewhale-boat's 

bow, cutting off the rope there, and remaining stuck in thegunwale like a woodman's axe. Snatching it, 

quivering from its lodgment,the mate hurled it back. The returned gauntlet now stuck in the ship'sbroken 

quarter-gallery, and so remained. 

The negroes giving too hot a reception, the whites kept a morerespectful distance. Hovering now just out of 

reach of the hurtlinghatchets, they, with a view to the close encounter which must soon come,sought to decoy 

the blacks into entirely disarming themselves of theirmost murderous weapons in a hand-to-hand fight, by 

foolishly flingingthem, as missiles, short of the mark, into the sea. But, ere long,perceiving the stratagem, the 

negroes desisted, though not before manyof them had to replace their lost hatchets with handspikes; an 

exchangewhich, as counted upon, proved, in the end, favorable to the assailants. 

Meantime, with a strong wind, the ship still clove the water; the boatsalternately falling behind, and pulling 

up, to discharge fresh volleys. 

The fire was mostly directed towards the stern, since there, chiefly,the negroes, at present, were clustering. 

But to kill or maim thenegroes was not the object. To take them, with the ship, was the object.To do it, the 

ship must be boarded; which could not be done by boatswhile she was sailing so fast. 

A thought now struck the mate. Observing the Spanish boys still aloft,high as they could get, he called to 

them to descend to the yards, andcut adrift the sails. It was done. About this time, owing to causeshereafter to 

be shown, two Spaniards, in the dress of sailors, andconspicuously showing themselves, were killed; not by 

volleys, but bydeliberate marksman's shots; while, as it afterwards appeared, by oneof the general discharges, 

Atufal, the black, and the Spaniard at thehelm likewise were killed. What now, with the loss of the sails, 

andloss of leaders, the ship became unmanageable to the negroes. 

With creaking masts, she came heavily round to the wind; the prow slowlyswinging into view of the boats, its 

skeleton gleaming in the horizontalmoonlight, and casting a gigantic ribbed shadow upon the water. 

Oneextended arm of the ghost seemed beckoning the whites to avenge it. 
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"Follow your leader!" cried the mate; and, one on each bow, the boatsboarded. Sealing-spears and cutlasses 

crossed hatchets and hand-spikes.Huddled upon the long-boat amidships, the negresses raised a wailingchant, 

whose chorus was the clash of the steel. 

For a time, the attack wavered; the negroes wedging themselves to beatit back; the half-repelled sailors, as yet 

unable to gain a footing,fighting as troopers in the saddle, one leg sideways flung over thebulwarks, and one 

without, plying their cutlasses like carters' whips.But in vain. They were almost overborne, when, rallying 

themselves intoa squad as one man, with a huzza, they sprang inboard, where, entangled,they involuntarily 

separated again. For a few breaths' space, there wasa vague, muffled, inner sound, as of submerged sword-fish 

rushing hitherand thither through shoals of black-fish. Soon, in a reunited band, andjoined by the Spanish 

seamen, the whites came to the surface,irresistibly driving the negroes toward the stern. But a barricade 

ofcasks and sacks, from side to side, had been thrown up by the main-mast.Here the negroes faced about, and 

though scorning peace or truce, yetfain would have had respite. But, without pause, overleaping thebarrier, 

the unflagging sailors again closed. Exhausted, the blacks nowfought in despair. Their red tongues lolled, 

wolf-like, from their blackmouths. But the pale sailors' teeth were set; not a word was spoken;and, in five 

minutes more, the ship was won. 

Nearly a score of the negroes were killed. Exclusive of those by theballs, many were mangled; their wounds--

mostly inflicted by thelong-edged sealing-spears, resembling those shaven ones of the Englishat Preston Pans, 

made by the poled scythes of the Highlanders. On theother side, none were killed, though several were 

wounded; someseverely, including the mate. The surviving negroes were temporarilysecured, and the ship, 

towed back into the harbor at midnight, once morelay anchored. 

Omitting the incidents and arrangements ensuing, suffice it that, aftertwo days spent in refitting, the ships 

sailed in company for Conception,in Chili, and thence for Lima, in Peru; where, before the vice-regalcourts, 

the whole affair, from the beginning, underwent investigation. 

Though, midway on the passage, the ill-fated Spaniard, relaxed fromconstraint, showed some signs of 

regaining health with free-will; yet,agreeably to his own foreboding, shortly before arriving at Lima, 

herelapsed, finally becoming so reduced as to be carried ashore in arms.Hearing of his story and plight, one of 

the many religious institutionsof the City of Kings opened an hospitable refuge to him, where bothphysician 

and priest were his nurses, and a member of the ordervolunteered to be his one special guardian and consoler, 

by night and byday. 

The following extracts, translated from one of the official Spanishdocuments, will, it is hoped, shed light on 

the preceding narrative, aswell as, in the first place, reveal the true port of departure and truehistory of the San 

Dominick's voyage, down to the time of her touchingat the island of St. Maria. 

But, ere the extracts come, it may be well to preface them with aremark. 

The document selected, from among many others, for partial translation,contains the deposition of Benito 

Cereno; the first taken in the case.Some disclosures therein were, at the time, held dubious for bothlearned 

and natural reasons. The tribunal inclined to the opinion thatthe deponent, not undisturbed in his mind by 

recent events, raved ofsome things which could never have happened. But subsequent depositionsof the 

surviving sailors, bearing out the revelations of their captainin several of the strangest particulars, gave 
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credence to the rest. Sothat the tribunal, in its final decision, rested its capital sentencesupon statements 

which, had they lacked confirmation, it would havedeemed it but duty to reject. * * * * *I, DON JOSE DE 

ABOS AND PADILLA, His Majesty's Notary for the RoyalRevenue, and Register of this Province, and 

Notary Public of the HolyCrusade of this Bishopric, etc. 

Do certify and declare, as much as is requisite in law, that, in thecriminal cause commenced the twenty-fourth 

of the month of September, inthe year seventeen hundred and ninety-nine, against the negroes of theship San 

Dominick, the following declaration before me was made: 

Declaration of the first witness, DON BENITO CERENO. 

The same day, and month, and year, His Honor, Doctor Juan Martinez de Rozas, Councilor of the Royal 

Audience of this Kingdom, and learned in the law of this Intendency, ordered the captain of the ship San 

Dominick, Don Benito Cereno, to appear; which he did, in his litter, attended by the monk Infelez; of whom 

he received the oath, which he took by God, our Lord, and a sign of the Cross; under which he promised to 

tell the truth of whatever he should know and should be asked;--and being interrogated agreeably to the tenor 

of the act commencing the process, he said, that on the twentieth of May last, he set sail with his ship from the 

port of Valparaiso, bound to that of Callao; loaded with the produce of the country beside thirty cases of 

hardware and one hundred and sixty blacks, of both sexes, mostly belonging to Don Alexandro Aranda, 

gentleman, of the city of Mendoza; that the crew of the ship consisted of thirty-six men, beside the persons 

who went as passengers; that the negroes were in part as follows: 

[Here, in the original, follows a list of some fifty names, descriptions, and ages, compiled from certain 

recovered documents of Aranda's, and also from recollections of the deponent, from which portions only are 

extracted.] 

--One, from about eighteen to nineteen years, named Jos, and this was the man that waited upon his master, 

Don Alexandro, and who speaks well the Spanish, having served him four or five years; * * * a mulatto, 

named Francesco, the cabin steward, of a good person and voice, having sung in the Valparaiso churches, 

native of the province of Buenos Ayres, aged about thirty-five years. * * * A smart negro, named Dago, who 

had been for many years a grave-digger among the Spaniards, aged forty-six years. * * * Four old negroes, 

born in Africa, from sixty to seventy, but sound, calkers by trade, whose names are as follows:--the first was 

named Muri, and he was killed (as was also his son named Diamelo); the second, Nacta; the third, Yola, 

likewise killed; the fourth, Ghofan; and six full-grown negroes, aged from thirty to forty-five, all raw, and 

born among the Ashantees--Matiluqui, Yan, Leche, Mapenda, Yambaio, Akim; four of whom were killed; * * 

* a powerful negro named Atufal, who being supposed to have been a chief in Africa, his owner set great 

store by him. * * * And a small negro of Senegal, but some years among the Spaniards, aged about thirty, 

which negro's name was Babo; * * * that he does not remember the names of the others, but that still 

expecting the residue of Don Alexandra's papers will be found, will then take due account of them all, and 

remit to the court; * * * and thirty-nine women and children of all ages. 

[The catalogue over, the deposition goes on] 

* * * That all the negroes slept upon deck, as is customary in this navigation, and none wore fetters, because 

the owner, his friend Aranda, told him that they were all tractable; * * * that on the seventh day after leaving 
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port, at three o'clock in the morning, all the Spaniards being asleep except the two officers on the watch, who 

were the boatswain, Juan Robles, and the carpenter, Juan Bautista Gayete, and the helmsman and his boy, the 

negroes revolted suddenly, wounded dangerously the boatswain and the carpenter, and successively killed 

eighteen men of those who were sleeping upon deck, some with hand-spikes and hatchets, and others by 

throwing them alive overboard, after tying them; that of the Spaniards upon deck, they left about seven, as he 

thinks, alive and tied, to manoeuvre the ship, and three or four more, who hid themselves, remained also alive. 

