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'Ray guns' let scientists use light instead of DNA to tell plant populations apart 

'Star Trek' science fiction becomes reality 

 
 

"Ray guns" allowed scientists to identify plants on an Alaskan mountaintop. 

• Credit and Larger Version 

 

 

In Star Trek, characters carry a little handheld device called a tricorder that they can point at objects to 

analyze and identify them. When the show's writers cooked up the idea in the 1960s, it was purely science 

fiction, but a paper in New Phytologist takes the idea a step closer to reality. 

U.S. National Science Foundation-funded researchers at the Field Museum and other institutions used a 

handheld device that looks like a ray gun to record how plant leaves on Alaskan mountains reflect light. 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_images.jsp?cntn_id=303815&org=NSF
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://nph.onlinelibrary.wiley.com/doi/10.1111/nph.17731
https://nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=2021898&HistoricalAwards=false
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://www.fieldmuseum.org/about/press/ray-guns-let-scientists-use-light-instead-dna-tell-plant-populations-apart
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And, it turns out, different populations of plants of the same species -- for instance, plants living on 

neighboring mountaintops -- reflect light differently, in ways that echo their genetic variation from each 

other. 

All living things contain DNA, and the more similar two organisms' DNA is, the more closely related to 

each other they are. That's true between and within species -- a human's DNA is more similar to a 

chimpanzee's than to a dog's, because humans are more closely related to chimps; our DNA is closer to a 

cousin's than to a random stranger’s on the other side of the world. The same is true for plants: even in a 

single species, there are variations in DNA from one population to another. 

Genetic research has shown that sometimes these variations appear at a very fine scale -- for instance, 

plants from one species on one mountaintop can form groups that have slightly different DNA than the 

same species on a mountaintop just a few miles away. When populations split, that means they are not 

sharing pollen or seeds and are genetically isolated. 

Scientists study these differences in DNA to tell one plant population from another, but it is an arduous 

task -- they must collect the plant samples, store them, get permits to move them to the lab, then go through 

the many steps to sequence the plant's genetic code and compare it. The process takes weeks or even 

months. 

In the new study, however, the researchers found another method to determine how closely related two 

plant populations are to each other, one that could eventually be done almost instantaneously out in the 

field. That's where the ray guns come in. 

Spectroradiometers are instruments that measure how much light reflects off a surface and what 

wavelengths that light contains. The instrument itself fits in a backpack, with a handheld probe attached to 

a fiber optic cable that looks like a ray gun. Agricultural scientists use these instruments to analyze the 

light bouncing back from leaves to detect disease. The new study revealed that the light bouncing off leaves 

varies from one population of plants to the next, giving the latter-day ray guns a place in botanists' 

arsenals. 

"Answering the challenge of global warming requires information on how plants are responding," says 

Sam Scheiner, a program director in NSF's Division of Environmental Biology. "Being able to quickly 

identify genetic differences among individuals and species is an important step in that direction." 

--  NSF Public Affairs, Researchnews@nsf.gov 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=303815&utm_medium=e

mail&utm_source=govdelivery   

mailto:Researchnews@nsf.gov
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=303815&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=303815&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
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The proper use of deep learning in microscopy image analysis 

COMPUTER SCIENCE • DIPC BIOCHEMISTRY • TECHNOLOGY 

Microscopy is a leading technology in biological research. Today, a typical microscopy session may 

generate hundreds to thousands of images, generally requiring computational analysis to extract 

meaningful results. But a simple analysis is not enough any more. Over the last few years, deep learning 

(DL) has increasingly become one of the gold standards for high-performance microscopy image analysis. 

DL algorithms have become powerful tools for analyzing, restoring and transforming bioimaging data. 

https://mappingignorance.org/category/technology/computer-science/
https://mappingignorance.org/category/dipc/dipc-biochemistry/
https://mappingignorance.org/category/technology/
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One promise of DL is parameter-free one-click image analysis with expert-level performance in a fraction 

of the time previously required. Is it a realistic promise? As with most emerging technologies, the potential 

for inappropriate use is raising concerns among the research community, what should we do to make sure 

the results provided are reliable and reproducible? 

For image analysis, DL usually uses algorithms called artificial neural networks (ANNs). Unlike classical 

algorithms, before an ANN is used, it first needs to be trained. During training, the ANN is presented with 

a range of data, from which it attempts to learn how to perform a specific task. More specifically, the ANN 

builds a model of the mathematical transformation that needs to be applied to data to obtain the desired 

output. ANNs can therefore be considered as non-linear transformation machines, performing sequential 

mathematical operations on the input data. As we inspect deeper into these sequences of operations, it 

becomes difficult to understand what features of the original images are used. For that reason, they are 

often thought of as ‘black boxes’ as, for most users, only the input images and output predictions are 

readily available. 

 

Learning how to perform an analysis from example data is both the principal strength and the main 

weakness of DL. By learning directly from the data, the ANN tries to identify the most suitable way to 

perform the analysis, leading to models with excellent performances for that particular dataset. However, 

trained DL models are only as good as the data, and the parameters used to train them. Thus, one powerful 

approach is to produce general models with high reusability potential using a large and diverse training 

dataset. 

As DL models are becoming accessible through public repositories (so-called model zoos, such as 

bioimage.io) or web interfaces, it becomes straightforward to use the models directly to analyze new data. 

This has the advantages of speeding up DL uptake but, unless the researchers can confirm that their own 

data were well-represented within the training dataset used initially (which can be very difficult to do), the 

performance of such portable models on the new data often remains unclear. 

This is the reason why despite its incredible potential, the application of DL in microscopy analysis has 

raised concerns due to a lack of transparency and understanding of its limitations, especially for 

generalizability. In addition to this, DL is developing at an incredible rate, which places a significant 

burden on users to determine the most appropriate tools for their needs. It remains challenging to assess 

the validity and performance of a range of approaches that are often difficult to compare, especially when 

widely accepted benchmark datasets are unavailable. 

Now a team of researchers, in order to help define adequate guidelines and ensure the appropriate use of 

this transformative technology, has reviewed 1 key concepts that they believe are important for researchers 

to consider when using DL for their microscopy studies. They also describe in this work how results 

obtained using DL can be validated and propose what should, in their view, be considered when choosing a 

suitable tool. Finally, they also suggest what aspects of a deep learning analysis should be reported in 

publications to ensure reproducibility. 

https://mappingignorance.org/2021/10/28/the-proper-use-of-deep-learning-in-microscopy-image-analysis/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-8767-1
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The researchers argue the importance of validating any model using a purposefully built evaluation 

dataset containing ground-truth target images or labels. Similarly, the use of DL models should be 

reported appropriately to ensure reproducibility and transparency. This is a challenging task for DL as 

many components, both internal (hyperparameters) and external (training dataset) to the network used, 

can dramatically influence the results obtained. 

With the increasing availability of networks and models, finding ways to identify what might be a ‘good 

tool’ becomes critical. The authors believe that a good tool should not be only a performant one, but that 

its transparency of what it does to the data, usability and reliability are equally important. 

The responsibility of proper use of DL in microscopy is now equally shared between users and developers. 

Spiderman’s Uncle Ben has never been more right than today: “With great powers comes great 

responsibility”. 

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 

paper/s. 

References 

1. Laine, R.F., Arganda-Carreras, I., Henriques, R. & jacquemet, G. (2021) Avoiding a replication 

crisis in deep-learning-based bioimage analysis. Nat Methods 18, 1136–1144 (2021). 

doi: 10.1038/s41592-021-01284-3 ↩ 

written by   DIPC 

• Website    @DIPCehu 

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. 

https://mappingignorance.org/2021/10/28/the-proper-use-of-deep-learning-in-microscopy-image-

analysis/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+

%28Mapping+Ignorance%29  

http://about.me/cesar_tome
https://doi.org/10.1038/s41592-021-01284-3
https://mappingignorance.org/2021/10/28/the-proper-use-of-deep-learning-in-microscopy-image-analysis/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#reference-8767-1
https://mappingignorance.org/author/dipc/
http://dipc.ehu.es/
https://twitter.com/DIPCehu
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Song of the Witches (Macbeth) 

by William Shakespeare 

 

Song of the Witches is excerpted from Macbeth Act IV, Scene I, especially for Halloween! While throwing 

poisoned entrails and sweated venom sleeping got into your favorite pot, use your best witch-voice to recite 

it (pointy hat optional). 

 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/william-shakespeare
https://americanliterature.com/author/william-shakespeare/play/macbeth/act-iv-scene-i
https://americanliterature.com/halloween
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Daniel Gardner, The Three Witches, 1775 

Round about the cauldron go: 

In the poisoned entrails throw. 

Toad, that under cold stone 

Days and nights has thirty-one 

Sweated venom sleeping got, 

Boil thou first i’ the charmed pot. 

Double, double toil and trouble; 

Fire burn and cauldron bubble. 

Fillet of a fenny snake, 

In the cauldron boil and bake; 

Eye of newt and toe of frog, 

Wool of bat and tongue of dog, 

Adder's fork and blind-worm's sting, 

Lizard's leg and owlet's wing. 

For a charm of powerful trouble, 

Like a hell-broth boil and bubble. 

 

Double, double toil and trouble; 

Fire burn and cauldron bubble. 
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Scale of dragon, tooth of wolf, 

Witch's mummy, maw and gulf 

Of the ravin'd salt-sea shark, 

Root of hemlock digg'd i’ the dark, 

Liver of blaspheming Jew; 

Gall of goat; and slips of yew 

Sliver'd in the moon's eclipse; 

Nose of Turk, and Tartar's lips; 

Finger of birth-strangled babe 

Ditch-deliver'd by a drab, 

Make the gruel thick and slab: 

Add thereto a tiger's chaudron, 

For the ingredients of our cauldron. 

Double, double toil and trouble, 

Fire burn and cauldron bubble. 

Cool it with a baboon's blood, 

Then the charm is firm and good. 

 

Song of the Witches (Macbeth) was featured as The Short Story of the Day on Wed, Aug 07, 2019 

Featured in our collections Poetry for Students, Halloween Stories and Halloween Stories for Children 

https://americanliterature.com/author/william-shakespeare/poem/song-of-the-witches-macbeth  

https://americanliterature.com/short-story-of-the-day
https://americanliterature.com/poetry-for-students
https://americanliterature.com/halloween
https://americanliterature.com/halloween-stories-for-children
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Crystallized forms of common insecticide more effective 

New forms of imidacloprid work faster, require smaller amounts 

 
 

A crystallized form of a common insecticide is more effective. 

• Credit and Larger Version 

 

October 27, 2021 

New York University chemists funded by the U.S. National Science Foundation have developed crystal 

forms of the widely used insecticide imidacloprid. The team published the findings in the Journal of the 

American Chemical Society. The new forms of the insecticide are more effective at insect control and are 

more sustainable. 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_images.jsp?cntn_id=303766&org=NSF
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://www.nyu.edu/about/news-publications/news/2021/october/chemists-insecticide-imidacloprid.html
https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1420073&HistoricalAwards=false
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://pubs.acs.org/doi/10.1021/jacs.1c07610
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://pubs.acs.org/doi/10.1021/jacs.1c07610


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 579  november  2021 

 

12 

Imidacloprid has a variety of applications, including protecting pets, crops and preventing the spread 

of insect-borne diseases. But extensive use of the compound has been indicated as a potential 

contributor to bee colony declines because of its toxicity. Smaller amounts of the rapid-acting crystal 

versions of imidacloprid could reduce harm to bees. 

Researchers created the new crystal forms by melting and cooling commercial versions of the 

compound. The most active form of imidacloprid has potential for commercial use because of its 

stability. 

"By using modified forms of imidacloprid, we may have a sustainable strategy for improving the 

insecticide's ability to control mosquito disease vectors while lessening the quantity needed," said Bart 

Kahr, a chemist at New York University who led the research. "That provides a pathway to minimize 

exposure and harm to other organisms, as well as delay the onset of the development of resistance by 

mosquitoes, an urgency where malaria is endemic." 

--  NSF Public Affairs, researchnews@nsf.gov 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=303766&utm_medium

=email&utm_source=govdelivery  

mailto:researchnews@nsf.gov
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Marxist Astronomy, The Milky Way According to Anton Pannekoek 

By Lauren Collee 

Can a person’s experiences on earth alter how they perceive the stars? Lauren Collee peers through the 

telescope of Anton Pannekoek, the Dutch astronomer whose politics informed his human approach to 

studying the cosmos. 

PUBLISHED 

October 27, 2021 

 

A drawing by Pannekoek, depicting a section of the northern Milky Way, from Die nördliche 

Milchstrasse (1920). This style of representation contrasts with his parallel use of isophotic maps and “mean 

subjective images” — Source. 

https://publicdomainreview.org/contributors#lauren-collee
https://www.semanticscholar.org/paper/1.-Anton-Pannekoek%3A-Ways-of-Viewing-Science-and-Tai-Steen/1e30439a5e3f8767693b744009dc2ef74e474c4f/figure/20
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You are false images, 

Faces of radiant flame; 

Heart’s warmth and tenderness 

And soul you cannot claim. 

— Karl Marx, “Song to the Stars” (1836)1 

In the many drawings that Dutch astronomer, Marxist thinker, and council communist Antonie (“Anton”) 

Pannekoek (1873–1960) made of the Milky Way over the course of his life, it is not immediately clear what 

we are looking at. The band of stars appears like a smudged backbone, sometimes in “true” colour (white 

stars on a black background), and sometimes inverted, with the stars as dark points and the “milk” of the 

Milky Way made inky. They are simultaneously vague and precise — something between a charcoal rubbing 

and an X-ray. 

In fact, the drawings are not technically of the Milky Way at all, because according to Pannekoek, such a 

thing was not actually accessible as a purely objective entity. While it was widely understood in Pannekoek’s 

time that even highly-skilled astronomers fall prey to observational bias during stargazing (a phenomenon 

known as “the personal equation”), Pannekoek went further, theorising that what we perceive as the Milky 

Way is actually a visual trick that emerges at the intersection of the stars and the people on earth who perceive 

them. During an article published in an 1897 issue of Popular Astronomy, Pannekoek discussed the well-

known problem of the Milky Way’s ocular inconsistency, wondering if “the character of the galactic 

phenomenon precludes its being fixed by delineation”.2 This was not just a failing of observational science; it 

reflected what the Milky Way actually was: a kind of optical illusion that changed its shape depending on the 

lived experiences of the observer, their historical period, and how these experiences informed the patterns that 

the mind constructed out of the fluid nature of reality. Pannekoek’s drawings, then, are of the act of 

perception itself — an approach informed by his political beliefs. 

Like Marx and Engels — who drew on Feuerbach, Hegel, and Heraclitus — Pannekoek understood material 

reality to be a “continuous and unbounded stream in perpetual motion”.3 He also believed that the human 

brain had a tendency to generate fixed, abstract patterns from this fluidity, patterns that are always socially 

and historically contingent. Any view, including that of the stars in the sky, was therefore always making and 

remaking itself in the mind of the observer according to their individual physiology, psychology, and the 

distinct material conditions of their place and period. 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/marxist-astronomy-the-milky-way-according-to-anton-pannekoek#fn1
https://en.wikisource.org/wiki/Popular_Science_Monthly/Volume_6/February_1875/The_Personal_Equation
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/marxist-astronomy-the-milky-way-according-to-anton-pannekoek#fn2
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/marxist-astronomy-the-milky-way-according-to-anton-pannekoek#fn3
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George Barbier, La Voie Lactée, 1921. Evening gown and cape by House of Worth — Source. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:La_Voie_Lact%C3%A9e_George_Barbier_1921._Collectie_Rijksmuseum.jpg
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As technologies for image-making — such as radio telescopy and gamma-ray instruments trained on the 

Milky Way — become more advanced, mechanical objectivity does not necessarily become more trustworthy. 

“[T]he history of astronomy has been commonly narrated through the technologically determined progression 

of better and increased vision”, writes Anya Ventura.4 Yet because these technologies rely on a form of data 

gathering beyond the faculty of the human senses, there are always additional processes needed to transform 

their findings into something we can experience. These processes, often excluded from the public-facing 

narrative, are shot through with subjective decisions. The rich milky vistas of turquoise, rust, violet, and 

crimson that populate NASA’s first Hubble telescope photos, for example, were artificially coloured, much to 

the disappointment of a public who felt they had been “tricked”. The Hubble website responded that artificial 

colours allow viewers “to visualize what ordinarily could never be seen by the human eye”. As Lorraine J. 

Daston and Peter Galison have argued, scientific imaging’s objectivity rests on a construction of the naked 

eye as deeply unreliable.5 

Pannekoek’s drawings, by contrast, produced during a period in which the mechanical eye was overtaking the 

traditional role of handwork in astronomical observation, represent an alternate current in astronomical 

image-making — one that does not shy away from the inherently contested and personal nature of viewing 

space, but builds this contestation into its very method. This way of doing science does not deny its 

embeddedness in the material and historical conditions of living on earth. 

Born in the Netherlands in 1873, twenty-five years after the publication of The Communist Manifesto, 

Pannekoek studied mathematics and physics at Leiden University, publishing his first paper on the Milky 

Way while still a student. He became interested in socialism upon reading Edward Bellamy’s utopian 

novel Equality (1897), after which he began to study the philosophies of Karl Marx and Joseph Dietzgen. His 

scientific and political careers proved difficult to reconcile, and he eventually left his job at the observatory 

after he was reprimanded for supporting a strike. Deciding to devote his life to revolutionary politics, he 

moved to Berlin and then Bremen, where he published widely, often with a pseudonym, and taught classes on 

historical materialism at schools founded by the German Social Democratic Party (SPD). 

He had an intercontinental reach: in the years before World War I, Pannekoek’s name was familiar “to many 

American Socialists when Lenin and Trotsky were virtually unknown”, notes Theodore Draper.6 After World 

War II, disillusioned with the communist states, he became one of the main proponents of council 

communism, a current of thought that opposed state socialism, and instead advocated for a revolution led by 

the workers’ councils. Despite receiving a favourable treatment in Lenin’s The State and Revolution (1917), 

Pannekoek is perhaps best remembered politically for his 1938 Lenin als Philosoph (Lenin as Philosopher), 

which critiques the revolutionary’s belief in “the reality of abstractions”.7 

 

https://www.nature.com/articles/d41586-019-01155-0
https://www.nasa.gov/press-release/nasa-selects-gamma-ray-telescope-to-chart-milky-way-evolution/
https://anyaventura.com/Pretty-Pictures
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/marxist-astronomy-the-milky-way-according-to-anton-pannekoek#fn4
https://www.nbcnews.com/id/wbna35931426
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/marxist-astronomy-the-milky-way-according-to-anton-pannekoek#fn5
https://archive.org/details/equality00belluoft
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/marxist-astronomy-the-milky-way-according-to-anton-pannekoek#fn6
https://www.marxists.org/archive/pannekoe/1947/workers-councils.htm
https://www.marxists.org/archive/pannekoe/1947/workers-councils.htm
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/marxist-astronomy-the-milky-way-according-to-anton-pannekoek#fn7
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Pannekoek during his Berlin years, ca. 1908 — Source. 

https://geheugen.delpher.nl/nl/geheugen/view/anton-pannekoek?coll=ngvn&maxperpage=36&page=1&query=Anton+Pannekoek&identifier=IISG01%3AADV10552402
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A 1906 photograph taken to commemorate the launch of a school by the German Social Democratic Party, 

featuring Pannekoek (far left) — Source. 

Pannekoek returned from Germany at the start of World War I and found himself once again at Leiden 

University where he gradually resumed teaching duties. After a change in the university's directorship, 

Pannekoek’s name was eventually put forward for vice-director of the observatory, but his known communist 

activities meant that the Dutch government — fearful of the tide of communist revolutions sweeping across 

Europe — vetoed the appointment, “as though his propaganda activities might be a risk to the stars”.8 In 1921, 

Pannekoek established the Institute of Astronomy at the University of Amsterdam, which bears his name 

today. 

Around the time he was first dismissed, Pannekoek had described the university’s methods as tedious and 

outdated. Astronomy at the turn of the century was committed to its self-fashioning as a “precision science”, 

and doubled down on its acknowledgement of the “personal equation” problem by building vigilance, 

monitoring, and bookkeeping into methods (William Ashworth describes this as “an accountant’s view of the 

world”).9 Pannekoek, by contrast, argued that the Milky Way was produced at the intersection of physical 

reality, the observer’s eye, and the way their mind interpreted this interplay. In A History of 

Astronomy (1951), Pannekoek asks: 

https://www.semanticscholar.org/paper/1.-Anton-Pannekoek%3A-Ways-of-Viewing-Science-and-Tai-Steen/1e30439a5e3f8767693b744009dc2ef74e474c4f/figure/2
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/marxist-astronomy-the-milky-way-according-to-anton-pannekoek#fn8
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/marxist-astronomy-the-milky-way-according-to-anton-pannekoek#fn9
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What really is the Milky Way? Exactly speaking, it is a phantom; but a phantom of so wonderful a wealth of 

structures and forms, of bright and dark shapes, that, seen on dark summer nights, it belongs to the most 

beautiful scenes which nature offers to man’s eyes. It is true that its glimmer is so faint that it disappears 

where the eye tries to fix upon it—it is perceived only by the rods, not by the cones of the retina, hence is seen 

only by indirect vision; yet, when all other glare is absent, it gives an impression of brilliant beauty.10 

 

A charcoal drawing by Władysław T. Benda, depicting the earth with Milky Way and moon, watched by a 

veiled and robed figure, ca. 1918. Benda produced this image to accompany Maurice Maeterlinck’s “The 

Future of Earth” — Source. 

