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A Boy and His Dog 

by Booth Tarkington 

 

A Boy and His Dog, from the Penrod series (1914), was as popular as Mark Twain's The Adventures of 

Huckleberry Finn, at one point. This excerpt is Penrod, chapter I. You may also enjoy our collection of Dog 

Stories. 

 

 

Illustration from the novel, "Penrod" (1914) 

https://americanliterature.com/author/booth-tarkington
https://americanliterature.com/author/mark-twain
https://americanliterature.com/author/mark-twain/book/the-adventures-of-huckleberry-finn/summary
https://americanliterature.com/author/mark-twain/book/the-adventures-of-huckleberry-finn/summary
https://americanliterature.com/dog-stories
https://americanliterature.com/dog-stories
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PENROD sat morosely upon the back fence and gazed with envy at Duke, his wistful dog. 

A bitter soul dominated the various curved and angular surfaces known by a careless world as the face of 

Penrod Schofield. Except in solitude, that face was almost always cryptic and emotionless; for Penrod had 

come into his twelfth year wearing an expression carefully trained to be inscrutable. Since the world was sure 

to misunderstand every thing, mere defensive instinct prompted him to give it as little as possible to lay hold 

upon. Nothing is more impenetrable than the face of a boy who has learned this, and Penrod's was habitually 

as fathomless as the depth of his hatred this morning for the literary activities of Mrs. Lora Rewbush—an 

almost universally respected fellow citizen, a lady of charitable and poetic inclinations, and one of his own 

mother's most intimate friends. 

Mrs. Lora Rewbush had written something which she called "The Children's Pageant of the Table Round"; 

and it was to be performed in public that very afternoon at the Women's Arts and Guild Hall, for the benefit of 

the Coloured Infants' Betterment Society. And if any flavour of sweetness remained in the nature of Penrod 

Schofield after the dismal trials of the school-week just past, that problematic, infinitesimal remnant was 

made pungent acid by the imminence of his destiny to form a prominent feature of the spectacle, and to 

declaim the loathsome sentiments of a character named upon the program the Child Sir Lancelot. 

After each rehearsal he had plotted escape, and only ten days earlier there had been a glimmer of light: Mrs. 

Lora Rewbush caught a very bad cold, and it was hoped it might develop into pneumonia; but she recovered 

so quickly that not even a rehearsal of the Children's Pageant was postponed. Darkness closed in. Penrod had 

rather vaguely debated plans for a self-mutilation such as would make his appearance as the Child Sir 

Lancelot inexpedient on public grounds; it was a heroic and attractive thought, but the results of some 

extremely sketchy preliminary experiments caused him to abandon it. 

There was no escape; and at last his hour was hard upon him. Therefore he brooded on the fence and gazed 

with envy at his wistful Duke. 

The dog's name was undescriptive of his person, which was obviously the result of a singular series of 

mésalliances. He wore a grizzled moustache and indefinite whiskers; he was small and shabby, and looked 

like an old postman. Penrod envied Duke because he was sure Duke would never be compelled to be a Child 

Sir Lancelot. He thought a dog free and unshackled to go or come as the wind listeth. Penrod forgot the life he 

led Duke. 

There was a long soliloquy upon the fence, a plaintive monologue without words: the boy's thoughts were 

adjectives, but they were expressed by a running film of pictures in his mind's eye, morbidly prophetic of the 

hideosities before him. Finally he spoke aloud, with such spleen that Duke rose from his haunches and lifted 

one ear in keen anxiety. 

"'I hight Sir Lancelot du Lake, the Child, Gentul-hearted, meek, and mild. What though I'm but a littul child, 

Gentul-hearted, meek, and——' Oof!" 

All of this except "oof" was a quotation from the Child Sir Lancelot, as conceived by Mrs. Lora Rewbush. 

Choking upon it, Penrod slid down from the fence, and with slow and thoughtful steps entered a one-storied 
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wing of the stable, consisting of a single apartment, floored with cement and used as a storeroom for broken 

bric-à-brac, old paint-buckets, decayed garden-hose, worn-out carpets, dead furniture, and other condemned 

odds and ends not yet considered hopeless enough to be given away. 

In one corner stood a large box, a part of the building itself: it was eight feet high and open at the top, and it 

had been constructed as a sawdust magazine from which was drawn material for the horse's bed in a stall on 

the other side of the partition. The big box, so high and towerlike, so commodious, so suggestive, had ceased 

to fulfil its legitimate function; though, providentially, it had been at least half full of sawdust when the horse 

died. Two years had gone by since that passing; an interregnum in transportation during which Penrod's father 

was "thinking" (he explained sometimes) of an automobile. Meanwhile, the gifted and generous sawdust-box 

had served brilliantly in war and peace: it was Penrod's stronghold. 

There was a partially defaced sign upon the front wall of the box; the donjon-keep had known mercantile 

impulses: 

The O. K. RaBiT Co. PENROD ScHoFiELD AND CO. iNQuiRE FOR PRicEs 

This was a venture of the preceding vacation, and had netted, at one time, an accrued and owed profit of 

$1.38. Prospects had been brightest on the very eve of cataclysm. The storeroom was locked and guarded, but 

twenty-seven rabbits and Belgian hares, old and young, had perished here on a single night through no human 

agency, but in a foray of cats, the besiegers treacherously tunnelling up through the sawdust from the small 

aperture which opened into the stall beyond the partition. Commerce has its martyrs. 

Penrod climbed upon a barrel, stood on tiptoe, grasped the rim of the box; then, using a knot-hole as a stirrup, 

threw one leg over the top, drew himself up, and dropped within. Standing upon the packed sawdust, he was 

just tall enough to see over the top. 

Duke had not followed him into the storeroom, but remained near the open doorway in a concave and 

pessimistic attitude. Penrod felt in a dark corner of the box and laid hands upon a simple apparatus consisting 

of an old bushel-basket with a few yards of clothes-line tied to each of its handles. He passed the ends of the 

lines over a big spool, which revolved upon an axle of wire suspended from a beam over head, and, with the 

aid of this improvised pulley, lowered the empty basket until it came to rest in an upright position upon the 

floor of the storeroom at the foot of the sawdust-box. 

"Eleva-ter!" shouted Penrod. "Ting-ting!" 

Duke, old and intelligently apprehensive, approached slowly, in a semicircular manner, deprecatingly, but 

with courtesy. He pawed the basket delicately; then, as if that were all his master had expected of him, uttered 

one bright bark, sat down, and looked up triumphantly. His hypocrisy was shallow: many a horrible quarter of 

an hour had taught him his duty in this matter. 

"El-e-vay-ter!" shouted Penrod sternly. "You want me to come down there to you?" 
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Duke looked suddenly haggard. He pawed the basket feebly again and, upon another outburst from on high, 

prostrated himself flat. Again threatened, he gave a superb impersonation of a worm. 

"You get in that el-e-vay-ter!" 

Reckless with despair, Duke jumped into the basket, landing in a dishevelled posture, which he did not alter 

until he had been drawn up and poured out upon the floor of sawdust within the box. There, shuddering, he 

lay in doughnut shape and presently slumbered. 

It was dark in the box, a condition that might have been remedied by sliding back a small wooden panel on 

runners, which would have let in ample light from the alley; but Penrod Schofield had more interesting means 

of illumination. He knelt, and from a former soap-box, in a corner, took a lantern without a chimney, and a 

large oil-can, the leak in the latter being so nearly imperceptible that its banishment from household use had 

seemed to Penrod as inexplicable as it was providential. 

He shook the lantern near his ear: nothing splashed; there was no sound but a dry clinking. But there was 

plenty of kerosene in the can; and he filled the lantern, striking a match to illumine the operation. Then he lit 

the lantern and hung it upon a nail against the wall. The sawdust floor was slightly impregnated with oil, and 

the open flame quivered in suggestive proximity to the side of the box; however, some rather deep charrings 

of the plank against which the lantern hung offered evidence that the arrangement was by no means a new 

one, and indicated at least a possibility of no fatality occurring this time. 

Next, Penrod turned up the surface of the sawdust in another corner of the floor, and drew forth a cigar-box in 

which were half a dozen cigarettes, made of hayseed and thick brown wrapping paper, a lead-pencil, an 

eraser, and a small note-book, the cover of which was labelled in his own handwriting: 

"English Grammar. Penrod Schofield. Room 6, Ward School Nomber Seventh." 

The first page of this book was purely academic; but the study of English undefiled terminated with a slight 

jar at the top of the second: "Nor must an adverb be used to modif——" 

Immediately followed: 

"HAROLD RAMoRES THE ROADAGENT OR WILD LIFE AMONG THE ROCKY MTS." 

And the subsequent entries in the book appeared to have little concern with Room 6, Ward School Nomber 

Seventh. 

The author of “Harold Ramorez,” etc., lit one of the hayseed cigarettes, seated himself comfortably, with his 

back against the wall and his right shoulder just under the lantern, elevated his knees to support the note-book, 

turned to a blank page, and wrote, slowly and earnestly: 

“CHAPITER THE SIXTH” 
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He took a knife from his pocket, and, broodingly, his eyes upon the inward embryos of vision, sharpened his 

pencil. After that, he extended a foot and meditatively rubbed Duke's back with the side of his shoe. Creation, 

with Penrod, did not leap, full-armed, from the brain; but finally he began to produce. He wrote very slowly at 

first, and then with increasing rapidity; faster and faster, gathering momentum and growing more and more 

fevered as he sped, till at last the true fire came, without which no lamp of real literature may be made to 

burn. 

Well what makes you so sure about it sneered the other bitting his lip so savageley that the blood ran. You are 

nothing but a common Roadagent any way and I do not propose to be bafled by such, Ramorez laughed at this 

and kep Mr. Wilson covred by his ottomatick... 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/booth-tarkington/short-story/a-boy-and-his-dog 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/booth-tarkington/short-story/a-boy-and-his-dog
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The Secret of Happiness: Bronson Alcott on Gardening and Genius 

“Every plant one tends he falls in love with… Only persons of perennial genius attract or recreate as the 

plants, and of books we may say the same, as of the magic of solitude.” 

 

Bronson Alcott 
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BY MARIA POPOVA 

“I had a pleasant time with my mind, for it was happy,” Louisa May Alcott wrote in her diary just after she 

turned eleven, a quarter century before Little Women bloomed from that uncommon mind — a mind whose 

pleasures and powers were nurtured by the profound love of nature her father wove into the philosophical and 

scientific education he gave his four daughters. 

The progressive philosopher, abolitionist, education reformer, and women’s rights advocate Bronson 

Alcott (November 29, 1799–March 4, 1888) developed his ideas about human flourishing and social harmony 

by observing and reflecting on the processes, phenomena, and pleasures of the natural world — something he 

shared with the Transcendentalists of his generation, and particularly with his best friend: the naturalistic 

transcendence-shaman Ralph Waldo Emerson. 

In 1856, while living next door to the visionary Elizabeth Peabody in Boston — the seedbed of 

Transcendentalism, a term Peabody herself had coined — Alcott borrowed and devoured Emerson’s copy of a 

book sent to him by an obscure young Brooklyn poet as a token of gratitude for having inspired it: Walt 

Whitman’s Leaves of Grass, published months earlier. 

Whitman’s unexampled verse — so free from the Puritanical conventions of poetry, so lush with a love of 

life, so unabashedly reverent of nature as the only divinity — stirred a deep resonance with Bronson’s own 

worldview and inspired him to try his hand at the portable poetics of nature: gardening. 

Right there in the middle of bustling Boston, where his young country was just beginning to find its 

intellectual and artistic voice, Alcott set up his humble urban garden. One May morning — a century and a 

half before bryologist Robin Wall Kimmerer contemplated gardening and the secret of happiness, before 

Olivia Laing wrote of gardening as an act of resistance, before neurologist Oliver Sacks drew on forty years 

of medical practice to attest to the healing power of gardens — the fifty-six-year-old Alcott planted some 

peas, corn, cucumbers, and melons, then wrote in his journal: 

Human life is a very simple matter. Breath, bread, health, a hearthstone, a fountain, fruits, a few garden seeds 

and room to plant them in, a wife and children, a friend or two of either sex, conversation, neighbours, and a 

task life-long given from within — these are contentment and a great estate. On these gifts follow all others, 

all graces dance attendance, all beauties, beatitudes, mortals can desire and know. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/07/15/emerson-divinity-school-address/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/07/15/emerson-divinity-school-address/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/07/05/elizabeth-peabody-figuring/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/09/08/emerson-whitman-letter/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/04/11/leaves-of-grass-margaret-cook/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/02/29/robin-wall-kimmerer-braiding-sweetgrass/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2021/04/23/gardening-art-resistance/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/05/27/oliver-sacks-gardens/
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Tomato, or Love-Apple, from Elizabeth Blackwell’s pioneering 1737 encyclopedia of edible plants. 

(Available as a print and as a face mask, benefitting The Nature Conservancy.) 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/01/29/elizabeth-blackwell-curious-herbal/
https://society6.com/product/tomato-by-elizabeth-blackwell-from-a-curious-herbal-1737-benefiting-the-nature-conservancy_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/brainpicker/collection/vintage-science-face-masks?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/tomato-by-elizabeth-blackwell-from-a-curious-herbal-1737-benefiting-the-nature-conservancy_print?curator=brainpicker
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Hot pepper by Elizabeth Blackwell from A Curious Herbal, 1733. (Available as a print and as a face mask, 

benefitting The Nature Conservancy.) 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/01/29/elizabeth-blackwell-curious-herbal/
https://society6.com/product/hot-pepper-by-elizabeth-blackwell-from-a-curious-herbal-1737-benefiting-the-nature-conservancy_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/brainpicker/collection/vintage-science-face-masks?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/hot-pepper-by-elizabeth-blackwell-from-a-curious-herbal-1737-benefiting-the-nature-conservancy_print?curator=brainpicker
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By mid-summer, Alcott had discovered in his garden not only a creaturely gladness but a portal into the 

deepest existential contentment — something akin to the creative intoxication that he, like all artists, found in 

his literary calling: 

My garden has been my pleasure, and a daily recreation since the spring opened for planting… Every plant 

one tends he falls in love with, and gets the glad response for all his attentions and pains. Books, persons 

even, are for the time set aside — studies and the pen. — Only persons of perennial genius attract or recreate 

as the plants, and of books we may say the same, as of the magic of solitude. 

Complement with Derek Jarman on gardening as creative redemption and training ground for presence, then 

revisit Whitman, writing while recovering from a paralytic stroke in the nursery of nature, on what makes life 

worth living. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2021/05/20/bronson-alcott-journal-gardening-

happiness/?mc_cid=8f08241dc5&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

https://www.brainpickings.org/2021/04/04/derek-jarman-modern-nature-gardening/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/12/20/walt-whitman-specimen-days-meaning-of-life/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/12/20/walt-whitman-specimen-days-meaning-of-life/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2021/05/20/bronson-alcott-journal-gardening-happiness/?mc_cid=8f08241dc5&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2021/05/20/bronson-alcott-journal-gardening-happiness/?mc_cid=8f08241dc5&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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Memory Near Oblivion 

by Alejandra Pizarnik 

Issue no. 224 (Spring 2018) 

Memory near oblivion. Far death 

the voice grinds and vibrates and trembles 

the wind denies 

the wind lies  

the vain wind 

the hand hides  

the holy hand 

the sent saint  

the saint inseminated 

by the wind that lies  

I lie 

I deny 

I lie down 

from gold and from grind  

these demented hands are mine 

my holy hands  

inseminated by your shadow 

I collapse 

I touch myself 

a flower’s gesture    

frail 

cold 

I offer myself awfully 

abyss frost 

I offer myself 

you frighten me 

I offer myself 

I don’t give a fuck  

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=5e967429ae&e=d538c8f2e0 

 
  

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=5e967429ae&e=d538c8f2e0
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What to Do about Indoor Air Pollution 

Even for those stuck at home during the pandemic, quarantine can pose dangers to health. But it’s not all dire! 

 

Getty 

By: Krystal Vasquez  

People are restless. Honestly, who can blame them? It’s been a year since COVID-19 forced many of us to 

isolate at home. It’s for a good cause, though; our collective effort has helped limit the spread of the virus. 

But this achievement hasn’t come without sacrifice. Spending all this time at home has certainly taken a toll 

on our mental health, and due to the presence of indoor air pollution, it has likely also had a substantial 

effect on our physical health as well. 

Most days, the air in our homes seems unassuming—unless you’ve recently burned dinner, it lives up to the 

phrase “out of sight, out of mind.” But according to the US Environmental Protection Agency (EPA), this 

air can actually be just as polluted as the air we breathe outside. Sometimes this can happen because outdoor 

pollutants manage to sneak their way into our homes, but researchers Christopher Long and Peter Valberg 

point out that more often than not the pollution is actually generated indoors. For example, high 

https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/krystal-vasquez/
https://www.ajicjournal.org/article/S0196-6553(20)30314-X/fulltext
https://daily.jstor.org/your-brain-on-quarantine/
https://daily.jstor.org/your-brain-on-quarantine/
https://www.epa.gov/report-environment/indoor-air-quality
https://www.jstor.org/stable/44376686?mag=what-to-do-about-indoor-air-pollution
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concentrations of gases and particles are released into the air every time we cook and clean—two activities 

we’ve been doing a lot more often as a result of the pandemic. 