Although in the act of revolt the negroes made themselves masters of the hatchway, six or seven wounded 

went through it to the cockpit, without any hindrance on their part; that during the act of revolt, the mate and 

another person, whose name he does not recollect, attempted to come up through the hatchway, but being 

quickly wounded, were obliged to return to the cabin; that the deponent resolved at break of day to come up 

the companion-way, where the negro Babo was, being the ringleader, and Atufal, who assisted him, and 

having spoken to them, exhorted them to cease committing such atrocities, asking them, at the same time, 

what they wanted and intended to do, offering, himself, to obey their commands; that notwithstanding this, 

they threw, in his presence, three men, alive and tied, overboard; that they told the deponent to come up, and 

that they would not kill him; which having done, the negro Babo asked him whether there were in those seas 

any negro countries where they might be carried, and he answered them, No; that the negro Babo afterwards 

told him to carry them to Senegal, or to the neighboring islands of St. Nicholas; and he answered, that this 

was impossible, on account of the great distance, the necessity involved of rounding Cape Horn, the bad 

condition of the vessel, the want of provisions, sails, and water; but that the negro Babo replied to him he 

must carry them in any way; that they would do and conform themselves to everything the deponent should 

require as to eating and drinking; that after a long conference, being absolutely compelled to please them, for 

they threatened to kill all the whites if they were not, at all events, carried to Senegal, he told them that what 

was most wanting for the voyage was water; that they would go near the coast to take it, and thence they 

would proceed on their course; that the negro Babo agreed to it; and the deponent steered towards the 

intermediate ports, hoping to meet some Spanish, or foreign vessel that would save them; that within ten or 

eleven days they saw the land, and continued their course by it in the vicinity of Nasca; that the deponent 

observed that the negroes were now restless and mutinous, because he did not effect the taking in of water, the 

negro Babo having required, with threats, that it should be done, without fail, the following day; he told him 

he saw plainly that the coast was steep, and the rivers designated in the maps were not to be found, with other 

reasons suitable to the circumstances; that the best way would be to go to the island of Santa Maria, where 

they might water easily, it being a solitary island, as the foreigners did; that the deponent did not go to Pisco, 

that was near, nor make any other port of the coast, because the negro Babo had intimated to him several 

times, that he would kill all the whites the very moment he should perceive any city, town, or settlement of 

any kind on the shores to which they should be carried: that having determined to go to the island of Santa 

Maria, as the deponent had planned, for the purpose of trying whether, on the passage or near the island itself, 

they could find any vessel that should favor them, or whether he could escape from it in a boat to the 

neighboring coast of Arruco, to adopt the necessary means he immediately changed his course, steering for 

the island; that the negroes Babo and Atufal held daily conferences, in which they discussed what was 

necessary for their design of returning to Senegal, whether they were to kill all the Spaniards, and particularly 

the deponent; that eight days after parting from the coast of Nasca, the deponent being on the watch a little 

after day-break, and soon after the negroes had their meeting, the negro Babo came to the place where the 

deponent was, and told him that he had determined to kill his master, Don Alexandro Aranda, both because he 

and his companions could not otherwise be sure of their liberty, and that to keep the seamen in subjection, he 

wanted to prepare a warning of what road they should be made to take did they or any of them oppose him; 

and that, by means of the death of Don Alexandro, that warning would best be given; but, that what this last 

meant, the deponent did not at the time comprehend, nor could not, further than that the death of Don 
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Alexandro was intended; and moreover the negro Babo proposed to the deponent to call the mate Raneds, 

who was sleeping in the cabin, before the thing was done, for fear, as the deponent understood it, that the 

mate, who was a good navigator, should be killed with Don Alexandro and the rest; that the deponent, who 

was the friend, from youth, of Don Alexandro, prayed and conjured, but all was useless; for the negro Babo 

answered him that the thing could not be prevented, and that all the Spaniards risked their death if they should 

attempt to frustrate his will in this matter, or any other; that, in this conflict, the deponent called the mate, 

Raneds, who was forced to go apart, and immediately the negro Babo commanded the Ashantee Martinqui 

and the Ashantee Lecbe to go and commit the murder; that those two went down with hatchets to the berth of 

Don Alexandro; that, yet half alive and mangled, they dragged him on deck; that they were going to throw 

him overboard in that state, but the negro Babo stopped them, bidding the murder be completed on the deck 

before him, which was done, when, by his orders, the body was carried below, forward; that nothing more 

was seen of it by the deponent for three days; * * * that Don Alonzo Sidonia, an old man, long resident at 

Valparaiso, and lately appointed to a civil office in Peru, whither he had taken passage, was at the time 

sleeping in the berth opposite Don Alexandro's; that awakening at his cries, surprised by them, and at the sight 

of the negroes with their bloody hatchets in their hands, he threw himself into the sea through a window 

which was near him, and was drowned, without it being in the power of the deponent to assist or take him up; 

* * * that a short time after killing Aranda, they brought upon deck his german-cousin, of middle-age, Don 

Francisco Masa, of Mendoza, and the young Don Joaquin, Marques de Aramboalaza, then lately from Spain, 

with his Spanish servant Ponce, and the three young clerks of Aranda, Jos Mozairi Lorenzo Bargas, and 

Hermenegildo Gandix, all of Cadiz; that Don Joaquin and Hermenegildo Gandix, the negro Babo, for 

purposes hereafter to appear, preserved alive; but Don Francisco Masa, Jos Mozairi, and Lorenzo Bargas, 

with Ponce the servant, beside the boatswain, Juan Robles, the boatswain's mates, Manuel Viscaya and 

Roderigo Hurta, and four of the sailors, the negro Babo ordered to be thrown alive into the sea, although they 

made no resistance, nor begged for anything else but mercy; that the boatswain, Juan Robles, who knew how 

to swim, kept the longest above water, making acts of contrition, and, in the last words he uttered, charged 

this deponent to cause mass to be said for his soul to our Lady of Succor: * * * that, during the three days 

which followed, the deponent, uncertain what fate had befallen the remains of Don Alexandro, frequently 

asked the negro Babo where they were, and, if still on board, whether they were to be preserved for interment 

ashore, entreating him so to order it; that the negro Babo answered nothing till the fourth day, when at sunrise, 

the deponent coming on deck, the negro Babo showed him a skeleton, which had been substituted for the 

ship's proper figure-head--the image of Christopher Colon, the discoverer of the New World; that the negro 

Babo asked him whose skeleton that was, and whether, from its whiteness, he should not think it a white's; 

that, upon discovering his face, the negro Babo, coming close, said words to this effect: "Keep faith with the 

blacks from here to Senegal, or you shall in spirit, as now in body, follow your leader," pointing to the prow; 

* * * that the same morning the negro Babo took by succession each Spaniard forward, and asked him whose 

skeleton that was, and whether, from its whiteness, he should not think it a white's; that each Spaniard 

covered his face; that then to each the negro Babo repeated the words in the first place said to the deponent; * 

* * that they (the Spaniards), being then assembled aft, the negro Babo harangued them, saying that he had 

now done all; that the deponent (as navigator for the negroes) might pursue his course, warning him and all of 

them that they should, soul and body, go the way of Don Alexandro, if he saw them (the Spaniards) speak, or 

plot anything against them (the negroes)--a threat which was repeated every day; that, before the events last 

mentioned, they had tied the cook to throw him overboard, for it is not known what thing they heard him 

speak, but finally the negro Babo spared his life, at the request of the deponent; that a few days after, the 

deponent, endeavoring not to omit any means to preserve the lives of the remaining whites, spoke to the 

negroes peace and tranquillity, and agreed to draw up a paper, signed by the deponent and the sailors who 

could write, as also by the negro Babo, for himself and all the blacks, in which the deponent obliged himself 
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to carry them to Senegal, and they not to kill any more, and he formally to make over to them the ship, with 

the cargo, with which they were for that time satisfied and quieted. * * But the next day, the more surely to 

guard against the sailors' escape, the negro Babo commanded all the boats to be destroyed but the long-boat, 

which was unseaworthy, and another, a cutter in good condition, which knowing it would yet be wanted for 

towing the water casks, he had it lowered down into the hold. 

* * * * * 

[Various particulars of the prolonged and perplexed navigation ensuing here follow, with incidents of a 

calamitous calm, from which portion one passage is extracted, to wit:] 

--That on the fifth day of the calm, all on board suffering much from the heat, and want of water, and five 

having died in fits, and mad, the negroes became irritable, and for a chance gesture, which they deemed 

suspicious--though it was harmless--made by the mate, Raneds, to the deponent in the act of handing a 

quadrant, they killed him; but that for this they afterwards were sorry, the mate being the only remaining 

navigator on board, except the deponent. 