Because of the faintness of some stars that made up the sparkling band of the Milky Way, and the 

unpredictable way in which the human eye received their light, Pannekoek believed that the brain — which 

tended towards abstraction — found its own patterns in the interplay of light and dark, and that these patterns 

would be different depending on the distinct life experiences of the observer. 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/marxist-astronomy-the-milky-way-according-to-anton-pannekoek#fn10
https://www.loc.gov/item/2010715099/
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Pannekoek devised a method to produce what he termed the “mean subjective image” of the Milky Way, 

which was comprised of multiple, layered perspectives. To achieve this, he collected accounts of the Milky 

Way perceived by several other observers, initially as written descriptions (believing that sketches were more 

likely to lose their accuracy in the act of drawing), and later also as extra-focal photographs, where the plate 

was intentionally placed outside of the focal plane so that light was distributed more fully, mimicking the way 

astronomical light is perceived by human eyes. Both the written accounts and extra-focal photographs were 

translated into “isophotic maps”, which correspond to the intensity of light, similar to how topographical 

maps capture the height of terrain. A line was drawn around an area of equal luminous intensity. Each line 

was then ascribed a value. The mean subjective image was produced by finding the numerical average of each 

shaded line. Once the average had been calculated, the maps were made into drawings by Pannekoek himself. 

 

A table from Pannekoek’s Die nördliche Milchstrasse (1920), merging his own luminosity data with 

observations by three other observers — Cornelis Easton, Otto Boeddicker, and Julius Schmidt — which was 

used to create the “mean subjective” images — Source. 

http://articles.adsabs.harvard.edu/pdf/1929AnLei..11D...1A
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An isophotic map (left) with its “mean subjective image” (right), from Pannekoek’s Die nördliche 

Milchstrasse (1920). Both images depict the same region of the northern Milky Way, but the right image 

averages Pannekoek’s observations with the recordings of several other astronomical observers — Source. 

From today’s perspective, there is something deeply alien about Pannekoek’s inverse maps of the Milky Way. 

The shadow at once carefully contoured and vague, like the marks a crumpled bedsheet might leave on 

morning skin. They are naturalistic but not photorealistic, because the method of their production involves a 

distrust of the photographic eye’s supposed objectivity. These images address themselves towards something 

that is inevitably elusive — an “average” of various human and mechanical visions — and yet they do so with 

intense care and rigour. 

Working at a time when all industries were increasingly mechanised, Pannekoek did not necessarily champion 

the replacement of written accounts with machine-based methods of perception, but instead sought some form 

of collective subjectivity by bringing together different “organic” and mechanical ways of seeing. If much of 

the history of post-Enlightenment techno-science can be explained as the quest to mechanise vision in order to 

increase its precision and accuracy, then Pannekoek was moving in the opposite direction, distorting the 

camera’s gaze in order to bring it into closer proximity with human sight. 

http://articles.adsabs.harvard.edu/pdf/1929AnLei..11D...1A
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One of Pannekoek’s “negative” charcoal drawings of the Milky Way, from his Die südliche 

Milchstrasse (1928) — Source. 

While Pannekoek strived to separate his political and scientific careers, those who have studied his work 

closely — including Omar Nasim and Chaokang Tai — observe the ways in which his political beliefs bled 

into his scientific convictions and methods. Pannekoek’s notion of the Milky Way was essentially Marxist in 

nature. In a pamphlet titled “Class Struggle and Nation” (1912), for example, he describes a version of 

historical materialism influenced by Dietzgen, which endows perception with profound importance. “The 

external world flows before the mind like an endless river, always changing; the mind registers its influences, 

it merges them, it adds them to what it had previously possessed and combines these elements.”11 Writing on 

a similar theme in 1944, Pannekoek described thoughts as “not independent entities” but instead “connections 

and interrelations” that were defined by a dynamical process of movement, and which were entangled with 

material conditions.12 For Pannekoek, then, the “mean subjective image” of the Milky Way was less a static 

https://www.researchgate.net/figure/Charcoal-Drawing-of-the-Milky-Way-by-Anton-Pannekoek_fig20_338773891
https://www.researchgate.net/profile/Chaokang-Tai
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/marxist-astronomy-the-milky-way-according-to-anton-pannekoek#fn11
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/marxist-astronomy-the-milky-way-according-to-anton-pannekoek#fn12
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average than a process that captured the dynamic nature of thought as it related to observation over time. It 

was an instant or snapshot of the wider flux that constituted all reality. 

In Anthropogenesis, Pannekoek refers to the human ability to find patterns in terms of a “smoothed average”, 

an automatic process of organisation by which sensations would influence conscious thought by “heaping up 

in the dark depths, gradually smoothing out and amalgamating”.13 This meant that the more one was trained in 

a specific discipline, the more the patterns they identified would correspond to what they had already learned. 

What Pannekoek was talking about could now be called “confirmation bias”; although in the context of a 

wider belief in the material origin of thoughts, Pannekoek was referring less to an unfortunate human 

fallibility, more to a fundamental aspect of the way we relate to the world. 

Scientific practice in the late-nineteenth and early-twentieth centuries was still largely funded by private 

wealth, and an undercurrent of Social Darwinism drew a link between bourgeois upbringing and innate 

scientific talent. Pannekoek staunchly opposed this notion in Marxism and Darwinism (1909), where he tries 

to demonstrate that, although Darwinism “served as a tool to the bourgeoisie in their struggle against the 

feudal class”, in reality, Marxism and Darwinism “form one unit” (for Marx, Darwin’s work introduced 

dialectical thinking into the natural sciences, troubling previous conceptions of the “natural order” as a fixed, 

stable chain).14 As Tai argues, Pannekoek also rejected the commonly held nineteenth-century idea that 

scientists possessed “excellent vision” (an innate knack for observing things exactly as they existed in the real 

world).15 Pannekoek’s belief in the material foundations of ideas meant anyone could learn to practice 

science. If the tools to do so were owned by the proletariat rather than liberal scientific institutions, then 

science would no longer be dominated by the bourgeoisie. “In a capitalist society”, Pannekoek wrote, 

“[science] is the privilege and the specialty of a separate class, the intellectual middle class”, whereas “in a 

communist society all will partake of scientific knowledge”.16 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/marxist-astronomy-the-milky-way-according-to-anton-pannekoek#fn13
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/marxist-astronomy-the-milky-way-according-to-anton-pannekoek#fn14
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/marxist-astronomy-the-milky-way-according-to-anton-pannekoek#fn15
https://www.marxists.org/archive/pannekoe/1935/10/intellectuals.htm
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/marxist-astronomy-the-milky-way-according-to-anton-pannekoek#fn16
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The cover of Anton Pannekoek's Marxism and Darwinism (1912) — Source. 

https://archive.org/details/marxismdarwinism00pannuoft/page/n4/mode/1up


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 579  november  2021 

 

25 

Pannekoek’s disavowal of the idea of special scientific genius did not discount the value of acquired technical 

skill. Omar Nasim has explored the way Pannekoek’s scientific practice centred on craftsmanship and 

handwork (what Nasim calls “a strong, operational presence of the hand”), highlighting how different forms 

of labour are involved in the production of scientific knowledge.17 In this sense, too, Pannekoek brought down 

to earth the mystified discipline of astronomy (which, as Nasim writes, “does not have the luxury of having its 

objects near”), highlighting the material conditions that made astronomical ideas possible.18 

Though Pannekoek lived and worked two distinct lives that he was never fully able to reconcile, he is 

increasingly remembered now as a Marxist-astronomer. The resurgence of interest in Pannekoek’s dual 

pursuit seems tied up with an increasing awareness of how science and systemic violence intersect, prompting 

the question of how we might do science differently. What might a science informed by socialist politics look 

like? And where are the Marxist scientists today? 

Modern astronomy is far from a politically benign pursuit. Its development in Europe is closely bound to the 

emergence of systems of global data collection, mapping, and standardisation that exploit material resources 

from across the globe while also positioning Europe as the intellectual centre of the world. As Alex Soojung-

Kim Pang argues in Empire and the Sun: Victorian Solar Eclipse Expeditions, astronomical research became 

a way for European countries to impose Western scientific norms and beliefs as objective truth.19 It was 

common practice for European universities to build observatories in colonies in the Southern Hemisphere, 

which offered a different view of the night sky. Pannekoek himself benefitted particularly from colonial 

infrastructure in Java and Sumatra, at the time part of the Dutch East Indies. Nevertheless, the philosophy 

underpinning Pannekoek’s work — when examined critically today — might be said to contribute to a current 

of scientific thinking that subtly undermines the forceful imposition of certain world-views over others that 

has largely been the legacy of colonial knowledge production. 

https://www.degruyter.com/document/doi/10.1515/9789048535002-013/html
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/marxist-astronomy-the-milky-way-according-to-anton-pannekoek#fn17
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/marxist-astronomy-the-milky-way-according-to-anton-pannekoek#fn18
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/marxist-astronomy-the-milky-way-according-to-anton-pannekoek#fn19
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An image taken during a “total solar eclipse” research trip to Sumatra, 1926, which Pannekoek joined (here he 

is seated in the second row, one person in from the left). The uniformed men in white are soldiers in the 

Netherlands Indies Colonial Army — Source. 

A dialectical view of the night sky opens up a path beyond any absolute binary between truth and falsity, 

evoking a form of scientific rigour and precision that does not aim to present itself as complete or 

incontestable. Pannekoek’s drawings therefore hark back to an earlier form of astronomy which, as Charlotte 

Bigg writes, embraced a “qualitative, literary and aesthetic approach rather than a quantitative, mathematical 

approach to phenomena”.20 By foregrounding interpretive variety, Pannekoek edges towards a more bottom-

up and decentralised way of doing science; one that has the potential to complement anti-colonial and anti-

capitalist methodologies. 

It was their quality as aesthetic objects that first captured my interest in Pannekoek’s sketches, and I’d guess 

that this is also what has helped these sketches to endure. The aesthetic realm, for Pannekoek, was a 

https://www.semanticscholar.org/paper/1.-Anton-Pannekoek%3A-Ways-of-Viewing-Science-and-Tai-Steen/1e30439a5e3f8767693b744009dc2ef74e474c4f/figure/5
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/marxist-astronomy-the-milky-way-according-to-anton-pannekoek#fn20
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manifestation of the way in which the human mind is able to build order out of the disorder of the cosmos. As 

Johan Hartle writes: “This idea of a profound isomorphism between cosmic order, nature, human society, and 

even the individual subject. . . held the promise of a society based on a self-regulating system of material 

forces”.21 The Milky Way images, then, are not images of the sky so much as cosmic mirrors for the human 

subject, revealing the interplay between the individual and the collective, between thought and matter, and the 

deep correspondence between art, science, and politics. 

Public Domain Works 

• Die Nördliche Milchstrasse 

Anton Pannekoek1920 

o NASA Astrophysics Data System(JPG pages) 

o NASA Astrophysics Data System(PDF) 

TEXTS 

• “Class Struggle and Nation” 

Anton Pannekoek1912 

o Marxists Internet Archive 

TEXTS 

• Marxism and Darwinism 

Anton Pannekoek1913 

o Internet Archive 

TEXTS 

• “On the Necessity of Further Researches on the Milky Way” 

Anton Pannekoek1897 

o NASA Astrophysics Data System(JPG pages) 

o NASA Astrophysics Data System(PDF) 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/marxist-astronomy-the-milky-way-according-to-anton-pannekoek#fn21
http://articles.adsabs.harvard.edu/full/1929AnLei..11D...1A
http://articles.adsabs.harvard.edu/pdf/1929AnLei..11D...1A
https://www.marxists.org/archive/pannekoe/1912/nation.htm
https://archive.org/details/marxismanddarwi00weisgoog
http://adsabs.harvard.edu/full/1897PA......5..395P
http://adsabs.harvard.edu/pdf/1897PA......5..395P
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TEXTS 

• “The Position and Significance of J. Dietzgen’s Philosophical Works” 

Anton Pannekoek1902 

o Marxists Internet Archive 

TEXTS 

• “The Destruction of Nature” 

Anton Pannekoek1909 

o Marxists Internet Archive 

TEXTS 

Further Reading 

• Empire and the Sun: Victorian Solar Eclipse Expeditions 

By Alex Soojung-Kim Pang 

Astronomy was a popular and important part of Victorian science, and British astronomers carried telescopes 

and spectroscopes to remote areas of India, the Great Plains of North America, and islands in the Caribbean 

and Pacific to watch the sun eclipsed by the moon. Examining the rich interplay between science, culture, and 

British imperial society in the late nineteenth century, this book shows how the organization and conduct of 

scientific fieldwork was structured by contemporary politics and culture, and how rapid and profound changes 

in the organization of science, advances in photography, and new printing technology remade the character of 

scientific observation. 

More Info and Buy 

https://www.marxists.org/archive/pannekoe/1902/dietzgen.htm
https://www.marxists.org/archive/pannekoe/1909/nature.htm
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0804739250/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0804739250/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
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• A History of Astronomy 

By Anton Pannekoek 

The history of astronomy consists of the growth of man’s concept of his world. The study of the cosmos 

became an essential part of the history of human culture, an adventure of the mind. In this well-balanced 

account of that adventure, the author is at pains to relate the development of astronomy to the social and 

cultural background in which it is nurtured. Thus, the effect of changes in political conditions, the influence of 

geography, and the growth of industry and of communications methods are clearly and incisively described. 

More Info and Buy 

 

• Anton Pannekoek: Ways of Viewing Science and Society 

Edited by Chaokang Tai, Bart van der Steen, and Jeroen van Dongen 

Anton Pannekoek (1873–1960), prominent astronomer and world-renowned socialist theorist, stood at the 

nexus of the revolutions in politics, science and the arts of the early twentieth century. His astronomy was 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/0486659941/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0486659941/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0486659941/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0486659941/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0486659941/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/9462984344/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0804739250/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0486659941/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0486659941/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 579  november  2021 

 

30 

uniquely visual and highly innovative, while his politics were radical. Anton Pannekoek: Ways of Viewing 

Science and Society collects essays on Pannekoek and his contemporaries at the crossroads of political 

history, the history of science and art history. 

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. 

The works of Anton Pannekoek are not yet in the public domain in countries which follow a copyright term of 

“life plus 70 years” (e.g. UK and most EU member states), and only those works published prior to 1926 are 

public domain in the US. 

Lauren Collee is a writer and doctoral researcher looking at the Dark Sky movement at Goldsmiths, 

University of London. Her essays and short fiction have been published in Real Life Mag, Another 

Gaze, Overland Journal, Uneven Earth, and more. 

 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/marxist-astronomy-the-milky-way-according-to-anton-pannekoek  

https://www.amazon.com/dp/9462984344/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://publicdomainreview.org/shop/pdr-recommends
https://www.amazon.com/dp/9462984344/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
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What Becoming a Parent Really Does to Your Happiness 

Research has found that having children is terrible for quality of life—but the truth about what parenthood 

means for happiness is a lot more complicated. 

By Paul Bloom 

Christopher Anderson / Magnum 

Few choices are more important than whether to have children, and psychologists and other social scientists 

have worked to figure out what having kids means for happiness. Some of the most prominent scholars in the 

field have argued that if you want to be happy, it’s best to be childless. Others have pushed back, pointing out 

https://www.theatlantic.com/author/paul-bloom/
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that a lot depends on who you are and where you live. But a bigger question is also at play: What if the 

rewards of having children are different from, and deeper than, happiness? 

This article was adapted from Bloom’s new book, The 

Sweet Spot.(Ecco) 

The early research is decisive: Having kids is bad for quality of life. In one study, the psychologist Daniel 

Kahneman and his colleagues asked about 900 employed women to report, at the end of each day, every one 

of their activities and how happy they were when they did them. They recalled being with their children as 

less enjoyable than many other activities, such as watching TV, shopping, or preparing food. Other studies 

find that when a child is born, parents experience a decrease in happiness that doesn’t go away for a long 

time, in addition to a drop in marital satisfaction that doesn’t usually recover until the children leave the 

house. As the Harvard professor Dan Gilbert puts it, “The only symptom of empty nest syndrome is nonstop 

smiling.” 

After all, having children, particularly when they are young, involves financial struggle, sleep deprivation, 

and stress. For mothers, there is also in many cases the physical strain of pregnancy and breastfeeding. And 

children can turn a cheerful and loving romantic partnership into a zero-sum battle over who gets to sleep and 

work and who doesn’t. As the Atlantic staff writer Jennifer Senior notes in her book, All Joy and No Fun, 

https://bookshop.org/a/12476/9780062910561
https://bookshop.org/a/12476/9780062910561
https://pubmed.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/15576620/
https://psycnet.apa.org/record/2011-25189-001
https://onlinelibrary.wiley.com/doi/10.1111/j.1741-3737.2003.00574.x
https://news.harvard.edu/gazette/story/2013/02/money-marriage-kids/
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children provoke a couple’s most frequent arguments—“more than money, more than work, more than in-

laws, more than annoying personal habits, communication styles, leisure activities, commitment issues, 

bothersome friends, sex.” Someone who doesn’t understand this is welcome to spend a full day with an angry 

2-year-old (or a sullen 15-year-old); they’ll find out what she means soon enough. 

But, as often happens in psychology, although some research provided simple findings—in this case, “having 

children makes you unhappy”—other efforts arrived at more complicated conclusions. For one, the happiness 

hit is worse for some people than for others. One study finds that fathers ages 26 to 62 actually get a 

happiness boost, while young or single parents suffer the greatest loss. And crucially, there are geographic 

differences. A 2016 paper looking at the happiness levels of people with and without children in 22 countries 

found that the extent to which children make you happy is influenced by whether your country has child-care 

policies such as paid parental leave. Parents from Norway and Hungary, for instance, are happier than 

childless couples in those countries—but parents from Australia and Great Britain are less happy than their 

childless peers. The country with the greatest happiness drop after you have children? The United States. 

Read: It isn’t the kids. It’s the cost of raising them. 

Children make some happy and others miserable; the rest fall somewhere in between—it depends, among 

other factors, on how old you are, whether you are a mother or a father, and where you live. But a deep puzzle 

remains: Many people would have had happier lives and marriages had they chosen not to have kids—yet 

they still describe parenthood as the “best thing they’ve ever done.” Why don’t we regret having children 

more? 

One possibility is a phenomenon called memory distortion. When we think about our past experiences, we 

tend to remember the peaks and forget the mundane awfulness in between. Senior frames it like this: “Our 

experiencing selves tell researchers that we prefer doing the dishes—or napping, or shopping, or answering 

emails—to spending time with our kids … But our remembering selves tell researchers that no one—and 

nothing—provides us with so much joy as our children. It may not be the happiness we live day to day, but 

it’s the happiness we think about, the happiness we summon and remember, the stuff that makes up our life-

tales.” 

These are plausible-enough ideas, and I don’t reject them. But other theories about why people don’t regret 

parenthood actually have nothing to do with happiness—at least not in a simple sense. 

One involves attachment. Most parents love their children, and it would seem terrible to admit that you would 

be better off if someone you loved didn’t exist. More than that, you genuinely prefer a world with your kids in 

it. This can put parents in the interesting predicament of desiring a state that doesn’t make them as happy as 

the alternative. In his book Midlife, the MIT professor Kieran Setiya expands on this point. Modifying an 

example from the philosopher Derek Parfit, he asks readers to imagine a situation in which, if you and your 

partner were to conceive a child before a certain time, the child would have a serious, though not fatal, 

medical problem, such as chronic joint pain. If you wait, the child will be healthy. For whatever reason, you 

choose not to wait. You love your child and, though he suffers, he is happy to be alive. Do you regret your 

decision? 

https://journals.sagepub.com/doi/10.1177/0956797612447798
https://pubmed.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/28082749/
https://www.theatlantic.com/family/archive/2019/02/cost-raising-kids-parents-happiness/583699/
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That’s a complicated question. Of course it would have been easier to have a kid without this condition. But if 

you’d waited, you’d have a different child, and this baby (then boy, then man) whom you love wouldn’t exist. 

It was a mistake, yes, but perhaps a mistake that you don’t regret. The attachment we have to an individual 

can supersede an overall decrease in our quality of life, and so the love we usually have toward our children 

means that our choice to bring them into existence has value above and beyond whatever effect they have on 

our happiness. 

This relates to a second point, which is that there’s more to life than happiness. When I say that raising my 

sons is the best thing I’ve ever done, I’m not saying that they gave me pleasure in any simple day-to-day 

sense, and I’m not saying that they were good for my marriage. I’m talking about something deeper, having to 

do with satisfaction, purpose, and meaning. It’s not just me. When you ask people about their life’s meaning 

and purpose, parents say that their lives have more meaning than those of nonparents. A study by the social 

psychologist Roy Baumeister and his colleagues found that the more time people spent taking care of 

children, the more meaningful they said their life was—even though they reported that their life was no 

happier. 