Even short-term exposure is “causally related to increased risk of premature mortality and 

cardiovascular health effects.” 

In fact, Long and Valberg explain that people are often exposed to worse air quality while standing in front of 

their stove than they might be when walking outside. That’s because high-temperature cooking methods (such 

as sauteing and frying foods) all emit high concentrations of both fine and ultrafine particulate matter. These 

tiny particles are small enough to travel deep into our lungs and irritate the surrounding tissue. Even short-

term exposure is “causally related to increased risk of premature mortality and cardiovascular health effects.” 

Additionally, cleaning products can emit a wide variety of volatile gases. While more research is needed to 

determine if any of these compounds can cause any ill effects on their own, we know they can readily 

undergo chemical reactions and produce even more indoor particles, or even form toxic gases like 

formaldehyde, a known carcinogen. 

Weekly Newsletter 

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

Subscribe
 

Privacy Policy   Contact Us 

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

This all sounds dire, especially as many of us are still sheltering at home as we wait for vaccines to become 

more widely available. In the meantime, however, Long and Valberg explain that regulatory agencies, like the 

EPA, have provided three basic strategies that can be used to reduce indoor concentrations of air pollutants. 

First: source control. While most of us can’t avoid cooking, the EPA has a list of cleaning products that are 

considered safer for us and the environment. Next, improve ventilation by opening a window or turning on the 

kitchen exhaust fan in order to help prevent the buildup of pollutants in your home. Lastly, consider investing 

in a portable air purifier or installing filters in central air-conditioning systems. While it’s unrealistic to strive 

for a truly pollution-free environment, following these three steps can certainly limit the amount of pollution 

we allow to linger in our homes. 

 

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

 Share Tweet Email Print 

https://daily.jstor.org/what-to-do-about-indoor-air-pollution/?utm_term=What%20to%20Do%20about%20Indoor%20Air%20Pollution&utm_campaign=jstordaily_03112021&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/what-to-do-about-indoor-air-pollution/?utm_term=What%20to%20Do%20about%20Indoor%20Air%20Pollution&utm_campaign=jstordaily_03112021&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://ww2.arb.ca.gov/resources/fact-sheets/cleaning-products-indoor-air-quality
https://ww2.arb.ca.gov/resources/fact-sheets/cleaning-products-indoor-air-quality
https://about.jstor.org/privacy/
http://www.jstor.org/contact-us/
https://www.epa.gov/indoor-air-quality-iaq/improving-indoor-air-quality
https://www.epa.gov/saferchoice
https://www.epa.gov/indoor-air-quality-iaq/air-cleaners-and-air-filters-home
https://bit.ly/30jM88p
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Have a correction or comment about this article? 

Please contact us. 

air qualitypollutionNatural Resources & Environment 

 

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. 

Indoor Airborne Particulate Matter: Unregulated, but a Major Contributor to Our Everyday Exposure 

By: Christopher M. Long and Peter A. Valberg 

Natural Resources & Environment, Vol. 32, No. 1, INDOOR ENVIRONMENT (Summer 2017), pp. 8-12 
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Charge polarization in marginal-angle hexagonal boron nitride superlattices 

DIPC ELECTRONIC PROPERTIES 

ByDIPC March 11, 2021 0 comments

 

Isolated atomic planes, two-dimensional (2D) materials, like graphene can be reassembled into designer 

heterostructures made layer by layer in a precisely chosen sequence. Such heterostructures are often referred 

to as ‘van der Waals’ and the simpler one is composed of just two layers (bilayer). In 2018, Pablo Jarillo-

Herrero, an experimentalist at MIT, found that at 1.1 degrees rotation (the so-called magic angle) at 

sufficiently low temperatures, superconductivity appears in twisted bilayer graphene. Could something similar 

happen in other materials? 

In recent years a new field of study of this kind of 2D materials has come of age: twistronics. Twistronics is 

the study of how the angle (the twist) between layers of two-dimensional materials can change their electronic 

properties. When two-dimensional crystals are brought into close proximity, their interaction results in the 

reconstruction of the electronic spectrum and the crystal structure. Such reconstruction strongly depends on 
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the twist angle between the crystals, and at certain values of this angle new interesting electronic and optical 

properties arise in graphene and transitional metal dichalcogenides. A rotational control has allowed the 

observation of long-lived excitonic states, resonant tunnelling and highly correlated electronic states, 

including, as we mentioned before, superconductivity. 

Since the discovery of graphene, a wide diversity of atomic-layer-thick, two-dimensional materials with 

varied properties have emerged. Of particular interest is hexagonal boron nitride (hBN), one of the most used 

crystals for engineering van der Waals heterostructures. hBN is a wide-band insulator isoelectronic to 

graphene and has also a honeycomb lattice, in this case formed by alternating nitrogen and boron atoms with a 

strong polar covalent bonding between them, but in contrast to the semi-metallic graphene, its band structure 

presents some characteristics that makes it particularly attractive for applications in microelectronics, either 

alone or in combination with other 2D materials, such as, well, graphene. 

Like in the case of graphene, atomically thin crystals of hBN can be obtained through exfoliating the bulk 

material. The twist-dependent electronic properties of hBN have been overlooked so far, though. Now, a team 

of researchers has studied 1 two insulating crystals of hexagonal boron nitride stacked at very small twist 

angle, less than 1º. 

 

Very recently, ferroelectric-like charge polarization has been observed on bilayer-graphene/hBN superlattices. 

The researchers explored experimentally the possibility of generating a spontaneous charge polarization with 

the moiré superlattice of two twisted hBN crystals—without graphene. They demonstrate that hBN crystals 

placed at an intentionally small (‘marginal’) twist angle create a superlattice of charge-polarized macroscopic 

domains confined to the interface. 

Using electrostatic force microscopy, ferroelectric-like domains arranged in triangular superlattices with a 

large surface potential were observed. The result is attributed to interfacial elastic deformations that result in 

out-of-plane dipoles formed by pairs of boron and nitrogen atoms belonging to opposite interfacial surfaces. 

This creates a bilayer-thick ferroelectric with oppositely polarized (BN and NB) dipoles in neighbouring 

domains 

The system undergoes reconstruction into a periodic commensurate phase that results in a high density of 

polarized interfacial dipoles between the hBN layers at the interface, as measured by electrostatic scanning 

probe microscopy at room temperature. The researchers show that two dominant crystal alignments at 0° and 

180° angle, referred to as parallel and antiparallel respectively, experience different reconstructions. Only the 

parallel alignment gives rise to ferroelectric-like domains, where aligned boron and nitrogen atoms at the 

interface layers create a dipolar field that reverses its sign in adjacent domains. These conclusions are strongly 

supported by calculations of atomic reconstruction and charge density in the interfacial layer. 

The fact that a small twist angle between two insulating 2D crystals can generate a strong interfacial charge 

polarization of known amplitude and periodicity is an important addition to the arsenal of technologies for 

designing van der Waals heterostructures. 
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Disclaimer: Parts of this article may have been copied verbatim or almost verbatim from the referenced 

research papers. 
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Who Watches from the Dark Porch 

by Jorie Graham 

Issue no. 117 (Winter 1990) 

1 

  Is it because of history or is it because of matter, 

mother Matter—the opposite of In- 

  terpretation: his consort: (his purple body lies 

shattered against terrible 

  reefs)—matter, (in it 

a shriek or is it 

  laughter) 

(a mist or is it an angel they strangle)— 

  that we feel so sure we lied 

or that this, here, this thing 

  is a lie, a 

sound, a 

  vibration? Thing 

  so beautifully embalmed in its syllables, 

the orchard of them, sprouting up quick because of the sun-shine. 

  Don’t blink and your looking will be the same as 

their sprouting. 

  Don’t blink and your looking will go barehanded one on one 

with the slippery, wrinkling, upslanting it, don’t 

  blink ruddy impersonator in your gothic selfhood, 

fringed with lashes, 

  trying to match your stare to the orchard, 

even as the possibilities (blink) begin to exfoliate, 

  suitors surrounding her the one and only, 

right version and more right versions, 

  each one stripping the next layer off her, 

her casting a look your way you catch and yet 

  you too, because there is no choice, 

starting in on the strip, 

  her stillness suddenly not stillness anymore but the serpentine 

flecked winking of the instant replay 

  repeating endlessly the one idea 

which seems now lord like each time it’s different, 

  each blistering instance orphaned, 

each impersonation, veil after veil, whirring 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=a1c22885e1&e=d538c8f2e0
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  — or is it her whirring?— 

the brainfever like a shriek but inaudible, inaudible, 

  and translating now into the mercury lights 

through which the surgeons 

  bend. 

2 

Blink. There. It’s just the body. Put it on. 

  Down on tight, yes, like that, it is somewhat elastic. 

No hiss—no shame or crime. Monoxides, plasma. 

  The carbon molecule like a great seaweed through it. 

Hands, a lap. 

  A sense of peril caked with a rubbery 

forgetfulness. 

  Waxy foliage all round for the glance to tap. 

Inside, something angular, a memory of utmost 

  rectitude — 

but far away, inside, like the reason that persuaded one, long ago, 

drowned in the plump debut. 

  So. Sit down, here is a chair. 

Later there will be bureaucracy,heredity, doctrine, 

  the “perfect” day, 

but now, sit, here is a soft wood seat 

  in the screened-in porch. Nighttime in summer. Hum. 

Swarm of nocturnal intelligence. 

  Cicadas unceasing in the confectionary air. 

The leavening of milliseconds. 

  Scurry of something in the leaves. 

Laughter? TV through the neighbors’ screen? 

  Sit. The latticework and on it your gaze now. 

Swank greens for your eyes to root in. 

  Spores filtering in. 

Green dust and the glance it’s in, mixing. 

  Green dust and the breath it’s in, mixing. 

Sit. 
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  There. It’s just the inflammation—purr. Blink again. 

3 

Now I will make a sound for you to hear. 

A sound without a mouth. 

No face. 

From across the fenceline, there in your neighbor’s house. 

A child’s sound. Maybe laughter—no —maybe a scream. 

The sound of a carnivore at the end of the millenium. 

The listening also that of a beast, listening. 

For all intents and purposes a shriek. The air sucks it up. 

A riddle. The air is riddled. 

It seeps through the green the cicadas derange. 

The light from the neighbor’s windows waxing the magnolia leaves. 

Neighborlight glittering like gasoline over one side of the big tree. 

Now I will make it again, this sound, 

from somewhere inside the small girl next door, 

punctual, a scream, of monoxides and carbons, 

a piston to what distended machine — a shriek? no? a laugh?— 

lung-stuff, flinty, diamond-backed, floating out through 

the layer of flesh, the layer of house, prickly light, pleated 

greens, cicada scream, wooly creepers over the 

veranda screen —a scream? 

                                         — isn’t that laughter, 

isn’t that the cadence of crackling laughter? no — 

isn’t that too high- 

pitched, guttural? what is he doing, our neighbor, in the 

                                                   cicadas, under the 

green, mossy, under the mercy, under the swank duplex? 

Now I will make it spill again 

under the milliseconds. Oh but she’s giggling now? 

She’s playing with her father? It’s hot. The end of the weekend. 

Now I will make it impossible to tell the difference. 

Now I will make it make no difference. 

Now I will make there be no difference. 

Now I will make it. Just make it. Make it. 
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How do you feel? 

4 

If I am responsible, it can’t be for everything. 

May I 

Close my eyes for a minute? 

It is so sleepy here and green, green, 

                              the neighborlight golden-headed, slender. 

stepping sidelong across the yard — 

spice from his passage, 

the lozenge of light over the treeflank and the greensward 

  trembling, 

where the flatfooted luminosity dawdles, substantial. 

It is so sleepy here in the green. 

Let the cry stay in the air like one more speckled creature, 

interesting. 

Let the pestilence add its color, no?, let the cry 

float with its sharp metal wings 

out into what it can’t cut, 

let it buzz out into the branches of the spangly 

magnolia that will not refuse it, 

let it be buoyed by the applelimbs, by the dayglo 

apples, let it rub their skins, see how they 

receive it, acid consonant 

lofting in the spore-stunned air, magnified, slid under the wing 

of the cicadas and helped to eternal life there, 

pronged cry, wedged into the laminate grassy eternity, 

locked in, the missing piece, the mistress of the scene, 

let it coat me, let it be my irridescent sticky 

stare —emptiness, green, and on it, instead of a face, 

that cry 

floating. 

5 

Maybe if I turn the TV on? 

  Let’s graze the channels? Let’s find the 
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storyline composed wholly of changing 

  tracks, click, shall I finish this man’s phrase with this 

man’s face, click, is this the truest news—how true—what are 

the figures 

  and is this authorized —a spill? a leak?—whose 

face is the anchor, 

  who’s that moving papers on the desk behind him 

  there, below the clock, a woman? a map that 

moves?, when the lights blink is it now there 

  or are those troop movements? where day is 

breaking? precincts reporting in?— 

  whoosh—see how even you can’t hear it 

anymore, the little shriek, below 

  this hum: hum of the set, 

refrigerator in the summer heat, 

  steel wings (the fan), 

snarl of cicadas winding 

  down, 

whine of the bus, 

  of the all-night safety light on the 

garage (somewhere in here the 

  problematic sound) hum of the anchor’s voice 

giving us figures now 

  over the square where 

chanting picks up, hum 

  of the close-up where the infant’s legs glow 

gripping the father’s neck— 

  the lower mouth screaming, 

the upper face squealing, 

  a banner near them, and when the wind shifts, 

a banner slapped over them, 

  disappearing them, 

beautiful! — 

  cursive over their seeing— 

black demands, serpentine— 

  Then features pushing something facelike back through — 

eye-pits, jawbone — 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 573  october  2021 

 

25 

  Where is this we’ve awakened, 

the crowd is not satisfied, you feel the camera, the 

pilgrim, 

  slip as the reporter wonders 

what to do, what’s next?, the image suddenly elastic as he 

  ducks—gunshot?— 

horizon of stockinged legs, screams, 

  close-up on a 

sleeve, 

then 

  shape back in place, sky back in place, 

point-of-view, having gorged itself, back, 

  single point-of-view as if dumbstruck, back, 

then the voice-over recovers, taut, its singleness 

  so thin, 

green, 

  like the bullet’s path without the bullet, 

a tendril, waving in the 

  stunned air. 

  Stringy, articulate, rising up, up, and looking back, 

words its vertigo, 

  all round it the hum of the crowd, windy, without 

  consequence, a wheeze a snarl, dawdling, rapacious, 

  the voice rising up, slender, no immunity, 

  trellissed on our looking, trying to root in our beastly listening, 

then the image back, there, under the voice, 

  moblike, 

trying to push-up under the voice, 

  trying to suck the voice-over down — 

pictures, the matter, 

  swelling under the quick 

voice — 

  — the facts? spores?—flecks of 

information, 
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  fabric through which no face will push, 

proof, 

  a storm of single instances, 

confetti tossed at the 

  marriage of 

now to now: dots, dots 

  roiling up under the golden voice— 

  Now: connect the dots, connect the dots, 

connect the dots, connect the dots, 

  connect the dots, connect the dots, 

connect the dots, connect the dots— 

Feeling ok? 

6 

Said Moses show me Your face. 

  Not the voice-over, not 

the sound track (thou shalt not thou 

  shalt not) not the interpretation — buzz- 

the face. 

  But what can we do? 

Call the 

7 

                            policeman, the surgeon? 

Who’s the boss, what’s the right number? 

  I sit in the rocker, back and forth, back and forth. 

Let’s consider the dark, how green it is. 

Let’s consider the green, how dark, with the rocker at its 

                                                                     heart. 

Forwards, forwards, the sirens shriek past. 

Into this they go: thick sound of the rocker rocking: wood on wood: 

so compact there underneath their going, 

a footnote, no messy  

                                         going 

anywhere,  

                 rocking, 
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erasing each forwards, 

erasing, a sound like dice being incessantly retossed. 

So it adds up in the end to stillness? 

This the immaculate conception, the heart of the matter, 

the great white heart, 

pile-up of erasures—play, reverse play— 

the runners laying their equal sign down 

onto the dry floorboards 

till it’s this clot, this white opening, 

the scene of the accident, 

part feather part scales— 

— thwack, thwack—the marriage 

hymn, 

what the god said to wait for He’d be back, 

here in the place where it’s all true so why move, 

here in the nuclear-free zone, everyone in it for  

capital gains, don’t move, we can all fit, narrow place. He 

said keep going I’ll be back, you’re on the 

right track, keep rocking, forwards, then the other forwards, 

the lovers in each other’s forwardness, 

facing each other, 

both forwards absolutely 

true—one of them death the other one 

not but who can tell, they can’t unwrap now, it seems like 

it’s love or at least a 

private matter, they have the right 

number, so sit still sit still the lively understandable 

spirit said, 

still, still, 

so that it can be completely the 

now, center stage, this your kind’s 

victory, the mind in 

apogee—said still, said 

don’t wait, just sit, sit—Said 
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no later, no matter. 