* * * * * 

--That omitting other events, which daily happened, and which can only serve uselessly to recall past 

misfortunes and conflicts, after seventy-three days' navigation, reckoned from the time they sailed from 

Nasca, during which they navigated under a scanty allowance of water, and were afflicted with the calms 

before mentioned, they at last arrived at the island of Santa Maria, on the seventeenth of the month of August, 

at about six o'clock in the afternoon, at which hour they cast anchor very near the American ship, Bachelor's 

Delight, which lay in the same bay, commanded by the generous Captain Amasa Delano; but at six o'clock in 

the morning, they had already descried the port, and the negroes became uneasy, as soon as at distance they 

saw the ship, not having expected to see one there; that the negro Babo pacified them, assuring them that no 

fear need be had; that straightway he ordered the figure on the bow to be covered with canvas, as for repairs 

and had the decks a little set in order; that for a time the negro Babo and the negro Atufal conferred; that the 

negro Atufal was for sailing away, but the negro Babo would not, and, by himself, cast about what to do; that 

at last he came to the deponent, proposing to him to say and do all that the deponent declares to have said and 

done to the American captain; * * * * * * * that the negro Babo warned him that if he varied in the least, or 

uttered any word, or gave any look that should give the least intimation of the past events or present state, he 

would instantly kill him, with all his companions, showing a dagger, which he carried hid, saying something 

which, as he understood it, meant that that dagger would be alert as his eye; that the negro Babo then 

announced the plan to all his companions, which pleased them; that he then, the better to disguise the truth, 

devised many expedients, in some of them uniting deceit and defense; that of this sort was the device of the 

six Ashantees before named, who were his bravoes; that them he stationed on the break of the poop, as if to 

clean certain hatchets (in cases, which were part of the cargo), but in reality to use them, and distribute them 

at need, and at a given word he told them; that, among other devices, was the device of presenting Atufal, his 

right hand man, as chained, though in a moment the chains could be dropped; that in every particular he 

informed the deponent what part he was expected to enact in every device, and what story he was to tell on 

every occasion, always threatening him with instant death if he varied in the least: that, conscious that many 

of the negroes would be turbulent, the negro Babo appointed the four aged negroes, who were calkers, to keep 

what domestic order they could on the decks; that again and again he harangued the Spaniards and his 
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companions, informing them of his intent, and of his devices, and of the invented story that this deponent was 

to tell; charging them lest any of them varied from that story; that these arrangements were made and matured 

during the interval of two or three hours, between their first sighting the ship and the arrival on board of 

Captain Amasa Delano; that this happened about half-past seven o'clock in the morning, Captain Amasa 

Delano coming in his boat, and all gladly receiving him; that the deponent, as well as he could force himself, 

acting then the part of principal owner, and a free captain of the ship, told Captain Amasa Delano, when 

called upon, that he came from Buenos Ayres, bound to Lima, with three hundred negroes; that off Cape 

Horn, and in a subsequent fever, many negroes had died; that also, by similar casualties, all the sea officers 

and the greatest part of the crew had died. 

* * * * * 

[And so the deposition goes on, circumstantially recounting the fictitious story dictated to the deponent by 

Babo, and through the deponent imposed upon Captain Delano; and also recounting the friendly offers of 

Captain Delano, with other things, but all of which is here omitted. After the fictitious story, etc. the 

deposition proceeds:] 

* * * * * 

--that the generous Captain Amasa Delano remained on board all the day, till he left the ship anchored at six 

o'clock in the evening, deponent speaking to him always of his pretended misfortunes, under the fore-

mentioned principles, without having had it in his power to tell a single word, or give him the least hint, that 

he might know the truth and state of things; because the negro Babo, performing the office of an officious 

servant with all the appearance of submission of the humble slave, did not leave the deponent one moment; 

that this was in order to observe the deponent's actions and words, for the negro Babo understands well the 

Spanish; and besides, there were thereabout some others who were constantly on the watch, and likewise 

understood the Spanish; * * * that upon one occasion, while deponent was standing on the deck conversing 

with Amasa Delano, by a secret sign the negro Babo drew him (the deponent) aside, the act appearing as if 

originating with the deponent; that then, he being drawn aside, the negro Babo proposed to him to gain from 

Amasa Delano full particulars about his ship, and crew, and arms; that the deponent asked "For what?" that 

the negro Babo answered he might conceive; that, grieved at the prospect of what might overtake the 

generous Captain Amasa Delano, the deponent at first refused to ask the desired questions, and used every 

argument to induce the negro Babo to give up this new design; that the negro Babo showed the point of his 

dagger; that, after the information had been obtained the negro Babo again drew him aside, telling him that 

that very night he (the deponent) would be captain of two ships, instead of one, for that, great part of the 

American's ship's crew being to be absent fishing, the six Ashantees, without any one else, would easily take 

it; that at this time he said other things to the same purpose; that no entreaties availed; that, before Amasa 

Delano's coming on board, no hint had been given touching the capture of the American ship: that to prevent 

this project the deponent was powerless; * * *--that in some things his memory is confused, he cannot 

distinctly recall every event; * * *--that as soon as they had cast anchor at six of the clock in the evening, as 

has before been stated, the American Captain took leave, to return to his vessel; that upon a sudden impulse, 

which the deponent believes to have come from God and his angels, he, after the farewell had been said, 

followed the generous Captain Amasa Delano as far as the gunwale, where he stayed, under pretense of taking 

leave, until Amasa Delano should have been seated in his boat; that on shoving off, the deponent sprang from 

the gunwale into the boat, and fell into it, he knows not how, God guarding him; that-- 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 572  september  2021 

 

107 

* * * * * 

[Here, in the original, follows the account of what further happened at the escape, and how the San Dominick 

was retaken, and of the passage to the coast; including in the recital many expressions of "eternal gratitude" 

to the "generous Captain Amasa Delano." The deposition then proceeds with recapitulatory remarks, and a 

partial renumeration of the negroes, making record of their individual part in the past events, with a view to 

furnishing, according to command of the court, the data whereon to found the criminal sentences to be 

pronounced. From this portion is the following;] 

--That he believes that all the negroes, though not in the first place knowing to the design of revolt, when it 

was accomplished, approved it. * * * That the negro, Jos, eighteen years old, and in the personal service of 

Don Alexandro, was the one who communicated the information to the negro Babo, about the state of things 

in the cabin, before the revolt; that this is known, because, in the preceding midnight, he use to come from his 

berth, which was under his master's, in the cabin, to the deck where the ringleader and his associates were, 

and had secret conversations with the negro Babo, in which he was several times seen by the mate; that, one 

night, the mate drove him away twice; * * that this same negro Jos was the one who, without being 

commanded to do so by the negro Babo, as Lecbe and Martinqui were, stabbed his master, Don Alexandro, 

after be had been dragged half-lifeless to the deck; * * that the mulatto steward, Francesco, was of the first 

band of revolters, that he was, in all things, the creature and tool of the negro Babo; that, to make his court, 

he, just before a repast in the cabin, proposed, to the negro Babo, poisoning a dish for the generous Captain 

Amasa Delano; this is known and believed, because the negroes have said it; but that the negro Babo, having 

another design, forbade Francesco; * * that the Ashantee Lecbe was one of the worst of them; for that, on the 

day the ship was retaken, he assisted in the defense of her, with a hatchet in each hand, with one of which he 

wounded, in the breast, the chief mate of Amasa Delano, in the first act of boarding; this all knew; that, in 

sight of the deponent, Lecbe struck, with a hatchet, Don Francisco Masa, when, by the negro Babo's orders, 

he was carrying him to throw him overboard, alive, beside participating in the murder, before mentioned, of 

Don Alexandro Aranda, and others of the cabin-passengers; that, owing to the fury with which the Ashantees 

fought in the engagement with the boats, but this Lecbe and Yan survived; that Yan was bad as Lecbe; that 

Yan was the man who, by Babo's command, willingly prepared the skeleton of Don Alexandro, in a way the 

negroes afterwards told the deponent, but which he, so long as reason is left him, can never divulge; that Yan 

and Lecbe were the two who, in a calm by night, riveted the skeleton to the bow; this also the negroes told 

him; that the negro Babo was he who traced the inscription below it; that the negro Babo was the plotter from 

first to last; he ordered every murder, and was the helm and keel of the revolt; that Atufal was his lieutenant in 

all; but Atufal, with his own hand, committed no murder; nor did the negro Babo; * * that Atufal was shot, 

being killed in the fight with the boats, ere boarding; * * that the negresses, of age, were knowing to the 

revolt, and testified themselves satisfied at the death of their master, Don Alexandro; that, had the negroes not 

restrained them, they would have tortured to death, instead of simply killing, the Spaniards slain by command 

of the negro Babo; that the negresses used their utmost influence to have the deponent made away with; that, 

in the various acts of murder, they sang songs and danced--not gaily, but solemnly; and before the 

engagement with the boats, as well as during the action, they sang melancholy songs to the negroes, and that 

this melancholy tone was more inflaming than a different one would have been, and was so intended; that all 

this is believed, because the negroes have said it.--that of the thirty-six men of the crew, exclusive of the 

passengers (all of whom are now dead), which the deponent had knowledge of, six only remained alive, with 

four cabin-boys and ship-boys, not included with the crew; * *--that the negroes broke an arm of one of the 

cabin-boys and gave him strokes with hatchets. 
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[Then follow various random disclosures referring to various periods of time. The following are extracted;] 

--That during the presence of Captain Amasa Delano on board, some attempts were made by the sailors, and 

one by Hermenegildo Gandix, to convey hints to him of the true state of affairs; but that these attempts were 

ineffectual, owing to fear of incurring death, and, futhermore, owing to the devices which offered 

contradictions to the true state of affairs, as well as owing to the generosity and piety of Amasa Delano 

incapable of sounding such wickedness; * * * that Luys Galgo, a sailor about sixty years of age, and formerly 

of the king's navy, was one of those who sought to convey tokens to Captain Amasa Delano; but his intent, 

though undiscovered, being suspected, he was, on a pretense, made to retire out of sight, and at last into the 

hold, and there was made away with. This the negroes have since said; * * * that one of the ship-boys feeling, 

from Captain Amasa Delano's presence, some hopes of release, and not having enough prudence, dropped 

some chance-word respecting his expectations, which being overheard and understood by a slave-boy with 

whom he was eating at the time, the latter struck him on the head with a knife, inflicting a bad wound, but of 

which the boy is now healing; that likewise, not long before the ship was brought to anchor, one of the 

seamen, steering at the time, endangered himself by letting the blacks remark some expression in his 

countenance, arising from a cause similar to the above; but this sailor, by his heedful after conduct, escaped; * 