Raising children, then, has an uncertain connection to pleasure but may connect to other aspects of a life well 

lived, satisfying our hunger for attachment, and for meaning and purpose. The writer Zadie Smith puts it 

better than I ever could, describing having a child as a “strange admixture of terror, pain, and delight.” Smith, 

echoing the thoughts of everyone else who has seriously considered these issues, points out the risk of close 

attachments: “Isn’t it bad enough that the beloved, with whom you have experienced genuine joy, will 

eventually be lost to you? Why add to this nightmare the child, whose loss, if it ever happened, would mean 

nothing less than your total annihilation?” But this annihilation reflects the extraordinary value of such 

attachments; as the author Julian Barnes writes of grief, quoting a friend, “It hurts just as much as it is worth.” 

 

This article was adapted from Paul Bloom’s new book, The Sweet Spot: The Pleasures of Suffering and the 

Search for Meaning. 

The Sweet Spot: The Pleasures of Suffering and the Search for MeaningPAUL BLOOM, ECCO 

BUY BOOK 

All Joy and No Fun: The Paradox of Modern ParenthoodJENNIFER SENIOR, ECCO 

BUY BOOK 

Midlife: A Philosophical GuideKIERAN SETIYA, PRINCETON UNIVERSITY PRESS 

BUY BOOK 

When you buy a book using a link on this page, we receive a commission. Thank you for supporting The 

Atlantic. 

https://www.tandfonline.com/doi/abs/10.1080/17439760.2013.830764
https://www.tandfonline.com/doi/abs/10.1080/17439760.2013.830764
https://www.nybooks.com/articles/2011/04/07/sorrow-there-no-remedy/
https://bookshop.org/a/12476/9780062910561
https://bookshop.org/a/12476/9780062910561
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Paul Bloom is a contributing writer for The Atlantic. He is a Professor of Psychology at the University of 

Toronto and the Brooks and Suzanne Ragen Professor Emeritus of Psychology at Yale University. His latest 

book is The Sweet Spot: The Pleasures of Suffering and the Search for Meaning. 

 

https://www.theatlantic.com/family/archive/2021/11/does-having-kids-make-you-happy/620576/  

https://www.theatlantic.com/author/paul-bloom/
https://bookshop.org/a/12476/9780062910561


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 579  november  2021 

 

36 

Blue Floats Away: A Tender Illustrated Fable About Our Capacity for Change, Told Through the 

Story of Water 

In praise of our unfathomed capacity to experience beautiful new things beyond our habitual ideas of the 

possible. 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1419744232/braipick-20
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“The things we want are transformative, and we don’t know or only think we know what is on the other side 

of that transformation,” Rebecca Solnit wrote in her unsurpassable Field Guide to Getting Lost. 

This might be the greatest challenge of our consciousness — that when life beckons us to broaden our inner 

landscapes of possibility, it calls on us to choose experiences the transformative power of which we might not 

be able to recognize and desire with the yet-untransformed self, and so we might not choose to have them. 

(Philosophers have explored this paradoxical blind spot to transformative experiences in an elegant thought 

experiment known as the vampire problem.) 

But this might also be the most hopeful aspect of our consciousness — that we know ourselves only 

incompletely; that the life we have is only a subset of our possible life; that we are capable of having 

experiences which profoundly transform how we live our lives in this house of sinew and soul, transforming 

in the process the very texture of who we believe ourselves to be. 

This paradox of transformation comes alive with uncommon tenderness, through a singular lens — the 

science and poetics of Earth’s water cycle — in Blue Floats Away (public library) by Travis Jonker, an 

elementary school librarian by day and an author by night, and Grant Snider, an orthodontist by day and an 

artist (yes, that artist) by night. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/08/04/field-guide-to-getting-lost-rebecca-solnit/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/09/13/transformative-experience-vampire-problem/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1419744232/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/blue-floats-away/oclc/1244438345&referer=brief_results
https://explore.brainpickings.org/tagged/grant-snider
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1419744232/braipick-20
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Little Blue is an iceberg youngster suddenly separated from his parents and sent adrift on his own from the 

North Pole into the wide oceanic unknown. 

 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1419744232/braipick-20
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http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1419744232/braipick-20
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http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1419744232/braipick-20
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http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1419744232/braipick-20
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Along the way, Little Blue gets to know the open waters of the world, discovers “new things, beautiful 

things,” makes new friends with boats and sharks and the Moon. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1419744232/braipick-20


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 579  november  2021 

 

43 

 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1419744232/braipick-20
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But just as he begins understanding the currents and devising a way to ride them back home, the unimaginable 

happens — Little Blue melts into the tropical waters and becomes part of the ocean. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1419744232/braipick-20
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Then, just as unimaginably, as the equatorial heat turns water to vapor, Little Blue is transformed once again 

— into a joyous little cloud. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1419744232/braipick-20
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Soon, Blue began to see things. 

New things. 

Beautiful things. 

Floating far above the ocean, he learns about the compass directions and he marvels at the aurora borealis as 

he drifts poleward across the night sky. 

And then, as the air grows colder and the latitude higher, Little Blue suddenly starts growing bigger and 

bigger, until snowflakes begin to shed from him as the winds return him to his original Northern homeland. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1419744232/braipick-20
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http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1419744232/braipick-20
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Although the story ends on the classic happy-ending note of a fairy tale — Little Blue, in his cloud 

embodiment, is reunited with his parents — Jonker takes care to cast no false enchantment. On the final page, 

an author’s note details the science of Earth’s increasingly precarious water cycle and urges the young reader 

to counter climate change with daily actions that even a child could take — those seemingly simple but 

profound transformations of habit on the individual level that, across the sweep of time and generations, shape 

the transformation of consciousness on the civilizational level. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1419744232/braipick-20
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Complement Blue Floats Away with Ellen Meloy on water as a portal to transcendence and What Color Is 

Night — Snider’s solo serenade to the nocturnal blues — then revisit the world’s most poetic marine biologist 

on the ocean and the meaning of life. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2021/09/14/blue-floats-away/?mc_cid=0568f03430&mc_eid=d1c16ac662   

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1419744232/braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/2021/08/10/ellen-meloy-turquoise-water/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/12/10/what-color-is-night-grant-snider/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/12/10/what-color-is-night-grant-snider/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2021/06/07/rachel-carson-the-edge-of-the-sea/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2021/09/14/blue-floats-away/?mc_cid=0568f03430&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1419744232/braipick-20
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H. G. Wells and the Uncertainties of Progress 

By Peter J. Bowler 

In addition to the numerous pioneering works of science fiction by which he made his name, H. G. Wells also 

published a steady stream of non-fiction meditations, mainly focused on themes salient to his stories: the 

effects of technology, human folly, and the idea of progress. As Peter J. Bowler explores, for Wells the notion 

of a better future was riddled with complexities. 

 

https://publicdomainreview.org/contributors#peter-j-bowler
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Detail from March of Intellect (ca. 1828), a satirical cartoon by William Heath, featuring fanciful future 

applications of contemporary technology, but including the prescient vacuum tube for travel. Across the top 

of the print (cropped out here) it reads "Lord how this world improves as we grow older" — Source. 

H. G. Wells worried constantly about the future of humanity. While he hoped for progress in human affairs, 

he was only too well aware that it was not inevitable and might not be sustained. Throughout his career he 

celebrated the technological developments that were revolutionizing life but feared they might lead to 

eventual degeneration or, as came to pass in 1914, a catastrophic war. He was also aware that there were 

disagreements over what would actually count as progress. Providing everyone with the benefits of modern 

industry might not be enough, especially as continued technological innovation would require the constant 

remodeling of society. Progressive steps introducing entirely new functions were episodic, open-ended and 

unpredictable, in both biological and social evolution. These uncertainties were compounded by a realization 

that, where technological innovation was concerned, it was virtually impossible to predict future inventions or 

what their long-term consequences might be. Even if progress continued, it would be much more open-ended 

than advocates of the traditional idea of progress had imagined.1 

For Wells the most basic level of uncertainty arose from the fear that the human race might not sustain its 

current rate of development. In his 1895 story “The Time Machine” he imagined his time traveler projected 

through eras of future progress: “I saw great and splendid architecture rising about me, more massive than any 

buildings of our time, and yet, as it seemed, built of glimmer and mist.”2 But the time traveler ends up in a 

world brought down by social division and degeneration. The brutal Morlocks are the descendants of the 

industrial workers, while the childlike Eloi are the remnants of the leisured upper classes. This prediction was 

based on his zoologist friend E. Ray Lankester’s extension of the Darwinian theory. Lankester argued that 

because evolution works by adapting populations to their environment, progress is not inevitable and any 

species that adapts itself to a less active and hence less challenging way of life will degenerate.3 Here was the 

model for a more complex vision of progress in which any advance would depend on the circumstances of the 

time and could not be predicted on the basis of previous trends. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:A_futuristic_vision_Wellcome_V0041098.jpg
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/h-g-wells-and-the-uncertainties-of-progress#fn1
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/h-g-wells-and-the-uncertainties-of-progress#fn2
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/h-g-wells-and-the-uncertainties-of-progress#fn3
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Illustration by Eric Pape from the first American edition of H. G. Wells' The War in the Air (1908) — Source. 

https://archive.org/details/warinairparticul00well_0/page/n11
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The Darwinian viewpoint is more clearly visible in Wells’ hugely successful non-fiction work The Outline of 

History, originally published in fortnightly parts in 1920. The survey starts from the development of life on 

earth and the evolution of the human species. Progress had certainly happened both in evolution and in human 

history from the Stone Age onward, but Wells shows that there was no predetermined upward trend. His 

exposure to the Darwinian vision of biological evolution (which continued in his collaboration with Julian 

Huxley to produce The Science of Life some years later) showed him that there were multiple ways of 

achieving a more complex biological structure — or a more complex society. Truly progressive steps in both 

areas were sporadic, unpredictable, and open-ended. When progress did occur in human society, Wells was 

certain that the driving force was rational thinking, science, and technological innovation. Yet history showed 

how all too often the benefits of creativity had been undermined by conservatism and social tensions, 

culminating in the disaster of the Great War.4 

Wells was elaborating a new and less deterministic version of the idea of progress. Nineteenth-century 

society’s faith in the inevitability of progress had been misplaced, not just because it underestimated 

obstacles, but because it had assumed an oversimplified model of how development must take place. 

Whatever their differing views of the goal to be achieved, the thinkers of the previous generation — including 

the Marxists, who Wells admired to some extent — had all visualized history as the ascent of a ladder of 

developmental stages leading to a final utopia. Darwinism showed that the history of life was best represented 

by a branching tree, not a ladder, and Wells now saw that human history too led to many differing forms of 

complex society. And, just as the great “breakthroughs” in animal evolution had often come from 

insignificant beginnings, the most important advances in human history were not best characterized as 

continuations of previous trends. Wells takes the modern synthesis of science and technology, which he sees 

as emerging primarily in Europe, as a case in point. For most of its history, Europe had not been at the 

forefront of progress, yet its development of modern science and industry had catapulted it into world 

dominance. Wells openly compared this to the evolution of the originally insignificant mammals during the 

age of the dinosaurs.5 

This modern breakthrough had been achieved in only one branch of the divergent tree of cultural evolution, a 

branch that had not been in the mainstream and was by no means the most advanced at the time. Wells was 

not the only thinker at this time to argue that the emergence of science in Europe could not have been 

predicted on the basis of previous historical trends. Alfred North Whitehead made the same point, suggesting 

that without this unlikely breakthrough, humanity might have remained stagnant for untold ages to 

come.6 Whitehead saw the rise of modern science as a philosophical development that did not become 

associated with technological invention until the nineteenth century. Wells argued that the underlying cause of 

Europe’s rise to world dominance was its isolated geographical position, which had encouraged the age of 

maritime exploration. Unlike the great empires of the past, Europe faced the unusual challenge of a geography 

dictated not by the land but by the sea — it faced outward to the Atlantic and beyond. The result was a culture 

that eventually promoted not just an industrial revolution but what Wells called a “mechanical revolution” — 

especially the invention of new sources of power including steam and electricity. For Wells it heralded “a new 

thing in human experience … such a change in human life as to constitute a fresh phase of history.”7 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/h-g-wells-and-the-uncertainties-of-progress#fn4
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/h-g-wells-and-the-uncertainties-of-progress#fn5
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/h-g-wells-and-the-uncertainties-of-progress#fn6
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/h-g-wells-and-the-uncertainties-of-progress#fn7
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Schematic from Wells' The Outline of History (1921), showing the rise of Europe, and the "mechanical 

revolution" leading to, writ in huge letters along the bottom, "The Great War" – Source. (See bigger 

version here) 

This kind of development, however, brought problems with it. The outburst of scientific and technological 

innovation was taking place in a society that had still not transcended the limitations of traditional culture and 

politics. Technology was misused for military purposes, and the Great War illustrated its potentially 

catastrophic consequences. In the years before war broke out, Wells had been one of the first to realize that 

new technologies such as aviation would make future conflicts even more devastating. This was the theme of 

his novel The War in the Air of 1908, while The World Set Free of 1914 predicted not only a new source of 

power derived from the latest discoveries of atomic physics, but also an atomic bomb. In the post-war era 

Wells was one of many worrying that the next war might destroy civilization altogether. His futuristic 1933 

novel The Shape of Things to Come described the outbreak of a war that reduces most of the world to 

savagery. Yet Wells retained the hope that a small coterie of technocrats led by the aviation experts would 

survive and ultimately recreate society along more rational lines, ushering in the age of true progress. 

Humanity finally escapes the shackles imposed by the old cultural values.8 

As to what form the hoped-for future society would take, Wells had very definite plans. The book promoted 

his long-standing campaign for a rationally ordered World State that would ensure the fruits of technological 

https://archive.org/details/outlineofhistory00well
https://live.staticflickr.com/65535/48132891351_e8902be0c5_b.jpg
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/h-g-wells-and-the-uncertainties-of-progress#fn8
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innovation were fairly distributed. He was no democrat, however, and saw this being driven by the activities 

of an elite group, the “scientific samurai”, who appear as the aviators who transform the world in The Shape 

of Things to Come. He appreciated that simply giving everyone material plenty might not be enough to satisfy 

their emotional needs. At first he seems to have thought along quasi-religious lines, imagining humanity 

achieving an almost spiritual unity. But in his screenplay for the Alexander Korda film Things to Come, based 

loosely on the book, he adds a concluding episode in which the prospect of spreading a transformed human 

race out into the cosmos by space travel offers a materialistic equivalent of religion, something that will give 

our lives an ultimate purpose. Even here, though, there is a threat that conservative thinkers will not approve 

of this disturbance to their predictable lives. In the final scenes a mob tries to destroy the giant gun that is 

about to fire the young cosmonauts into space (here Wells pays homage to Jules Verne). The leader of the 

“samurai” gestures to the heavens and offers us a choice: “All the universe or nothing … Which shall it be?” 

and the scene fades out to the caption “WHITHER MANKIND?”9 

 

Still from the ending of Alexander Korda's Things to Come (1936), the leader of the “samurai” shown fading 

into the stars after his final speech — Source. (Not public domain) 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/h-g-wells-and-the-uncertainties-of-progress#fn9
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=KRRXtymX50U
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The suggestion that the World State will want to expand its activities into space points to another important 

component of Wells’ new vision of progress. He realized that once technological innovation becomes the 

driving force, there can be no static future utopia as previous manifestations of the idea of progress had 

imagined. Invention would continue and society would have to keep adjusting in response. Now that the genie 

of science-driven technology was out of the bottle, Wells became acutely aware that it would be hard to 

predict future inventions, and hard to foresee the consequences of those that succeeded. A truly rational 

society would need to take this into account and plan accordingly. 

The element of unpredictability had become obvious in the early years of the century. Wells realised that the 

military applications of aviation might checkmate the hopes of optimists that rapid global transport would 

encourage world unity. This was in The War in the Air, which somewhat curiously opens with the depiction 

of a world in which surface transport has already been transformed by the gyroscopic monorail invented by 

Louis Brennan. The monorail can cross chasms and seas on a single cable. Wells predicted its success, but in 

the real world the invention, although tested, never came into use. 

Wells was also confronted with the difficulty of predicting the effects of new technologies in other areas. In 

another novel, The Sleeper Awakes, he drew on the American experience with skyscrapers to imply that soon 

we would all be living in giant mega-cities roofed over against the elements.10 But only a year later 

his Anticipations, a more serious effort at prediction, suggested that the invention of the electric train and the 

automobile would allow for “The Diffusion of the Great Cities” as the population moves out into suburbs. For 

Wells, we cannot predict the new technologies that will emerge from scientific discoveries, and from the ever-

widening plethora of new inventions we cannot be sure which will actually be successful in the marketplace. 

Rival technologies will pull society in different directions, and it is hard to be sure which will triumph in the 

industrial struggle for existence. The speed of change is also hard to predict. In a later edition 

of Anticipations, Wells confessed that his original suggestion that aviation would not become commonplace 

until 1950 had turned out to be hopelessly pessimistic.11 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/h-g-wells-and-the-uncertainties-of-progress#fn10
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/h-g-wells-and-the-uncertainties-of-progress#fn11
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"Graham's Escape", an illustration by Henri Lanos for H. G. Wells' When the Sleeper Wakes (1899), the 

earlier version of The Sleeper Awakes (1910) — Source. 

Even when a new technology starts to catch on, it may be hard to imagine what the consequences of its 

success will be. In a 1932 radio talk, Wells used the example of the growing chaos on the roads to point out 

how difficult it had been to foresee the consequences of making motor cars available to a wider public when 

they were first introduced. It was now obvious that the road network would have to be redesigned to cope 

with the increased traffic. He called for the universities to have “Professors of Foresight” to grapple with the 

unintended consequences posed by future inventions.12 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:%27When_the_Sleeper_Wakes%27_by_Henri_Lanos_06.jpg
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/h-g-wells-and-the-uncertainties-of-progress#fn12
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The historian Philip Blom calls the early twentieth century the “vertigo years”, when everyday life was 

transformed by a bewildering array of new technologies.13 Wells realized that this state of uncertainty would 

continue indefinitely, making it virtually impossible even for the enthusiasts to predict what would emerge. 

The technophiles hail their innovations as the driving force of progress, but they do not always foresee what 

will be invented — or what the ultimate effects on society will be. This is a situation we are acutely aware of 

today: few, if any, could have anticipated the impact of computers and the digital revolution, and we are only 

gradually becoming aware that these innovations have not brought us unalloyed benefits. The range of 

technologies that have turned out to have harmful side effects is now legion, a situation that Wells himself 

anticipated. 

Public Domain Works 

• Other works by H. G. Wells 

H. G. Wells 

o Internet Archive 

o Project Gutenberg 

o Wikisource 

• The War in the Air 

H. G. Wells1908 

o Internet Archive 

o Project Gutenberg 

• The Outline of History 

H. G. Wells1921 

o Internet Archive 

o Project Gutenberg 

• Anticipations 

H. G. Wells1902 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/h-g-wells-and-the-uncertainties-of-progress#fn13
https://archive.org/search.php?query=creator%3A%22Wells%2C+H.+G.+%28Herbert+George%29%2C+1866-1946%22&and%5b%5d=mediatype%3A%22texts%22
https://www.gutenberg.org/ebooks/author/30
https://en.wikisource.org/wiki/Author:Herbert_George_Wells
https://archive.org/details/warinairparticul00well_0/page/n11
https://www.gutenberg.org/ebooks/780
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o Internet Archive 

o Project Gutenberg 

Further Reading 

• A History of the Future: Prophets of Progress from H. G. Wells to Isaac Asimov 

By Peter J. Bowler 

In this wide-ranging survey, Peter J. Bowler explores the phenomenon of futurology: predictions about the 

future development and impact of science and technology on society and culture in the twentieth century. 

Utilising science fiction, popular science literature and the novels of the literary elite, Bowler highlights 

contested responses to the potential for revolutionary social change brought about by real and imagined 

scientific innovations. 

More Info and Buy 

 

• Experiment in Autobiography - Discoveries and Conclusions of a Very Ordinary Brain (since 

1866) 

By H. G. Wells 

https://archive.org/details/anticipationsofr00welliala/page/n3
https://www.gutenberg.org/ebooks/19229
https://www.amazon.com/dp/1316602621/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/1316602621/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/1473333008/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/1473333008/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/1316602621/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
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First published in 1934, this is Wells’ own account of his life: from his childhood, school days, and struggle 

to make money, to his eventual literary success, and latter occupation as a prophet of socialism. A fascinating 

and unique look into the life and mind of this seminal author. 

More Info and Buy   

• The H. G. Wells Collection 

By H. G. Wells 

Collected together here are seven of the most iconic novels of H. G. Wells, the father of science fiction 

himself: The Invisible Man, The Time Machine, The Island of Doctor Moreau, The War of the Worlds, The 

First Men in the Moon, When the Sleeper Wakes, and The World Set Free. 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. 