There, you got it now. You got it. 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=a1c22885e1&e=d538c8f2e0 
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The Claude Glass Revolutionized the Way People Saw Landscapes 

Imagine tourists flocking to a famous beauty spot, only to turn around and fix their eyes on its reflection in a 

tiny dark mirror. 

 

A Claude glass 

 via Wikimedia Commons 

By: Amelia Soth  

The object pictured above is a Claude glass, a key accessory for any circa-1700s British tourist. Here’s how it 

works: when you arrive at a scenic spot, you turn your back to the view, and hold up the mirror to look at the 

scenery reflected in the glass. On the face of it, it’s a somewhat absurd concept. Imagine tourists flocking to a 

famous beauty spot, only to turn around and fix their eyes on its reflection in a tiny dark mirror. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Claude_Lorrain_mirror_in_shark_skin_case,_believed_at_one_ti_Wellcome_L0057559.jpg
https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/amelia-soth/
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Unsurprisingly, the practice sometimes resulted in accidents. The poet Thomas Gray recorded that, when 

backing up to get a better view of the scenery in his Claude glass, he “fell down on my back across a dirty 

lane with my glass open in one hand, but broke only my knuckles.” 

The Claude glass was named for Claude Lorrain, a French landscape painter beloved for his sunset-tinted 

depictions of Roman ruins. Carrying a Claude glass was like having a portable Lorrain in your pocket, ready 

to transform any jumble of trees and rocks into a vision of painterly charm: framed and set apart from the rest 

of the landscape, color palette simplified, bathed in gentle, hazy light. 

Something dramatic had happened to the way people saw the land itself. 

With the help of the glass, amateur painters could imitate Lorrain with ease. The more ambitious carried glass 

slides in different colors, which they could use to superimpose tones on the landscape. With the help of the 

slide, the land could be suffused with autumnal gold or draped in blue frost; the light of day could be 

transformed into dawn, sunset, or moonlight. 

The popularity of the Claude glass was accompanied by a sea-change in how the British thought about 

landscapes. Consider the case of the English Lake District. In the 1600s, it was widely regarded as an ugly 

and depressing spot. As one traveller put it, it was “nothing but hideous, hanging Hills” and “a confused 

mixture of Rocks, and Boggs.” By the late 1700s, it was one of England’s most popular tourist destinations. 

Something dramatic had happened to the way people saw the land itself. 

This transformation was driven by a new development in aesthetic theory: the rise of “the picturesque,” which 

joined the sublime and the beautiful as a guiding aesthetic ideal. Contemporary aesthetic theory posited that 

the sublime was expressed by the awe inspired by rugged mountains, dark forests, and churning waves, while 

the beautiful was expressed by the comfort and repose of smooth lawns, fresh young flowers, and graceful 

saplings. Into this picture stepped the picturesque, considered to be a mix of the two: the sweetness of the 

beautiful, cut with some of the sublime’s majestic terror. Most importantly, the aesthetic of the picturesque 

trained people to look at landscapes as if they were landscape paintings, and the Claude glass was the perfect 

tool for the job. 

“A piece of Palladian architecture may be elegant in the last degree,” wrote William Gilpin, one of the first 

proponents of the picturesque. “But… [s]hould we wish to give it picturesque beauty, we must use the mallet, 

instead of the chisel: we must beat down one half of it, deface the other, and throw the mutilated members 

around in heaps.” 

Gilpin was speaking of painting, not suggesting that his readers rush out to beat pieces of classical 

architecture with hammers. Nevertheless, no sooner was the picturesque identified out in the world than 

landowners began trying to recreate it at home. Gardens were redesigned in keeping with picturesque ideals, 

with curving paths, fake “wildernesses,” and rugged terrain. This era also witnessed the invention of the ha-

ha—a fence sunken into the ground, creating the illusion of continuity between the garden and the larger 

landscape. 

Weekly Newsletter 

https://www.thomasgray.org/cgi-bin/display.cgi?text=tgal0565
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As the picturesque garden became the de facto English style, it took on an intriguing political significance. 

The wide variety of plants, winding walks, and semblance of naturalness were seen as hallmarks of the 

“enlightened” English spirit. This stood in contrast to the formal gardens of France, which were laid out in 

geometric patterns best appreciated from a single, central point—a clear sign of a despotic mindset, at least 

according to English landscape gardeners. 

Yet at the same time that the picturesque sensibility was developing, a much deeper and more dramatic 

transformation was taking place in the relationship between British people and their local landscape: 

the enclosure movement, which turned lands long held in common into private property. The loss of the 

common lands spelled disaster for the peasants who depended on them for survival. Vast numbers of 

impoverished agricultural workers were forced to leave the country and make their living in the cities, thus 

setting the groundwork for the Industrial Revolution. The enclosure of the common lands, though driven by 

economic profit, was often justified in aesthetic terms; the same hedges that fenced the peasants off from the 

common lands were lauded as “highly picturesque.” 
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Reading Like a RomanVergilius Vaticanus and the Puzzle of Ancient Book Culture 

By Alex Tadel 

How did Virgil’s words survive into the present? And how were they once read, during his own life and the 

succeeding centuries? Alex Tadel explores Graeco-Roman reading culture through one of its best-preserved 

and most lavishly-illustrated artefacts. 

 

A miniature of Virgil, scroll in hand, from a 19th-century lithographic reproduction of the Vergilius 

Vaticanus — Source. 

Texts of Greek and Roman literature do not usually come down to us in lavishly illustrated editions dating 

back to what we term classical antiquity. The vast majority have been preserved either in relatively 

contemporaneous papyrus fragments, which are of major historical value but aesthetically rather 

underwhelming, or much later copies. The manuscript known as Vergilius Vaticanus is one of only three 

manuscripts from Graeco-Roman antiquity which preserve illustrations in more than a few scraps. An 

invaluable rarity dating back to around 400 CE, the Vaticanus is the oldest of the three.1 

https://publicdomainreview.org/contributors#alex-tadel
https://archive.org/details/gri_3312501490533/page/n36/mode/1up
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/reading-like-a-roman#fn1
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The name “Vaticanus” denotes the location where the manuscript has been kept since 1600 (the Vatican 

Library) and not the site of its production, though it was most likely made in Rome. “Vergilius” points to the 

texts copied in the document, which preserves portions of Virgil’s Georgics and Aeneid. At a glance, the 

former is a didactic poem about agriculture; after a focused read, it becomes a complex web of mythological, 

political, and philosophical material. The latter, Virgil’s seminal creation and Rome’s national epic, relates 

Aeneas’ escape from Troy and his quest to find a new home for his people. The texts are accompanied by 

beautiful illustrations depicting carefully choreographed scenes framed by a border of intense red. 

 

Aeneas and his attendant Achates, top left, get a view of Carthage for the first time. Below them spreads a 

panorama of Carthaginians busily building the new city (Aeneid 1.418ff) — Source. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:VaticanVergilFolio13rAeneasFindsCarthage.jpg
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Orpheus in the Underworld, searching for Eurydice (Georgics 4.453ff) — Source. 

The canonical classical texts — Oedipus Rex, Medea, the Aeneid and the like — enjoy continuing universal 

recognisability. But the materiality of texts in ancient Greece and Rome, and the reading culture in which they 

were created, remain relatively obscure. How, why, when, where, and who read what are questions the 

answers to which can usually only be reconstructed from tiny scraps of papyrus or offhand remarks by 

classical authors. The exceptional state of preservation in which the Vaticanus has come down to us — full 

folios rather than loose strips of papyrus — makes it perhaps the oldest remnant of Graeco-Roman reading 

culture a modern observer can think of as a “book”. Although it dates from the very end of classical antiquity, 

its familiar appearance makes the Vaticanus a convenient starting point from which to explore the fascinating, 

and, to a modern eye, quite alien world of classical books. 

The Preservation of Papyri 

While the Vaticanus is the oldest source for the texts it contains, we would still have the Georgics and 

the Aeneid if we didn’t have the Vaticanus. Like the vast majority of extant classical texts, the works of Virgil 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:VaticanVergilFolio09rOrpheus.jpg
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are known to us through significantly later copies. There was a continuous Byzantine tradition of copying 

Greek as well as Latin texts; Arab scientists adopted and significantly enriched Greek medical writings; 

Christian monks in the territories of the former Western Roman Empire habitually copied authors whom they 

perceived as the principals of Latin literature.2 As Virgil was the undisputed centre of this clique, we have 

innumerable manuscripts preserving his works. 

But there is another source for classical texts, studied by the relatively new and dynamic field of papyrology. 

In the late nineteenth century, a boom of archaeological excavations brought to light hundreds of thousands of 

papyri, flooding the previously negligible field with so many fragments to repair, decipher, and interpret that 

the work is still in progress. One of the most substantial papyrological sites was discovered in 1896 in Egypt 

near the remains of a Greek town called Oxyrhynchus. The curious name means “sharp-snouted”: Greek for 

the Nile fish that was worshipped there by Egyptians. Oxyrhynchus was a flourishing town, though little of its 

architectural remains have been excavated. What has been of tremendous interest since 1896 is the ancient 

city’s rubbish dump, where the dry Egyptian climate has preserved innumerable papyri (mostly in Greek), 

thrown there by people who no longer had any use for them. 

 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/reading-like-a-roman#fn2
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Excavations at Oxyrhynchus, photographed by the papyrologist Arthur Surridge Hunt, ca. 1903 — Source. 

In more humid climates, papyri have long since disintegrated, and most of the finds we have from elsewhere 

were likewise stored in comparably dry areas. Others were preserved by exceptionally hot conditions. In 

Herculaneum, for example, the eruption of Vesuvius carbonised an entire library, turning the scrolls into 

compact and extremely fragile blocks, essentially frozen in time by fire. Early attempts to unroll and read 

them often resulted in the scrolls disintegrating; recently, scholars have been trying to read them using X-ray 

technology. The library seems to have contained mainly Greek philosophical texts. 

Papyri excavations in Oxyrhynchus and elsewhere have unearthed innumerable literary works previously 

unknown from manuscript traditions. To list just a few: an entire comedy by Menander, a playwright 

previously known only from brief citations in texts by other authors; substantial portions of a satyr play by 

Sophocles, one of only two satyr plays of which we know more than a few lines; and multiple fragments of 

Sappho, the lyric poet from Lesbos. It’s not just scraps of discarded papyrus salvaged from a rubbish dump 

that have proven to be invaluable. Greeks and Romans used a variety of writing materials, and such precious 

pieces of literature as a previously unknown poem by Sappho have come down to us scribbled on ostraca — 

pieces of broken pottery. 

Papyri (and potsherds) are most often found in quite a sorry condition. They are torn, discoloured or in pieces, 

and even when reassembled usually still have large lacunae. In comparison with these, the Vaticanus is in an 

excellent state of preservation. Another difference between most classical textual finds and the Vaticanus is 

the format — the late Vaticanus is a codex rather than a roll. The codex is basically the type of book we still 

use today: folded sheets (of paper, parchment, or papyrus) held together at the spine. This results in a two-leaf 

display which is simple to navigate — flicking forwards and backwards to find a particular passage is 

relatively easy. In comparison, the roll was awkward and inconvenient — only a narrow portion of the text 

could be seen at a given time, and a search for a passage consisted of time-consuming rolling and unrolling of 

the scroll. Around 400 CE the codex became the norm for classical texts, and the Vaticanus may have been 

one of the first copies of Virgil to take advantage of the convenient format. 

Pagan Parchment 

The Vaticanus was made from parchment of the highest quality. The expensive material and the fine 

execution of the miniatures make it clear that this was a luxury edition for a member of the Roman elite. A 

very simplistic (though still persistent) conception of the fall of ancient Rome may lead one to see the 

Vaticanus as one of the last relics of classical culture and refinement soon to be replaced by the darkness and 

ignorance of medieval Christianity. It is true that the time of its making — around 400 CE — coincided with 

the ever more adamant efforts by the Church to suppress pagan religion. In the late fourth century, the 

emperor Theodosius banned all forms of pagan worship, including private rituals. It is possible that 

the Vaticanus was commissioned by a pagan noble determined to preserve one of the most important texts of 

their ancestral culture, full of descriptions of strange rituals and blood sacrifices. But it is equally possible that 

it was made for a convert to Christianity. 

 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/File:Excavations_at_Oxyrhynchus_1_ca_1903_B.jpg
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Papyrus fragments from Oxyrhynchus, reproduced in The Oxyrhynchus Papyri (1898), alongside fragments 

from Sappho — Source. 

https://archive.org/details/oxyrhynchuspapyr0021unse/page/161/mode/2up
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Dido sacrifices animal victims to the gods (Aeneid 4.54ff) — Source. 

https://collections.britishart.yale.edu/catalog/tms:7467
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William Blake, The Pastorals of Virgil, 1821 — Source. 

Just as their pagan predecessors, most late antique Christians, and especially the learned clergy, admired the 

staples of Greek and Roman literature, among which Virgil held absolute primacy. Nevertheless, to make the 

explicitly pagan Virgil more palatable and to enhance the glory of the new religion, the quintessential pagan 

poet was transformed into a kind of Messianic prophet. His Fourth Eclogue, written around 40 BCE, 

described the birth of a saviour child who would mark the start of the golden age — it is easy to see how this 

could be reinterpreted to fit Christian mythology. Besides, Christians often found the evidently pagan 

elements in Virgil such as sacrifice intriguing rather than in need of censorship. Explanations of pagan rituals 

formed lengthy passages in medieval commentaries, suggesting that paganism was perceived with the 

curiosity which attracts us to bygone, distant phenomena. The Vaticanus may well have been owned by a 

Christian who appreciated the texts for their artistic value.3 

Reading (in) Antiquity 

https://collections.britishart.yale.edu/catalog/tms:7467
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/reading-like-a-roman#fn3
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The Vaticanus was undoubtedly a prestigious edition made for a wealthy client, whether pagan or Christian. 

But we know that the Aeneid was known far beyond such elite circles, as graffiti from Pompeii quoting (and 

mocking) it testify.4 How widespread was reading for leisure then? Where did people get books? What did 

they look like? There is little doubt that there was a thriving book culture in ancient Greece and Rome, but as 

the evidence is often anecdotal, biased, or highly specific, it is difficult to get the full picture. Even while the 

puzzle of antiquarian book culture remains unsolved, the following few pieces are absorbing enough on their 

own. 

Plato testifies that already by the turn of the fifth century BCE, one could buy popular works of philosophy at 

the Athenian agora for a relatively low price of less than a drachma — one drachma was the average daily 

wage at the time.5 Greek papyri from Egypt, which start to appear about a century later, show us that the 

demand and desire for non-luxury copies in the Greek-speaking world was continuously high. Literary texts 

were found on the backs of papyri formerly used as official documents, which suggests that they were copies 

made for people who could not afford fancy papyrus. Works by Athenian authors were found in faraway, 

difficult to access desert towns. Even if most of these copies were made in an educational setting, we cannot 

completely dismiss the possibility that at least some people found deciphering a scroll — with no spaces left 

between words — an agreeable enough pastime. 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/reading-like-a-roman#fn4
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/reading-like-a-roman#fn5
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ThelateantiqueVaticanusstillleavesnospacesbetweenwords. However, the script — rustic capitals — is quite 

easy to read, with the mention of Achilles in the penultimate line readily identifiable. On the right, Laocoon is 

attacked by the serpents (Aeneid 2.195–227) — Source. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:VaticanVergilFolio18vLaocoon.jpg
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When it comes to Latin texts, we have less contemporary evidence in the form of papyri, but much more 

information about their readership from the authors themselves. Latin authors, to a greater extent than the 

Greeks, liked to write about their books and their literary success. These discussions paint a picture of 

conflicting impulses towards elitism and popularisation.6 To begin with the former, Horace is representative 

in advising aspiring authors to be happy with just a few select readers. In a dedicatory address to his own new 

collection of poems, he personifies the work and compares its desire to be read by as many as possible to 

prostitution.7 The content itself of a great portion of Latin texts was somewhat inaccessible. This was highly 

allusive, learned literature, the enjoyment of which was greatly enriched by one’s ability to recognise and 

appreciate its sophisticated intertextuality. 

On the other hand, the wish to be popular, which Horace projects onto his personified poems, might be the 

author’s own desire to see them widely read; the poems’ longing to be displayed at the booksellers’ stalls in 

the Forum is their author’s excitement in anticipating the publication of his work. This kind of pride in 

popular success contrasted with snobby pretensions, and seems often to have prevailed in the most diverse 

authors. Cicero, the self-important politician, wrote that the number of people reading his philosophical works 

was far greater than he had expected. Martial, a more lighthearted poet, nonchalantly presented himself as a 

universally recognised and admired celebrity, and stated that everyone in Rome read him.8 

Scattered Fragments and Future Glory 

It is hard to determine to what extent either the elitism or the popularity were mere wishful thinking. What is 

certain is that the works of Horace, Cicero, Martial, and many others were continuously considered worthy of 

copying by a sufficient number of people that they survived until the present day. The power of texts to give 

eternal life to their author was a perennial theme of classical literature, but the longevity they actually enjoy 

may well have exceeded these authors’ wildest expectations. 