* * that these statements are made to show the court that from the beginning to the end of the revolt, it was 

impossible for the deponent and his men to act otherwise than they did; * * *--that the third clerk, 

Hermenegildo Gandix, who before had been forced to live among the seamen, wearing a seaman's habit, and 

in all respects appearing to be one for the time; he, Gandix, was killed by a musket ball fired through mistake 

from the boats before boarding; having in his fright run up the mizzen-rigging, calling to the boats--"don't 

board," lest upon their boarding the negroes should kill him; that this inducing the Americans to believe he 

some way favored the cause of the negroes, they fired two balls at him, so that he fell wounded from the 

rigging, and was drowned in the sea; * * *--that the young Don Joaquin, Marques de Aramboalaza, like 

Hermenegildo Gandix, the third clerk, was degraded to the office and appearance of a common seaman; that 

upon one occasion when Don Joaquin shrank, the negro Babo commanded the Ashantee Lecbe to take tar and 

heat it, and pour it upon Don Joaquin's hands; * * *--that Don Joaquin was killed owing to another mistake of 

the Americans, but one impossible to be avoided, as upon the approach of the boats, Don Joaquin, with a 

hatchet tied edge out and upright to his hand, was made by the negroes to appear on the bulwarks; whereupon, 

seen with arms in his hands and is a questionable altitude, he was shot for a renegade seaman; * * *--that on 

the person of Don Joaquin was found secreted a jewel, which, by papers that were discovered, proved to have 

been meant for the shrine of our Lady of Mercy in Lima; a votive offering, beforehand prepared and guarded, 

to attest his gratitude, when he should have landed in Peru, his last destination, for the safe conclusion of his 

entire voyage from Spain; * * *--that the jewel, with the other effects of the late Don Joaquin, is in the 

custody of the brethren of the Hospital de Sacerdotes, awaiting the disposition of the honorable court; * * *--

that, owing to the condition of the deponent, as well as the haste in which the boats departed for the attack, the 

Americans were not forewarned that there were, among the apparent crew, a passenger and one of the clerks 

disguised by the negro Babo; * * *--that, beside the negroes killed in the action, some were killed after the 

capture and re-anchoring at night, when shackled to the ring-bolts on deck; that these deaths were committed 

by the sailors, ere they could be prevented. That so soon as informed of it, Captain Amasa Delano used all his 

authority, and, in particular with his own hand, struck down Martinez Gola, who, having found a razor in the 

pocket of an old jacket of his, which one of the shackled negroes had on, was aiming it at the negro's throat; 

that the noble Captain Amasa Delano also wrenched from the hand of Bartholomew Barlo a dagger, secreted 

at the time of the massacre of the whites, with which he was in the act of stabbing a shackled negro, who, the 

same day, with another negro, had thrown him down and jumped upon him; * * *--that, for all the events, 

befalling through so long a time, during which the ship was in the hands of the negro Babo, he cannot here 
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give account; but that, what he has said is the most substantial of what occurs to him at present, and is the 

truth under the oath which he has taken; which declaration he affirmed and ratified, after hearing it read to 

him. 

He said that he is twenty-nine years of age, and broken in body and mind; that when finally dismissed by the 

court, he shall not return home to Chili, but betake himself to the monastery on Mount Agonia without; and 

signed with his honor, and crossed himself, and, for the time, departed as he came, in his litter, with the monk 

Infelez, to the Hospital de Sacerdotes. 

BENITO CERENO. 

DOCTOR ROZAS. 

If the Deposition have served as the key to fit into the lock of thecomplications which precede it, then, as a 

vault whose door has beenflung back, the San Dominick's hull lies open to-day. 

Hitherto the nature of this narrative, besides rendering the intricaciesin the beginning unavoidable, has more 

or less required that manythings, instead of being set down in the order of occurrence, should 

beretrospectively, or irregularly given; this last is the case with thefollowing passages, which will conclude 

the account: 

During the long, mild voyage to Lima, there was, as before hinted, aperiod during which the sufferer a little 

recovered his health, or, atleast in some degree, his tranquillity. Ere the decided relapse whichcame, the two 

captains had many cordial conversations--their fraternalunreserve in singular contrast with former 

withdrawments. 

Again and again it was repeated, how hard it had been to enact the partforced on the Spaniard by Babo. 

"Ah, my dear friend," Don Benito once said, "at those very times whenyou thought me so morose and 

ungrateful, nay, when, as you now admit,you half thought me plotting your murder, at those very times my 

heartwas frozen; I could not look at you, thinking of what, both on boardthis ship and your own, hung, from 

other hands, over my kind benefactor.And as God lives, Don Amasa, I know not whether desire for my own 

safetyalone could have nerved me to that leap into your boat, had it not beenfor the thought that, did you, 

unenlightened, return to your ship, you,my best friend, with all who might be with you, stolen upon, that 

night,in your hammocks, would never in this world have wakened again. Do butthink how you walked this 

deck, how you sat in this cabin, every inch ofground mined into honey-combs under you. Had I dropped the 

least hint,made the least advance towards an understanding between us, death,explosive death--yours as mine-

-would have ended the scene." 

"True, true," cried Captain Delano, starting, "you have saved my life,Don Benito, more than I yours; saved it, 

too, against my knowledge andwill." 

"Nay, my friend," rejoined the Spaniard, courteous even to the point ofreligion, "God charmed your life, but 

you saved mine. To think of somethings you did--those smilings and chattings, rash pointings andgesturings. 
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For less than these, they slew my mate, Raneds; but you hadthe Prince of Heaven's safe-conduct through all 

ambuscades." 

"Yes, all is owing to Providence, I know: but the temper of my mind thatmorning was more than commonly 

pleasant, while the sight of so muchsuffering, more apparent than real, added to my good-nature, 

compassion,and charity, happily interweaving the three. Had it been otherwise,doubtless, as you hint, some of 

my interferences might have endedunhappily enough. Besides, those feelings I spoke of enabled me to getthe 

better of momentary distrust, at times when acuteness might havecost me my life, without saving another's. 

Only at the end did mysuspicions get the better of me, and you know how wide of the mark theythen proved." 

"Wide, indeed," said Don Benito, sadly; "you were with me all day; stoodwith me, sat with me, talked with 

me, looked at me, ate with me, drankwith me; and yet, your last act was to clutch for a monster, not only 

aninnocent man, but the most pitiable of all men. To such degree maymalign machinations and deceptions 

impose. So far may even the best manerr, in judging the conduct of one with the recesses of whose 

conditionhe is not acquainted. But you were forced to it; and you were in timeundeceived. Would that, in both 

respects, it was so ever, and with allmen." 

"You generalize, Don Benito; and mournfully enough. But the past ispassed; why moralize upon it? Forget it. 

See, yon bright sun hasforgotten it all, and the blue sea, and the blue sky; these have turnedover new leaves." 

"Because they have no memory," he dejectedly replied; "because they arenot human." 

"But these mild trades that now fan your cheek, do they not come with ahuman-like healing to you? Warm 

friends, steadfast friends are thetrades." 

"With their steadfastness they but waft me to my tomb, Seor," was theforeboding response. 

"You are saved," cried Captain Delano, more and more astonished andpained; "you are saved: what has cast 

such a shadow upon you?" 

"The negro." 

There was silence, while the moody man sat, slowly and unconsciouslygathering his mantle about him, as if it 

were a pall. 

There was no more conversation that day. 

But if the Spaniard's melancholy sometimes ended in muteness upon topicslike the above, there were others 

upon which he never spoke at all; onwhich, indeed, all his old reserves were piled. Pass over the worst,and, 

only to elucidate let an item or two of these be cited. The dress,so precise and costly, worn by him on the day 

whose events have beennarrated, had not willingly been put on. And that silver-mounted sword,apparent 

symbol of despotic command, was not, indeed, a sword, but theghost of one. The scabbard, artificially 

stiffened, was empty. 
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As for the black--whose brain, not body, had schemed and led the revolt,with the plot--his slight frame, 

inadequate to that which it held, hadat once yielded to the superior muscular strength of his captor, in theboat. 

Seeing all was over, he uttered no sound, and could not be forcedto. His aspect seemed to say, since I cannot 

do deeds, I will not speakwords. Put in irons in the hold, with the rest, he was carried to Lima.During the 

passage, Don Benito did not visit him. Nor then, nor at anytime after, would he look at him. Before the 

tribunal he refused. Whenpressed by the judges he fainted. On the testimony of the sailors alonerested the 

legal identity of Babo. 

Some months after, dragged to the gibbet at the tail of a mule, theblack met his voiceless end. The body was 

burned to ashes; but for manydays, the head, that hive of subtlety, fixed on a pole in the Plaza,met, unabashed, 

the gaze of the whites; and across the Plaza lookedtowards St. Bartholomew's church, in whose vaults slept 

then, as now,the recovered bones of Aranda: and across the Rimac bridge lookedtowards the monastery, on 

Mount Agonia without; where, three monthsafter being dismissed by the court, Benito Cereno, borne on the 

bier,did, indeed, follow his leader. 

 

Benito Cereno was featured as The Short Story of the Day on Sun, Jan 01, 2012 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/herman-melville/short-story/benito-cereno 

  

https://americanliterature.com/short-story-of-the-day
https://americanliterature.com/author/herman-melville/short-story/benito-cereno
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The Tides 

by William Cullen Bryant 

 

The Tides was published in the New York Ledger on July 28, 1860. Henry Wadsworth Longfellow offers a 

poem of the same title, The Tides. 