Peter J. Bowler is Professor emeritus of the History of Science at Queen's University, Belfast. In addition to 

a number of books on the history of biology — including Fossils and Progress (Science History Publications, 

1976) and The Eclipse of Darwinism (Johns Hopkins University Press, 1983) — most recently he has 

published A History of the Future: Prophets of Progress from H. G. Wells to Isaac Asimov (Cambridge 

University Press, 2017) 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/h-g-wells-and-the-uncertainties-of-progress 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/1473333008/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/1789505488/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/1789505488/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://publicdomainreview.org/shop/pdr-recommends
https://www.amazon.com/dp/1316602621/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/h-g-wells-and-the-uncertainties-of-progress
https://www.amazon.com/dp/1473333008/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
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The Autumn Morning 

by C.S. Lewis 

 

The Autumn Morning is featured in Lewis's poetry collection, Spirits in Bondage (1919), his first published 

book. 

 

ForestWander, Autumn foliage morning fog, 2011 

See! the pale autumn dawn 

     Is faint, upon the lawn 

       That lies in powdered white 

           Of hoar-frost dight 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/cs-lewis
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     And now from tree to tree 

     The ghostly mist we see 

       Hung like a silver pall 

           To hallow all. 

 

     It wreathes the burdened air 

     So strangely everywhere 

       That I could almost fear 

           This silence drear 

 

     Where no one song-bird sings 

     And dream that wizard things 

       Mighty for hate or love 

           Were close above. 

 

     White as the fog and fair 

     Drifting through the middle air 

       In magic dances dread 

           Over my head. 

 

     Yet these should know me too 
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     Lover and bondman true, 

       One that has honoured well 

           The mystic spell 

 

     Of earth's most solemn hours 

     Wherein the ancient powers 

       Of dryad, elf, or faun 

           Or leprechaun 

 

     Oft have their faces shown 

     To me that walked alone 

       Seashore or haunted fen 

           Or mountain glen 

 

     Wherefore I will not fear 

     To walk the woodlands sere 

       Into this autumn day 

           Far, far away. 

 

The Autumn Morning was featured as The Short Story of the Day on Sun, Sep 22, 2019 

https://americanliterature.com/author/cs-lewis/poem/the-autumn-morning 

https://americanliterature.com/short-story-of-the-day
https://americanliterature.com/author/cs-lewis/poem/the-autumn-morning
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Managers, Your Employees Don’t Want to Be Facebook ‘Friends’ 

27 SEP 2021|by Rachel Kim Raczka 

Want your colleagues to see your Vegas vacation photos? Research by Lakshmi Ramarajan and colleagues 

offers reasons to think twice about connecting with people you manage on social media. 

For the most part, social media is what you make it. You choose whom to keep tabs on, who can follow you 

back, what you “like,” and which snippets of your life you reveal. But what if those carefully curated 

depictions are suddenly on the table at your next quarterly review with your manager? 

It can be challenging to navigate the boundaries between our workplace and personal lives, causing us to 

weigh whether to bring a plus-one to the office party or keep a family photo on our desk. But social media 

adds a whole new level of complexity, and today many employees are hesitant to “friend” colleagues and 

managers online, fearing that the connection could come with career risks, according to a recent study in 

the Academy of Management Journal. 

The study—OMG! My Boss Just Friended Me: How Evaluations of Colleagues’ Disclosure, Gender, and 

Rank Shape Personal/Professional Boundary Blurring Online—was coauthored by Nancy P. Rothbard, David 

Pottruck Professor of Management of the Wharton School of Business; Lakshmi Ramarajan, the Anna 

Spangler Nelson and Thomas C. Nelson Associate Professor of Business Administration at Harvard Business 

School; Ariane Ollier-Malaterre, Professor of Organizations and Human Resources at Université du Québec à 

Montréal; and Wharton doctoral candidate Serenity Lee. 

"SHARING INFORMATION ABOUT ONE’S PERSONAL LIFESTYLE AND BELIEFS ONLINE WITH 

THE WRONG COLLEAGUE MAY EXPOSE EMPLOYEES TO CAREER CONSEQUENCES." 

The research team says navigating boundary blurring is a “thorny issue” for employees, forcing people to 

master an important new “digital social skill”: carefully choosing to share online space with some colleagues 

and not others, and considering whether the connection will enhance their relationship—and career—or cause 

it to suffer. 

“On the one hand, letting a colleague into one’s personal world online signals an acceptance of vulnerability 

that opens up paths to a richer multiplex relationship, which may in turn facilitate collaboration and 

teamwork,” the authors write. “On the other hand, sharing information about one’s personal lifestyle and 

beliefs online with the wrong colleague may expose employees to career consequences, such as not being 

hired or promoted and being discriminated against.” 

Workers are wary of friending bosses 

Across four studies, the authors examined which colleagues we feel comfortable connecting with online—and 

which we don’t. 

https://www.hbs.edu/faculty/Pages/item.aspx?num=59684
https://www.hbs.edu/faculty/Pages/item.aspx?num=59684
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First, the research team looked at 2014 Pew Research Center survey data, showing that two-thirds of 

professionals on Facebook say they’ve connected with colleagues online. Next, they surveyed 513 full-time 

professionals working in a variety of industries in the United States. Seventy-nine percent of participants 

reported being Facebook friends with colleagues, while claiming to rarely send friend requests of their own 

and rejecting up to half of the colleague friend requests they received. 

The team then used mock Facebook profiles among a sample group to study how three key factors—gender, 

rank, and openness—played into people’s decisions about which colleagues they preferred to see online. In a 

final study, participants were asked to recall whether they connected with former and current colleagues in 

real life. 

"MAYBE YOU INVITE YOUR BOSS TO YOUR HOUSE, BUT YOU’RE NOT GOING TO INVITE THE 

BOSS TO THE VEGAS PARTY, AND THOSE ARE THE PICTURES HE’S GOING TO SEE." 

Study results showed that participants felt less comfortable connecting with their bosses, feeling it was risky 

to show “the other side” of themselves to managers they have to face in the office on Monday morning, 

Ramarajan says. 

“Maybe you invite your boss to your house, but you’re not going to invite the boss to the Vegas party, and 

those are the pictures he’s going to see,” says Ramarajan. “When they’re on your Facebook account, those 

boundaries are uncontrollable and permanent, and people can make inferences about those elements and 

amplify that vulnerability.” 

Bosses should be aware that subordinates are often hesitant to connect with them and should carefully 

consider whether initiating a connection request will make a particular employee uncomfortable, Ramarajan 

says. As one participant in the study noted after getting a friend request from a manager, “I felt like [my boss] 

was trying to seem hip and relatable, but I was also worried he was spying on me.” 

Meanwhile, workers also avoided colleagues they perceived as standoffish in real life. “We see them as 

somehow not forthcoming enough, so we’re not willing to make ourselves vulnerable to them online,” 

Ramarajan says. 

People seek out warm colleagues 

Study results showed that employees were more willing to accept friend requests from people they perceived 

as warm and willing to disclose more, including those who already share a lot about their personal lives 

around the office. Specifically, workers were more open to connecting with: 

• Women: Participants reported being eight times more likely to connect with female bosses they 

considered to be warm in the workplace than women they didn’t. And they were four times more 

likely to connect with warm women than with friendly male counterparts. Overall, participants were 

twice as likely to connect with female workers than male colleagues. 
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• Workplace peers: Participants were drawn to peers, especially those they saw as warm and willing to 

share details from their personal lives. For example, one participant described a warm colleague this 

way: “His wife just had a baby and he’s the happiest guy in the world right now. So he posts a lot of 

baby and wife photos on Facebook, all very cute and charming.” 

WE’RE TOLD TO ‘BRING YOUR WHOLE SELF TO WORK,’ BUT THAT’S NOT SO EASY 

“People were just as reluctant to connect with male bosses, whether or not they shared information about their 

personal lives, as they were with female bosses who did not share information about their personal lives,” 

Ramarajan says. “But female bosses who were open and shared information about themselves were more 

likely to be connected with subordinates on Facebook. We suggest this is because people view women who 

share personal information as warm, which offsets the view of bosses as lacking warmth.” 

Be careful what you share 

The researchers hope their work sheds light on the complexities of the workplace identities people create and 

the ongoing challenges found in maintaining boundaries in the expanding digital world, especially following 

the pandemic, when so many professional-personal lines were blurred. 

“We’re told to ‘bring your whole self to work,’ but that’s not so easy to enact because you’re getting mixed 

messages in society,” says Rothbard. “On one hand, we’re told to blur those boundaries and show us who you 

are—your true authentic self. On the other hand, sometimes we do that, and people don’t like who that true 

authentic self is because it’s different or seen as inappropriate because of your hierarchical status or role. It’s a 

really challenging puzzle.” 

With employees’ professional and personal lives continuing to collide in cyberspace, the research team says 

workers should be aware that stereotypes based on colleagues’ gender and rank may factor into their decisions 

about which colleagues to “friend.” And they suggest that workers should carefully consider what they share 

with all work colleagues online, advising: “[People] may want to customize the information they share with 

different audiences.” 

About the Author 

Rachel Kim Raczka is a writer based in the Boston area. 

[Image: iStockphoto] 

 

https://hbswk.hbs.edu/item/managers-your-employees-dont-want-to-be-facebook-friends?cid=spmailing-

33740212-WK%20Newsletter%209-29-2021%20(1)-September%2029,%202021 

  

https://hbswk.hbs.edu/item/managers-your-employees-dont-want-to-be-facebook-friends?cid=spmailing-33740212-WK%20Newsletter%209-29-2021%20(1)-September%2029,%202021
https://hbswk.hbs.edu/item/managers-your-employees-dont-want-to-be-facebook-friends?cid=spmailing-33740212-WK%20Newsletter%209-29-2021%20(1)-September%2029,%202021
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The Gifted Listener: Composer Aaron Copland on Honing Your Talent for Listening to Music 

“There are few pleasures in art greater than the secure sense that one can recognize beauty when one comes 

upon it… Recognizing the beautiful in an abstract art like music partakes somewhat of a minor miracle.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

“Even poetry, Sweet Patron Muse forgive me the words, is not what music is,” the poet Edna St. Vincent 

Millay wrote to a friend, adding the requisite flamboyance of a 1920s radical: “Without music I should wish 

to die.” 

Months after Millay’s death, Harvard offered its prestigious Charles Edward Norton Professorship of Poetry 

for the 1951–1952 academic year to the composer Aaron Copland (November 14, 1900–December 2, 1990) 

— the first non-poet to hold the post since its inception a quarter century earlier. More than a decade before 

he received the Presidential Medal of Freedom for capturing the human experience in music, Copland brought 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/03/15/writers-on-music/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0674589157/braipick-20
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to his six lectures, later published as Music and Imagination (public library), not only the mind of an 

extraordinary musician but the central concern of his life — the artist’s role in the human family and the vital 

mutual nourishment between those who make art and those whose lives art touches, with a particular focus on 

the most commonly underappreciated agent in the musical universe: the gifted listener. 

 

Aaron Copland on his way to a concert in Paris, early 1920s. (Photographer unknown. Library of Congress 

Archives.) 

Copland begins by considering the surface contrasts and deeper resonances between poetry and music: 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0674589157/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/music-and-imagination/oclc/318456048&referer=brief_results
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Music, Pink and Blue No. 2 by Georgia O’Keeffe, 1918. (Available as a print and as stationery cards.) 

https://society6.com/product/music-pink-and-blue-no-2-by-georgia-okeeffe-1918_print?sku=s6-21832132p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/brainpicker/cards?sort=new?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/music-pink-and-blue-no-2-by-georgia-okeeffe-1918_print?sku=s6-21832132p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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I used to harbor a secret feeling of commiseration for poets… trying to make music with nothing but words at 

their command. I suppose there exist at all times some few men* who have that much magic in them, but 

words at best will always seem to a composer a poor substitute for tones… Later… I came gradually to see 

that beyond the music of both arts there is an essence that joins them — an area where the meanings behind 

the notes and the meaning beyond the words spring from some common source… The poetry of music… 

signifies the largest part of our emotive life — the part that sings. 

The poetry of music, Copland intimates, is composed both by the musician, in the creation of music and its 

interpretation in performance, and by the listener, in the act of listening that is itself the work of reflective 

interpretation. This makes listening as much a creative act as composition and performance — not a passive 

receptivity to the object that is music, but an active practice that confers upon the object its meaning: an art to 

be mastered, a talent to be honed. (In the same era, the great humanistic philosopher and psychologist Erich 

Fromm was making the same countercultural point about the art of loving, as distinct from the damaging 

cultural notion of love as an object to be found and passively received.) 

Copland observes that because the process by which music gives voice to our inner lives is so delicate and 

complex, it becomes “a very hazardous undertaking,” for there are many points at which it can break down: 

At no point can you seize the musical experience and hold it. Unlike that moment in a film when a still shot 

suddenly immobilizes a complete scene, a single musical moment immobilized makes audible only one chord, 

which in itself is comparatively meaningless. This never-ending flow of music forces us to use our 

imaginations, for music is in a continual state of becoming. 

This sentiment he borrows from Auden, who thought deeply and widely about the life of art and who believed 

that “a verbal art like poetry is reflective; it stops to think. Music is immediate; it goes on to become.” This 

becoming, Copland argues, is an imaginative act both for the musician and for the listener: 

The more I live the life of music the more I am convinced that it is the freely imaginative mind that is at the 

core of all vital music making and music listening… An imaginative mind is essential to the creation of art in 

any medium, but it is even more essential in music precisely because music provides the broadest possible 

vista for the imagination since it is the freest, the most abstract, the least fettered of all the arts: no story 

content, no pictorial representation, no regularity of meter, no strict limitation of frame need hamper the 

intuitive functioning of the imaginative mind. 

While elsewhere on the Harvard campus the psychologist Jerome Bruner was incubating his pioneering 

insight into the key to great storytelling and positing that creative writers both need and make creative 

readers, Copland writes: 

All musicians, creators and performers alike, think of the gifted listener as a key figure in the musical 

universe. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/10/17/ursula-k-le-guin-gender/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/10/29/the-art-of-loving-erich-fromm/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/08/10/auden-dyers-hand-reading-writing/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/01/20/jerome-bruner-actual-minds-possible-worlds-storytelling/
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Composition 8 by Wassily Kandinsky, 1920s, inspired by the artist’s experience of listening to a Wagner 

symphony. (Available as a print.) 

A century after the underappreciated genius Margaret Fuller insisted that “all truth is comprised in music and 

mathematics,” Copland nuances the mathematical splendor of music with the shadings of its subjective 

reception in the listener’s mind. In a sentiment evocative of Nabokov’s famous aphorism “There is no science 

without fancy, and no art without facts,” Copland insists that the fancy — the creative imagination of the 

gifted listener — is what renders “the facts of music, so called” meaningful. He writes: 

Listening is a talent, and like any other talent or gift, we possess it in varying degrees… There are two 

principal requirements for talented listening: first, the ability to open oneself up to musical experience; and 

secondly, the ability to evaluate critically that experience. Neither of these is possible without a certain native 

gift. Listening implies an inborn talent of some degree, which, again, like any other talent, can be trained and 

developed. This talent has a certain “purity” about it. We exercise it, so to speak, for ourselves alone; there is 

nothing to be gained form it in a material sense. Listening is its own reward; there are no prizes to be won, no 

contests of creative listening. But I hold that person fortunate who has the gift, for there are few pleasures in 

art greater than the secure sense that one can recognize beauty when one comes upon it… Recognizing the 

beautiful in an abstract art like music partakes somewhat of a minor miracle. 

https://society6.com/product/composition-8-by-wassily-kandinsky-1920s_print?sku=s6-21832152p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/12/04/margaret-fuller-on-music/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/12/04/margaret-fuller-on-music/
https://society6.com/product/composition-8-by-wassily-kandinsky-1920s_print?sku=s6-21832152p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Echoing Goethe’s exuberant case for the perceptive powers of beginner’s mind, he writes: 

The sensitive amateur, just because he lacks the prejudices and preconceptions of the professional musician, is 

sometimes a surer guide to the true quality of a piece of music. The ideal listener… would combine the 

preparation of the trained professional with the innocence of the intuitive amateur… The ideal listener, above 

all else, possesses the ability to lend himself to the power of music. 

One of William Blake’s paintings for The Book of Job, 1806. (Available as a print.) 

 

[…] 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/08/28/conversations-of-goethe-eckermann-creativity/
https://society6.com/product/job-and-his-family-restored-to-prosperity-by-william-blake-1805_print?sku=s6-21832017p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/job-and-his-family-restored-to-prosperity-by-william-blake-1805_print?sku=s6-21832017p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Without theories and without preconceived notions of what music ought to be, [the gifted listener] lends 

himself as a sentient human being to the power of music… We all listen on an elementary plane of musical 

consciousness… On that level, whatever the music may be, we experience basic reactions such as tension and 

release, density and transparency, a smooth or angry surface, the music’s swellings and subsidings, its 

pushing forward or hanging back, its length, its speed, its thunders and whisperings — and a thousand other 

psychologically based reflections of our physical life of movement and gesture, and our inner, subconscious 

mental life. 

In essence, music performs an enchanted act of subconscious storytelling. (Which might be why Maurice 

Sendak considered musicality the key to great storytelling.) In a sentiment at first blush inflammatory, 

especially for music-lovers and especially coming from a musician, Copland writes: 

The power of music to move us is something quite special as an artistic phenomenon [but] I do not hold that 

music has the power to move us beyond any of the other arts. 

The singular power of music, as Copland conceives of it, makes me think of what it feels like to stand beneath 

the star-salted sky beholding the universe, with all of its immensity and intimacy — that grand cosmic silence 

singing with everything there is. He writes: 

There is something about music that keeps its distance even at the moment that it engulfs us. It is at the same 

time outside and away from us and inside and part of us. In one sense it dwarfs us, and in another we master 

it. We are led on and on, and yet in some strange way we never lose control. It is the very nature of music to 

give us the distillation of sentiments, the essence of experience transfused and heightened and expressed in 

such fashion that we may contemplate it at the same instant that we are swayed by it. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/10/17/the-shape-of-music-maurice-sendak/
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Aaron Copland conducting in rehearsal at the Shed, Tanglewood. (Date and photographer unknown. Library 

of Congress Archives.) 
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Leaning on philosopher Susanne Langer’s influential inquiry into what gives music its power and her 

conclusion that “music is our myth of the inner life,” Copland returns to the gifted listener as a crucial 

instrument for the power of music and a crucial agent in its collaborative mythmaking: 

A healthy musical curiosity and a broad musical experience sharpens the critical faculty of even the most 

talented amateur. 

[…] 

The dream of every musician who loves his art is to involve gifted listeners everywhere as an active force in 

the musical community. The attitude of each individual listener, especially the gifted listener, is the principal 

resource we have in bringing to fruition the immense musical potentialities of our own time. 

Complement this fragment of the wholly insightful Music and Imagination — which went on to inspire the 

young John Coltrane and an entire generation of other artists — with composer Elliott Schwartz, writing a 

generation later, on the seven essential skills of listening, then revisit Bob Dylan on music as an instrument of 

truth, Aldous Huxley on music as an instrument of transcendence, and a tender meditation on music and the 

mystery of aliveness. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2021/09/17/the-gifted-listener-aaron-

copland/?mc_cid=0568f03430&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/05/24/susanne-langer-music/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0674589157/braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/2021/07/06/john-coltrane-creative-urge/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2021/07/06/john-coltrane-creative-urge/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2021/09/17/the-gifted-listener-aaron-copland/?mc_cid=0568f03430&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2021/08/27/bob-dylan-jonathan-cott/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2021/08/27/bob-dylan-jonathan-cott/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/04/05/aldous-huxley-music-at-night/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2021/08/21/clemency-burton-hill-pablo-casals-albert-schweitzer-bach/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2021/08/21/clemency-burton-hill-pablo-casals-albert-schweitzer-bach/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2021/09/17/the-gifted-listener-aaron-copland/?mc_cid=0568f03430&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2021/09/17/the-gifted-listener-aaron-copland/?mc_cid=0568f03430&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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The Epcot theme park that was eventually built diverged from Walt Disney’s plans for his ‘community of 

tomorrow.’ Chip Hires/Gamma-Rapho via Getty Images 

Since Epcot’s inception, millions of tourists have descended upon the theme park famous for its Spaceship 

Earth geodesic sphere and its celebration of international cultures. 

But the version of Epcot visitors encounter at Disney World – currently in the midst of its 50th anniversary 

celebrations – is hardly what Walt Disney imagined. 

In 1966, Disney announced his intention to build Epcot, an acronym for “Experimental Prototype Community 

of Tomorrow.” It was to be no mere theme park but, as Disney put it, “the creation of a living blueprint for the 

future” unlike “anyplace else in the world” – an entire new city built from scratch. 

Disney died later that year; his vision was scaled down, and then scrapped altogether. But when I was 

writing my book on urban idealism in America, I was drawn to this planned community. 

We bring the expertise of academics to the public. 