The potential of poetry not only for self-immortalisation, but also for promoting politically advantageous 

visions of past, present, and future was not overlooked by the brilliant propagandist Augustus. Poets under his 

patronage presented a vision of history as a fateful trajectory culminating in his rule, a narrative which 

legitimised and exalted his subversion of the republic and assumption of imperial power. 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/reading-like-a-roman#fn6
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/reading-like-a-roman#fn7
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/reading-like-a-roman#fn8
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Jan Brueghel the Younger, Aeneas and the Sibyl in the Underworld (detail), ca. 1635 — Source. 

The Aeneid was one such work, narrating as it does the Augustan version of the grand destiny of Rome. 

Aeneas, a Trojan prince, flees his burning city and after a lengthy wandering brings his people to Italy, where 

their descendants will found a new Troy — Rome. Rome’s future dominion, sanctioned by gods, will have no 

spatial or temporal limit. The nation will reach its peak in Augustus, whose reign will usher in the golden age 

promised to Aeneas. This teleology is made explicit in Aeneas’ descent to the Underworld in the company of 

the Sibyl.9 There Aeneas is shown a procession of future kings and notables of Rome, and told of their 

achievements — Aeneas needs this display of his people’s future glory to boost his ever-faltering motivation 

to continue his journey. The absolute apex of the procession is Augustus, who will conquer distant lands, 

bring peace at home, and lead the way to the golden age. 

The Aeneid, however, is not a simplistic piece of propaganda. The heroic epic is continuously complicated, 

most evidently in the flawed character of its superficially exemplary protagonist. The very act of imagining a 

https://www.metmuseum.org/art/collection/search/435813
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/reading-like-a-roman#fn9
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glorious history and a timeless empire is questioned, modified by an awareness of the fragility of memory, 

transience, and unpredictability of the future. Even a well-functioning memory can be dangerous, represented 

by the unforgiving Juno, or paralysing, exemplified by the nostalgic Aeneas, while distorted, fragmentary, 

interrupted and elusive moments of remembering feature prominently in the Aeneid.10 Attempts to control or 

interpret the future are just as fragile, as embodied in the Sibyl’s scattered prophecies. She writes prophetic 

verses on leaves and carefully arranges them in her cave. When the wind blows in, it scatters them through the 

cavern, and the Sibyl makes no attempt to put them back in order.11 

 

The Cumean Sibyl from Raphael’s fresco in St. Maria Della Pace, ca. 1600 — Source. 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/reading-like-a-roman#fn10
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/reading-like-a-roman#fn11
https://www.si.edu/object/cumaean-sibyl-raphaels-fresco-st-maria-della-pace:chndm_1901-39-2838
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Every text is liable to fragmentation, corruption, or misinterpretation. The Sibyl’s fragmentary prophecies 

offer partial glimpses into the future, while we in the present day are left to reconstruct the past from pieces of 

papyri. Even the Aeneid, the grand Augustan epic, is to an extent the result of reconstruction. We do not have 

the original manuscript Virgil wrote, and the later ones we do possess present us with different versions of the 

text. Textual critics carefully select the most likely variants for present-day editions of the Aeneid, but the 

original text will never be recovered with absolute certainty. As far as the Vaticanus is concerned, the care 

and reverence that went into its making were mostly invested in the lavish illustrations rather than the text, as 

was often the case with luxury editions. Relatively little attention was paid to the correctness of the copy, and 

later versions are usually considered more faithful to the original Virgilian manuscripts. Even though 

the Vaticanus is our oldest source for the Georgics and the Aeneid, its chief interest undoubtedly lies in the 

illustrations. 

 

Left to right: Sylvia and her wounded deer; on the roof, Allecto; the battle between Latins and Trojans 

(Aeneid 7.500–539). A 19th-century lithographic reproduction of a Vaticanus miniature — Source. 

 

In Miniature: From Scroll to Codex 

https://archive.org/details/gri_33125014905331/page/n149/mode/2up
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While the images preserved in the Vaticanus date from antiquity, they are still four centuries after Virgil’s 

day, and so provide a somewhat belated, anachronistic vision of what a classical Roman illustration tradition 

might have looked like. But with the help of the Vaticanus we can surmise how other, earlier editions 

appeared. There was a fixed iconography in Roman book illustration — just as scribes copied the text, so 

illustrators copied models provided by earlier manuscripts. Based on the style of military dress in 

the Vaticanus, it is possible that the model for its miniatures dates back to the first half of second century 

CE.12 Sometimes illustrators conflated earlier models and combined several illustrations within a single 

frame, which could result in awkward overcrowding. A single illustration in the Vaticanus represents three 

episodes: a wounded deer flees to its mistress, who in distress cries for help; Allecto, an Erinys, sounds the 

war call to turn the ensuing quarrel into a fight; a fierce battle follows. As the artist tried to fit the three scenes 

into the available space, the menacing Allecto was reduced to a tiny, barely noticeable figure. 

In the Vaticanus illustrations, the entire surface circumscribed by the red frame is filled in. The minimalistic 

backgrounds, which represent little more than the basic outlines of the landscape and the sky, are nevertheless 

carefully painted, soft pink shading into pastel blue. The heavy frames and coloured backgrounds could only 

be executed in the codex format. In a roll, such large surfaces of paint would lead to the pigments flaking off. 

If the Vaticanus is the first codex in the tradition of illustrations it belongs to, it is likely that the frames and 

the backgrounds were added by the Vaticanus painters, with only the figures inherited from earlier models. In 

these earlier rolls, small illustrations would be inserted at the appropriate point in the columns of text.13 

Unfortunately, few examples of this system of illustration survive in Graeco-Roman literary papyri. The ones 

we have suggest that illustrations in scrolls could be much more casual than in late antique codices like 

the Vaticanus. Illustrations in what is known as the Heracles papyrus — preserving portions of an unknown 

poem about the hero — appear to have been drawn with quick, informal brush strokes. The result strikingly 

resembles a hastily sketched modern comic. The Charioteer papyrus probably comes from a codex but 

preserves the scroll style of illustration without backgrounds or borders.14 Its charioteers are much more finely 

executed than Heracles. They form a dynamic, expressive group dressed in the colours of the factions of the 

hippodrome. There were blues, greens, reds, and whites, each of these attracting a loyal following not unlike 

sports teams do today. 

 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/reading-like-a-roman#fn12
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/reading-like-a-roman#fn13
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/reading-like-a-roman#fn14
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Left: The Heracles Papyrus, a fragmented 3rd-century Greek poem about the hero’s labours, recovered in 

Oxyrhynchus — Source; Right: The Charioteer Papyrus, a 5th-century fragmented illustration from an 

unknown work — Source. 

Just as the Vaticanus was based on earlier models, so the medieval manuscript style that followed in its wake 

built on, transformed, and adapted models it found in late antique documents according to its needs. While no 

medieval manuscript appears to preserve the Vaticanus tradition of Virgilian illustration, late antique codices 

in general shaped illumination practices in the Middle Ages. This influence was so ubiquitous that it often 

went undetected. A peculiar example of this process is the false etymology of the word “miniature”. Far from 

implying the smallness of an illustration, the expression derives from the Latin word for red lead (minium), 

which was used to paint the signature red borders in codex illustrations. The word remained in use even as 

frames gradually started to be done in other colours, and became erroneously associated with the minute 

character of medieval illuminations. 

 

Watering the flocks at midmorning in summer (Georgics 3.327ff) — Source. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:P._Oxy._XXII_2331.jpg
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:CharioteerPapyrus.jpg
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:VaticanVergilFolio06rwateringFlocks_-_detail.jpg
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If the line separating the classical from the medieval is already hard to draw in Western European 

manuscripts, the distinction becomes even hazier if we move eastward. The still persistent westernising 

distinction between the classical and the medieval — which sets the boundary in 476 CE, when Odoacer 

deposed the final Roman emperor — glosses over the continuous Byzantine political and cultural tradition. 

Byzantine scholars copied works lost in Western Europe, only to be rediscovered there when these scholars 

brought their collections to Italy in the fourteenth and fifteenth centuries. These scholars’ contribution was not 

just in mechanical copying, but also in the critical compilation and interpretation of classical texts. 

As a product of very late antiquity, the Vaticanus lets us think beyond the habitual contrast between the 

classical and the medieval. Tales of total overhaul in 476 CE, of the unbridgeable gulf between classical 

antiquity and the Middle Ages seem naïve and simplifying. The lines of descent linking the late Vaticanus to 

earlier manuscripts — and its influence, in turn, on (lost) medieval copies — invite us to see patterns of 

continuity, transferral, adaptation, and development, alongside instances of fragmentation, loss, and oblivion. 

While the Vaticanus is the oldest surviving illustrated Roman manuscript we have, it is hardly the last relic of 

a dead tradition. It is part of a continuous culture of reading stretching far beyond the geographic and 

temporal boundaries of what we term classical antiquity. 

 

Public Domain Works 

• Vergilius Vaticanus (selected images) 

ca. 400 CE 

o Wikimedia Commons 

IMAGES 

• Vergilius Vaticanus (watermarked) 

ca. 400 CE 

o Vatican Library 

TEXTS 

• Aeneid 

Virgilca. 50 BCE 

o Project Gutenberg 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/Category:Vatican_Vergil
https://digi.vatlib.it/view/MSS_Vat.lat.3225
https://www.gutenberg.org/ebooks/228
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TEXTS 

• Georgics 

Virgilca. 35 BCE 

o Project Gutenberg 

TEXTS 

• Virgilii pictvræ antiqvæ ex codicibvs vaticanis 

1835 

Lithographic reproductions of the Vergilius Vaticanus 

o Internet Archive 

TEXTS 

Further Reading 

• The Oxford Handbook of Papyrology 

Edited by Roger S. Bagnall 

Thousands of texts, written over a period of three thousand years on papyri and potsherds, in Egyptian, Greek, 

Latin, Aramaic, Hebrew, Persian, and other languages, have transformed our knowledge of many aspects of 

life in the ancient Mediterranean and Near Eastern worlds. The Oxford Handbook of Papyrology provides an 

introduction to the world of these ancient documents and literary texts, ranging from the raw materials of 

writing to the languages used, from the history of papyrology to its future, and from practical help in reading 

papyri to frank opinions about the nature of the work of papyrologists. 

More Info and Buy 

 

• Ancient Literacy 

By William V. Harris 

https://www.gutenberg.org/ebooks/232
https://archive.org/details/gri_33125014905331/page/n4/mode/2up
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0199843694/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0199843694/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0674033817/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
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How many people could read and write in the ancient world of the Greeks and Romans? In Ancient Literacy, 

W.V. Harris provides the first thorough exploration of the levels, types, and functions of literacy in the 

classical world. Harris explores these and related themes in this highly original work of social and cultural 

history. Ancient Literacy is important reading for anyone interested in the classical world, the problem of 

literacy, or the history of the written word. 

More Info and Buy 

 

• The Shadows of Poetry: Vergil in the Mind of Augustus 

By Sabine MacCormack 

Imperial ceremony was a vital form of self-expression for late antique society. Sabine MacCormack examines 

the ceremonies of imperial arrivals, funerals, and coronations from the late third to the late sixth centuries 

A.D., as manifest in the official literature and art of the time. Her study offers us new insights into the 

exercise of power and into the social, political, and cultural significance of religious change during the 

Christianization of the Roman world. 

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. 

Alex Tadel is a recent graduate from a Master’s in Greek and Latin Languages and Literature at the 

University of Oxford. Stationed in Ljubljana, Slovenia, she is taking a short break from academia and 

working as a freelance writer, researcher and tutor. 

 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/reading-like-a-roman 

  

https://www.amazon.com/dp/0674033817/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0520211871/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0520211871/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://publicdomainreview.org/shop/pdr-recommends
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/reading-like-a-roman
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VIA W. W. NORTON 

Unearthing the Stories of Those Who Escaped Auschwitz 

Victoria Shorr Finds the Heavy Weight of History in Her Own Family 

By Victoria Shorr 

 

I was in Cleveland, drinking bourbon and ginger, after the funeral of an uncle I had loved. My head was 

pounding, dusk was falling, and it occurred to me that the sleet in my face was only thing in the world for me 

right then. I was just slipping out the door, when an agent of fate came out from the shadows and took my 

arm. 

She was holding some papers, a letter, she said, from my dead uncle, datelined “Germany, August, 1945.” 

She maneuvered me into a side room to read it. 

The beginning was charming—my uncle’s war. Visiting Paris, drinking his first “vine blanc,” dancing at a 

“semi-cabaret.” I stood up, smiled. “Nice,” I tried. 

“Read,” she said. 

VIDEO FROM LIT HUB: 

Angie Thomas talks to Jenny Valentine at the Hay Festival 

https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780393652789
https://lithub.com/author/victoriashorr/
https://lithub.com/unearthing-the-stories-of-those-who-escaped-auschwitz/
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Angie Thomas talks to Jenny Valentine at the Hay Festival 

The next time I looked up, she had vanished. It was dark now, the sleet turned to snow, the bourbon was 

warm, the ginger ale flat. The letter was in fact a tragic one, my uncle having to tell his father “the worst news 

possible,” as he put it, that his entire family had been killed. 

This was not news to me, of course. We’d all grown up with a vague knowledge of this terrible history, but 

there was something that in fact I hadn’t heard, toward the end: that my grandfather’s brother, Hermann, had 

escaped from Auschwitz. My uncle had apparently found two girl cousins in a displaced persons camp in 

Bavaria who had been there with him. “They do know that he escaped,” my uncle had written. 

This wasn’t what the story that we had gotten. We’d been told that Hermann, a Czech, had refused to leave, 

even when my grandfather had gotten him an exit visa, since Czechoslovakia, as he’d written in his last letter, 

was a “democracy, like America.” Then, because of this fatal miscalculation, he’d been sent like a lamb to the 

slaughter. 

But if he had escaped? If instead of a lamb, he was in fact an underground hero, defying the Third Reich in 

the very heart of the place? Suddenly the colors of the story changed. What had been ash-gray suddenly had a 

streak of dark, bright heroic red. 

I listened to story after story, and was awestruck that anyone had found the strength to live through and live 

on. 
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I flew back to LA. I was in the throes of a book about Brazilian bandits, a long way from Auschwitz. Plus the 

truth was that Hermann had never been seen again, and would have been dead now anyway, everyone was 

dead, even the uncle who could have told me who the two girls in his letter were. Now there was no place to 

begin to ask. 

But still, there was the question: Had Hermann escaped? “They knew,” those two mystery girls told my uncle. 

So soon after the actual events that the name, Auschwitz, hadn’t entered our lexicon. “Auswetz Concentration 

Camp,” my uncle wrote. 

I drove across town to the Museum of Tolerance, which had a library. Maybe I could spend an afternoon, and 

put the question to bed. 

But as I started rifling through the catalogue, a small notice caught my eye—a “survivor” from Auschwitz 

would be speaking shortly. I thought I might as well wander over, to hear her. 

I don’t remember exactly what she said—she wasn’t the most scintillating, the most intense of the speakers. 

But as I joined the school children afterwards, as we approached to see the numbers tattooed on her arm, I 

found myself in tears and unable to speak, even to thank her. She looked at me and nodded. She must have 

seen it before. That response to the whole tragedy, narrowed to a single tribute, mute and tearful, one sunny 

afternoon. 

I started going daily. Some of the speakers were better than others, more dramatic. Among these was the 

Greek who held an auditorium of Latino schoolkids rapt. They refused to leave, though time was up and the 

bus was waiting. But the Greek had just gotten to the part where he’d come upon the SS man who’d shot his 

cousin at Auschwitz. He was chasing him down through the streets of Berlin. 

“You catch him?” asked the kids. 

“What do you think?” said the Greek. 

“How’d you kill him?” the kids were shouting. 

The Greek held up his fists—“With these.” He’d been a boxer, he told them. Fifteen years old, when he’d 

been dragged from his bed in Thessalonika in his summer pajamas, and shipped to Auschwitz, where his 

whole family was killed. He survived because he was young and strong and lucky. That day in LA, he pulled 

the SS man’s badges and Auschwitz “money” from his pockets. The schoolkids crowded around him. He 

showed them his tattoo. They showed him theirs. He was old and small but “still strong,” he told the boys. He 

showed them some of his boxing moves. They shook his hand, almost as reverent as I was. 

I had found my hero. 

I found lots of them, all of them actually, among both the “drowned and the saved,” as Primo Levi put it. I no 

longer saw anyone as a lamb to slaughter. I listened to story after story, and was awestruck that anyone had 

found the strength to live through and live on. I flipped through the photos of people arriving at Auschwitz, 
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the worried faces, and felt their heroism as they stood on that platform, on their way—as I knew, but they 

didn’t— to the gas. With their arms around their children, hoping. Heroes all. 