 

 

Donato Creti, Astronomical Observations, 1711 

https://americanliterature.com/author/william-cullen-bryant
https://americanliterature.com/author/henry-wadsworth-longfellow
https://americanliterature.com/author/henry-wadsworth-longfellow/poem/the-tides
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The moon is at her full, and, riding high, 

Floods the calm fields with light; 

The airs that hover in the summer-sky 

Are all asleep to-night. 

 

There comes no voice from the great woodlands round 

That murmured all the day; 

Beneath the shadow of their boughs the ground 

Is not more still than they. 

 

But ever heaves and moans the restless Deep; 

His rising tides I hear, 

Afar I see the glimmering billows leap; 

I see them breaking near. 

 

Each wave springs upward, climbing toward the fair 

Pure light that sits on high— 

Springs eagerly, and faintly sinks, to where 

253The mother-waters lie. 

 

Upward again it swells; the moonbeams show 
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Again its glimmering crest; 

Again it feels the fatal weight below, 

And sinks, but not to rest. 

 

Again and yet again; until the Deep 

Recalls his brood of waves; 

And, with a sullen moan, abashed, they creep 

Back to his inner caves. 

 

Brief respite! they shall rush from that recess 

With noise and tumult soon, 

And fling themselves, with unavailing stress, 

Up toward the placid moon. 

 

O restless Sea, that, in thy prison here, 

Dost struggle and complain; 

Through the slow centuries yearning to be near 

To that fair orb in vain; 

 

The glorious source of light and heat must warm 

Thy billows from on high, 
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And change them to the cloudy trains that form 

The curtain of the sky. 

 

Then only may they leave the waste of brine 

In which they welter here, 

And rise above the hills of earth, and shine 

In a serener sphere. 

 

Enjoy Rob Velella's The American Literary Blog post about this poem. You may also enjoy reading our 

collection of Nature Poems. 

 

 

  

https://americanliteraryblog.blogspot.com/2013/07/bryant-o-restless-sea.html
https://americanliterature.com/100-great-poems#nature-poetry
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The Vast Wonder of the World: An Illustrated Homage to Ernest Everett Just’s Trailblazing Life and Life-

Redefining Science 

How a visionary turned the art of noticing into a leap of science. 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

“I have marveled at the green urchins on a Maine shore, clinging to the exposed rock at low water of spring 

tides, where the beautiful coralline algae spread a rose-colored crust beneath the shining green of their 

bodies,” Rachel Carson wrote as she was revolutionizing our understanding of the marine world with her 

poetic science and preparing to awaken the modern environmental conscience. “At that place the bottom 

slopes away steeply and when the waves at low tide break on the crest of the slope, they drain back to the sea 

with a strong rush of water. Yet as each wave recedes, the urchins remain… undisturbed.” 

So too with deepest discoveries of science, adhering to the bedrock of culture ideas that remain through the 

ebb and flow of ideologies. So too with the minds who produce them — the rebels, the visionaries, the 

pioneers who stand strong and undisturbed against the tide of their time. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/02/28/undersea-rachel-carson/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/01/27/rachel-carson-silent-spring-dorothy-freeman/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1512483753/braipick-20


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 572  september  2021 

 

117 

Exactly twenty years before Carson began honing her urchin mind at the Marine Biological Laboratory in 

Woods Hole, Massachusetts — the JPL of marine biology — a young fellow urchin alighted there to do the 

same. 

 

Ernest Everett Just (Marine Biological Laboratory Archives) 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1512483753/braipick-20
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Ernest Everett Just (August 14, 1883–October 27, 1941), who soon came to be admired as the “black 

Apollo” of science by the Italian women working at the Neapolitan laboratory for which he left Woods Hole, 

is the subject of The Vast Wonder of the World (public library) by librarian-turned-author Mélina Mangal 

and Colombian illustrator Luisa Uribe — a lovey addition to the growing corpus of picture-book biographies 

of cultural heroes to foment young hearts with inspiration for growing vast minds and tenacious spirits. 

 

The story begins in Woods Hole in 1911: 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1512483753/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/vast-wonder-of-the-world-biologist-ernest-everett-just/oclc/1144148590&referer=brief_results
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/04/13/picture-book-biographies/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/04/13/picture-book-biographies/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1512483753/braipick-20
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At twilight, a man lay on a dock, luring marine worms with a lantern. He scooped them out with his net and 

placed them in a bucket. He couldn’t wait to look at them more closely. 

He knew the ways of the sea, though he was not a fisherman. His grandfather had built wharves, but he was 

not a dockworker… 

He was a scientist. 

But Ernest Everett Just was not like other scientists. Half a century after another researcher with a similar 

name and a similar scientific passion (the German marine biologist Ernst Haeckel) coined the 

word ecology and half a century before another marine biologist with similar outsider status (Rachel Carson) 

made it a household word, Ernest Everett Just “saw the whole, where others saw only parts.” Like Carson, he 

wrote poetry — that supreme art of interrelation; like every true visionary, he was above all a noticer — “he 

noticed details others failed to see.” 

 

The story follows him from his childhood in South Carolina — where he watched the river become ocean, 

attended the school his mother founded in the town she established, and nearly lost his life to typhoid fever — 

to the laboratory where he developed his greatest scientific contribution: the understanding of how life begins 

from an egg. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/03/26/ernst-haeckel-medusae/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/03/26/ernst-haeckel-medusae/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1512483753/braipick-20
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Along the way, we see his mother’s school destroyed by a fire, we see Ernest leave home on a segregated 

steamship to continue his education in the North, we see him study with grief-redoubled focus after his 

mother dies of tuberculosis. 

 

At Dartmouth, a biology class concentrates and consecrates his devotion to science as he looks through a 

microscope for the first time and discovers the miniature universe of the cell. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1512483753/braipick-20
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Born not long after the development of cell theory began revolutionizing our understanding of life, at a time 

when the cell was known to be the basic biological unit but its working parts were a mystery, Just devoted the 

rest of his cellular existence to illuminating the mystery. 

He became a biology professor. He traveled to Woods Hole each summer to deepen his research and train 

young scientists. In an era when most biologists treated marine creatures as inanimate samples for study, he 

tenderly removed sea urchins and sand dollars from their habitat to transport them to the lab and encouraged 

his students to study them right there in the tide pool. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2021/03/19/eula-biss-on-immunity/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1512483753/braipick-20
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Day after obsessive day, night after late night, he peered at sea animals through the microscope, squinting at 

the edges of a radical idea, until it blazed with the empirical clarity of a discovery: Studying a sand dollar 

during fertilization, he observed how the egg cell was directing its own development — anathema to the 

accepted view that the sperm cell was responsible for the changes that coalesce into new life. 

Despite the scientific esteem the discovery brought him, Just felt increasingly stifled by the swell of racism in 

his nation’s bosom, which kept him from obtaining a teaching position at a major university worthy of his 

talent and credentials. (Since history is not the factual record of events but the dramatic narrative our species 

superimposes over events, it is historical irony, in the classic Ancient Greek literary sense, that Just was 

among the biologists whose work laid the foundation for genomics and its sobering revelation that we share 

98% of our DNA with a head of broccoli, dwarfing to absurdity the sub-negligible biological differences on 

which humans peg the artificial othernesses of their senseless biases.) 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1512483753/braipick-20
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In his mid-forties, Just emigrated to Europe, where he completed and published the groundbreaking results of 

his research as the twin triumphs Basic Methods for Experiments on Eggs of Marine Animals and The Biology 

of the Cell Surface, both published in 1939, as the world’s deadliest war was syphoning life from humanity 

and syphoning the humanity from Life. 

All biography is more like sculpture than like portraiture, tasked with the creative challenge of what to cut 

away from the immense monolith of a whole life in order to render a representative depiction of personhood 

— a challenge especially trying when sculpting a life-story for young readers, balancing beauty and 

complexity. The Vast Wonder of the World is more Grecian sculpture than Guernica, composed in the spirit 

of beautification and celebration — Just did, after all, live a beautiful and inspiring life — without wading 

into the confusions, controversies, and complexities that haunt any human life and haunted his. (My own 

orientation to writing nonfiction for young humans, especially dealing with science, is to lean on the side of 

truth; to trust that any truth, handled with basic sensitivity and humanity, is in the larger service of beauty — 

the beauty of reality — and that E.B. White was right in his life-tested conviction that anyone who 

writes down to children is simply wasting his time.”) The book, while lovely, ends on an abruptly and 

artificially upbeat note with the publication of Just’s magnum opus, leaving a great deal out: how he, like 

Frederick Douglass before him, fell in love with a German woman — a philosophy student — while still 

married; how, unlike Douglass, he had the moral courage to rise against the stigma of divorce; how the Nazis 

invaded Germany months after the landmark publication of his life’s work and interned him in a camp; how 

he was soon released and headed back to America, not knowing his own cells had been silently mutating 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1512483753/braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/2021/01/02/the-snail-with-the-right-heart/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/02/26/e-b-white-writing-for-children/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/02/26/e-b-white-writing-for-children/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1512483753/braipick-20
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along the way; how within months of his return he was dead by that metastatic mutation, leaving behind the 

stunning urchin spine of his trailblazing life and his life-redefining science. 

 

Special thanks to my friend Stephon Alexander for bringing Ernest Everett Just’s story into my life. 