About our team 

https://www.gettyimages.com/detail/news-photo/walt-disney-celebrates-the-25-years-in-united-states-in-news-photo/110135192?adppopup=true
https://disneyworld.disney.go.com/50th-anniversary/
https://disneyworld.disney.go.com/50th-anniversary/
https://www.hup.harvard.edu/catalog.php?isbn=9780674987999&content=bios
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Since the arrival of the first colonists, Americans have experimented with new patterns of settlement. 

Imagining new kinds of places to live is an American tradition, and Disney was an eager participant. 

A city of the future 

A captivating 25-minute film produced by Walt Disney Enterprises remains the best window into Walt’s 

vision. 

In it, Disney – speaking kindly and slowly, as if to a group of children – detailed what would become of the 

27,400 acres, or 43 square miles, of central Florida that he had acquired. 

Echoing the rhetoric of American pioneers, he noted how the abundance of land was the key. Here he would 

achieve all that could not be done at Disneyland, his first theme park in Anaheim, California, that opened in 

1955 and had since been encroached upon by rapid suburban development. He proudly pointed out that the 

land on which Disney World would be built was twice the size of the island of Manhattan and five times 

larger than Disneyland’s Magic Kingdom. 

Walt Disney announces his ambitious vision for Disney World and Epcot. 

Among the remarkable components of Disney’s Epcot would be a community of 20,000 residents living in 

neighborhoods that would double as a showcase of industrial and civic ingenuity – a running experiment in 

planning, building design, management and governance. There would be a 1,000-acre office park for 

developing new technologies, and when, say, an innovation in refrigerator design would be developed, every 

household in Epcot would be the first to receive and test the product before it was released for the rest of the 

world. 

 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=sLCHg9mUBag
https://www.loc.gov/exhibits/jefferson/jeffwest.html
https://images.theconversation.com/files/423424/original/file-20210927-23-1np73gr.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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A concept sketch of the hotel that would greet visitors to Epcot. Wikimedia Commons 

https://images.theconversation.com/files/423424/original/file-20210927-23-1np73gr.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/423424/original/file-20210927-23-1np73gr.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/EPCOT_(concept)#/media/File:EPCOT_concept_drawing.jpg
https://images.theconversation.com/files/423424/original/file-20210927-23-1np73gr.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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An airport would enable anyone to fly directly to Disney World, while a “vacation land” would provide resort 

accommodations for visitors. A central arrival complex included a 30-story hotel and convention center, with 

the downtown featuring a weather-protected zone of themed shops. 

Epcot’s more modest wage-earners would be able to live nearby in a ring of high-rise apartment buildings. 

And there would be a park belt and recreational zone surrounding this downtown area, separating the low-

density, cul-de-sac neighborhoods beyond that would house the majority of residents. There would be no 

unemployment, and it was not to be a retirement community. 

“I don’t believe there is a challenge anywhere in the world that’s more important to people everywhere than 

finding solutions to the problems of our cities,” Disney said. 

‘New Towns’ abound 

During the 1960s, the aspiration of building anew was much in the air. 

Americans were becoming increasingly concerned about the well-being of the nation’s cities. And they were 

unsatisfied with the effort – and, especially, the consequences – of urban renewal. 

They felt insecure in the face of growing urban poverty, unrest and crime, and frustrated about increasing 

traffic congestion. Families continued to move to the suburbs, but planners, opinion leaders and even ordinary 

citizens raised concerns about consuming so much land for low-density development. 

Sprawl as a pejorative term for poorly planned development was gaining currency as a fledgling 

environmental movement emerged. In his popular 1960s ballad “Little Boxes,” Pete Seeger sang of “Little 

boxes on the hillside / Little boxes made of ticky tacky” to criticize the uniform suburban and exurban tracts 

of housing rippling out from America’s cities. 

A hope emerged that building new towns might be an alternative for unlovely and unloved city 

neighborhoods and for soulless peripheral subdivisions. 

Self-described “town founders,” most of them wealthy businesspeople with ideals dependent on real estate 

success, led America’s New Towns movement. As Disney was preparing for his Epcot presentation, 

the Irvine Company was already deep into the process of developing the holdings of the old Irvine Ranch into 

the model town of Irvine, California. Today, Irvine boasts nearly 300,000 residents. 

https://www.pbs.org/johngardner/chapters/5b.html
https://archive.curbed.com/2019/10/16/20915450/urban-renewal-mass-design-group-fringe-cities
https://dsl.richmond.edu/panorama/renewal/#view=0/0/1&viz=cartogram
https://www.whatworksforamerica.org/ideas/our-history-with-concentrated-poverty/
https://scholars.org/contribution/how-us-urban-unrest-1960s-can-help-make-sense-ferguson-missouri-and-other-recent
https://www.theatlantic.com/business/archive/2015/07/white-flight-alive-and-well/399980/
https://www.nature.com/scitable/knowledge/library/the-characteristics-causes-and-consequences-of-sprawling-103014747/
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=n-sQSp5jbSQ
https://library.cqpress.com/cqresearcher/document.php?id=cqresrre1968110600
https://special.lib.uci.edu/collections/anteater-chronicles/community/the-irvine-company
https://www.census.gov/quickfacts/irvinecitycalifornia
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Irvine, Calif., was built on a ranch. U.S. National Archives and Records Administration 

Meanwhile, real estate entrepreneur Robert E. Simon sold New York’s Carnegie Hall and, with his earnings, 

bought 6,700 acres of farmland outside of Washington so he could create Reston, Virginia. Fifty miles away, 

shopping center developer James Rouse started planning Columbia, Maryland. And oil industry investor 

George P. Mitchell, keeping an eye on the successes and setbacks of Rouse and Simon, would soon take 

advantage of a new federal funding program and embark on establishing The Woodlands, near Houston, 

which today has a population of over 100,000 people. 

These new towns hoped to incorporate the liveliness and diversity of cities while retaining the intimacy of 

neighborhoods and other charms associated with small towns. 

Disney’s dream today 

Disney, however, didn’t want to simply spruce up existing suburbs. 

https://upload.wikimedia.org/wikipedia/commons/3/3d/RESIDENTIAL_DEVELOPMENT_IN_THE_IRVINE_RANCH_AREA_NEAR_NEWPORT_BEACH._THIS_DEVELOPMENT_IS_PART_OF_A_NEW_TOWN_OF_HIGH..._-_NARA_-_557436.jpg
https://www.nytimes.com/2015/09/22/realestate/communities/robert-e-simon-jr-founder-of-reston-va-dies-at-101.html
https://www.washingtonpost.com/local/a-film-tells-the-history-of-reston-the-boundary-shattering-planned-va-town/2016/03/22/6e21ef90-f036-11e5-85a6-2132cf446d0a_story.html
https://www.smithsonianmag.com/history/james-w-rouses-legacy-better-living-through-design-180951187/
https://houstonhistorymagazine.org/wp-content/uploads/2016/07/The-Woodlands.pdf
https://houstonhistorymagazine.org/wp-content/uploads/2016/07/The-Woodlands.pdf
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He wanted to upend preexisting notions of how a city could be built and run. And for all of its utopian 

promise, the genius of Disney’s Epcot was that it all seemed doable, an agglomeration of elements commonly 

found in any modern metropolitan area, but fused into a singular vision and managed by a single authority. 

An important innovation was the banishing of the automobile. A vast underground system was designed to 

enable cars to arrive, park or buzz under the city without being seen. A separate underground layer would 

accommodate trucks and service functions. Residents and visitors would traverse the entire 12-mile length of 

Disney World and all of its attractions on a high-speed monorail, far more extensive than anything achieved at 

Disneyland. 

In the car-crazed America of the 1960s, this was a truly radical idea. 

Given Walt Disney’s legendary tenacity, it would have been fascinating to witness how far his vision would 

have advanced. After his death, some sought to fulfill his plans. But when urged by a Disney designer to carry 

through on Walt’s broader civic-minded vision, Walt’s brother Roy, who had taken the reins of the 

company, answered, “Walt is dead.” 

Today, Disney’s utopian spirit is alive and well. You see it in former Walmart executive Marc 

Lore’s ambitions to build a 5-million-person city called “Telosa” in a U.S. desert and Blockchains LLC’s 

proposal for a self-governing “smart city” in Nevada. 

But more often, you’ll see efforts that tap into the nostalgia of a bucolic past. The Disney Corporation did, in 

fact, develop a town during the 1990s on one of its Florida landholdings. 

Dubbed “Celebration,” it was initially heralded as an exemplar of the turn-of-the century movement 

called New Urbanism, which sought to design suburbs in ways that conjured up the small American town: 

walkable neighborhoods, a town center, a range of housing choices and less dependence on cars. 

However, Celebration has no monorail or underground transport networks, no hubs of technological 

innovation or policies like universal employment. 

That sort of city of tomorrow, it seems, will have to wait. 

 

https://theconversation.com/walt-disneys-radical-vision-for-a-new-kind-of-city-

167022?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20Septemb

er%2029%202021%20-

%202073420457&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20September%2029%20

2021%20-

%202073420457+CID_ce054a37b8c413ebb5b8435922944490&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_ter

m=Walt%20Disneys%20radical%20vision%20for%20a%20new%20kind%20of%20city 

  

http://www.autolife.umd.umich.edu/Gender/Walsh/G_Overview3.htm
https://www.hup.harvard.edu/catalog.php?isbn=9780674987999&content=bios
https://www.cnn.com/style/article/telosa-marc-lore-blake-ingels-new-city/index.html
https://www.marketwatch.com/story/in-nevada-desert-blockchains-llc-aims-to-be-its-own-municipal-government-01613252864
https://www.thedailybeast.com/celebration-florida-how-disneys-community-of-tomorrow-became-a-total-nightmare
http://www.newurbanism.org/
https://theconversation.com/walt-disneys-radical-vision-for-a-new-kind-of-city-167022?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20September%2029%202021%20-%202073420457&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20September%2029%202021%20-%202073420457+CID_ce054a37b8c413ebb5b8435922944490&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Walt%20Disneys%20radical%20vision%20for%20a%20new%20kind%20of%20city
https://theconversation.com/walt-disneys-radical-vision-for-a-new-kind-of-city-167022?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20September%2029%202021%20-%202073420457&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20September%2029%202021%20-%202073420457+CID_ce054a37b8c413ebb5b8435922944490&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Walt%20Disneys%20radical%20vision%20for%20a%20new%20kind%20of%20city
https://theconversation.com/walt-disneys-radical-vision-for-a-new-kind-of-city-167022?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20September%2029%202021%20-%202073420457&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20September%2029%202021%20-%202073420457+CID_ce054a37b8c413ebb5b8435922944490&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Walt%20Disneys%20radical%20vision%20for%20a%20new%20kind%20of%20city
https://theconversation.com/walt-disneys-radical-vision-for-a-new-kind-of-city-167022?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20September%2029%202021%20-%202073420457&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20September%2029%202021%20-%202073420457+CID_ce054a37b8c413ebb5b8435922944490&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Walt%20Disneys%20radical%20vision%20for%20a%20new%20kind%20of%20city
https://theconversation.com/walt-disneys-radical-vision-for-a-new-kind-of-city-167022?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20September%2029%202021%20-%202073420457&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20September%2029%202021%20-%202073420457+CID_ce054a37b8c413ebb5b8435922944490&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Walt%20Disneys%20radical%20vision%20for%20a%20new%20kind%20of%20city
https://theconversation.com/walt-disneys-radical-vision-for-a-new-kind-of-city-167022?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20September%2029%202021%20-%202073420457&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20September%2029%202021%20-%202073420457+CID_ce054a37b8c413ebb5b8435922944490&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Walt%20Disneys%20radical%20vision%20for%20a%20new%20kind%20of%20city
https://theconversation.com/walt-disneys-radical-vision-for-a-new-kind-of-city-167022?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20September%2029%202021%20-%202073420457&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20September%2029%202021%20-%202073420457+CID_ce054a37b8c413ebb5b8435922944490&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Walt%20Disneys%20radical%20vision%20for%20a%20new%20kind%20of%20city
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Bartleby, the Scrivener 

by Herman Melville 

 

Bartleby, the Scrivener, a story of Wall-street. was first published in 1856. It's a fine example of Melville's 

contribution to the genre of Dark Romanticism. 

 

Wall Street at the corner of Broad Street, 1867 

A Story of Wall-street. 

I AM a rather elderly man. The nature of my avocations for the last thirty years has brought me into more 

than ordinary contact with what would seem an interesting and somewhat singular set of men, of whom as yet 

nothing that I know of has ever been written:--I mean the law-copyists or scriveners. I have known very many 

https://americanliterature.com/author/herman-melville
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of them, professionally and privately, and if I pleased, could relate divers histories, at which good-natured 

gentlemen might smile, and sentimental souls might weep. But I waive the biographies of all other scriveners 

for a few passages in the life of Bartleby, who was a scrivener the strangest I ever saw or heard of. While of 

other law-copyists I might write the complete life, of Bartleby nothing of that sort can be done. I believe that 

no materials exist for a full and satisfactory biography of this man. It is an irreparable loss to literature. 

Bartleby was one of those beings of whom nothing is ascertainable, except from the original sources, and in 

his case those are very small. What my own astonished eyes saw of Bartleby, that is all I know of him, except, 

indeed, one vague report which will appear in the sequel. 

Ere introducing the scrivener, as he first appeared to me, it is fit I make some mention of myself, my 

employes, my business, my chambers, and general surroundings; because some such description is 

indispensable to an adequate understanding of the chief character about to be presented. 

Imprimis: I am a man who, from his youth upwards, has been filled with a profound conviction that the 

easiest way of life is the best. Hence, though I belong to a profession proverbially energetic and nervous, even 

to turbulence, at times, yet nothing of that sort have I ever suffered to invade my peace. I am one of those 

unambitious lawyers who never addresses a jury, or in any way draws down public applause; but in the cool 

tranquillity of a snug retreat, do a snug business among rich men's bonds and mortgages and title-deeds. All 

who know me consider me an eminently safe man. The late John Jacob Astor, a personage little given to 

poetic enthusiasm, had no hesitation in pronouncing my first grand point to be prudence; my next, method. I 

do not speak it in vanity, but simply record the fact, that I was not unemployed in my profession by the late 

John Jacob Astor; a name which, I admit, I love to repeat, for it hath a rounded and orbicular sound to it, and 

rings like unto bullion. I will freely add, that I was not insensible to the late John Jacob Astor's good opinion. 

Some time prior to the period at which this little history begins, my avocations had been largely increased. 

The good old office, now extinct in the State of New-York, of a Master in Chancery, had been conferred upon 

me. It was not a very arduous office, but very pleasantly remunerative. I seldom lose my temper; much more 

seldom indulge in dangerous indignation at wrongs and outrages; but I must be permitted to be rash here and 

declare, that I consider the sudden and violent abrogation of the office of Master of Chancery, by the new 

Constitution, as a ---- premature act; inasmuch as I had counted upon a life-lease of the profits, whereas I only 

received those of a few short years. But this is by the way. 

My chambers were up stairs at No. -- Wall-street. At one end they looked upon the white wall of the interior 

of a spacious sky-light shaft, penetrating the building from top to bottom. This view might have been 

considered rather tame than otherwise, deficient in what landscape painters call "life." But if so, the view from 

the other end of my chambers offered, at least, a contrast, if nothing more. In that direction my windows 

commanded an unobstructed view of a lofty brick wall, black by age and everlasting shade; which wall 

required no spy-glass to bring out its lurking beauties, but for the benefit of all near-sighted spectators, was 

pushed up to within ten feet of my window panes. Owing to the great height of the surrounding buildings, and 

my chambers being on the second floor, the interval between this wall and mine not a little resembled a huge 

square cistern. 

At the period just preceding the advent of Bartleby, I had two persons as copyists in my employment, and a 

promising lad as an office-boy. First, Turkey; second, Nippers; third, Ginger Nut. These may seem names, the 

like of which are not usually found in the Directory. In truth they were nicknames, mutually conferred upon 
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each other by my three clerks, and were deemed expressive of their respective persons or characters. Turkey 

was a short, pursy Englishman of about my own age, that is, somewhere not far from sixty. In the morning, 

one might say, his face was of a fine florid hue, but after twelve o'clock, meridian--his dinner hour--it blazed 

like a grate full of Christmas coals; and continued blazing--but, as it were, with a gradual wane--till 6 o'clock, 

P. M. or thereabouts, after which I saw no more of the proprietor of the face, which gaining its meridian with 

the sun, seemed to set with it, to rise, culminate, and decline the following day, with the like regularity and 

undiminished glory. There are many singular coincidences I have known in the course of my life, not the least 

among which was the fact, that exactly when Turkey displayed his fullest beams from his red and radiant 

countenance, just then, too, at that critical moment, began the daily period when I considered his business 

capacities as seriously disturbed for the remainder of the twenty-four hours. Not that he was absolutely idle, 

or averse to business then; far from it. The difficulty was, he was apt to be altogether too energetic. There was 

a strange, inflamed, flurried, flighty recklessness of activity about him. He would be incautious in dipping his 

pen into his inkstand. All his blots upon my documents, were dropped there after twelve o'clock, meridian. 

Indeed, not only would he be reckless and sadly given to making blots in the afternoon, but some days he 

went further, and was rather noisy. At such times, too, his face flamed with augmented blazonry, as if cannel 

coal had been heaped on anthracite. He made an unpleasant racket with his chair; spilled his sand-box; in 

mending his pens, impatiently split them all to pieces, and threw them on the floor in a sudden passion; stood 

up and leaned over his table, boxing his papers about in a most indecorous manner, very sad to behold in an 

elderly man like him. Nevertheless, as he was in many ways a most valuable person to me, and all the time 

before twelve o'clock, meridian, was the quickest, steadiest creature too, accomplishing a great deal of work 

in a style not easy to be matched--for these reasons, I was willing to overlook his eccentricities, though 

indeed, occasionally, I remonstrated with him. I did this very gently, however, because, though the civilest, 

nay, the blandest and most reverential of men in the morning, yet in the afternoon he was disposed, upon 

provocation, to be slightly rash with his tongue, in fact, insolent. Now, valuing his morning services as I did, 

and resolved not to lose them; yet, at the same time made uncomfortable by his inflamed ways after twelve 

o'clock; and being a man of peace, unwilling by my admonitions to call forth unseemly retorts from him; I 

took upon me, one Saturday noon (he was always worse on Saturdays), to hint to him, very kindly, that 

perhaps now that he was growing old, it might be well to abridge his labors; in short, he need not come to my 

chambers after twelve o'clock, but, dinner over, had best go home to his lodgings and rest himself till tea-

time. But no; he insisted upon his afternoon devotions. His countenance became intolerably fervid, as he 

oratorically assured me--gesticulating with a long ruler at the other end of the room--that if his services in the 

morning were useful, how indispensible, then, in the afternoon? 

"With submission, sir," said Turkey on this occasion, "I consider myself your right-hand man. In the morning 

I but marshal and deploy my columns; but in the afternoon I put myself at their head, and gallantly charge the 

foe, thus!"--and he made a violent thrust with the ruler. 

"But the blots, Turkey," intimated I. 

"True,--but, with submission, sir, behold these hairs! I am getting old. Surely, sir, a blot or two of a warm 

afternoon is not to be severely urged against gray hairs. Old age--even if it blot the page--is honorable. With 

submission, sir, we both are getting old." 
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This appeal to my fellow-feeling was hardly to be resisted. At all events, I saw that go he would not. So I 

made up my mind to let him stay, resolving, nevertheless, to see to it, that during the afternoon he had to do 

with my less important papers. 

Nippers, the second on my list, was a whiskered, sallow, and, upon the whole, rather piratical-looking young 

man of about five and twenty. I always deemed him the victim of two evil powers--ambition and indigestion. 

The ambition was evinced by a certain impatience of the duties of a mere copyist, an unwarrantable 

usurpation of strictly professional affairs, such as the original drawing up of legal documents. The indigestion 

seemed betokened in an occasional nervous testiness and grinning irritability, causing the teeth to audibly 

grind together over mistakes committed in copying; unnecessary maledictions, hissed, rather than spoken, in 

the heat of business; and especially by a continual discontent with the height of the table where he worked. 

Though of a very ingenious mechanical turn, Nippers could never get this table to suit him. He put chips 

under it, blocks of various sorts, bits of pasteboard, and at last went so far as to attempt an exquisite 

adjustment by final pieces of folded blotting-paper. But no invention would answer. If, for the sake of easing 

his back, he brought the table lid at a sharp angle well up towards his chin, and wrote there like a man using 

the steep roof of a Dutch house for his desk:--then he declared that it stopped the circulation in his arms. If 

now he lowered the table to his waistbands, and stooped over it in writing, then there was a sore aching in his 

back. In short, the truth of the matter was, Nippers knew not what he wanted. Or, if he wanted any thing, it 

was to be rid of a scrivener's table altogether. Among the manifestations of his diseased ambition was a 

fondness he had for receiving visits from certain ambiguous-looking fellows in seedy coats, whom he called 

his clients. Indeed I was aware that not only was he, at times, considerable of a ward-politician, but he 

occasionally did a little business at the Justices' courts, and was not unknown on the steps of the Tombs. I 

have good reason to believe, however, that one individual who called upon him at my chambers, and who, 

with a grand air, he insisted was his client, was no other than a dun, and the alleged title-deed, a bill. But with 

all his failings, and the annoyances he caused me, Nippers, like his compatriot Turkey, was a very useful man 

to me; wrote a neat, swift hand; and, when he chose, was not deficient in a gentlemanly sort of deportment. 