It was around them, then, that this book took form, and also, moved into fiction. I found I wanted to tell more 

than escape stories. Rather, I wanted to take the reader there, as dramatically as I’d been taken, with all the 

usual paths of escape that we imagine for ourselves blocked: “I would have left home in time. Escaped in the 

night. Been hidden by friends and neighbors,” and so forth. What I wanted was to put us all on the train to 

Auschwitz. 

There were escapes, about 600, most of them disastrous. 

But to do that, I had to tell a whole story, and what I found was that no one witness does. One tells about 

being expelled from music school in Vienna, another about being caught with forged papers and imprisoned, 

another about the neighbors—old friends—watching as they are thrown from their life-long homes. 

It is these stories, braided together, that give a full picture, how it happened, how it could have—would 

have—happened to you. It is this interweaving that makes this book fiction, although there is nothing fictional 

in these pages. Every detail comes from someone’s firsthand account, 

And yes, there were escapes, about 600, most of them disastrous, most of the prisoners recaptured and hung, 

brutally, Auschwitz-style. Hung a little bit, released, hung again. With their friends or relatives made to stand 

in the front row of prisoners, watching. 

But a few made it out, maybe even Hermann, though confirmation of that proved elusive. Still, I took great 

consolation from the ones who did get away, including two lovers, Cyla Cybulska and Jerzy Bielecki. She 

was a prisoner assigned to the laundry, and he was a Polish partisan. It was 1944, and by then, even at 

Auschwitz, you could see the Russian planes flying toward Berlin, and hear the Russian tanks drawing ever 

closer. The Polish and Russian undergrounds were active in the camp then, and somehow they’d “organized” 

an SS uniform for Jerzy and a pass for Cyla. Dressed as an SS, he marched to the laundry with the pass to 

move Cyla to another work site, outside the camp. 

They marched to the gates of Auschwitz. The guard inspected the papers. Saluted and clicked. “Heil Hitler!” 

“Heil Hitler!” and they were out. Free, but on the run—they knew the SS would be after them in full force, 

from the moment they were missed, with their guns and their dogs. “Don’t let them take you alive,” the 

Russians had warned them, and both Cyla and Jerzy kept cyanide pills close at hand, but this time, these two, 

speaking Polish and knowing the landscape, made it to safety. 

He joined the partisans in the hills, she was hidden by his family, and both survived the war. But rather than 

reuniting, they went their own separate ways, heartbroken. Each had been told that the other had been killed. 

His family hadn’t wanted them to marry. 

A small betrayal, in that time and place. 
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But an Auschwitz story in the end. 

__________________________________ 

 

The Plum Trees by Victoria Shorr is available via W. W. Norton. 

AuschwitzfamilyHolocaustThe Plum TreesVictoria ShorrW. W. NortonWWII 

 

Victoria Shorr 

Victoria Shorr is author of the novels The Plum Trees, Midnight, and Backlands. She cofounded the Archer 

School for Girls in Los Angeles and the Pine Ridge Girls' School in South Dakota, the first independent, 

culturally based college-prep school for girls on a Native reservation in America. She lives in New York, New 

York. 

https://lithub.com/unearthing-the-stories-of-those-who-escaped-auschwitz/ 

https://bookshop.org/books/the-plum-trees/9780393540857
https://lithub.com/tag/auschwitz/
https://lithub.com/tag/family/
https://lithub.com/tag/holocaust/
https://lithub.com/tag/the-plum-trees/
https://lithub.com/tag/victoria-shorr/
https://lithub.com/tag/w-w-norton/
https://lithub.com/tag/wwii/
https://lithub.com/author/victoriashorr/
https://lithub.com/author/victoriashorr/
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With “Justine,” Forsyth Harmon Charts Teen Queerness 

by Rachel Charlene Lewis 

Published on March 9, 2021 at 10:51am 

 

Justine author Forsyth Harmon (Photo credit: Emma McIntyre) 

At just under 150 pages, Justine, the debut novel of author and illustrator Forsyth Harmon, is an unfiltered 

snapshot: We enter Long Island during the summer of 1999 and meet Ali, a teenage girl who lives with her 

grandmother (and a clingy cat). She applies to a job at Stop & Shop to make some money, yes, but also to be 

closer to Justine—another teenage girl who Ali feels exists on some other, better planet. “It was like the 

whole supermarket went silent when she smiled: there was a pause in the fitful beeps of scanned barcodes; the 

tinny music faded away,” Harmon writes. “Her smile lit me up and exposed me all at once. Justine was the 

light shining on me and the dark shadow it cast, and I wanted to stand there forever in the relief of that 

contrast.” 

https://www.bitchmedia.org/profile/rachel-charlene-lewis
https://www.powells.com/book/justine-9781951142339
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It’s telling that the first image we see is of a girl’s long torso—the book is full of illustrations—

because Justine is as much about bodies as it is unrealized queerness. Ali doesn’t just have a crush on Justine; 

she’s obsessed with her and her body. Their friendship is explosive: Justine teaches Ali violent ways to lose 

weight, and she introduces Ali to crude teenage boys and the too-often trodden world of obsessing over 

fashion magazines and their cover models. Ali is in love with Justine, even if she doesn’t quite have the 

language to explain her feelings. Harmon isn’t just complicating the teen-girl narrative or offering a retelling 

of the stories we’ve already heard about teen girls and queerness or teen girls and eating disorders. Instead, 

through its illustrations, language, and risky obsession with bodies, weight, and food, Justine takes us back to 

a time when books like this one weren’t trying to teach its readers a lesson about right and wrong. 

Ali and Justine aren’t growing up in a time of feminist magazines and body-positive cover shoots, and they 

certainly don’t have an abundance of resources for dealing with issues like burgeoning queerness or post-

pubescent weight gain. Justine may weigh very little, but it’s emotionally heavy. It’s a glimpse at the world 

through Ali’s eyes, as she does dangerous things and has dangerous thoughts. It’s not a book with a happy 

ending, and I would be remiss if I didn’t note that it’s absolutely loaded to the brim with self-harm and 

disordered eating triggers. Bitch talked to Harmon about repressed queer desire, the work she’s excited to 

read, and what comes with writing a book that sometimes hurts. 

 

FROM OUR SPONSORS 

You both wrote and illustrated Justine. How did you approach illustrating the book? 

I began with the illustrations. The story was inside me from the beginning, but I was able to pull up images 

more easily—renderings of the places and the things that felt integral to the narrator’s world. It was almost 

like a visual first draft, a mood board. I did those initial illustrations in full color watercolor, and they 

somehow greased the wheels; from there, I wrote the narrative. It was after multiple rewrites that I saw I was 

landing on a sort of minimal, economical prose. [When I realized] minimalism was part of the project, I 

redrew all of those initial drawings. 

I had gotten feedback that Ali is a bit uncommunicative and there wasn’t a ton of interiority in the novel, 

which some readers struggled with. And [in thinking about how images and text can help illuminate one 

another], I redrew those images and thought about how they might [provide insight into] Ali’s emotions and 

way of viewing the world. For instance, the images are black and white, which you could think of as being 

part of a black-and-white way of looking at life. They’re close range—she doesn’t have a ton of perspective. 

In those areas where I show a sequence of images, I was hoping [they would] start to emote for Ali. When 

http://bit.ly/CngrtyWrks2016
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she’s more interested, [for example], a butterfly opens its wings; when she’s having a confusing intimate 

experience with Ryan, tape unravels. When she’s unable to cry, a piece of looseleaf [is] crumpled. It was a 

back and forth with illustrations informing the writing and the writing informing the illustrations. 

Justine is absolutely a book based in time and place—it’s the summer of 1999 in Long Island. Why did 

you decide to place Ali and Justine in this time period and location? 

The story is definitely [autofiction], and I placed it in 1999 on Long Island because I grew up there, and that 

was when I came of age. I was called to the project because I experienced things at that time in my life that I 

wasn’t able to process. I wanted to return to either do-over or process or claim, essentially. 

Justine walks an interesting line as a queer book. We don’t outright read that Justine and Ali are in 

love, are dating, or are more than friends. Why did you choose to convey the queerness of their 

relationship through Ali’s obsession with Justine? 

If we think back to 1999—15 years before gay marriage is legalized in the United States—and specifically 

about the conservative Long Island suburb that Ali and Justine grew up in, we’re looking at a place that, in 

this past election, went very Trump. So [there’s] this very conservative [geographical] context, and [in] 

popular culture we’ve got Beverly Hills 90210 setting up a heteronormative template. [Justine is] a story 

about repressed queer desire. We see Ali only really recognizing physical sensations of desire and not 

reflecting on them or acknowledging them. 

[For Ali and Justine], the eating disorder is a [way to] bond. Obviously, adolescence is a time of change of the 

body, [and an introduction to] chemical makeup [and] the way one’s treated by the world. There’s a kind of 

violent energy that opens up to men and women alike, and a part of the eating disorder is an attempt to [arrest] 

that narrative and say, no, I’m not interested in making that transition. Then, at the same time, the desire for 

sex and food are inextricably linked. Ali is in this place where, through this addiction, she’s looking to shut 

down both the transition to an adult female body and also the desire for another female body. 

Enter your email address here...SIGN UP FOR OUR NEWSLETTER 

How did you approach writing about details of disordered eating, like calories, without glorifying 

them? 

Transparently, I also struggled with chronic eating disorders as a younger person. And, as with any addiction, 

I’m always in recovery. It never really goes away, even if its expression is managed. With this book, I was 

really looking to observe and record. I didn’t want to make a comment on the characters’ behavior as being 

either bad or good. I’m just doing my best to convey a lived experience in hopes [that] it would make others 

feel less lonely. That was my striving intention behind the way I approached it in the text and even [with the 

illustrations].  

This is such a short, unflinching book. I read it one morning over coffee and felt consistently shocked 

by it. How did you know it was time to write this book, and how did you know when it was finished?  

https://www.psychologytoday.com/us/blog/hunger-artist/201902/the-complicated-relationship-between-anorexia-and-sex
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My answer comes in two parts. Some of it, to be honest, was my gut. I tend to have a sense of a general 

narrative architecture that I execute and follow. Of course, things change in the writing and it evolves. Yet I 

went through many drafts and still, the shape of the story is something that, for me, presents the same. There 

was this sense of, yes, this is what I came here to say. 

 

Justine by Forsyth Harmon (Photo credit: Tin House) 
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The second answer is I’m working on a sequel (though it’s not quite finished). I’m looking at a trilogy. And 

the second and third books find Ali 10years later, in her mid to late 20s, [and then] 10 years after that. I look 

at the larger project as an opportunity for us to [explore] why our first foundational experiences [shape] the 

experiences that follow: How is it that trauma, specifically trauma that we don’t process, sets a pattern that we 

live out again and again? And further, if we can see and acknowledge our trauma, how can we actually 

change? The jury is out for me. I [recently] heard this [phrase]: safe, trace, and erase. We can see who we’ve 

been up to this point and trace it [back], investigate it—then there’s possible freedom from it. This larger 

project is about me trying that in my own life, as well as addressing it in Ali’s. 

How do you approach projects where you’re the illustrator but not the writer? 

I worked with Catherine Lacey on The Art of the Affair, which follows relationships between writers, artists, 

and musicians in the 20th century. And it’s about [how] art and relationships aren’t particularly 

straightforward. However, drawing portraits was a relatively straightforward process. I had a list of 100-150 

different luminaries of that time, and I executed it, learning a lot about each of them on the way. It was like a 

beautiful education, in fact. 

My forthcoming project with Melissa Febos, her collection Girlhood, coming out on March 30, was also a 

different process. I started those drawings shortly after I finished the drawings for Justine, so visually they 

have a bit more in common. The drawings from Justine [are] also black and white, [but Girlhood’s 

illustrations were] heavily influenced by William Morris and the Arts and Craft Movement, queer zines, and 

Melissa’s tattoos. It was an interesting process in that I drew fronts of pieces for each essay in the book, a full-

page picture image that preceded each essay, and the process was more like sifting for gold. I would read the 

essay and then think through what kind of imagery could embody that. Because constellations come up 

multiple times in the book, [I imagined] a kind of constellation to draw the intention across a space. That was 

a lot of fun. It’s a beautiful book; I really recommend it. [Girlhood] is interesting because it explores a lot of 

the material Justine does, but it couldn’t do it in a more different way [Laughs.] So that was a great 

experience, to be able to look at [these issues] from multiple points of view. 

What books are you most excited about this year? 

I would [especially] like to mention the works of some of my [book tour] conversation partners. Melissa 

Broder’s Milk Fed just came out and beautifully addresses the relationship between the desire for food and 

sex. I already mentioned Girlhood. Dantiel Moniz’s Milk Blood Heat [is a] short story collection that also just 

came out. [There’s] Kristen Radtke’s Seek You, which [is a collection of] graphic essays. I’m also really 

looking forward to the new Kazuo Ishiguro [novel]. He might be my favorite living author [because of] the 

way he addresses unreliable narrators who come out of denial. A Pale View of Hills (1990) has served as a 

model for me, so I’m really looking forward to Klara and the Sun. 

This interview has been edited and condensed for clarity and length. 

https://www.bitchmedia.org/article/justine-by-forsyth-harmon-interview 

https://www.powells.com/book/the-art-of-the-affair-9781632866554
https://www.powells.com/book/girlhood-9781635572520
https://www.artyfactory.com/graphic_design/graphic_designers/william_morris.html
https://www.metmuseum.org/toah/hd/acam/hd_acam.htm
https://www.powells.com/book/milk-fed-9781982142490
https://www.powells.com/book/milk-blood-heat-9780802158154
https://www.penguinrandomhouse.com/books/601951/seek-you-by-kristen-radtke/
https://www.powells.com/book/a-pale-view-of-hills-9780679722670
https://www.powells.com/book/klara-and-the-sun-9780593318171
https://www.bitchmedia.org/article/justine-by-forsyth-harmon-interview
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The Tale of Mr. Jeremy Fisher 

by Beatrix Potter 

 

Enjoy this Beatrix Potter story in our collection of Foodie Stories for Kids. 

 

 

FOR STEPHANIE FROM COUSIN B. 

ONCE upon a time there was a frog called Mr. Jeremy Fisher; he lived in a little damp house amongst the 

buttercups at the edge of a pond. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/beatrix-potter
https://americanliterature.com/foodie-stories#foodie-stories-for-kids


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 573  october  2021 

 

63 

THE water was all slippy-sloppy in the larder and in the back passage. 

But Mr. Jeremy liked getting his feet wet; nobody ever scolded him, and he never caught a cold! 

HE was quite pleased when he looked out and saw large drops of rain, splashing in the pond— 

"I WILL get some worms and go fishing and catch a dish of minnows for my dinner," said Mr. Jeremy Fisher. 

"If I catch more than five fish, I will invite my friends Mr. Alderman Ptolemy Tortoise and Sir Isaac Newton. 

The Alderman, however, eats salad." 

MR. JEREMY put on a 

macintosh, and a pair of shiny goloshes; he took his rod and basket, and set off with enormous hops to the 

place where he kept his boat. 
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THE boat was round and green, and very like the other lily-leaves. It was tied to a water-plant in the middle of 

the pond. 

MR. JEREMY took a reed pole, and pushed the boat out into open water. "I know a good place for minnows," 

said Mr. Jeremy Fisher. 

MR. JEREMY stuck his pole into the mud and fastened his boat to it. 

Then he settled himself cross-legged and arranged his fishing tackle. He had the dearest little red float. His 

rod was a tough stalk of grass, his line was a fine long white horse-hair, and he tied a little wriggling worm at 

the end. 

THE rain trickled down his back, and for nearly an hour he stared at the float. 

"This is getting tiresome, 

I think I should like some 

lunch," said Mr. Jeremy 

Fisher. 

HE punted back again amongst the water- plants, and took some lunch out of his basket. 

"I will eat a butterfly sandwich, and wait till the shower is over," said Mr. Jeremy Fisher. 

A GREAT big water-beetle came up underneath the lily leaf and tweaked the toe of one of his goloshes. 

Mr. Jeremy crossed his legs up shorter, out of reach, and went on eating his sandwich. 

ONCE or twice something moved about with a rustle and a splash amongst the rushes at the side of the pond. 

"I trust that is not a rat," said Mr. Jeremy Fisher; "I think I had better get away from here." 

MR. JEREMY shoved the boat out again a little way, and dropped in the bait. There was a bite almost 

directly; the float gave a tremendous bobbit! 

"A minnow! a minnow! I have him by the nose!" cried Mr. Jeremy Fisher, jerking up his rod. 

BUT what a horrible surprise! Instead of a smooth fat minnow, Mr. Jeremy landed little Jack Sharp the 

stickleback, covered with spines! 

THE stickleback floundered about the boat, pricking and snapping until he was quite out of breath. Then he 

jumped back into the water. 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 573  october  2021 

 

65 

AND a shoal of other little fishes put their heads out, and laughed at Mr. Jeremy Fisher. 