For other lovely picture-book biographies of science visionaries who broadened the humanistic landscape of 

possibility with the example of their lives, savor the illustrated lives of astronomer Maria 

Mitchell and astronaut Ronald McNair, then revisit the inspiring story of Wangari Maathai, who became the 

first African woman to win the Nobel Prize with her tenacious work at the intersection of activism and 

ecology. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2021/05/18/ernest-everett-just/?mc_cid=8f08241dc5&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/07/11/stephon-alexander-rebecca-elson-explaining-relativity/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/10/01/what-miss-mitchell-saw/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/10/01/what-miss-mitchell-saw/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/06/05/rons-big-mission/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/06/04/wangari-maathai-the-woman-who-planted-millions-of-trees/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1512483753/braipick-20
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A Fury’s Battle: How Our Culture Demonizes Women’s Anger and Protects Abusers 

Jess Zimmerman on #MeToo and the Failures of the Justice System 

VIA BEACON PRESS 

By Jess Zimmerman 

 

What makes women’s anger monstrous? As with hunger and brilliance and ambition, it’s partly just the 

overstepping of closely guarded bounds. There will always be only so much emotion a woman, even a 

supposedly powerful woman, is allowed to have. Anger in particular is more stingily restricted the darker you 

are. The perennially restrained Michelle Obama was dogged by accusations of outsized anger for her eight 

years in the White House and beyond, simply because she was female and Black and, very gently, nobody’s 

fool. 

But women’s anger is particularly reviled when it is nocked and aimed, the sharp end of an unwavering 

system of beliefs about what we will not endure. A Fury’s anger. Men fear our chaotic rage, but not nearly as 

much as they fear our focused grievances about very real injustice. There is little more threatening to the 

social order than a woman who’s angry. The only thing scarier is a woman who’s angry about something. The 

only thing scarier than that is a woman who’s right. 

A 2015 study from Arizona State University, which looked at gender bias in a simulated jury deliberation, 

found that men were deemed more credible when they spoke with heat while women expressing anger made 

the people around them stubborn and resistant. Subjects participated in a mock trial in which they had to agree 

http://www.beacon.org/Women-and-Other-Monsters-P1644.aspx
https://lithub.com/author/jesszimmerman/
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with other “jurors”—purportedly other study participants but actually creations of the researchers—on 

whether to convict. Through messages, four of the five fictional jurors would agree with whatever verdict the 

participant settled on. The remaining one—the only juror given a gender-coded name—would disagree. This 

holdout might express his or her dissenting opinion with anger, with fear, or in a neutral tone. 

When the holdout’s name sounded like a man’s, and he spoke with passion, subjects were often swayed. 

When the hold-out’s name sounded like a woman’s, they doubled down on their original opinion. Or, in 

academic-ese: “Participants’ confidence in their own verdict dropped significantly after male holdouts 

expressed anger. Participants became significantly more confident in their original verdicts after female 

holdouts expressed anger, even though they were expressing the exact same opinion and emotion as the male 

holdouts.” 

VIDEO FROM LIT HUB: 

Kristen Radtke with Mira Jacob & Malaka Gharib (July 19, 2021) 

 

Kristen Radtke with Mira Jacob & Malaka Gharib (July 19, 2021) 

 “What is most disturbing about the findings is that they were produced by anger, specifically,” said the 

study’s coauthor Jessica Salerno in a press release. “If you think about when we express anger, it is often 

when we really care about something, when we are most passionate and most convicted about a decision. Our 

https://lithub.com/a-furys-battle-how-our-culture-demonizes-womens-anger-and-protects-abusers/
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results suggest that gender gaps in influence are most likely to materialize in these situations—when we are 

arguing for something we care about most.” 

This same instinct—to fear and denigrate women’s anger specifically when it comes from principle—is 

behind the absurd online insult “Social Justice Warrior.” This supposed taunt, levied not exclusively but 

especially at women who stand up for progressive principles, accidentally sounds cool as hell. It’s not the first 

insult to be picked up as a self-identifier and a rallying cry—that’s a classic arc for slurs—but it may be the 

first to have failed so thoroughly as a put-down right from the start. I don’t think anyone has ever been hurt by 

being described as a fierce and tireless fighter for justice. 

In truth, so-called social justice warriors are often fighting more for courtesy. The behavior most likely to get 

you called an SJW is suggesting that it’s worthwhile not to cavalierly hurt people’s feelings, whether or not 

you think their feelings are right. Spokespeople for this cause might more accurately, although much less 

inspirationally, be called social justice butlers: they advocate doing the subtle, sometimes tedious background 

work of making sure people are comfortable, considered, and not unduly put out. We go not into battle but 

into buttle. 

But the Furies are social justice warriors, make no mistake: literal warriors for actual justice. They’re the ones 

who show up when it’s too late to keep someone from getting hurt. They don’t ask politely for recognition, 

but demand redress for injury—not just to be made whole but to see the abusers punished. And the idea of this 

kind of vengeance is so terrifying to a certain kind of man that even its faintest echoes must be mocked into 

submission. If we let them demand courtesy, who knows what else they’ll ask for? If we let them say “stop 

hurting us,” how long until they say “we seek revenge”? 

People who ask for kindness are called “warriors” to embarrass us, to make us feel like we’re overreacting so 

we’re ashamed to ask for more. Those who go to war for justice are called “kindly” to mollify or belittle 

them. It’s a way of pushing us around with words: the euphemisms, the sarcasm, both efforts at control. But 

it’s good to be a warrior, and it’s good to be kind. And when the cause is justice, a warrior is the kindest thing 

you can be. 

* 

In the last few years—not by coincidence, the years in which the term “Social Justice Warrior” was created, 

weaponized, and reclaimed—we’ve seen a brief, white-hot heyday of female rage. Several books on women’s 

anger came out in the United States in 2018 and 2019: Soraya Chemaly’s Rage Becomes Her, which touts the 

personal and social benefits of embracing anger; Brittney Cooper’s Eloquent  Rage, which looks specifically 

at how Black women are reclaiming anger they’ve long been denied; Clementine Ford’s Fight Like a Girl, a 

feminist memoir-manifesto with anger as one of its guiding spirits; Rebecca Traister’s Good and Mad, which 

focuses on the way women’s anger shaped political action historically and after the 2016 election; and Lilly 

Dancyger’s anthology Burn It Down: Women Writing About Anger. 

This increased scrutiny of anger—and increased encouragement for women to get in touch with their 

outrage—coincided, not surprisingly, with a several-year run of high-profile situations in which women were 

killed, raped, mistreated, harassed, abused, or denied what they deserved. There were the 2014 Isla Vista 

killings, in which 22-year-old Elliot Rodger killed six people and injured 14, explaining his action in a 

https://bookshop.org/a/132/9781501189562
https://bookshop.org/a/132/9781250112880
https://bookshop.org/a/132/9781501181818
https://bookshop.org/a/132/9781580058933
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100,000-word document detailing his sexual frustration and misogynist anger. This was not the first or last 

mass murder committed by a man aggrieved about women denying him sex, but it was the first to come with a 

manifesto and to occur at a time when the internet was becoming especially weaponized. (Only a few months 

later, similarly motivated young men started gang-harassing and threatening women online under the guise of 

“ethics in games journalism.”) 

There is little more threatening to the social order than a woman who’s angry. 

There was the 2015 resurgence of the open-secret allegations against Bill Cosby, who would eventually be 

found guilty of three charges of aggravated assault but not before abusing as many as 60 women over 

decades, all while maintaining his cultural position as a beloved, trusted father figure. There was the 

pathetically short sentence given to alleged rapist Brock Turner in early 2016, and the powerful letter from his 

accuser that elevated the case in the public awareness above all the other pathetically short sentences given to 

alleged rapists with “bright futures.” 

There was, of course, the 2016 election, in which a flawed but competent woman lost to a heaving garbage 

pile of a man, despite her being more qualified and more popular. Every aspect of that endless election 

season, from Trump’s menacing loom on the debate stage to the fact that he won despite bragging about 

sexual assault, was somewhere on the spectrum between a needle under the fingernail and a cleaver to the 

heart. (This largely held true even if you’d preferred the imperfect woman’s first opponent, an imperfect 

man.) There were the explosive New York Times and New Yorker articles in October 2017, disclosing how 

powerful Hollywood producer Harvey Weinstein had been groping and propositioning (and, it came out later, 

more violently assaulting) women for decades, and threatening or blacklisting those who complained. There 

was the string of other high-profile allegations: Louis C.K., Roy Moore, Ryan Adams, Chris Hardwick. 

But the outrages and abuses weren’t new. Men had always been manipulating, abusing, gaslighting, 

menacing, grabbing pussies, cheating to win, and letting one another off the hook. What was new, what 

inspired these deep dives into the meaning and mechanism of female anger, was the sense that perhaps this 

time we’d advanced far enough, fought hard enough, come together enough that something could happen. 

Maybe, finally, we could ask for justice. 

For a brief moment there were millions of Furies: the dozens of abused women who scraped together the 

courage to share their stories; the hundreds who viewed and contributed to the Shitty Media Men list, feminist 

writer Moira Donegan’s whisper network clearinghouse that collected a lifetime of private warnings about 

dangerous men in one easily accessible place; the thousands who participated in the hashtags #YesAllWomen, 

started by a young Muslim woman in response to Isla Vista, and #MeToo, originated by activist Tarana Burke 

and repopularized in Weinstein’s wake. Using the hashtags, women and others shared their experiences of 

sexual harassment, violence, rape, coercion, abuse, manipulation, and corrosive shame, and then the cleansing 

anger. It was relentless, a rolling tide of grievance and anguish and, once that spilled over and boiled off, a 

tectonic ridge of vengeance-hunger, thrusting up through the hot sea of anger like a mountain range where 

two immovable objects collide. Clearly something was in the air: the desire to see wrongdoers finally named 

and punished, to drown out the abusers and enablers with the force of our calls for blood. 