Added to this, he always dressed in a gentlemanly sort of way; and so, incidentally, reflected credit upon my 

chambers. Whereas with respect to Turkey, I had much ado to keep him from being a reproach to me. His 

clothes were apt to look oily and smell of eating-houses. He wore his pantaloons very loose and baggy in 

summer. His coats were execrable; his hat not be to handled. But while the hat was a thing of indifference to 

me, inasmuch as his natural civility and deference, as a dependent Englishman, always led him to doff it the 

moment he entered the room, yet his coat was another matter. Concerning his coats, I reasoned with him; but 

with no effect. The truth was, I suppose, that a man with so small an income, could not afford to sport such a 

lustrous face and a lustrous coat at one and the same time. As Nippers once observed, Turkey's money went 

chiefly for red ink. One winter day I presented Turkey with a highly-respectable looking coat of my own, a 

padded gray coat, of a most comfortable warmth, and which buttoned straight up from the knee to the neck. I 

thought Turkey would appreciate the favor, and abate his rashness and obstreperousness of afternoons. But 

no. I verily believe that buttoning himself up in so downy and blanket-like a coat had a pernicious effect upon 

him; upon the same principle that too much oats are bad for horses. In fact, precisely as a rash, restive horse is 

said to feel his oats, so Turkey felt his coat. It made him insolent. He was a man whom prosperity harmed. 

Though concerning the self-indulgent habits of Turkey I had my own private surmises, yet touching Nippers I 

was well persuaded that whatever might be his faults in other respects, he was, at least, a temperate young 

man. But indeed, nature herself seemed to have been his vintner, and at his birth charged him so thoroughly 

with an irritable, brandy-like disposition, that all subsequent potations were needless. When I consider how, 

amid the stillness of my chambers, Nippers would sometimes impatiently rise from his seat, and stooping over 
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his table, spread his arms wide apart, seize the whole desk, and move it, and jerk it, with a grim, grinding 

motion on the floor, as if the table were a perverse voluntary agent, intent on thwarting and vexing him; I 

plainly perceive that for Nippers, brandy and water were altogether superfluous. 

It was fortunate for me that, owing to its peculiar cause--indigestion--the irritability and consequent 

nervousness of Nippers, were mainly observable in the morning, while in the afternoon he was comparatively 

mild. So that Turkey's paroxysms only coming on about twelve o'clock, I never had to do with their 

eccentricities at one time. Their fits relieved each other like guards. When Nippers' was on, Turkey's was off; 

and vice versa. This was a good natural arrangement under the circumstances. 

Ginger Nut, the third on my list, was a lad some twelve years old. His father was a carman, ambitious of 

seeing his son on the bench instead of a cart, before he died. So he sent him to my office as student at law, 

errand boy, and cleaner and sweeper, at the rate of one dollar a week. He had a little desk to himself, but he 

did not use it much. Upon inspection, the drawer exhibited a great array of the shells of various sorts of nuts. 

Indeed, to this quick-witted youth the whole noble science of the law was contained in a nut-shell. Not the 

least among the employments of Ginger Nut, as well as one which he discharged with the most alacrity, was 

his duty as cake and apple purveyor for Turkey and Nippers. Copying law papers being proverbially a dry, 

husky sort of business, my two scriveners were fain to moisten their mouths very often with Spitzenbergs to 

be had at the numerous stalls nigh the Custom House and Post Office. Also, they sent Ginger Nut very 

frequently for that peculiar cake--small, flat, round, and very spicy--after which he had been named by them. 

Of a cold morning when business was but dull, Turkey would gobble up scores of these cakes, as if they were 

mere wafers--indeed they sell them at the rate of six or eight for a penny--the scrape of his pen blending with 

the crunching of the crisp particles in his mouth. Of all the fiery afternoon blunders and flurried rashnesses of 

Turkey, was his once moistening a ginger-cake between his lips, and clapping it on to a mortgage for a seal. I 

came within an ace of dismissing him then. But he mollified me by making an oriental bow, and saying--

"With submission, sir, it was generous of me to find you in stationery on my own account." 

Now my original business--that of a conveyancer and title hunter, and drawer-up of recondite documents of 

all sorts--was considerably increased by receiving the master's office. There was now great work for 

scriveners. Not only must I push the clerks already with me, but I must have additional help. In answer to my 

advertisement, a motionless young man one morning, stood upon my office threshold, the door being open, 

for it was summer. I can see that figure now--pallidly neat, pitiably respectable, incurably forlorn! It was 

Bartleby. 

After a few words touching his qualifications, I engaged him, glad to have among my corps of copyists a man 

of so singularly sedate an aspect, which I thought might operate beneficially upon the flighty temper of 

Turkey, and the fiery one of Nippers. 

I should have stated before that ground glass folding-doors divided my premises into two parts, one of which 

was occupied by my scriveners, the other by myself. According to my humor I threw open these doors, or 

closed them. I resolved to assign Bartleby a corner by the folding-doors, but on my side of them, so as to have 

this quiet man within easy call, in case any trifling thing was to be done. I placed his desk close up to a small 

side-window in that part of the room, a window which originally had afforded a lateral view of certain grimy 

back-yards and bricks, but which, owing to subsequent erections, commanded at present no view at all, 

though it gave some light. Within three feet of the panes was a wall, and the light came down from far above, 
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between two lofty buildings, as from a very small opening in a dome. Still further to a satisfactory 

arrangement, I procured a high green folding screen, which might entirely isolate Bartleby from my sight, 

though not remove him from my voice. And thus, in a manner, privacy and society were conjoined. 

At first Bartleby did an extraordinary quantity of writing. As if long famishing for something to copy, he 

seemed to gorge himself on my documents. There was no pause for digestion. He ran a day and night line, 

copying by sun-light and by candle-light. I should have been quite delighted with his application, had be been 

cheerfully industrious. But he wrote on silently, palely, mechanically. 

It is, of course, an indispensable part of a scrivener's business to verify the accuracy of his copy, word by 

word. Where there are two or more scriveners in an office, they assist each other in this examination, one 

reading from the copy, the other holding the original. It is a very dull, wearisome, and lethargic affair. I can 

readily imagine that to some sanguine temperaments it would be altogether intolerable. For example, I cannot 

credit that the mettlesome poet Byron would have contentedly sat down with Bartleby to examine a law 

document of, say five hundred pages, closely written in a crimpy hand. 

Now and then, in the haste of business, it had been my habit to assist in comparing some brief document 

myself, calling Turkey or Nippers for this purpose. One object I had in placing Bartleby so handy to me 

behind the screen, was to avail myself of his services on such trivial occasions. It was on the third day, I think, 

of his being with me, and before any necessity had arisen for having his own writing examined, that, being 

much hurried to complete a small affair I had in hand, I abruptly called to Bartleby. In my haste and natural 

expectancy of instant compliance, I sat with my head bent over the original on my desk, and my right hand 

sideways, and somewhat nervously extended with the copy, so that immediately upon emerging from his 

retreat, Bartleby might snatch it and proceed to business without the least delay. 

In this very attitude did I sit when I called to him, rapidly stating what it was I wanted him to do--namely, to 

examine a small paper with me. Imagine my surprise, nay, my consternation, when without moving from his 

privacy, Bartleby in a singularly mild, firm voice, replied, "I would prefer not to." 

I sat awhile in perfect silence, rallying my stunned faculties. Immediately it occurred to me that my ears had 

deceived me, or Bartleby had entirely misunderstood my meaning. I repeated my request in the clearest tone I 

could assume. But in quite as clear a one came the previous reply, "I would prefer not to." 

"Prefer not to," echoed I, rising in high excitement, and crossing the room with a stride. "What do you mean? 

Are you moon-struck? I want you to help me compare this sheet here--take it," and I thrust it towards him. 

"I would prefer not to," said he. 

I looked at him steadfastly. His face was leanly composed; his gray eye dimly calm. Not a wrinkle of agitation 

rippled him. Had there been the least uneasiness, anger, impatience or impertinence in his manner; in other 

words, had there been any thing ordinarily human about him, doubtless I should have violently dismissed him 

from the premises. But as it was, I should have as soon thought of turning my pale plaster-of-paris bust of 

Cicero out of doors. I stood gazing at him awhile, as he went on with his own writing, and then reseated 

myself at my desk. This is very strange, thought I. What had one best do? But my business hurried me. I 
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concluded to forget the matter for the present, reserving it for my future leisure. So calling Nippers from the 

other room, the paper was speedily examined. 

A few days after this, Bartleby concluded four lengthy documents, being quadruplicates of a week's testimony 

taken before me in my High Court of Chancery. It became necessary to examine them. It was an important 

suit, and great accuracy was imperative. Having all things arranged I called Turkey, Nippers and Ginger Nut 

from the next room, meaning to place the four copies in the hands of my four clerks, while I should read from 

the original. Accordingly Turkey, Nippers and Ginger Nut had taken their seats in a row, each with his 

document in hand, when I called to Bartleby to join this interesting group. 

"Bartleby! quick, I am waiting." 

I heard a slow scrape of his chair legs on the uncarpeted floor, and soon he appeared standing at the entrance 

of his hermitage. 

"What is wanted?" said he mildly. 

"The copies, the copies," said I hurriedly. "We are going to examine them. There"--and I held towards him the 

fourth quadruplicate. 

"I would prefer not to," he said, and gently disappeared behind the screen. 

For a few moments I was turned into a pillar of salt, standing at the head of my seated column of clerks. 

Recovering myself, I advanced towards the screen, and demanded the reason for such extraordinary conduct. 

"Why do you refuse?" 

"I would prefer not to." 

With any other man I should have flown outright into a dreadful passion, scorned all further words, and thrust 

him ignominiously from my presence. But there was something about Bartleby that not only strangely 

disarmed me, but in a wonderful manner touched and disconcerted me. I began to reason with him. 

"These are your own copies we are about to examine. It is labor saving to you, because one examination will 

answer for your four papers. It is common usage. Every copyist is bound to help examine his copy. Is it not 

so? Will you not speak? Answer!" 

"I prefer not to," he replied in a flute-like tone. It seemed to me that while I had been addressing him, he 

carefully revolved every statement that I made; fully comprehended the meaning; could not gainsay the 

irresistible conclusion; but, at the same time, some paramount consideration prevailed with him to reply as he 

did. 
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"You are decided, then, not to comply with my request--a request made according to common usage and 

common sense?" 

He briefly gave me to understand that on that point my judgment was sound. Yes: his decision was 

irreversible. 

It is not seldom the case that when a man is browbeaten in some unprecedented and violently unreasonable 

way, he begins to stagger in his own plainest faith. He begins, as it were, vaguely to surmise that, wonderful 

as it may be, all the justice and all the reason is on the other side. Accordingly, if any disinterested persons are 

present, he turns to them for some reinforcement for his own faltering mind. 

"Turkey," said I, "what do you think of this? Am I not right?" 

"With submission, sir," said Turkey, with his blandest tone, "I think that you are." 

"Nippers," said I, "what do you think of it?" 

"I think I should kick him out of the office." 

(The reader of nice perceptions will here perceive that, it being morning, Turkey's answer is couched in polite 

and tranquil terms, but Nippers replies in ill-tempered ones. Or, to repeat a previous sentence, Nippers's ugly 

mood was on duty, and Turkey's off.) 

"Ginger Nut," said I, willing to enlist the smallest suffrage in my behalf, "what do you think of it?" 

"I think, sir, he's a little luny," replied Ginger Nut, with a grin. 

"You hear what they say," said I, turning towards the screen, "come forth and do your duty." 

But he vouchsafed no reply. I pondered a moment in sore perplexity. But once more business hurried me. I 

determined again to postpone the consideration of this dilemma to my future leisure. With a little trouble we 

made out to examine the papers without Bartleby, though at every page or two, Turkey deferentially dropped 

his opinion that this proceeding was quite out of the common; while Nippers, twitching in his chair with a 

dyspeptic nervousness, ground out between his set teeth occasional hissing maledictions against the stubborn 

oaf behind the screen. And for his (Nippers's) part, this was the first and the last time he would do another 

man's business without pay. 

Meanwhile Bartleby sat in his hermitage, oblivious to every thing but his own peculiar business there. 

Some days passed, the scrivener being employed upon another lengthy work. His late remarkable conduct led 

me to regard his ways narrowly. I observed that he never went to dinner; indeed that he never went any 

where. As yet I had never of my personal knowledge known him to be outside of my office. He was a 

perpetual sentry in the corner. At about eleven o'clock though, in the morning, I noticed that Ginger Nut 
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would advance toward the opening in Bartleby's screen, as if silently beckoned thither by a gesture invisible 

to me where I sat. The boy would then leave the office jingling a few pence, and reappear with a handful of 

ginger-nuts which he delivered in the hermitage, receiving two of the cakes for his trouble. 

He lives, then, on ginger-nuts, thought I; never eats a dinner, properly speaking; he must be a vegetarian then; 

but no; he never eats even vegetables, he eats nothing but ginger-nuts. My mind then ran on in reveries 

concerning the probable effects upon the human constitution of living entirely on ginger-nuts. Ginger-nuts are 

so called because they contain ginger as one of their peculiar constituents, and the final flavoring one. Now 

what was ginger? A hot, spicy thing. Was Bartleby hot and spicy? Not at all. Ginger, then, had no effect upon 

Bartleby. Probably he preferred it should have none. 

Nothing so aggravates an earnest person as a passive resistance. If the individual so resisted be of a not 

inhumane temper, and the resisting one perfectly harmless in his passivity; then, in the better moods of the 

former, he will endeavor charitably to construe to his imagination what proves impossible to be solved by his 

judgment. Even so, for the most part, I regarded Bartleby and his ways. Poor fellow! thought I, he means no 

mischief; it is plain he intends no insolence; his aspect sufficiently evinces that his eccentricities are 

involuntary. He is useful to me. I can get along with him. If I turn him away, the chances are he will fall in 

with some less indulgent employer, and then he will be rudely treated, and perhaps driven forth miserably to 

starve. Yes. Here I can cheaply purchase a delicious self-approval. To befriend Bartleby; to humor him in his 

strange wilfulness, will cost me little or nothing, while I lay up in my soul what will eventually prove a sweet 

morsel for my conscience. But this mood was not invariable with me. The passiveness of Bartleby sometimes 

irritated me. I felt strangely goaded on to encounter him in new opposition, to elicit some angry spark from 

him answerable to my own. But indeed I might as well have essayed to strike fire with my knuckles against a 

bit of Windsor soap. But one afternoon the evil impulse in me mastered me, and the following little scene 

ensued: 

"Bartleby," said I, "when those papers are all copied, I will compare them with you." 

"I would prefer not to." 

"How? Surely you do not mean to persist in that mulish vagary?" 

No answer. 

I threw open the folding-doors near by, and turning upon Turkey and Nippers, exclaimed in an excited 

manner-- 

"He says, a second time, he won't examine his papers. What do you think of it, Turkey?" 

It was afternoon, be it remembered. Turkey sat glowing like a brass boiler, his bald head steaming, his hands 

reeling among his blotted papers. 

"Think of it?" roared Turkey; "I think I'll just step behind his screen, and black his eyes for him!" 
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So saying, Turkey rose to his feet and threw his arms into a pugilistic position. He was hurrying away to make 

good his promise, when I detained him, alarmed at the effect of incautiously rousing Turkey's combativeness 

after dinner. 

"Sit down, Turkey," said I, "and hear what Nippers has to say. What do you think of it, Nippers? Would I not 

be justified in immediately dismissing Bartleby?" 

"Excuse me, that is for you to decide, sir. I think his conduct quite unusual, and indeed unjust, as regards 

Turkey and myself. But it may only be a passing whim." 

"Ah," exclaimed I, "you have strangely changed your mind then--you speak very gently of him now." 

"All beer," cried Turkey; "gentleness is effects of beer--Nippers and I dined together to-day. You see how 

gentle I am, sir. Shall I go and black his eyes?" 

"You refer to Bartleby, I suppose. No, not to-day, Turkey," I replied; "pray, put up your fists." 

I closed the doors, and again advanced towards Bartleby. I felt additional incentives tempting me to my fate. I 

burned to be rebelled against again. I remembered that Bartleby never left the office. 

"Bartleby," said I, "Ginger Nut is away; just step round to the Post Office, won't you? (it was but a three 

minutes walk,) and see if there is any thing for me." 

"I would prefer not to." 

"You will not?" 

"I prefer not." 

I staggered to my desk, and sat there in a deep study. My blind inveteracy returned. Was there any other thing 

in which I could procure myself to be ignominiously repulsed by this lean, penniless wight?--my hired clerk? 

What added thing is there, perfectly reasonable, that he will be sure to refuse to do? 

"Bartleby!" 

No answer. 

"Bartleby," in a louder tone. 

No answer. 

"Bartleby," I roared. 
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Like a very ghost, agreeably to the laws of magical invocation, at the third summons, he appeared at the 

entrance of his hermitage. 

"Go to the next room, and tell Nippers to come to me." 

"I prefer not to," he respectfully and slowly said, and mildly disappeared. 

"Very good, Bartleby," said I, in a quiet sort of serenely severe self-possessed tone, intimating the unalterable 

purpose of some terrible retribution very close at hand. At the moment I half intended something of the kind. 

But upon the whole, as it was drawing towards my dinner-hour, I thought it best to put on my hat and walk 

home for the day, suffering much from perplexity and distress of mind. 

Shall I acknowledge it? The conclusion of this whole business was, that it soon became a fixed fact of my 

chambers, that a pale young scrivener, by the name of Bartleby, had a desk there; that he copied for me at the 

usual rate of four cents a folio (one hundred words); but he was permanently exempt from examining the 

work done by him, that duty being transferred to Turkey and Nippers, one of compliment doubtless to their 

superior acuteness; moreover, said Bartleby was never on any account to be dispatched on the most trivial 

errand of any sort; and that even if entreated to take upon him such a matter, it was generally understood that 

he would prefer not to--in other words, that he would refuse point-blank. 

As days passed on, I became considerably reconciled to Bartleby. His steadiness, his freedom from all 

dissipation, his incessant industry (except when he chose to throw himself into a standing revery behind his 

screen), his great stillness, his unalterableness of demeanor under all circumstances, made him a valuable 

acquisition. One prime thing was this,--he was always there;--first in the morning, continually through the 

day, and the last at night. I had a singular confidence in his honesty. I felt my most precious papers perfectly 

safe in his hands. Sometimes to be sure I could not, for the very soul of me, avoid falling into sudden 

spasmodic passions with him. For it was exceeding difficult to bear in mind all the time those strange 

peculiarities, privileges, and unheard of exemptions, forming the tacit stipulations on Bartleby's part under 

which he remained in my office. Now and then, in the eagerness of dispatching pressing business, I would 

inadvertently summon Bartleby, in a short, rapid tone, to put his finger, say, on the incipient tie of a bit of red 

tape with which I was about compressing some papers. Of course, from behind the screen the usual answer, "I 

prefer not to," was sure to come; and then, how could a human creature with the common infirmities of our 

nature, refrain from bitterly exclaiming upon such perverseness--such unreasonableness. However, every 

added repulse of this sort which I received only tended to lessen the probability of my repeating the 

inadvertence. 

Here it must be said, that according to the custom of most legal gentlemen occupying chambers in densely-

populated law buildings, there were several keys to my door. One was kept by a woman residing in the attic, 

which person weekly scrubbed and daily swept and dusted my apartments. Another was kept by Turkey for 

convenience sake. The third I sometimes carried in my own pocket. The fourth I knew not who had. 

Now, one Sunday morning I happened to go to Trinity Church, to hear a celebrated preacher, and finding 

myself rather early on the ground, I thought I would walk round to my chambers for a while. Luckily I had 

my key with me; but upon applying it to the lock, I found it resisted by something inserted from the inside. 

Quite surprised, I called out; when to my consternation a key was turned from within; and thrusting his lean 
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visage at me, and holding the door ajar, the apparition of Bartleby appeared, in his shirt sleeves, and otherwise 

in a strangely tattered dishabille, saying quietly that he was sorry, but he was deeply engaged just then, and--

preferred not admitting me at present. In a brief word or two, he moreover added, that perhaps I had better 

walk round the block two or three times, and by that time he would probably have concluded his affairs. 