AND while Mr. Jeremy sat disconsolately on the edge of his boat—sucking his sore fingers and peering down 

into the water—a MUCH worse thing happened; a really FRIGHTFUL thing it would have been, if Mr. 

Jeremy had not been wearing a macintosh! 

A GREAT big enormous trout came up—ker- pflop-p-p-p! with a splash— and it seized Mr. Jeremy with a 

snap, "Ow! Ow! Ow!"— and then it turned and dived down to the bottom of the pond! 

BUT the trout was so displeased with the taste of the macintosh, that in less than half a minute it spat him out 

again; and the only thing it swallowed was Mr. Jeremy's goloshes. 

MR. JEREMY bounced up to the surface of the water, like a cork and the bubbles out of a soda water bottle; 

and he swam with all his might to the edge of the pond. 

HE scrambled out on the first bank he came to, and he hopped home across the meadow with his macintosh 

all in tatters. 

"WHAT a mercy that was not a pike!" said Mr. Jeremy Fisher. "I have lost my rod and basket; but it does not 

much matter, for I am sure I should never have dared to go fishing again!" 

HE put some sticking plaster on his fingers, and his friends both came to dinner. He could not offer them fish, 

but he had something else in his larder. 

SIR ISAAC NEWTON wore his black and gold waistcoat, 

AND Mr. Alderman Ptolemy Tortoise brought a salad with him in a string bag. 

AND instead of a nice dish of minnows—they had a roasted grasshopper with lady-bird sauce; which frogs 

consider a beautiful treat; but I think it must have been nasty! 

THE END 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/beatrix-potter/short-story/the-tale-of-mr-jeremy-fisher 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/beatrix-potter/short-story/the-tale-of-mr-jeremy-fisher
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For a Poem 

by Miriam Levine 

Issue no. 75 (Spring 1979) 

You would have to go down 

into black earth like my father 

gold light against shadow 

black as onyx, cool as dew 

my favorite combinations. 

You would have to leave me 

and come back years later in a dream 

just before morning 

supplicant’s hands shivering 

against a thin glass. 

I would have to wake with your smell 

and texture, the cadence and timbre 

moving from bed to desk 

a cold chapel my words 

melting over your body 

like baptismal water won’t raise you 

through this blue chill. I could 

tell you how precious, how absent. 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=21e1302571&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=21e1302571&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=21e1302571&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=21e1302571&e=d538c8f2e0
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Concrete production sustainability: the case for belite cements 

CFM • DIPC ADVANCED MATERIALS 

ByDIPC  

Teresa Carreño Theater (1983), Caracas, Venezuela 

A cement is any of various substances used for bonding or setting to a hard material. A popular one, Portland 

cement, is a mixture of calcium silicates and aluminates made by heating limestone (CaCO3) with clay (that 

contains aluminosilicates) in a kiln. The product is then ground to a fine powder. When Portland cement is 

mixed with water it sets in a few hours and then hardens over a longer period of time due to the formation of 

hydrated aluminates and silicates. 

The hydration process is, thus, so important that some processes have been developed in order 

to activate cement, i.e., to enhance the early hydration rate. The hydration phase produces C-S-H gel. Cement 

properties (strength, durability…) will depend of C-S-H gel structure and composition. 

https://mappingignorance.org/category/cfm/
https://mappingignorance.org/category/dipc/dipc-advanced-materials/
https://mappingignorance.org/2021/02/25/concrete-production-sustainability-the-case-for-belite-cements/#author
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Portland cement is both the main product for the fabrication of mortars and concretes in the building industry 

and responsible of circa 7% of the total anthropogenic CO2 emissions. World production is currently ~4 

Gt/year and expected to be somewhere between 4 and 8 Gt/year by 2100. On average, for every ton of 

Portland clinker produced, ~0.87 CO2 tones are released to the atmosphere, including emissions from 

limestone decomposition and burning fuel. 

Producing infrastructures with longer service life would certainly contribute to an overall smaller 

CO2 footprint, as less cement will be needed, and it would also reduce the future production of concrete 

demolition waste, another environmental hazard. Concrete, made from Portland cement, water, aggregates 

(sand, natural gravel, or crushed stone), additions and admixtures, is the most manufactured product in the 

world, 2.3 per person per year: that means 7 km3 per year. 

Concrete production sustainability has to be framed within the cement industry perspective. Codes of practice 

and cement standards must be taken into account as this industry should ensure very long service lives, at 

least larger than a century. Materials availability, transportation and production costs are also critically 

important. Hence, the approach of radically changing cement chemistry faces tremendous challenges for 

worldwide adoption mainly because it could go against codes of practice, or imply the use of scarce or 

expensive raw materials. 

One way to make compatible codes of practice with fabricating concretes with likely longer service lives and 

(slightly) lower CO2 footprints is using cements with main components similar to those of Portland cement, 

but with lower limestone demand: the so-called belite cements. 

Now, Ana Cuesta and Miguel Aranda (both from Universidad de Málaga) and Andrés Ayuela (CFM & DIPC) 

review 1 recent developments of C–S–H gel-based belite cements. 

Commercial Portland cements are fabricated from clinker, obtained at 1450–1500 ºC, grinded with the setting 

regulator and in many cases with inorganic additions. Alite and belite, the two main clinker phases, are 

calcium silicate solid solutions based on Ca3SiO5 (tricalcium silicate, simplified C3S) and Ca2SiO4 (dicalcium 

silicate, simplified C2S), respectively. A typical grey Portland clinker mineralogical composition is close to 

65 % in weight of alite versus a 10% of belite. One way to decrease the cement environmental CO2 footprint, 

due to a lower limestone demand, and to increase its durability is to replace most of alite with belite. 

A lower energy demand and a lower kiln operating temperature, which means lowering CO2 and 

NOx emissions from fuel burning, are additional advantages of belite cements. A lower temperature increase 

at early-age hydration phase is also worth mentioning. 

However, the authors find, early-age strength developments are not competitive with those of Portland 

cements. Hence, it is necessary to investigate novel ways of activating belite cements. This enhancement can 

be attained by three compatible approaches: chemical, physical; and admixture activations. 

The researchers also review the current research status of activation: cost-effective element substitutions to 

stabilize high-temperature forms; fast cooling, milling and mild temperature hydration as physical activation; 

and the use of C–S–H seeds as admixture activation. 

https://mappingignorance.org/2021/02/25/concrete-production-sustainability-the-case-for-belite-cements/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-7880-1
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The estimated world concrete stock is 315 Gt which currently results in 0.3 Gt/year of concrete demolition 

waste . A new model predicts a hundredfold increase of this waste to 20–40 Gt/yr by 2100. Interestingly, the 

authors find that neither standard belite cements nor active ones have been researched for incorporating 

construction and demolition wastes. The high C–S–H gel content and its dense microstructures make belite 

cements good candidates for incorporating recycled aggregates, something that would also reduce their 

environmental impact. 

Author: César Tomé López is a science writer and the editor of Mapping Ignorance 

Disclaimer: Parts of this article may be copied verbatim or almost verbatim from the referenced research 

papers. 
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DIPC 

 

Donostia International Physics Center (DIPC) is a singular research center born in 2000 devoted to research at 

the cutting edge in the fields of Condensed Matter Physics and Materials Science. Since its conception DIPC 

has stood for the promotion of excellence in research, which demands a flexible space where creativity is 

stimulated by diversity of perspectives. Its dynamic research community integrates local host scientists and a 

constant flow of international visiting researchers. 

• Website   @DIPCehu 
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Charles Darwin’s Descent of Man, 150 Years Later 

A new book on Darwin’s classic asks what he got right and wrong about “the highest and most interesting 

problem for the naturalist:” human evolution. 

 

Paradisaea rubra, the red bird-of-paradise 

 via Wikimedia Commons 

By: Lydia Pyne  

When Charles Darwin published On the Origin of Species in 1859, it outlined a new scientific theory. Darwin 

reasoned that populations of organisms evolve over generations through a process that he termed “natural 

selection.” His work offered evidence that the diversity of life on Earth arose by common descent through a 

brachiating pattern of evolution. Origin explained the diversity and existence of new plant and animal species, 

but Darwin tiptoed around the question of what exactly this process would mean for humans and our own 

biological beginnings. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Birds_and_nature_(1897)_(20375570252).jpg
https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/lydia-pyne/
https://www.jstor.org/stable/3025208?mag=charles-darwins-descent-of-man-150-years-later
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It wasn’t until The Descent of Man, and Selection in Relation to Sex, published twelve years later, that Darwin 

picked up the question of human evolution specifically, calling the question of our species’ origin “the highest 

and most interesting problem for the naturalist.” The Descent of Man outlines the theory and evidence for 

human evolution that Darwin had amassed, as well as his arguments about the origins of civilizations, human 

races, and sex differences—such as the evidence for each was in 1871. Ever since its publication, Descent has 

prompted vigorous debate in scientific circles, to say nothing of the fervor it’s ignited within religious, 

political, and social groups. 

Weekly Newsletter 

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

Subscribe
 

Privacy Policy   Contact Us 

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

To celebrate The Descent of Man’s sesquicentennial, the paleoanthropologist Jeremy DeSilva gathered a team 

of anthropologists (along with a historian and science writer) to update, interpret, and correct Darwin’s 

science. The result, A Most Interesting Problem: What Darwin Got Right and Wrong About Human 

Evolution is a fascinating, comprehensive, and accessible collection of essays. 

Each chapter in A Most Interesting Problem tackles a chapter from Descent by situating Darwin’s work in his 

proper, historical context and then describing “what science knows now.” For example, in Chapter 1 of The 

Descent of Man, Darwin drew on evidence from comparative anatomy and embryology to show that 

similarities in the structure and embryonic development of living animals could provide clues about how 

human evolution unfolded. In short, Darwin argued that stages of an embryo’s development mimicked, 

“recapitulated,” an organism’s evolutionary history. In “The Fetus, the Fish Heart, and the Fruit Fly,” Alice 

Roberts points out that while there are links between embryological development and evolutionary history, 

the specific “recapitulation” idea proposed by Darwin no longer holds up. 

What did Darwin get right about human evolution in 1871? What did he get wrong? In a word, plenty. 

But rather than just offer a chapter-by-chapter critique of Descent, the essays in A Most Interesting 

Problem also explain how the study of human origins has unfolded in the subsequent 150 years, emerging as a 

vibrant scientific field full of exciting discoveries and new research questions. Each essay reminds readers 

that science—good science, that is—is “a collective enterprise that unfolds over generations as we test and 

retest old ideas and develop new ones to make sense of our world,” as DeSilva notes in the book’s preface. 

Without a record of fossil hominins and DNA evidence to draw from—lines of evidence that have crucial 

importance for contemporary research—what did Darwin get right about human evolution in 1871? What did 

he get wrong? In a word, plenty. 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/2841216?mag=charles-darwins-descent-of-man-150-years-later
https://www.jstor.org/stable/10.2307/60241488?mag=charles-darwins-descent-of-man-150-years-later
https://www.jstor.org/stable/10.2307/60241488?mag=charles-darwins-descent-of-man-150-years-later
https://about.jstor.org/privacy/
http://www.jstor.org/contact-us/
https://daily.jstor.org/charles-darwins-descent-of-man-150-years-later/?utm_term=Charles%20Darwin%27s%20Descent%20of%20Man%2C%20150%20Years%20Later&utm_campaign=jstordaily_02252021&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
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In The Descent of Man, Darwin argued that humans evolved in Africa and, indeed, the fossil record shows a 

long history of hominins in Africa. “As a paleoanthropologist of African origin [of course, we are all 

Africans!], it gives me pride and honor to actually find ancient fossil remains of our ancestors in the continent 

that Darwin predicted they would be found,” the paleoanthropologist Yohannes Halie-Selassie notes. Darwin 

suggested that humans were not the only toolmakers and tool users on earth and that non-human cognition 

was significant. “Ever since Darwin, nonhuman primates, then non-primate mammals, and more recently 

birds have been awarded higher cognitive status than even Darwin himself might have suspected,” the 

neuroscientist Suzana Herculano-Houzel explains. Darwin claimed that morality appeared early in human 

evolution and wasn’t necessarily tied to the trappings of modern civilization. As the anthropologist Brian 

Hare points out: “We leave with the same radical conclusion that Darwin reached: Religion did not create our 

morality. What we might recognize as morality, in some nascent form, appeared with the birth of our 

species.” 

But because science is nothing if not a product of its social and historical context, it turns out that Descent’s 

legacy is complicated. One hundred and fifty years after Descent’s publication, it’s easy to see that “Descent 

of Man shows Darwin at his most Victorian,” as the historian of science Janet Browne astutely observes in the 

book’s introduction. It’s impossible to read Descent of Man and not be struck by how much Victorian 

sensibilities about race and sex permeate Darwin’s writings. The ideas were problematic then, and their 

legacy is problematic now. There is, in short, a lot of science that Darwin got wrong. 

Specifically, Darwin’s idea that the history of human social organization follows a neat, linear trajectory of 

savagery to civilization is no longer de rigeur in archaeological and paleoanthropological research. The 

bioarchaeologist Kristina Killgrove emphasizes: 

We no longer subscribe to the nineteenth-century ideas… [that] insisted that humans progress linearly from 

savagery to barbarism to civilization. Rather, we talk about different forms of societies in a more diversified 

way. 

Darwin thought that human diversity could—and ought—to be described through race. “Our scientific 

understanding of genetics, human biology, and human evolution has advanced substantially since Darwin’s 

time. We can clearly and explicitly refute the hypothesis that humans are divided into ‘races’ [e.g., African, 

European, Asians, etc.] that are biological units,” the anthropologist Agustín Fuentes states. Finally, Darwin 

used his science to reinforce Victorian assumptions about sex and gender that can still be found today. As the 

anthropologist Holly Dunsworth argues: 

We owe it to our species to break the link between Darwin’s inchoate offerings and their perceived social 

implications. Outdated science-inspired narratives alienate people from our shared-origins story, making it 

difficult for many people to claim it for themselves. 

Perhaps the most compelling theme that underscores A Most Interesting Problem is the lack of sensationalism 

and hero-worship that Darwin—as a pivotal figure in the history of science—is often afforded. A Most 

Interesting Problem gives credit to Darwin where credit is due, but is unabashed in its systematic rejection of 

outdated science. “One hundred and fifty years after the publication of Descent, much of the public, including 
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a cluster of academia, continues to repeat and perpetuate the same mistakes Darwin did. That must stop. We 

 

Birds-of-paradise via Wikimedia Commons 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Paradisaearubra.jpg
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must challenge and refute racist pseudoscience,” Fuentes states. It’s important, in other words, to grapple 

with The Descent of Man: its legacy has implications for policy and society. 

Fundamentally, Descent is a book about origins. It’s about origin stories and the science of understanding 

origins. A Most Interesting Problem reminds readers that research into human origins is an ongoing process, 

leaving us to wonder how the next 150 years of scientific study will continue to inform how we think about 

Darwin’s work, and to wonder what new discoveries will unfold. 

Support JSTOR Daily! Join our new membership program on Patreon today. 
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The Rime of the Ancient Mariner 

by Samuel Taylor Coleridge 

 

Coleridge's longest and most famous poem, The Rime of the Ancient Mariner (original spelling "The Rime 

of the Ancyent Marinere") is often quoted by those who have never read his work. The metaphor, "having an 

albatross around one's neck" and the quotation, "water, water, everywhere, and not a drop to drink" [the 

verse is actually "nor any drop to drink"] are a credit to Mr. Coleridge. It was originally published in 

conjunction with William Wordsworth in Lyrical Ballads, With a Few Other Poems (1798). Vivid woodcut 

illustrations by Gustave Dore. 
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How a Ship having passed the Line was driven by Storms to the cold Country towards the South Pole; and 

how from thence she made her course to the tropical Latitude of the Great Pacific Ocean; and of the strange 

things that befell; and in what manner the Ancyent Marinere came back to his own Country. 

PART THE FIRST. 

 

     It is an ancient Mariner, 

     And he stoppeth one of three. 

     "By thy long grey beard and glittering eye, 

     Now wherefore stopp'st thou me? 

 

     "The Bridegroom's doors are opened wide, 

     And I am next of kin; 

     The guests are met, the feast is set: 

     May'st hear the merry din." 

 

     He holds him with his skinny hand, 

     "There was a ship," quoth he. 

     "Hold off! unhand me, grey-beard loon!" 

     Eftsoons his hand dropt he. 

 

     He holds him with his glittering eye— 

     The Wedding-Guest stood still, 
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     And listens like a three years child: 

     The Mariner hath his will. 

 

     The Wedding-Guest sat on a stone: 

     He cannot chuse but hear; 

     And thus spake on that ancient man, 

     The bright-eyed Mariner. 

 

     The ship was cheered, the harbour cleared, 

     Merrily did we drop 

     Below the kirk, below the hill, 

     Below the light-house top. 

 

     The Sun came up upon the left, 

     Out of the sea came he! 