But at the same time, almost overlapping with this bank-breaking fury, there was an accompanying sense of 

futility: the realization that the version of justice we were demanding had little in common with any existing 
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mechanisms for punishment or retribution. Many of us knew this already, of course. Black women knew. 

Tarana Burke had started using the “me too” phrasing all the way back in 2006 to talk about sexual abuse 

against young women of color, and not much had changed. But Black women have never gotten to be the 

noisy ones. So there was a great swell of noise, amplified by famous and beautiful white women, who have 

always been allowed to be the loudest as long as they are, paradoxically, mostly quiet. (Though our culture 

prizes women’s silence and docility, it also overvalues white women’s pain; the resulting confusion can 

sometimes be used to great effect in protests.) And then there was a great hush. 

I don’t mean to say that these burgeoning Furies gave up completely, or even lost hope, although many lost 

hope (or had been realistic enough to keep their hopes small to begin with). But it became impossible to truly 

believe in a future where some of these ancient wrongs against us were righted the day Brett Kavanaugh was 

confirmed to the US Supreme Court—despite being credibly accused of holding a girl down, covering her 

mouth, and trying to take her clothes off during his high school years. 

The accuser, Christine Blasey Ford, was sober and consistent in the hearing. As a research psychologist, she 

effectively served as her own expert witness, explaining the mechanisms of trauma to an audience of powerful 

men who could not possibly understand and didn’t want to. Kavanaugh, for his part, frothed and yelled, his 

face twisted constantly into a rictus of rage. This anger was his main defense; surely only an honest man 

could be so affronted. As cultural commentator Lili Loofbourow writes in a Slate article: “Ford’s anger would 

have contaminated her motives. Given the reactions to Kavanaugh’s tirade, however, it’s clear that many still 

regard male anger as not just… acceptable but as corroborating: the fact of his inappropriate outburst 

somehow proves the legitimacy of whatever aroused it. Kavanaugh is angry, so what he’s angry about must 

be true!” 

Kavanaugh shouted, and sneered, and lied overtly, and showed himself generally incapable of the 

comportment and rationality we depend on from the Supreme Court. (Think of the expression “sober as a 

judge,” and then think about Brett Kavanaugh bellowing, “I like beer!”) “We expect ordinary people in those 

circumstances to comport themselves with a modicum of dignity and restraint. For a lifetime appointment, 

one would think the standards for conduct and temperament would be rather higher,” Loofbourow writes. But 

it worked anyway. He was confirmed—a victory for chaotic, unfocused temper and a blow to Furies 

everywhere. There could be no clearer emblem of how much systems of order and righteousness had been 

perverted by the powerful than this: a belligerent, contemptuous, bigoted, almost certainly sexually abusive 

man being draped in the robes of the law and called “Justice.” 

Though our culture prizes women’s silence and docility, it also overvalues white women’s pain. 

The day Christine Blasey Ford calmly unearthed her worst traumas in front of an indifferent judiciary 

committee rendered every woman I know helpless, useless with rage. (You are chained in the flow of an 

active volcano.) If I’d thought I knew what it was to feel mass anger, the Kavanaugh hearings and their 

ultimate futility confirmed that I’d only been brushed by its shadow. A friend once said to me that the 

humidity in summer in DC was less like sweating than like being sweated on, and this was how our anger felt 

in the wake of Kavanaugh: like something that could not come from us, something too big for our bodies, a 

great beast rubbing up against us and oozing anger onto us from the outside. The possibility of justice, the 

possibility (never realistic, but once perhaps aspirational) that the law of the land could actually be just, 

slipped from our sweaty hands. 
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The Isla Vista shooter became a hero to disaffected young men online, inspiring copycat murders. Bill Cosby 

was sentenced to three to ten years, but money and power have never protected Black men like they do white 

men. Brock Turner, sentenced to six months, served three. Donald Trump not only grabbed the presidency 

after bragging on tape about sexual assault but parlayed it into a profitable golf vacation with interludes of 

cultish praise—despite more accusations of rape coming in during his term. Roy Moore, accused of sexually 

harassing teenage girls, lost his Senate seat but ran again with no shame. Louis C.K., who admitted to 

masturbating in front of female colleagues against their will, was dropped from a few shows and then returned 

to comedy less than a year later. Chris Hardwick, accused of emotional and sexual abuse of a girlfriend, hosts 

two shows on AMC. Brett Kavanaugh is in a position to overturn Roe v. Wade in our lifetime. (Harvey 

Weinstein was sentenced to 23 years, a small bright spot.) And the more the indignities have piled up, the 

harder it is to feel anger through the numbness and the fear. The beast keeps wreathing catlike around us, 

rubbing its corrosive sweat against our skin, and—like the DC humidity—we’ve found that it’s easier to bear 

if you just lie still. 

But the anger never really goes away, however buried it is under bewilderment and hurt. The Furies, chthonic 

monsters, are there somewhere, underground. 

__________________________________ 

 

Excerpted from Women and Other Monsters: Building a New Mythology. Reprinted with the permission of the 

publisher, Beacon Press. Copyright © 2021 by Jess Zimmerman. 

https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780807054932
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Jess Zimmerman 

Jess Zimmerman is the editor in chief of Electric Literature. Her essays, fiction, opinion pieces, and prose 

poetry have appeared in publications including Vice, Slate, The Cut, the Washington Post, The 

Guardian, and the New Republic. She lives in Brooklyn. Connect with her @j_zimms. 

https://lithub.com/a-furys-battle-how-our-culture-demonizes-womens-anger-and-protects-abusers/ 
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https://lithub.com/author/jesszimmerman/
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BEYOND THE MOONSTONE AND THE WOMAN IN WHITE: IT'S TIME TO APPRECIATE 

WILKIE COLLINS' LESSER-KNOWN CLASSICS. 

"How does anyone read Wilkie’s best stuff and not immediately go seek out the rest?" 

BY STEVE GOBLE 

VIA SEVENTH STREET 

 

Most mystery lovers know of Wilkie Collins, beloved for his classics “The Woman in White” and “The 

Moonstone,” old-fashioned tales meant to be savored page-by-page by the fire late at night. Beyond that, 

however, one might accuse readers of what amounts to criminal neglect. 

The evidence? While the two classics noted above have hundreds of thousands of ratings and thousands of 

reader reviews at goodreads.com, and their titles can be dropped into conversations among book readers with 

confidence that others will have read them, or at least plan to, the same cannot be said for his many other 

works. “No Name” and “Armadale,” both excellent novels written during the same creative years that 

produced the aforementioned classics, do not have as many reviews and ratings combined to come anywhere 

near “The Moonstone,” and that one is a distant runner-up to “The Woman in White.” 

https://crimereads.com/author/stevegoble/
https://bookshop.org/a/238/9781645060369
http://goodreads.com/
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This is a woeful state of affairs, people. How does anyone read Wilkie’s best stuff and not immediately go 

seek out the rest?  Admittedly, these other works do not live up Collins at his best, but they most certainly are 

worth your time. 

My introduction to Collins came through a compendium of essays for mystery lovers called “Murder Ink,” 

edited by Dilys Winn. The volume contained a short list of “Books to be Read Aloud,” and one of the entries 

was “Anything by Wilkie Collins.” 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

Winn advised: “These are old-fashioned stories with hammy, improbable plots that somehow sound 

wonderful if you pretend you are Lunt and Fontanne and emote for all you’re worth.” 

This endorsement, not surprisingly, made me seek out the man’s books. The two most popular ones were 

rather easy to track down. The others … not so much. Over the years, my wife and I have managed to acquire 

quite a few, and the digital age for all its accompanying curses has made finding those lesser-known works 

easier than ever. 

Let’s look at a few samples from various periods in Collins’ life: 

 

BASIL 

This is an early work, published in 1852, and while it is clear that Collins already had a keen grasp on how to 

keep pages turning, it is equally clear he was still working his way up to his best works. 
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The titular character is a young man from a family of means, who sees a beautiful young woman while out 

and about and instantly falls quite madly in love. He proceeds to follow her—or rather, stalk her—and quickly 

learns her father is a mere linen-draper and, thus, the instant love of his life is far beneath him in station. 

Undaunted, Basil (who in my mind was portrayed by a young John Malkovitch, because I often cast Wilkie 

Collins novels in my head) proceeds to make a deal with her father to arrange a secret marriage. 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

Thus commences a soap opera of lies, betrayals, shocks, horrors, attempted murder and sudden death. I could 

never quite root for Basil, because the poor wretch created most of his own problems, but it is a rather 

delicious mess and I rather enjoyed watching our poor hero’s life become something of a train wreck. And 

while the coincidences eventually become too implausible even for Edgar Rice Burroughs in one of his Mars 

books, the prose and the pace and the “what next” factor kept me going. 

That ability to make a reader look ahead to the next chapter, I’m convinced, is a quality Collins and other 

writers learned while writing work to be serialized in magazines. Every chapter raises questions or 

foreshadows difficulties, and you’ve got to plunge ahead to find out what’s up. 