Now, the utterly unsurmised appearance of Bartleby, tenanting my law-chambers of a Sunday morning, with 

his cadaverously gentlemanly nonchalance, yet withal firm and self-possessed, had such a strange effect upon 

me, that incontinently I slunk away from my own door, and did as desired. But not without sundry twinges of 

impotent rebellion against the mild effrontery of this unaccountable scrivener. Indeed, it was his wonderful 

mildness chiefly, which not only disarmed me, but unmanned me, as it were. For I consider that one, for the 

time, is a sort of unmanned when he tranquilly permits his hired clerk to dictate to him, and order him away 

from his own premises. Furthermore, I was full of uneasiness as to what Bartleby could possibly be doing in 

my office in his shirt sleeves, and in an otherwise dismantled condition of a Sunday morning. Was any thing 

amiss going on? Nay, that was out of the question. It was not to be thought of for a moment that Bartleby was 

an immoral person. But what could he be doing there?--copying? Nay again, whatever might be his 

eccentricities, Bartleby was an eminently decorous person. He would be the last man to sit down to his desk in 

any state approaching to nudity. Besides, it was Sunday; and there was something about Bartleby that forbade 

the supposition that we would by any secular occupation violate the proprieties of the day. 

Nevertheless, my mind was not pacified; and full of a restless curiosity, at last I returned to the door. Without 

hindrance I inserted my key, opened it, and entered. Bartleby was not to be seen. I looked round anxiously, 

peeped behind his screen; but it was very plain that he was gone. Upon more closely examining the place, I 

surmised that for an indefinite period Bartleby must have ate, dressed, and slept in my office, and that too 

without plate, mirror, or bed. The cushioned seat of a ricketty old sofa in one corner bore the faint impress of 

a lean, reclining form. Rolled away under his desk, I found a blanket; under the empty grate, a blacking box 

and brush; on a chair, a tin basin, with soap and a ragged towel; in a newspaper a few crumbs of ginger-nuts 

and a morsel of cheese. Yet, thought I, it is evident enough that Bartleby has been making his home here, 

keeping bachelor's hall all by himself. Immediately then the thought came sweeping across me, What 

miserable friendlessness and loneliness are here revealed! His poverty is great; but his solitude, how horrible! 

Think of it. Of a Sunday, Wall-street is deserted as Petra; and every night of every day it is an emptiness. This 

building too, which of week-days hums with industry and life, at nightfall echoes with sheer vacancy, and all 

through Sunday is forlorn. And here Bartleby makes his home; sole spectator of a solitude which he has seen 

all populous--a sort of innocent and transformed Marius brooding among the ruins of Carthage! 

For the first time in my life a feeling of overpowering stinging melancholy seized me. Before, I had never 

experienced aught but a not-unpleasing sadness. The bond of a common humanity now drew me irresistibly to 

gloom. A fraternal melancholy! For both I and Bartleby were sons of Adam. I remembered the bright silks 

and sparkling faces I had seen that day, in gala trim, swan-like sailing down the Mississippi of Broadway; and 

I contrasted them with the pallid copyist, and thought to myself, Ah, happiness courts the light, so we deem 

the world is gay; but misery hides aloof, so we deem that misery there is none. These sad fancyings--

chimeras, doubtless, of a sick and silly brain--led on to other and more special thoughts, concerning the 

eccentricities of Bartleby. Presentiments of strange discoveries hovered round me. The scrivener's pale form 

appeared to me laid out, among uncaring strangers, in its shivering winding sheet. 

Suddenly I was attracted by Bartleby's closed desk, the key in open sight left in the lock. 
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I mean no mischief, seek the gratification of no heartless curiosity, thought I; besides, the desk is mine, and its 

contents too, so I will make bold to look within. Every thing was methodically arranged, the papers smoothly 

placed. The pigeon holes were deep, and removing the files of documents, I groped into their recesses. 

Presently I felt something there, and dragged it out. It was an old bandanna handkerchief, heavy and knotted. I 

opened it, and saw it was a savings' bank. 

I now recalled all the quiet mysteries which I had noted in the man. I remembered that he never spoke but to 

answer; that though at intervals he had considerable time to himself, yet I had never seen him reading--no, not 

even a newspaper; that for long periods he would stand looking out, at his pale window behind the screen, 

upon the dead brick wall; I was quite sure he never visited any refectory or eating house; while his pale face 

clearly indicated that he never drank beer like Turkey, or tea and coffee even, like other men; that he never 

went any where in particular that I could learn; never went out for a walk, unless indeed that was the case at 

present; that he had declined telling who he was, or whence he came, or whether he had any relatives in the 

world; that though so thin and pale, he never complained of ill health. And more than all, I remembered a 

certain unconscious air of pallid--how shall I call it?--of pallid haughtiness, say, or rather an austere reserve 

about him, which had positively awed me into my tame compliance with his eccentricities, when I had feared 

to ask him to do the slightest incidental thing for me, even though I might know, from his long-continued 

motionlessness, that behind his screen he must be standing in one of those dead-wall reveries of his. 

Revolving all these things, and coupling them with the recently discovered fact that he made my office his 

constant abiding place and home, and not forgetful of his morbid moodiness; revolving all these things, a 

prudential feeling began to steal over me. My first emotions had been those of pure melancholy and sincerest 

pity; but just in proportion as the forlornness of Bartleby grew and grew to my imagination, did that same 

melancholy merge into fear, that pity into repulsion. So true it is, and so terrible too, that up to a certain point 

the thought or sight of misery enlists our best affections; but, in certain special cases, beyond that point it does 

not. They err who would assert that invariably this is owing to the inherent selfishness of the human heart. It 

rather proceeds from a certain hopelessness of remedying excessive and organic ill. To a sensitive being, pity 

is not seldom pain. And when at last it is perceived that such pity cannot lead to effectual succor, common 

sense bids the soul be rid of it. What I saw that morning persuaded me that the scrivener was the victim of 

innate and incurable disorder. I might give alms to his body; but his body did not pain him; it was his soul that 

suffered, and his soul I could not reach. 

I did not accomplish the purpose of going to Trinity Church that morning. Somehow, the things I had seen 

disqualified me for the time from church-going. I walked homeward, thinking what I would do with Bartleby. 

Finally, I resolved upon this;--I would put certain calm questions to him the next morning, touching his 

history, etc., and if he declined to answer then openly and reservedly (and I supposed he would prefer not), 

then to give him a twenty dollar bill over and above whatever I might owe him, and tell him his services were 

no longer required; but that if in any other way I could assist him, I would be happy to do so, especially if he 

desired to return to his native place, wherever that might be, I would willingly help to defray the expenses. 

Moreover, if, after reaching home, he found himself at any time in want of aid, a letter from him would be 

sure of a reply. 

The next morning came. 

"Bartleby," said I, gently calling to him behind his screen. 
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No reply. 

"Bartleby," said I, in a still gentler tone, "come here; I am not going to ask you to do any thing you would 

prefer not to do--I simply wish to speak to you." 

Upon this he noiselessly slid into view. 

"Will you tell me, Bartleby, where you were born?" 

"I would prefer not to." 

"Will you tell me any thing about yourself?" 

"I would prefer not to." 

"But what reasonable objection can you have to speak to me? I feel friendly towards you." 

He did not look at me while I spoke, but kept his glance fixed upon my bust of Cicero, which as I then sat, 

was directly behind me, some six inches above my head. 

"What is your answer, Bartleby?" said I, after waiting a considerable time for a reply, during which his 

countenance remained immovable, only there was the faintest conceivable tremor of the white attenuated 

mouth. 

"At present I prefer to give no answer," he said, and retired into his hermitage. 

It was rather weak in me I confess, but his manner on this occasion nettled me. Not only did there seem to 

lurk in it a certain disdain, but his perverseness seemed ungrateful, considering the undeniable good usage and 

indulgence he had received from me. 

Again I sat ruminating what I should do. Mortified as I was at his behavior, and resolved as I had been to 

dismiss him when I entered my office, nevertheless I strangely felt something superstitious knocking at my 

heart, and forbidding me to carry out my purpose, and denouncing me for a villain if I dared to breathe one 

bitter word against this forlornest of mankind. At last, familiarly drawing my chair behind his screen, I sat 

down and said: "Bartleby, never mind then about revealing your history; but let me entreat you, as a friend, to 

comply as far as may be with the usages of this office. Say now you will help to examine papers to-morrow or 

next day: in short, say now that in a day or two you will begin to be a little reasonable:--say so, Bartleby." 

"At present I would prefer not to be a little reasonable," was his mildly cadaverous reply. 

Just then the folding-doors opened, and Nippers approached. He seemed suffering from an unusually bad 

night's rest, induced by severer indigestion than common. He overheard those final words of Bartleby. 
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"Prefer not, eh?" gritted Nippers--"I'd prefer him, if I were you, sir," addressing me--"I'd prefer him; I'd give 

him preferences, the stubborn mule! What is it, sir, pray, that he prefers not to do now?" 

Bartleby moved not a limb. 

"Mr. Nippers," said I, "I'd prefer that you would withdraw for the present." 

Somehow, of late I had got into the way of involuntarily using this word "prefer" upon all sorts of not exactly 

suitable occasions. And I trembled to think that my contact with the scrivener had already and seriously 

affected me in a mental way. And what further and deeper aberration might it not yet produce? This 

apprehension had not been without efficacy in determining me to summary means. 

As Nippers, looking very sour and sulky, was departing, Turkey blandly and deferentially approached. 

"With submission, sir," said he, "yesterday I was thinking about Bartleby here, and I think that if he would but 

prefer to take a quart of good ale every day, it would do much towards mending him, and enabling him to 

assist in examining his papers." 

"So you have got the word too," said I, slightly excited. 

"With submission, what word, sir," asked Turkey, respectfully crowding himself into the contracted space 

behind the screen, and by so doing, making me jostle the scrivener. "What word, sir?" 

"I would prefer to be left alone here," said Bartleby, as if offended at being mobbed in his privacy. 

"That's the word, Turkey," said I--"that's it." 

"Oh, prefer? oh yes--queer word. I never use it myself. But, sir, as I was saying, if he would but prefer--" 

"Turkey," interrupted I, "you will please withdraw." 

"Oh, certainly, sir, if you prefer that I should." 

As he opened the folding-door to retire, Nippers at his desk caught a glimpse of me, and asked whether I 

would prefer to have a certain paper copied on blue paper or white. He did not in the least roguishly accent 

the word prefer. It was plain that it involuntarily rolled from his tongue. I thought to myself, surely I must get 

rid of a demented man, who already has in some degree turned the tongues, if not the heads of myself and 

clerks. But I thought it prudent not to break the dismission at once. 

The next day I noticed that Bartleby did nothing but stand at his window in his dead-wall revery. Upon asking 

him why he did not write, he said that he had decided upon doing no more writing. 

"Why, how now? what next?" exclaimed I, "do no more writing?" 
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"No more." 

"And what is the reason?" 

"Do you not see the reason for yourself," he indifferently replied. 

I looked steadfastly at him, and perceived that his eyes looked dull and glazed. Instantly it occurred to me, 

that his unexampled diligence in copying by his dim window for the first few weeks of his stay with me might 

have temporarily impaired his vision. 

I was touched. I said something in condolence with him. I hinted that of course he did wisely in abstaining 

from writing for a while; and urged him to embrace that opportunity of taking wholesome exercise in the open 

air. This, however, he did not do. A few days after this, my other clerks being absent, and being in a great 

hurry to dispatch certain letters by the mail, I thought that, having nothing else earthly to do, Bartleby would 

surely be less inflexible than usual, and carry these letters to the post-office. But he blankly declined. So, 

much to my inconvenience, I went myself. 

Still added days went by. Whether Bartleby's eyes improved or not, I could not say. To all appearance, I 

thought they did. But when I asked him if they did, he vouchsafed no answer. At all events, he would do no 

copying. At last, in reply to my urgings, he informed me that he had permanently given up copying. 

"What!" exclaimed I; "suppose your eyes should get entirely well--better than ever before--would you not 

copy then?" 

"I have given up copying," he answered, and slid aside. 

He remained as ever, a fixture in my chamber. Nay--if that were possible--he became still more of a fixture 

than before. What was to be done? He would do nothing in the office: why should he stay there? In plain fact, 

he had now become a millstone to me, not only useless as a necklace, but afflictive to bear. Yet I was sorry 

for him. I speak less than truth when I say that, on his own account, he occasioned me uneasiness. If he would 

but have named a single relative or friend, I would instantly have written, and urged their taking the poor 

fellow away to some convenient retreat. But he seemed alone, absolutely alone in the universe. A bit of wreck 

in the mid Atlantic. At length, necessities connected with my business tyrannized over all other 

considerations. Decently as I could, I told Bartleby that in six days' time he must unconditionally leave the 

office. I warned him to take measures, in the interval, for procuring some other abode. I offered to assist him 

in this endeavor, if he himself would but take the first step towards a removal. "And when you finally quit me, 

Bartleby," added I, "I shall see that you go not away entirely unprovided. Six days from this hour, remember." 

At the expiration of that period, I peeped behind the screen, and lo! Bartleby was there. 

I buttoned up my coat, balanced myself; advanced slowly towards him, touched his shoulder, and said, "The 

time has come; you must quit this place; I am sorry for you; here is money; but you must go." 

"I would prefer not," he replied, with his back still towards me. 
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"You must." 

He remained silent. 

Now I had an unbounded confidence in this man's common honesty. He had frequently restored to me 

sixpences and shillings carelessly dropped upon the floor, for I am apt to be very reckless in such shirt-button 

affairs. The proceeding then which followed will not be deemed extraordinary. 

"Bartleby," said I, "I owe you twelve dollars on account; here are thirty-two; the odd twenty are yours.--Will 

you take it?" and I handed the bills towards him. 

But he made no motion. 

"I will leave them here then," putting them under a weight on the table. Then taking my hat and cane and 

going to the door I tranquilly turned and added--"After you have removed your things from these offices, 

Bartleby, you will of course lock the door--since every one is now gone for the day but you--and if you 

please, slip your key underneath the mat, so that I may have it in the morning. I shall not see you again; so 

good-bye to you. If hereafter in your new place of abode I can be of any service to you, do not fail to advise 

me by letter. Good-bye, Bartleby, and fare you well." 

But he answered not a word; like the last column of some ruined temple, he remained standing mute and 

solitary in the middle of the otherwise deserted room. 

As I walked home in a pensive mood, my vanity got the better of my pity. I could not but highly plume 

myself on my masterly management in getting rid of Bartleby. Masterly I call it, and such it must appear to 

any dispassionate thinker. The beauty of my procedure seemed to consist in its perfect quietness. There was 

no vulgar bullying, no bravado of any sort, no choleric hectoring, and striding to and fro across the apartment, 

jerking out vehement commands for Bartleby to bundle himself off with his beggarly traps. Nothing of the 

kind. Without loudly bidding Bartleby depart--as an inferior genius might have done--I assumed the ground 

that depart he must; and upon the assumption built all I had to say. The more I thought over my procedure, the 

more I was charmed with it. Nevertheless, next morning, upon awakening, I had my doubts,--I had somehow 

slept off the fumes of vanity. One of the coolest and wisest hours a man has, is just after he awakes in the 

morning. My procedure seemed as sagacious as ever,--but only in theory. How it would prove in practice--

there was the rub. It was truly a beautiful thought to have assumed Bartleby's departure; but, after all, that 

assumption was simply my own, and none of Bartleby's. The great point was, not whether I had assumed that 

he would quit me, but whether he would prefer so to do. He was more a man of preferences than assumptions. 

After breakfast, I walked down town, arguing the probabilities pro and con. One moment I thought it would 

prove a miserable failure, and Bartleby would be found all alive at my office as usual; the next moment it 

seemed certain that I should see his chair empty. And so I kept veering about. At the corner of Broadway and 

Canal-street, I saw quite an excited group of people standing in earnest conversation. 

"I'll take odds he doesn't," said a voice as I passed. 
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"Doesn't go?--done!" said I, "put up your money." 

I was instinctively putting my hand in my pocket to produce my own, when I remembered that this was an 

election day. The words I had overheard bore no reference to Bartleby, but to the success or non-success of 

some candidate for the mayoralty. In my intent frame of mind, I had, as it were, imagined that all Broadway 

shared in my excitement, and were debating the same question with me. I passed on, very thankful that the 

uproar of the street screened my momentary absent-mindedness. 

As I had intended, I was earlier than usual at my office door. I stood listening for a moment. All was still. He 

must be gone. I tried the knob. The door was locked. Yes, my procedure had worked to a charm; he indeed 

must be vanished. Yet a certain melancholy mixed with this: I was almost sorry for my brilliant success. I was 

fumbling under the door mat for the key, which Bartleby was to have left there for me, when accidentally my 

knee knocked against a panel, producing a summoning sound, and in response a voice came to me from 

within--"Not yet; I am occupied." 

It was Bartleby. 

I was thunderstruck. For an instant I stood like the man who, pipe in mouth, was killed one cloudless 

afternoon long ago in Virginia, by summer lightning; at his own warm open window he was killed, and 

remained leaning out there upon the dreamy afternoon, till some one touched him, when he fell. 

"Not gone!" I murmured at last. But again obeying that wondrous ascendancy which the inscrutable scrivener 

had over me, and from which ascendency, for all my chafing, I could not completely escape, I slowly went 

down stairs and out into the street, and while walking round the block, considered what I should next do in 

this unheard-of perplexity. Turn the man out by an actual thrusting I could not; to drive him away by calling 

him hard names would not do; calling in the police was an unpleasant idea; and yet, permit him to enjoy his 

cadaverous triumph over me,--this too I could not think of. What was to be done? or, if nothing could be 

done, was there any thing further that I could assume in the matter? Yes, as before I had prospectively 

assumed that Bartleby would depart, so now I might retrospectively assume that departed he was. In the 

legitimate carrying out of this assumption, I might enter my office in a great hurry, and pretending not to see 

Bartleby at all, walk straight against him as if he were air. Such a proceeding would in a singular degree have 

the appearance of a home-thrust. It was hardly possible that Bartleby could withstand such an application of 

the doctrine of assumptions. But upon second thoughts the success of the plan seemed rather dubious. I 

resolved to argue the matter over with him again. 

"Bartleby," said I, entering the office, with a quietly severe expression, "I am seriously displeased. I am 

pained, Bartleby. I had thought better of you. I had imagined you of such a gentlemanly organization, that in 

any delicate dilemma a slight hint would suffice--in short, an assumption. But it appears I am deceived. 

Why," I added, unaffectedly starting, "you have not even touched the money yet," pointing to it, just where I 

had left it the evening previous. 

He answered nothing. 

"Will you, or will you not, quit me?" I now demanded in a sudden passion, advancing close to him. 
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"I would prefer not to quit you," he replied, gently emphasizing the not. 

"What earthly right have you to stay here? Do you pay any rent? Do you pay my taxes? Or is this property 

yours?" 

He answered nothing. 

"Are you ready to go on and write now? Are your eyes recovered? Could you copy a small paper for me this 

morning? or help examine a few lines? or step round to the post-office? In a word, will you do any thing at 

all, to give a coloring to your refusal to depart the premises?" 

He silently retired into his hermitage. 

I was now in such a state of nervous resentment that I thought it but prudent to check myself at present from 

further demonstrations. Bartleby and I were alone. I remembered the tragedy of the unfortunate Adams and 

the still more unfortunate Colt in the solitary office of the latter; and how poor Colt, being dreadfully incensed 

by Adams, and imprudently permitting himself to get wildly excited, was at unawares hurried into his fatal 

act--an act which certainly no man could possibly deplore more than the actor himself. Often it had occurred 

to me in my ponderings upon the subject, that had that altercation taken place in the public street, or at a 

private residence, it would not have terminated as it did. It was the circumstance of being alone in a solitary 

office, up stairs, of a building entirely unhallowed by humanizing domestic associations--an uncarpeted 

office, doubtless, of a dusty, haggard sort of appearance;--this it must have been, which greatly helped to 

enhance the irritable desperation of the hapless Colt. 

But when this old Adam of resentment rose in me and tempted me concerning Bartleby, I grappled him and 

threw him. How? Why, simply by recalling the divine injunction: "A new commandment give I unto you, that 

ye love one another." Yes, this it was that saved me. Aside from higher considerations, charity often operates 

as a vastly wise and prudent principle--a great safeguard to its possessor. Men have committed murder for 

jealousy's sake, and anger's sake, and hatred's sake, and selfishness' sake, and spiritual pride's sake; but no 

man that ever I heard of, ever committed a diabolical murder for sweet charity's sake. Mere self-interest, then, 

if no better motive can be enlisted, should, especially with high-tempered men, prompt all beings to charity 

and philanthropy. At any rate, upon the occasion in question, I strove to drown my exasperated feelings 

towards the scrivener by benevolently construing his conduct. Poor fellow, poor fellow! thought I, he don't 

mean any thing; and besides, he has seen hard times, and ought to be indulged. 