     And he shone bright, and on the right 

     Went down into the sea. 

 

     Higher and higher every day, 

     Till over the mast at noon— 

     The Wedding-Guest here beat his breast, 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 573  october  2021 

 

79 

     For he heard the loud bassoon. 

 

     The bride hath paced into the hall, 

     Red as a rose is she; 

     Nodding their heads before her goes 

     The merry minstrelsy. 

 

     The Wedding-Guest he beat his breast, 

     Yet he cannot chuse but hear; 

     And thus spake on that ancient man, 

     The bright-eyed Mariner. 

 

     And now the STORM-BLAST came, and he 

     Was tyrannous and strong: 

     He struck with his o'ertaking wings, 

     And chased south along. 

 

     With sloping masts and dipping prow, 

     As who pursued with yell and blow 

     Still treads the shadow of his foe 

     And forward bends his head, 
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     The ship drove fast, loud roared the blast, 

     And southward aye we fled. 

 

     And now there came both mist and snow, 

     And it grew wondrous cold: 

     And ice, mast-high, came floating by, 

     As green as emerald. 

 

     And through the drifts the snowy clifts 

     Did send a dismal sheen: 

     Nor shapes of men nor beasts we ken— 

     The ice was all between. 

 

     The ice was here, the ice was there, 

     The ice was all around: 

     It cracked and growled, and roared and howled, 

     Like noises in a swound! 

 

     At length did cross an Albatross: 

     Thorough the fog it came; 

     As if it had been a Christian soul, 
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     We hailed it in God's name. 

 

     It ate the food it ne'er had eat, 

     And round and round it flew. 

     The ice did split with a thunder-fit; 

     The helmsman steered us through! 

 

     And a good south wind sprung up behind; 

     The Albatross did follow, 

     And every day, for food or play, 

     Came to the mariners' hollo! 

 

     In mist or cloud, on mast or shroud, 

     It perched for vespers nine; 

     Whiles all the night, through fog-smoke white, 

     Glimmered the white Moon-shine. 

 

     "God save thee, ancient Mariner! 

     From the fiends, that plague thee thus!— 

     Why look'st thou so?"—With my cross-bow 

     I shot the ALBATROSS. 
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PART THE SECOND. 

 

     The Sun now rose upon the right: 

     Out of the sea came he, 

     Still hid in mist, and on the left 

     Went down into the sea. 

 

     And the good south wind still blew behind 

     But no sweet bird did follow, 

     Nor any day for food or play 

     Came to the mariners' hollo! 

 

     And I had done an hellish thing, 

     And it would work 'em woe: 

     For all averred, I had killed the bird 

     That made the breeze to blow. 

     Ah wretch! said they, the bird to slay 
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     That made the breeze to blow! 

 

     Nor dim nor red, like God's own head, 

     The glorious Sun uprist: 

     Then all averred, I had killed the bird 

     That brought the fog and mist. 

     'Twas right, said they, such birds to slay, 

     That bring the fog and mist. 

 

     The fair breeze blew, the white foam flew, 

     The furrow followed free: 

     We were the first that ever burst 

     Into that silent sea. 

 

     Down dropt the breeze, the sails dropt down, 

     'Twas sad as sad could be; 

     And we did speak only to break 

     The silence of the sea! 

 

     All in a hot and copper sky, 

     The bloody Sun, at noon, 
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     Right up above the mast did stand, 

     No bigger than the Moon. 

 

     Day after day, day after day, 

     We stuck, nor breath nor motion; 

     As idle as a painted ship 

     Upon a painted ocean. 

 

     Water, water, every where, 

     And all the boards did shrink; 

     Water, water, every where, 

     Nor any drop to drink. 

 

     The very deep did rot: O Christ! 

     That ever this should be! 

     Yea, slimy things did crawl with legs 

     Upon the slimy sea. 

 

     About, about, in reel and rout 

     The death-fires danced at night; 

     The water, like a witch's oils, 
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     Burnt green, and blue and white. 

 

     And some in dreams assured were 

     Of the spirit that plagued us so: 

     Nine fathom deep he had followed us 

     From the land of mist and snow. 

 

     And every tongue, through utter drought, 

     Was withered at the root; 

     We could not speak, no more than if 

     We had been choked with soot. 

 

     Ah! well a-day! what evil looks 

     Had I from old and young! 

     Instead of the cross, the Albatross 

     About my neck was hung. 

 

 

 

PART THE THIRD. 
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     There passed a weary time.  Each throat 

     Was parched, and glazed each eye. 

     A weary time! a weary time! 

     How glazed each weary eye, 

     When looking westward, I beheld 

     A something in the sky. 

 

     At first it seemed a little speck, 

     And then it seemed a mist: 

     It moved and moved, and took at last 

     A certain shape, I wist. 

 

     A speck, a mist, a shape, I wist! 

     And still it neared and neared: 

     As if it dodged a water-sprite, 

     It plunged and tacked and veered. 

 

     With throats unslaked, with black lips baked, 

     We could not laugh nor wail; 

     Through utter drought all dumb we stood! 

     I bit my arm, I sucked the blood, 
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     And cried, A sail! a sail! 

 

     With throats unslaked, with black lips baked, 

     Agape they heard me call: 

     Gramercy! they for joy did grin, 

     And all at once their breath drew in, 

     As they were drinking all. 

 

     See! see! (I cried) she tacks no more! 

     Hither to work us weal; 

     Without a breeze, without a tide, 

     She steadies with upright keel! 

 

     The western wave was all a-flame 

     The day was well nigh done! 

     Almost upon the western wave 

     Rested the broad bright Sun; 

     When that strange shape drove suddenly 

     Betwixt us and the Sun. 

 

     And straight the Sun was flecked with bars, 
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     (Heaven's Mother send us grace!) 

     As if through a dungeon-grate he peered, 

     With broad and burning face. 

 

     Alas! (thought I, and my heart beat loud) 

     How fast she nears and nears! 

     Are those her sails that glance in the Sun, 

     Like restless gossameres! 

 

     Are those her ribs through which the Sun 

     Did peer, as through a grate? 

     And is that Woman all her crew? 

     Is that a DEATH? and are there two? 

     Is DEATH that woman's mate? 

 

     Her lips were red, her looks were free, 

     Her locks were yellow as gold: 

     Her skin was as white as leprosy, 

     The Night-Mare LIFE-IN-DEATH was she, 

     Who thicks man's blood with cold. 
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     The naked hulk alongside came, 

     And the twain were casting dice; 

     "The game is done!  I've won!  I've won!" 

     Quoth she, and whistles thrice. 

 

     The Sun's rim dips; the stars rush out: 

     At one stride comes the dark; 

     With far-heard whisper, o'er the sea. 

     Off shot the spectre-bark. 

 

     We listened and looked sideways up! 

     Fear at my heart, as at a cup, 

     My life-blood seemed to sip! 

 

     The stars were dim, and thick the night, 

     The steersman's face by his lamp gleamed white; 

     From the sails the dew did drip— 

     Till clombe above the eastern bar 

     The horned Moon, with one bright star 

     Within the nether tip. 
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     One after one, by the star-dogged Moon 

     Too quick for groan or sigh, 

     Each turned his face with a ghastly pang, 

     And cursed me with his eye. 

 

     Four times fifty living men, 

     (And I heard nor sigh nor groan) 

     With heavy thump, a lifeless lump, 

     They dropped down one by one. 

 

     The souls did from their bodies fly,— 

     They fled to bliss or woe! 

     And every soul, it passed me by, 

     Like the whizz of my CROSS-BOW! 

 

 

 

PART THE FOURTH. 

 

     "I fear thee, ancient Mariner! 

     I fear thy skinny hand! 
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     And thou art long, and lank, and brown, 

     As is the ribbed sea-sand. 

 

     "I fear thee and thy glittering eye, 

     And thy skinny hand, so brown."— 

     Fear not, fear not, thou Wedding-Guest! 

     This body dropt not down. 

 

     Alone, alone, all, all alone, 

     Alone on a wide wide sea! 

     And never a saint took pity on 

     My soul in agony. 

 

     The many men, so beautiful! 

     And they all dead did lie: 

     And a thousand thousand slimy things 

     Lived on; and so did I. 

 

     I looked upon the rotting sea, 

     And drew my eyes away; 

     I looked upon the rotting deck, 
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     And there the dead men lay. 

 

     I looked to Heaven, and tried to pray: 

     But or ever a prayer had gusht, 

     A wicked whisper came, and made 

     my heart as dry as dust. 

 

     I closed my lids, and kept them close, 

     And the balls like pulses beat; 

     For the sky and the sea, and the sea and the sky 

     Lay like a load on my weary eye, 

     And the dead were at my feet. 

 

     The cold sweat melted from their limbs, 

     Nor rot nor reek did they: 

     The look with which they looked on me 

     Had never passed away. 

 

     An orphan's curse would drag to Hell 

     A spirit from on high; 

     But oh! more horrible than that 
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     Is a curse in a dead man's eye! 

     Seven days, seven nights, I saw that curse, 

     And yet I could not die. 

 

     The moving Moon went up the sky, 

     And no where did abide: 

     Softly she was going up, 

     And a star or two beside. 

 

     Her beams bemocked the sultry main, 

     Like April hoar-frost spread; 

     But where the ship's huge shadow lay, 

     The charmed water burnt alway 

     A still and awful red. 

 

     Beyond the shadow of the ship, 

     I watched the water-snakes: 

     They moved in tracks of shining white, 

     And when they reared, the elfish light 

     Fell off in hoary flakes. 
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     Within the shadow of the ship 

     I watched their rich attire: 

     Blue, glossy green, and velvet black, 

     They coiled and swam; and every track 

     Was a flash of golden fire. 

 

     O happy living things! no tongue 

     Their beauty might declare: 

     A spring of love gushed from my heart, 

     And I blessed them unaware: 

     Sure my kind saint took pity on me, 

     And I blessed them unaware. 

 

     The self same moment I could pray; 

     And from my neck so free 

     The Albatross fell off, and sank 

     Like lead into the sea. 
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PART THE FIFTH. 

 

     Oh sleep! it is a gentle thing, 

     Beloved from pole to pole! 

     To Mary Queen the praise be given! 

     She sent the gentle sleep from Heaven, 

     That slid into my soul. 

 

     The silly buckets on the deck, 

     That had so long remained, 

     I dreamt that they were filled with dew; 

     And when I awoke, it rained. 

 

     My lips were wet, my throat was cold, 

     My garments all were dank; 

     Sure I had drunken in my dreams, 

     And still my body drank. 

 

     I moved, and could not feel my limbs: 

     I was so light—almost 

     I thought that I had died in sleep, 
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     And was a blessed ghost. 

 

     And soon I heard a roaring wind: 

     It did not come anear; 

     But with its sound it shook the sails, 

     That were so thin and sere. 

 

     The upper air burst into life! 

     And a hundred fire-flags sheen, 

     To and fro they were hurried about! 

     And to and fro, and in and out, 

     The wan stars danced between. 

 

     And the coming wind did roar more loud, 

     And the sails did sigh like sedge; 

     And the rain poured down from one black cloud; 

     The Moon was at its edge. 

 

     The thick black cloud was cleft, and still 

     The Moon was at its side: 

     Like waters shot from some high crag, 
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     The lightning fell with never a jag, 

     A river steep and wide. 

 

     The loud wind never reached the ship, 

     Yet now the ship moved on! 

     Beneath the lightning and the Moon 

     The dead men gave a groan. 

 

     They groaned, they stirred, they all uprose, 

     Nor spake, nor moved their eyes; 

     It had been strange, even in a dream, 

     To have seen those dead men rise. 

 

     The helmsman steered, the ship moved on; 

     Yet never a breeze up blew; 

     The mariners all 'gan work the ropes, 

     Where they were wont to do: 

     They raised their limbs like lifeless tools— 

     We were a ghastly crew. 

 

     The body of my brother's son, 
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     Stood by me, knee to knee: 

     The body and I pulled at one rope, 

     But he said nought to me. 

 

     "I fear thee, ancient Mariner!" 

     Be calm, thou Wedding-Guest! 

     'Twas not those souls that fled in pain, 

     Which to their corses came again, 

     But a troop of spirits blest: 

 

     For when it dawned—they dropped their arms, 

     And clustered round the mast; 

     Sweet sounds rose slowly through their mouths, 

     And from their bodies passed. 

 

     Around, around, flew each sweet sound, 

     Then darted to the Sun; 

     Slowly the sounds came back again, 

     Now mixed, now one by one. 

 

     Sometimes a-dropping from the sky 
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     I heard the sky-lark sing; 

     Sometimes all little birds that are, 

     How they seemed to fill the sea and air 

     With their sweet jargoning! 

 

     And now 'twas like all instruments, 

     Now like a lonely flute; 

     And now it is an angel's song, 

     That makes the Heavens be mute. 

 

     It ceased; yet still the sails made on 

     A pleasant noise till noon, 

     A noise like of a hidden brook 

     In the leafy month of June, 

     That to the sleeping woods all night 

     Singeth a quiet tune. 

 

     Till noon we quietly sailed on, 

     Yet never a breeze did breathe: 

     Slowly and smoothly went the ship, 

     Moved onward from beneath. 
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     Under the keel nine fathom deep, 

     From the land of mist and snow, 

     The spirit slid: and it was he 

     That made the ship to go. 

     The sails at noon left off their tune, 

     And the ship stood still also. 

 

     The Sun, right up above the mast, 

     Had fixed her to the ocean: 

     But in a minute she 'gan stir, 

     With a short uneasy motion— 

     Backwards and forwards half her length 

     With a short uneasy motion. 

 

     Then like a pawing horse let go, 

     She made a sudden bound: 

     It flung the blood into my head, 

     And I fell down in a swound. 

 

     How long in that same fit I lay, 
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     I have not to declare; 

     But ere my living life returned, 

     I heard and in my soul discerned 

     Two VOICES in the air. 

 

     "Is it he?" quoth one, "Is this the man? 

     By him who died on cross, 

     With his cruel bow he laid full low, 

     The harmless Albatross. 

 

     "The spirit who bideth by himself 

     In the land of mist and snow, 

     He loved the bird that loved the man 

     Who shot him with his bow." 

 

     The other was a softer voice, 

     As soft as honey-dew: 

     Quoth he, "The man hath penance done, 

     And penance more will do." 
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PART THE SIXTH. 

 

     FIRST VOICE. 

 

     But tell me, tell me! speak again, 

     Thy soft response renewing— 

     What makes that ship drive on so fast? 

     What is the OCEAN doing? 

 

     SECOND VOICE. 

 

     Still as a slave before his lord, 

     The OCEAN hath no blast; 

     His great bright eye most silently 

     Up to the Moon is cast— 

 

     If he may know which way to go; 

     For she guides him smooth or grim 

     See, brother, see! how graciously 
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     She looketh down on him. 

 

     FIRST VOICE. 

 

     But why drives on that ship so fast, 

     Without or wave or wind? 

 

     SECOND VOICE. 

 

     The air is cut away before, 

     And closes from behind. 

 

     Fly, brother, fly! more high, more high 

     Or we shall be belated: 

     For slow and slow that ship will go, 

     When the Mariner's trance is abated. 

 

     I woke, and we were sailing on 

     As in a gentle weather: 

     'Twas night, calm night, the Moon was high; 

     The dead men stood together. 
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     All stood together on the deck, 

     For a charnel-dungeon fitter: 

     All fixed on me their stony eyes, 

     That in the Moon did glitter. 

 

     The pang, the curse, with which they died, 

     Had never passed away: 

     I could not draw my eyes from theirs, 

     Nor turn them up to pray. 

 

     And now this spell was snapt: once more 

     I viewed the ocean green. 

     And looked far forth, yet little saw 

     Of what had else been seen— 

 

     Like one that on a lonesome road 

     Doth walk in fear and dread, 

     And having once turned round walks on, 

     And turns no more his head; 

     Because he knows, a frightful fiend 
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     Doth close behind him tread. 

 

     But soon there breathed a wind on me, 

     Nor sound nor motion made: 

     Its path was not upon the sea, 

     In ripple or in shade. 

 

     It raised my hair, it fanned my cheek 

     Like a meadow-gale of spring— 

     It mingled strangely with my fears, 

     Yet it felt like a welcoming. 

 

     Swiftly, swiftly flew the ship, 

     Yet she sailed softly too: 

     Sweetly, sweetly blew the breeze— 

     On me alone it blew. 

 

     Oh! dream of joy! is this indeed 

     The light-house top I see? 

     Is this the hill? is this the kirk? 

     Is this mine own countree! 
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     We drifted o'er the harbour-bar, 

     And I with sobs did pray— 

     O let me be awake, my God! 

     Or let me sleep alway. 

 

     The harbour-bay was clear as glass, 

     So smoothly it was strewn! 

     And on the bay the moonlight lay, 

     And the shadow of the moon. 

 

     The rock shone bright, the kirk no less, 

     That stands above the rock: 

     The moonlight steeped in silentness 

     The steady weathercock. 