 

NO NAME 

This one is magnificent, written in the 1860’s along with his best novels. Two sisters of quite different 

temperament see their genteel country life vanish thanks to the vagaries of British inheritance laws. The novel 

tells us how the Vanstone sisters cope with the loss of their fortune. 
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The novel, thankfully, follows the more impetuous of the two sisters, the one who is hell-bent on recovering 

that fortune. Magdalen’s plots and schemes, abetted by a colorful con man named Horatio Wragge, drive the 

plot. Her path to regaining the family property and money, however, is blocked by a rather cunning adversary 

in the person of Mrs. Lecount, housekeeper to the target of Magdalen’s schemes. The mental chess game 

between Magdalen and Lecount is amusing, and keeps the reader guessing. 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

Magdalen is an interesting protagonist. She teeters between bravery and boldness that make you cheer her on 

and despondency that makes you either feel sorry for her or wish she would just grow up. The novel does 

wrap up too neatly, but it is a splendid, old-fashioned read nonetheless. 

 

JEZEBEL’S DAUGHTER 

This is the story of a woman with a bad reputation and a substantial debt, who hopes to see her daughter make 

a solid marriage. The book is not a whodunit; you will figure out the crimes quickly enough and have your 

suspicions confirmed right away. You likely will, however, keep turning pages to find out who might be the 

next victim or whether justice can prevail. 

Published late in Collins’ career when he was in declining health, it is not on a par with his best. The plot 

depends upon some heavy coincidences. You occasionally will marvel at how the characters in this novel fail 

to put together simple clues. 
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Despite all that, as I read Collins’ rather smooth prose I imagined a stellar cast of actors moving through the 

book: Anjelica Huston, Hugh Laurie, Michael Caine, Cary Elwes, Keira Knightley,  Wynona Ryder, John 

Cleese, Cate Blanchett. The novel became very much an old-fashioned black-and-white movie inside my 

skull, with an orchestral score and the ominous trilling of violins at all the right moments. 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

 

THE EVIL GENIUS 

This Victorian soap opera appeared in 1886 and focuses on themes of divorce and child custody. The key 

figure is Sydney Westerfield, born to a seaman implicated in the theft of stolen diamond jewelry and a woman 

who simply does not care for Sydney at all. Sydney is relegated to a school for orphans run by an aunt, grows 

to eventually work there and worms her way into a job as a child’s governess for the wealthy Linley family. 

Alas, Sydney is quite fetching and Mister Linley falls in love with her, despite being married to a fine woman 

who is in many ways the moral center of the story. What follows is temptation, divorce, deception, old secrets 

revealed and, of course, coincidences. Aside from the theft and trial at the start of the tale there is no real 

crime here, but … it’s a great deal of fun. The meddling mother-in-law is a gem of a character, and a fine 

example of Wilkie’s particular evil genius. 

I hope I have enticed you to explore Wilkie Collins’ work. You can find a lot of his novels, plays and short 

stories available for free via Project Gutenberg (gutenberg.org). 

If you do read beyond “The Moonstone,” look me up on Twitter (@steve_goble) or Facebook (Steve Goble, 

Author). Let’s talk about these books! 

http://gutenberg.org/
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*** 

 

BasilJezebel's DaughterPieces of EightSeventh StreetSteve GobleThe Evil GeniusWilkie Collins 

 

 

Steve Goble 

Steve Goble toiled as a journalist for many years, and now works for a cyber security and digital 

investigations company. His mystery novels published by Seventh Street Books, The Bloody Black 

Flag and The Devil’s Wind, feature Spider John Rush, a reluctant pirate on a crime-plagued odyssey to return 

home. 

https://crimereads.com/beyond-the-moonstone-and-the-woman-in-white-its-time-to-appreciate-wilkie-collins-

lesser-known-classics/ 

https://crimereads.com/tag/basil/
https://crimereads.com/tag/jezebels-daughter/
https://crimereads.com/tag/pieces-of-eight/
https://crimereads.com/tag/seventh-street/
https://crimereads.com/tag/steve-goble/
https://crimereads.com/tag/the-evil-genius/
https://crimereads.com/tag/wilkie-collins/
https://crimereads.com/author/stevegoble/
https://bookshop.org/a/238/9781645060369
https://crimereads.com/author/stevegoble/
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Still Farther SouthPoe 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. 

 

https://publicdomainreview.org/contributors#john-tresch
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Detail from an 1853 pilot chart of the South Pacific, drawn by Matthew Fontaine Maury — Source. 

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. 

https://bibliotecavirtual.defensa.gob.es/BVMDefensa/i18n/consulta/registro.do?id=66671
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn1
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn2
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn2
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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. 

 

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 

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. 

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/harpersnew65various/page/740/mode/2up?view=theater
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn6
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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. 

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://archive.org/details/twentyyearsbefor00ersk/page/108/mode/2up
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. 

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 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn12
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn13
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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. 

 

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. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:%27Edgard_Po%C3%AB_et_ses_oeuvres%27_by_Lix_and_Dargent_6.jpg
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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”; 

“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 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn14
https://archive.org/details/narrativgord00poerich/page/192/mode/thumb
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn15
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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. 

 

Abstract composition by Valentijn Edgar Van Uytvanck, 1918 — Source. 

http://hdl.handle.net/10934/RM0001.COLLECT.218426
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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 

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 

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. 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn16
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn17
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn18
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn19
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn20
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn21
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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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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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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. 

 

René Magritte, La Reproduction interdite (Not to Be Reproduced), 1937 — Source (not public domain). 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn22
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. 

 

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 

 

Title page from the 1838 Harper & Brothers first-edition of Arthur Gordon Pym — Source. 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn23
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. 

 

A twelve-hole camera obscura from Mario Bettini’s 1642 Apiaria Universae Philosophiae 

Mathematicae — Source. 

 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn24
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/File:1642_Mario_Bettini_-_Apiaria_universae_philosophiae_mathematica.jpg
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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 

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 

“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 

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
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn29
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn30
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south#fn31


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 572  september  2021 

 

155 

 

“Ice bergs, Long Point”, a stereograph by G. H. Nickerson (George Hathaway), featuring unknown figures, 

latter 19th century — Source. 

 

 

Public Domain Works 

• The Narrative of Arthur Gordon Pym of Nantucket 

Edgar Allan Poe1838 

o Internet Archive 
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• James McBride’s scrapbook of articles on the hollow earth theory lectures of John Symmes 

James McBride1819 

https://digitalcollections.nypl.org/items/510d47e0-78e2-a3d9-e040-e00a18064a99
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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 

Further Reading 

https://archive.org/details/jamesmcbridessc00mcbr/mode/2up
https://archive.org/details/in.ernet.dli.2015.87511/page/n9/mode/1up
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• Sea of Glory: Americas’s Voyage of Discovery and the U.S. Exploring Expedition 

By Nathaniel Philbrick 

A journey on a scale that dwarfed the journey of Lewis and Clark, the U.S. Exploring Expedition saw six 

magnificent sailing vessels and a crew of hundreds set out to map the entire Pacific Ocean and ended up 

naming the newly discovered continent of Antarctica, collecting what would become the basis of the 

Smithsonian Institution. Combining spellbinding human drama and meticulous research, Philbrick 

reconstructs the dark saga of the voyage to show why, instead of being celebrated and revered as that of 

Lewis and Clark, it has — until now — been relegated to a footnote in the national memory. 

More Info and Buy 

 

• The Humboldt Current: Nineteenth-Century Exploration and the Roots of American 

Environmentalism 

By Aaron Sachs 

The naturalist and explorer Alexander von Humboldt (1769-1859) achieved unparalleled fame in his own 

time. Today, however, he and his enormous legacy to American thought are virtually unknown. Aaron Sachs 

traces Humboldt's pervasive influence on American history through examining the work of four explorers — 

J. N. Reynolds, Clarence King, George Wallace, and John Muir — who embraced Humboldt's idea of a 

“chain of connection" uniting all peoples and all environments. A skillful blend of narrative and interpretation 

that also discusses Humboldt's influence on Emerson, Whitman, Thoreau, Melville, and Poe, The Humboldt 

Current offers a colorful, passionate, and superbly written reinterpretation of nineteenth-century American 

history. 

More Info and Buy 

 

• The Reason for the Darkness of the Night: Edgar Allan Poe and the Forging of American 

Science 

By John Tresch 

Taking us through his early training in mathematics and engineering at West Point and the tumultuous years 

that followed, John Tresch shows that Poe lived, thought, and suffered surrounded by science — and that 

many of his most renowned and imaginative works can best be understood in its company. Poe cast doubt on 

perceived certainties even as he hungered for knowledge, and at the end of his life delivered a mind-bending 

lecture on the origins of the universe that would win the admiration of twentieth-century physicists. Pursuing 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/0142004839/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0142004839/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0143111922/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0143111922/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0143111922/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0374247854/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0374247854/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
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extraordinary conjectures and a unique aesthetic vision, he remained a figure of explosive contradiction: he 

gleefully exposed the hoaxes of the era’s scientific fraudsters even as he perpetrated hoaxes himself. 

More Info and Buy 

 

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. 

John Tresch is Professor and Mellon Chair in History of Art, Science, and Folk Practice at the Warburg 

Institute. His books include The Romantic Machine: Utopian Science and Technology after Napoleon, 

which won the 2013 Pfizer Prize from the History of Science Society, The Reason for the Darkness of the 

Night: Edgar Allan Poe and the Forging of American Science (2021), and Cosmograms: How to Do Things 

with Worlds (forthcoming from University of Chicago Press). 

 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south 
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https://publicdomainreview.org/shop/pdr-recommends
http://press.uchicago.edu/ucp/books/book/chicago/R/bo12645421.html
https://us.macmillan.com/books/9780374717445
https://us.macmillan.com/books/9780374717445
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/still-farther-south