 

     And the bay was white with silent light, 

     Till rising from the same, 

     Full many shapes, that shadows were, 

     In crimson colours came. 
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     A little distance from the prow 

     Those crimson shadows were: 

     I turned my eyes upon the deck— 

     Oh, Christ! what saw I there! 

 

     Each corse lay flat, lifeless and flat, 

     And, by the holy rood! 

     A man all light, a seraph-man, 

     On every corse there stood. 

 

     This seraph band, each waved his hand: 

     It was a heavenly sight! 

     They stood as signals to the land, 

     Each one a lovely light: 

 

     This seraph-band, each waved his hand, 

     No voice did they impart— 

     No voice; but oh! the silence sank 

     Like music on my heart. 

 

     But soon I heard the dash of oars; 
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     I heard the Pilot's cheer; 

     My head was turned perforce away, 

     And I saw a boat appear. 

 

     The Pilot, and the Pilot's boy, 

     I heard them coming fast: 

     Dear Lord in Heaven! it was a joy 

     The dead men could not blast. 

 

     I saw a third—I heard his voice: 

     It is the Hermit good! 

     He singeth loud his godly hymns 

     That he makes in the wood. 

     He'll shrieve my soul, he'll wash away 

     The Albatross's blood. 

 

 

 

PART THE SEVENTH. 

 

     This Hermit good lives in that wood 
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     Which slopes down to the sea. 

     How loudly his sweet voice he rears! 

     He loves to talk with marineres 

     That come from a far countree. 

 

     He kneels at morn and noon and eve— 

     He hath a cushion plump: 

     It is the moss that wholly hides 

     The rotted old oak-stump. 

 

     The skiff-boat neared: I heard them talk, 

     "Why this is strange, I trow! 

     Where are those lights so many and fair, 

     That signal made but now?" 

 

     "Strange, by my faith!" the Hermit said— 

     "And they answered not our cheer! 

     The planks looked warped! and see those sails, 

     How thin they are and sere! 

     I never saw aught like to them, 

     Unless perchance it were 
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    "Brown skeletons of leaves that lag 

     My forest-brook along; 

     When the ivy-tod is heavy with snow, 

     And the owlet whoops to the wolf below, 

     That eats the she-wolf's young." 

 

     "Dear Lord! it hath a fiendish look— 

     (The Pilot made reply) 

     I am a-feared"—"Push on, push on!" 

     Said the Hermit cheerily. 

 

     The boat came closer to the ship, 

     But I nor spake nor stirred; 

     The boat came close beneath the ship, 

     And straight a sound was heard. 

 

     Under the water it rumbled on, 

     Still louder and more dread: 

     It reached the ship, it split the bay; 

     The ship went down like lead. 
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     Stunned by that loud and dreadful sound, 

     Which sky and ocean smote, 

     Like one that hath been seven days drowned 

     My body lay afloat; 

     But swift as dreams, myself I found 

     Within the Pilot's boat. 

 

     Upon the whirl, where sank the ship, 

     The boat spun round and round; 

     And all was still, save that the hill 

     Was telling of the sound. 

 

     I moved my lips—the Pilot shrieked 

     And fell down in a fit; 

     The holy Hermit raised his eyes, 

     And prayed where he did sit. 

 

     I took the oars: the Pilot's boy, 

     Who now doth crazy go, 

     Laughed loud and long, and all the while 

     His eyes went to and fro. 
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     "Ha! ha!" quoth he, "full plain I see, 

     The Devil knows how to row." 

 

     And now, all in my own countree, 

     I stood on the firm land! 

     The Hermit stepped forth from the boat, 

     And scarcely he could stand. 

 

     "O shrieve me, shrieve me, holy man!" 

     The Hermit crossed his brow. 

     "Say quick," quoth he, "I bid thee say— 

     What manner of man art thou?" 

 

     Forthwith this frame of mine was wrenched 

     With a woeful agony, 

     Which forced me to begin my tale; 

     And then it left me free. 

 

     Since then, at an uncertain hour, 

     That agony returns; 

     And till my ghastly tale is told, 
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     This heart within me burns. 

 

     I pass, like night, from land to land; 

     I have strange power of speech; 

     That moment that his face I see, 

     I know the man that must hear me: 

     To him my tale I teach. 

 

     What loud uproar bursts from that door! 

     The wedding-guests are there: 

     But in the garden-bower the bride 

     And bride-maids singing are: 

     And hark the little vesper bell, 

     Which biddeth me to prayer! 

 

     O Wedding-Guest! this soul hath been 

     Alone on a wide wide sea: 

     So lonely 'twas, that God himself 

     Scarce seemed there to be. 

 

     O sweeter than the marriage-feast, 
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     'Tis sweeter far to me, 

     To walk together to the kirk 

     With a goodly company!— 

 

     To walk together to the kirk, 

     And all together pray, 

     While each to his great Father bends, 

     Old men, and babes, and loving friends, 

     And youths and maidens gay! 

 

     Farewell, farewell! but this I tell 

     To thee, thou Wedding-Guest! 

     He prayeth well, who loveth well 

     Both man and bird and beast. 

 

     He prayeth best, who loveth best 

     All things both great and small; 

     For the dear God who loveth us 

     He made and loveth all. 

 

     The Mariner, whose eye is bright, 
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     Whose beard with age is hoar, 

     Is gone: and now the Wedding-Guest 

     Turned from the bridegroom's door. 

 

     He went like one that hath been stunned, 

     And is of sense forlorn: 

     A sadder and a wiser man, 

     He rose the morrow morn. 

 

 

The Rime of the Ancient Mariner was featured as The Short Story of the Day on Wed, Oct 21, 2020 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/samuel-taylor-coleridge/poem/the-rime-of-the-ancient-mariner 

  

https://americanliterature.com/short-story-of-the-day
https://americanliterature.com/author/samuel-taylor-coleridge/poem/the-rime-of-the-ancient-mariner
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Can People Change? The Psychological Möbius Strip That Keeps Us from Ending Painful Relationships 

Facing the logical fallacies that fuel painful emotional patterns and what it takes to break them with dignity, 

mindfulness, and emotional maturity. 

 

Art by Margaret C. Cook for Leaves of Grass. (Available as a print.) 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

“Across the morning sky, all the birds are leaving,” Nina Simone sang in 1969. “How can they know that it’s 

time to go?” 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/04/11/leaves-of-grass-margaret-cook/
https://society6.com/product/thoughts-silent-thoughts-of-time-and-space-and-death_framed-print?sku=s6-8967472p21a12v52a13v54?curator=brainpicker
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/02/21/nina-simone-time/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/04/11/leaves-of-grass-margaret-cook/
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A decade earlier, a young Swiss psychologist traversed the Atlantc to begin a new life in America. Watching 

the migratory geese from the salt-stained railings of her own migratory vessel, she wrote in her journal: “How 

do these geese know when to fly to the sun? Who tells them the seasons? How do we, humans, know when it 

is time to move on?” Elisabeth Kübler-Ross would go on to revolutionize our understanding of what it means 

and what it takes to move on through her epoch-making 1969 model of the five stages of grief. 

 

Art by Margaret C. Cook from a rare 1913 English edition of Walt Whitman’s Leaves of Grass. (Available as 

a print.) 

While the death of a loved one can make the notion of moving on unfathomable at first, it also makes it, by 

definition, inevitable — there is no other recourse, for such loss is unambiguous and irreversible. But there is 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/04/11/leaves-of-grass-margaret-cook/
https://society6.com/product/i-see-great-cloud-masses-with-at-times-half-dimmd-saddend-far-off-star_framed-print?sku=s6-8967899p21a12v52a13v54?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/i-see-great-cloud-masses-with-at-times-half-dimmd-saddend-far-off-star_framed-print?sku=s6-8967899p21a12v52a13v54?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/i-see-great-cloud-masses-with-at-times-half-dimmd-saddend-far-off-star_framed-print?sku=s6-8967899p21a12v52a13v54?curator=brainpicker
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a species of grief, spawned of a type of loss that is more ambiguous and elastic, that muddles the notion of 

moving on into an impassable and disorienting swamp: the cyclical grief of loving someone on the grounds of 

their highest nature and watching them fall short of it over and over, in damaging and hurtful ways, which you 

excuse over and over, because of their impassioned apologies and vows of reform, or because of the partly 

noble, partly naïve notion that a truly magnanimous person is one who always has the breadth of spirit to 

forgive — a notion rooted in a basic misapprehension of what forgiveness really means. 

To move on from such relationships is one of life’s most difficult, triumphant feats of maturity — largely 

because we enter them and stay in them for reasons that far predate the particular person or situation, reasons 

rooted in our earliest attachments, those formative relationships in which perpetual optimism is both part of a 

child’s natural innocence and a necessary survival strategy for the helplessness of being in the care of a 

damaged and damaging adult. 

Those dynamics — and how to break them with dignity, mindfulness, and emotional maturity — is what the 

soulful philosophical writer and School of Life founder Alain de Botton examines in one of his animated 

essays exploring the beautiful complexity of human relationships:Because the unwillingness to walk away 

from a hurtful person is rooted in the belief that people change, the predicament gnaws at the fundaments of 

human nature and our ongoing effort to better understand what we are made of. Because relationships are the 

most fertile crucible of growth and transformation, because decades of research into psychology and the 

science of limbic revision have demonstrated that “who we are and who we become depends, in part, on 

whom we love,” this wager we place on the prospect of change is a transcendently optimistic belief. It is also 

a dangerous belief, for optimism can often metastasize into willful blindness. (To say nothing of the 

counterpoint possibility that, across a span of time and unfaced trauma, people can change for the worse, their 

good qualities eroded, for instance, by the twin metastasis of addiction and unhappiness feeding each other as 

they destroy their host.) 

Mary McCarthy captured the optimism in asking her friend Hannah Arendt: “What’s the use of falling in love 

if you both remain inertly as-you-were?” Arendt captured the danger in cautioning her against the “crooked 

corkscrews of the heart” that keep us in painful relationships — a phrase she borrowed from her poet-friend 

W.H. Auden, who struggled with the paradox himself, oscillating between the aspiration to be “the more 

loving one” and the lucid awareness that false enchantment can poison a life with its toxic staying power. 

De Botton explores the bipolar pull of the can-people-change question in another animated essay that 

illuminates the logical fallacies into which emotion drags us: 

Perhaps Arendt captured this best — this great paradox and great heartbreak of relationships with unhealed 

people, this false and dangerous optimism that we can ever love someone out of their trauma — in her 

observation that “you can’t expect somebody who loves you to treat you less cruelly than he would treat 

himself.” 

Complement with Alain de Botton on what emotional maturity really means, then revisit Shel Silverstein’s 

sweet illustrated allegory for the secret to healthy relationships. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2021/07/16/moving-on/?mc_cid=e244f014c9&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2021/07/14/hannah-arendt-forgiveness/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/11/25/the-school-of-life-book/
https://www.brainpickings.org/tag/alain-de-botton/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2012/06/25/limbic-revision/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2012/06/25/limbic-revision/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/06/10/mary-mccarthy-hannah-arendt-love/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/06/10/mary-mccarthy-hannah-arendt-love/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/02/04/janna-levin-w-h-auden-the-more-loving-one/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/02/04/janna-levin-w-h-auden-the-more-loving-one/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/05/10/w-h-auden-commonplace-book-doubt-truth-enchantment/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/06/10/mary-mccarthy-hannah-arendt-love/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/06/10/mary-mccarthy-hannah-arendt-love/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/11/25/the-school-of-life-book/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/02/12/the-missing-piece-meets-the-big-o-shel-silverstein/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2021/07/16/moving-on/?mc_cid=e244f014c9&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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Lime Light 

by Kay Ryan 

Issue no. 151 (Summer 1999) 

One can’t work 

by lime light. 

A bowl full 

right at 

one's elbow 

produces no 

more than 

a baleful 

glow against 

the kitchen table. 

The fruit purveyor’s 

whole unstable 

pyramid 

doesn’t equal 

what daylight did. 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=a1907d6579&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=a1907d6579&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=a1907d6579&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=a1907d6579&e=d538c8f2e0
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Solid Objects: 16th-Century Geometric and Perspective Drawings 
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This sequence of increasingly complex geometrical figures and perspective drawings — collected in a 

sixteenth-century watercolor manuscript and preserved at the Herzog August Bibliothek in Wolfenbüttel — 

comes with no author's note, editor's preface, or running commentary. We know very little about its origins. 

All we have are shapes and color, with the occasional totem (eagle, rooster, and even a putto holding 

something like a pinwheel) dwarfed by the immensity of lines and angles.  

When compared to other geometric images contemporary to the manuscript, it inhabits a middle ground 

between the sober studies found in Augustin Hirschovogel's Geometria (1543) and Lorenz Stoer's ethereal 

geometric landscapes (1567). While the manuscript remains a mystery, certain pages share a strong 

resemblance to the etchings by Jost Amman for Nuremberg goldsmith Wenzel Jamnitzer's Perspectiva 

corporum regularium (1568) — and one image bears the inscription "Geometria et Perspectiva Corporum 

Regularium" (Geometry and Perspective of the Regular Bodies), though this was a somewhat common 

descriptive name for studies of this kind. 

Indeed, the manuscript displays the German Renaissance fascination for geometrical solids demonstrated by 

Jamnitzer, Albrecht Dürer, Johannes Kepler, and Hans Lencker, which paralleled similar experiments in Italy 

conducted by Piero della Francesca, Paolo Uccello, Leonardo da Vinci, and several others — part of a 

larger "rise of perspective" in visual art and the renewed mathematical fascination with polyhedra. According 

to Thomas Christensen, it was thought that one could derive, from geometric solids, "God's secret design for 

the universe".  

Without a precis or introduction, we might find ourselves adrift in a world of forms, were it not for the 

intuitive logic exhibited in the order of these drawings. After the pyramid and cube, we find an icosahedron 

— a polyhedron with twenty sides, the progressive extrapolation of those earlier shapes. Then a beautiful, 

ruby-painted variation of the "great dodecahedron", which contains pentagrams in its excavations. And 

suddenly, compounds: combinations of octahedrons and cubes, faceted and almost stellated in certain 

instances.  

As the geometry becomes more complex, the drawings gain worldly details: a spherical surface covered with 

a triangular mesh is staged on an angular stand, the kind that you might find attached to a globe, situating the 

abstract realm of mathematical possibility against solid ground. A beautiful example in this regard features a 

pale-yellow sphere, which has been grooved like a paper lantern or an ornamentally peeled orange. It sits on 

an irregular jade barrel, stacked on a low pink table. The tower of shapes leans slightly rightwards, lending a 

profound sense of movement to the otherwise meaningless collection of surfaces. On the left, leg raised, a 

white wagtail sounds its approving chisick.  

The concluding pages create a grand finale: lattice spheres; elongated pastel pyramids that resemble 

someone's dream of an ancient city; two tori, cut, interlinked, and set upon a pedestal, like a surrealist 

sculpture of donuts hugging; a very unexpected and realistic lute, floating over a lily-padded toad; and then, 

the manuscript's penultimate perspective drawing — a carmine book, whose cover is inscribed with an 

abstract shape, opened to show a cross resting on a stand. At this point in the series, steeped in curves and 

surfaces, the singular Christian symbol summons a sense of geometry both profane and sacred: although 

many are utterly commonplace, the forms in this manuscript seem to transport us just beyond the realm of 

comprehension. 

https://publicdomainreview.org/collection/hirschvogel-s-geometria-1543
https://publicdomainreview.org/collection/the-geometric-landscapes-of-lorenz-stoer-1567
https://publicdomainreview.org/collection/the-geometric-landscapes-of-lorenz-stoer-1567
https://publicdomainreview.org/shop/fine-art-prints/artist/wentzel-jamnitzer
https://publicdomainreview.org/shop/fine-art-prints/artist/wentzel-jamnitzer
https://www.georgehart.com/virtual-polyhedra/art.html
https://books.google.co.uk/books?id=HHJdDwAAQBAJ&pg=PA29&lpg=PA29&dq=Polyhedral:+16th+Century+Geometrical+Drawings&source=bl&ots=qrq9FY7szO&sig=ACfU3U3qgmtseVr5WbTGvlexMupqJfut2g&hl=en&sa=X&ved=2ahUKEwjjj6vv2cvxAhVNzoUKHdxNDPsQ6AEwEnoECCEQAw#v=onepage&q=Polyhedral%3A%2016th%20Century%20Geometrical%20Drawings&f=false
https://www.cambridge.org/gb/academic/subjects/mathematics/geometry-and-topology/polyhedra?format=PB&isbn=9780521664059
http://www.rightreading.com/blog/history/a-manuscript-of-geometric-solids/
https://publicdomainreview.org/collection/the-art-of-ornamental-orange-peeling-1910
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SOURCE 
Herzog August 

Bibliothek  

44   

   

   

 

 

https://diglib.hab.de/wdb.php?dir=mss/74-1-aug-2f&distype=thumbs
https://diglib.hab.de/wdb.php?dir=mss/74-1-aug-2f&distype=thumbs
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