I endeavored also immediately to occupy myself, and at the same time to comfort my despondency. I tried to 

fancy that in the course of the morning, at such time as might prove agreeable to him, Bartleby, of his own 

free accord, would emerge from his hermitage, and take up some decided line of march in the direction of the 

door. But no. Half-past twelve o'clock came; Turkey began to glow in the face, overturn his inkstand, and 

become generally obstreperous; Nippers abated down into quietude and courtesy; Ginger Nut munched his 

noon apple; and Bartleby remained standing at his window in one of his profoundest dead-wall reveries. Will 

it be credited? Ought I to acknowledge it? That afternoon I left the office without saying one further word to 

him. 
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Some days now passed, during which, at leisure intervals I looked a little into "Edwards on the Will," and 

"Priestley on Necessity." Under the circumstances, those books induced a salutary feeling. Gradually I slid 

into the persuasion that these troubles of mine touching the scrivener, had been all predestinated from 

eternity, and Bartleby was billeted upon me for some mysterious purpose of an all-wise Providence, which it 

was not for a mere mortal like me to fathom. Yes, Bartleby, stay there behind your screen, thought I; I shall 

persecute you no more; you are harmless and noiseless as any of these old chairs; in short, I never feel so 

private as when I know you are here. At least I see it, I feel it; I penetrate to the predestinated purpose of my 

life. I am content. Others may have loftier parts to enact; but my mission in this world, Bartleby, is to furnish 

you with office-room for such period as you may see fit to remain. 

I believe that this wise and blessed frame of mind would have continued with me, had it not been for the 

unsolicited and uncharitable remarks obtruded upon me by my professional friends who visited the rooms. 

But thus it often is, that the constant friction of illiberal minds wears out at last the best resolves of the more 

generous. Though to be sure, when I reflected upon it, it was not strange that people entering my office should 

be struck by the peculiar aspect of the unaccountable Bartleby, and so be tempted to throw out some sinister 

observations concerning him. Sometimes an attorney having business with me, and calling at my office, and 

finding no one but the scrivener there, would undertake to obtain some sort of precise information from him 

touching my whereabouts; but without heeding his idle talk, Bartleby would remain standing immovable in 

the middle of the room. So after contemplating him in that position for a time, the attorney would depart, no 

wiser than he came. 

Also, when a Reference was going on, and the room full of lawyers and witnesses and business was driving 

fast; some deeply occupied legal gentleman present, seeing Bartleby wholly unemployed, would request him 

to run round to his (the legal gentleman's) office and fetch some papers for him. Thereupon, Bartleby would 

tranquilly decline, and yet remain idle as before. Then the lawyer would give a great stare, and turn to me. 

And what could I say? At last I was made aware that all through the circle of my professional acquaintance, a 

whisper of wonder was running round, having reference to the strange creature I kept at my office. This 

worried me very much. And as the idea came upon me of his possibly turning out a long-lived man, and keep 

occupying my chambers, and denying my authority; and perplexing my visitors; and scandalizing my 

professional reputation; and casting a general gloom over the premises; keeping soul and body together to the 

last upon his savings (for doubtless he spent but half a dime a day), and in the end perhaps outlive me, and 

claim possession of my office by right of his perpetual occupancy: as all these dark anticipations crowded 

upon me more and more, and my friends continually intruded their relentless remarks upon the apparition in 

my room; a great change was wrought in me. I resolved to gather all my faculties together, and for ever rid me 

of this intolerable incubus. 

Ere revolving any complicated project, however, adapted to this end, I first simply suggested to Bartleby the 

propriety of his permanent departure. In a calm and serious tone, I commended the idea to his careful and 

mature consideration. But having taken three days to meditate upon it, he apprised me that his original 

determination remained the same; in short, that he still preferred to abide with me. 

What shall I do? I now said to myself, buttoning up my coat to the last button. What shall I do? what ought I 

to do? what does conscience say I should do with this man, or rather ghost. Rid myself of him, I must; go, he 

shall. But how? You will not thrust him, the poor, pale, passive mortal,--you will not thrust such a helpless 

creature out of your door? you will not dishonor yourself by such cruelty? No, I will not, I cannot do that. 
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Rather would I let him live and die here, and then mason up his remains in the wall. What then will you do? 

For all your coaxing, he will not budge. Bribes he leaves under your own paperweight on your table; in short, 

it is quite plain that he prefers to cling to you. 

Then something severe, something unusual must be done. What! surely you will not have him collared by a 

constable, and commit his innocent pallor to the common jail? And upon what ground could you procure such 

a thing to be done?--a vagrant, is he? What! he a vagrant, a wanderer, who refuses to budge? It is because he 

will not be a vagrant, then, that you seek to count him as a vagrant. That is too absurd. No visible means of 

support: there I have him. Wrong again: for indubitably he does support himself, and that is the only 

unanswerable proof that any man can show of his possessing the means so to do. No more then. Since he will 

not quit me, I must quit him. I will change my offices; I will move elsewhere; and give him fair notice, that if 

I find him on my new premises I will then proceed against him as a common trespasser. 

Acting accordingly, next day I thus addressed him: "I find these chambers too far from the City Hall; the air is 

unwholesome. In a word, I propose to remove my offices next week, and shall no longer require your 

services. I tell you this now, in order that you may seek another place." 

He made no reply, and nothing more was said. 

On the appointed day I engaged carts and men, proceeded to my chambers, and having but little furniture, 

every thing was removed in a few hours. Throughout, the scrivener remained standing behind the screen, 

which I directed to be removed the last thing. It was withdrawn; and being folded up like a huge folio, left 

him the motionless occupant of a naked room. I stood in the entry watching him a moment, while something 

from within me upbraided me. 

I re-entered, with my hand in my pocket--and--and my heart in my mouth. 

"Good-bye, Bartleby; I am going--good-bye, and God some way bless you; and take that," slipping something 

in his hand. But it dropped upon the floor, and then,--strange to say--I tore myself from him whom I had so 

longed to be rid of. 

Established in my new quarters, for a day or two I kept the door locked, and started at every footfall in the 

passages. When I returned to my rooms after any little absence, I would pause at the threshold for an instant, 

and attentively listen, ere applying my key. But these fears were needless. Bartleby never came nigh me. 

I thought all was going well, when a perturbed looking stranger visited me, inquiring whether I was the 

person who had recently occupied rooms at No. -- Wall-street. 

Full of forebodings, I replied that I was. 

"Then sir," said the stranger, who proved a lawyer, "you are responsible for the man you left there. He refuses 

to do any copying; he refuses to do any thing; he says he prefers not to; and he refuses to quit the premises." 
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"I am very sorry, sir," said I, with assumed tranquillity, but an inward tremor, "but, really, the man you allude 

to is nothing to me--he is no relation or apprentice of mine, that you should hold me responsible for him." 

"In mercy's name, who is he?" 

"I certainly cannot inform you. I know nothing about him. Formerly I employed him as a copyist; but he has 

done nothing for me now for some time past." 

"I shall settle him then,--good morning, sir." 

Several days passed, and I heard nothing more; and though I often felt a charitable prompting to call at the 

place and see poor Bartleby, yet a certain squeamishness of I know not what withheld me. 

All is over with him, by this time, thought I at last, when through another week no further intelligence reached 

me. But coming to my room the day after, I found several persons waiting at my door in a high state of 

nervous excitement. 

"That's the man--here he comes," cried the foremost one, whom I recognized as the lawyer who had 

previously called upon me alone. 

"You must take him away, sir, at once," cried a portly person among them, advancing upon me, and whom I 

knew to be the landlord of No. -- Wall-street. "These gentlemen, my tenants, cannot stand it any longer; Mr. 

B----" pointing to the lawyer, "has turned him out of his room, and he now persists in haunting the building 

generally, sitting upon the banisters of the stairs by day, and sleeping in the entry by night. Every body is 

concerned; clients are leaving the offices; some fears are entertained of a mob; something you must do, and 

that without delay." 

Aghast at this torrent, I fell back before it, and would fain have locked myself in my new quarters. In vain I 

persisted that Bartleby was nothing to me--no more than to any one else. In vain:--I was the last person known 

to have any thing to do with him, and they held me to the terrible account. Fearful then of being exposed in 

the papers (as one person present obscurely threatened) I considered the matter, and at length said, that if the 

lawyer would give me a confidential interview with the scrivener, in his (the lawyer's) own room, I would that 

afternoon strive my best to rid them of the nuisance they complained of. 

Going up stairs to my old haunt, there was Bartleby silently sitting upon the banister at the landing. 

"What are you doing here, Bartleby?" said I. 

"Sitting upon the banister," he mildly replied. 

I motioned him into the lawyer's room, who then left us. 
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"Bartleby," said I, "are you aware that you are the cause of great tribulation to me, by persisting in occupying 

the entry after being dismissed from the office?" 

No answer. 

"Now one of two things must take place. Either you must do something, or something must be done to you. 

Now what sort of business would you like to engage in? Would you like to re-engage in copying for some 

one?" 

"No; I would prefer not to make any change." 

"Would you like a clerkship in a dry-goods store?" 

"There is too much confinement about that. No, I would not like a clerkship; but I am not particular." 

"Too much confinement," I cried, "why you keep yourself confined all the time!" 

"I would prefer not to take a clerkship," he rejoined, as if to settle that little item at once. 

"How would a bar-tender's business suit you? There is no trying of the eyesight in that." 

"I would not like it at all; though, as I said before, I am not particular." 

His unwonted wordiness inspirited me. I returned to the charge. 

"Well then, would you like to travel through the country collecting bills for the merchants? That would 

improve your health." 

"No, I would prefer to be doing something else." 

"How then would going as a companion to Europe, to entertain some young gentleman with your 

conversation,--how would that suit you?" 

"Not at all. It does not strike me that there is any thing definite about that. I like to be stationary. But I am not 

particular." 

"Stationary you shall be then," I cried, now losing all patience, and for the first time in all my exasperating 

connection with him fairly flying into a passion. "If you do not go away from these premises before night, I 

shall feel bound--indeed I am bound--to--to--to quit the premises myself!" I rather absurdly concluded, 

knowing not with what possible threat to try to frighten his immobility into compliance. Despairing of all 

further efforts, I was precipitately leaving him, when a final thought occurred to me--one which had not been 

wholly unindulged before. 
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"Bartleby," said I, in the kindest tone I could assume under such exciting circumstances, "will you go home 

with me now--not to my office, but my dwelling--and remain there till we can conclude upon some 

convenient arrangement for you at our leisure? Come, let us start now, right away." 

"No: at present I would prefer not to make any change at all." 

I answered nothing; but effectually dodging every one by the suddenness and rapidity of my flight, rushed 

from the building, ran up Wall-street towards Broadway, and jumping into the first omnibus was soon 

removed from pursuit. As soon as tranquillity returned I distinctly perceived that I had now done all that I 

possibly could, both in respect to the demands of the landlord and his tenants, and with regard to my own 

desire and sense of duty, to benefit Bartleby, and shield him from rude persecution. I now strove to be entirely 

care-free and quiescent; and my conscience justified me in the attempt; though indeed it was not so successful 

as I could have wished. So fearful was I of being again hunted out by the incensed landlord and his 

exasperated tenants, that, surrendering my business to Nippers, for a few days I drove about the upper part of 

the town and through the suburbs, in my rockaway; crossed over to Jersey City and Hoboken, and paid 

fugitive visits to Manhattanville and Astoria. In fact I almost lived in my rockaway for the time. 

When again I entered my office, lo, a note from the landlord lay upon the desk. I opened it with trembling 

hands. It informed me that the writer had sent to the police, and had Bartleby removed to the Tombs as a 

vagrant. Moreover, since I knew more about him than any one else, he wished me to appear at that place, and 

make a suitable statement of the facts. These tidings had a conflicting effect upon me. At first I was indignant; 

but at last almost approved. The landlord's energetic, summary disposition had led him to adopt a procedure 

which I do not think I would have decided upon myself; and yet as a last resort, under such peculiar 

circumstances, it seemed the only plan. 

As I afterwards learned, the poor scrivener, when told that he must be conducted to the Tombs, offered not the 

slightest obstacle, but in his pale unmoving way, silently acquiesced. 

Some of the compassionate and curious bystanders joined the party; and headed by one of the constables arm 

in arm with Bartleby, the silent procession filed its way through all the noise, and heat, and joy of the roaring 

thoroughfares at noon. 

The same day I received the note I went to the Tombs, or to speak more properly, the Halls of Justice. 

Seeking the right officer, I stated the purpose of my call, and was informed that the individual I described was 

indeed within. I then assured the functionary that Bartleby was a perfectly honest man, and greatly to be 

compassionated, however unaccountably eccentric. I narrated all I knew, and closed by suggesting the idea of 

letting him remain in as indulgent confinement as possible till something less harsh might be done--though 

indeed I hardly knew what. At all events, if nothing else could be decided upon, the alms-house must receive 

him. I then begged to have an interview. 

Being under no disgraceful charge, and quite serene and harmless in all his ways, they had permitted him 

freely to wander about the prison, and especially in the inclosed grass-platted yards thereof. And so I found 

him there, standing all alone in the quietest of the yards, his face towards a high wall, while all around, from 

the narrow slits of the jail windows, I thought I saw peering out upon him the eyes of murderers and thieves. 
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"Bartleby!" 

"I know you," he said, without looking round,--"and I want nothing to say to you." 

"It was not I that brought you here, Bartleby," said I, keenly pained at his implied suspicion. "And to you, this 

should not be so vile a place. Nothing reproachful attaches to you by being here. And see, it is not so sad a 

place as one might think. Look, there is the sky, and here is the grass." 

"I know where I am," he replied, but would say nothing more, and so I left him. 

As I entered the corridor again, a broad meat-like man, in an apron, accosted me, and jerking his thumb over 

his shoulder said--"Is that your friend?" 

"Yes." 

"Does he want to starve? If he does, let him live on the prison fare, that's all." 

"Who are you?" asked I, not knowing what to make of such an unofficially speaking person in such a place. 

"I am the grub-man. Such gentlemen as have friends here, hire me to provide them with something good to 

eat." 

"Is this so?" said I, turning to the turnkey. 

He said it was. 

"Well then," said I, slipping some silver into the grub-man's hands (for so they called him). "I want you to 

give particular attention to my friend there; let him have the best dinner you can get. And you must be as 

polite to him as possible." 

"Introduce me, will you?" said the grub-man, looking at me with an expression which seem to say he was all 

impatience for an opportunity to give a specimen of his breeding. 

Thinking it would prove of benefit to the scrivener, I acquiesced; and asking the grub-man his name, went up 

with him to Bartleby. 

"Bartleby, this is Mr. Cutlets; you will find him very useful to you." 

"Your sarvant, sir, your sarvant," said the grub-man, making a low salutation behind his apron. "Hope you 

find it pleasant here, sir;--spacious grounds--cool apartments, sir--hope you'll stay with us some time--try to 

make it agreeable. May Mrs. Cutlets and I have the pleasure of your company to dinner, sir, in Mrs. Cutlets' 

private room?" 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 579  november  2021 

 

108 

"I prefer not to dine to-day," said Bartleby, turning away. "It would disagree with me; I am unused to 

dinners." So saying he slowly moved to the other side of the inclosure, and took up a position fronting the 

dead-wall. 

"How's this?" said the grub-man, addressing me with a stare of astonishment. "He's odd, aint he?" 

"I think he is a little deranged," said I, sadly. 

"Deranged? deranged is it? Well now, upon my word, I thought that friend of yourn was a gentleman forger; 

they are always pale and genteel-like, them forgers. I can't help pity 'em--can't help it, sir. Did you know 

Monroe Edwards?" he added touchingly, and paused. Then, laying his hand pityingly on my shoulder, sighed, 

"he died of consumption at Sing-Sing. So you weren't acquainted with Monroe?" 

"No, I was never socially acquainted with any forgers. But I cannot stop longer. Look to my friend yonder. 

You will not lose by it. I will see you again." 

Some few days after this, I again obtained admission to the Tombs, and went through the corridors in quest of 

Bartleby; but without finding him. 

"I saw him coming from his cell not long ago," said a turnkey, "may be he's gone to loiter in the yards." 

So I went in that direction. 

"Are you looking for the silent man?" said another turnkey passing me. "Yonder he lies--sleeping in the yard 

there. 'Tis not twenty minutes since I saw him lie down." 

The yard was entirely quiet. It was not accessible to the common prisoners. The surrounding walls, of 

amazing thickness, kept off all sounds behind them. The Egyptian character of the masonry weighed upon me 

with its gloom. But a soft imprisoned turf grew under foot. The heart of the eternal pyramids, it seemed, 

wherein, by some strange magic, through the clefts, grass-seed, dropped by birds, had sprung. 

Strangely huddled at the base of the wall, his knees drawn up, and lying on his side, his head touching the 

cold stones, I saw the wasted Bartleby. But nothing stirred. I paused; then went close up to him; stooped over, 

and saw that his dim eyes were open; otherwise he seemed profoundly sleeping. Something prompted me to 

touch him. I felt his hand, when a tingling shiver ran up my arm and down my spine to my feet. 

The round face of the grub-man peered upon me now. "His dinner is ready. Won't he dine to-day, either? Or 

does he live without dining?" 

"Lives without dining," said I, and closed the eyes. 

"Eh!--He's asleep, aint he?" 
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"With kings and counsellors," murmured I. 

* * * * * * * * 

There would seem little need for proceeding further in this history. Imagination will readily supply the meagre 

recital of poor Bartleby's interment. But ere parting with the reader, let me say, that if this little narrative has 

sufficiently interested him, to awaken curiosity as to who Bartleby was, and what manner of life he led prior 

to the present narrator's making his acquaintance, I can only reply, that in such curiosity I fully share, but am 

wholly unable to gratify it. Yet here I hardly know whether I should divulge one little item of rumor, which 

came to my ear a few months after the scrivener's decease. Upon what basis it rested, I could never ascertain; 

and hence, how true it is I cannot now tell. But inasmuch as this vague report has not been without a certain 

strange suggestive interest to me, however sad, it may prove the same with some others; and so I will briefly 

mention it. The report was this: that Bartleby had been a subordinate clerk in the Dead Letter Office at 

Washington, from which he had been suddenly removed by a change in the administration. When I think over 

this rumor, I cannot adequately express the emotions which seize me. Dead letters! does it not sound like dead 

men? Conceive a man by nature and misfortune prone to a pallid hopelessness, can any business seem more 

fitted to heighten it than that of continually handling these dead letters and assorting them for the flames? For 

by the cart-load they are annually burned. Sometimes from out the folded paper the pale clerk takes a ring:--

the finger it was meant for, perhaps, moulders in the grave; a bank-note sent in swiftest charity:--he whom it 

would relieve, nor eats nor hungers any more; pardon for those who died despairing; hope for those who died 

unhoping; good tidings for those who died stifled by unrelieved calamities. On errands of life, these letters 

speed to death. 

Ah Bartleby! Ah humanity! 

 

Bartleby, the Scrivener was featured as The Short Story of the Day on Tue, Sep 28, 2021 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/herman-melville/short-story/bartleby-the-scrivener 
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The Dust That Measures All Our Time 

By Steven Connor 

From the mythical Sandman, who participates in dream and vision, to an irritating grain lodged in the 

beachgoer’s eye, sand harbours unappreciated power, however mundane. Steven Connor celebrates this “most 

untrustworthy” type of matter. 

 

“Aeolian sand-ripples at Southbourne”, a photograph from Vaughan Cornish’s Waves of Sand and 

Snow (1914) — Source. 

αρχας ειναι των ολων ατόμους και κενόν, τα δ'αλλα πάντα νενομίσθαι 

 

There are atoms, and the spaces between them; surmise makes up the rest.—Democritus in Diogenes 

Laertius1 

Sand belongs to the great, diffuse class, undeclared, rarely described, but insistent and insinuating, of what 

may be called quasi-choate matters — among them mist, smoke, dust, snow, sugar, cinders, sleet, soap, syrup, 

https://publicdomainreview.org/contributors#steven-connor
https://archive.org/details/wavesofsandsnowe00corn/page/77/mode/1up?view=theater
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/the-dust-that-measures-all-our-time#fn1
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mud, toffee, grit. Such pseudo-substances hover, drift, and ooze between consistency and dissolution, holding 

together even as they come apart from themselves. And, of all of these dishesive matters, sand is surely the 

most untrustworthy, the most shifting and shifty. 

Nobody would seriously consider taking a stand on a cloud, but sand has betrayed many an architect and 

edifice. Sand is at once architectural and archiclastic. An eighteenth-century continuation of Baron 

Munchausen’s adventures describes how the Baron and his party survive a whirlwind of sand by scooping an 

igloo-style sand-chamber in which to shelter from the storm, and then digging a tunnel from their bunker back 

out into the light.2 Sand has the capacity to engulf and inundate, blearing contours, eroding and erasing every 

edge and eminence. As such it is the ultimate mockery of the permanence of stone, for it is no more than one 

of stone’s own moods, the manner in which stone, atomised, consumes itself. Shelley’s “Ozymandias” 

imagines the monumental statue of Rameses the Great dismembered on the Egyptian sands. The shattered 

chunks of head, legs, and pedestal portend a further, finer comminution, after the membra disjecta themselves 

will have been milled away into flatness: “Round the decay/Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare,/The 

lone and level sands stretch far away”.3 

 

An 1844 daguerreotype by Joseph-Philibert Girault de Prangey depicting the funerary temple of Rameses II 

(ca. 13th-century BCE) — Source. 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/the-dust-that-measures-all-our-time#fn2
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/the-dust-that-measures-all-our-time#fn3
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/File:Thebes_Rhamseion_MET_DP-13897-025.jpg
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A tinted lithograph, based on watercolours by David Roberts, from Louis Haghe’s Egypt and Nubia (1847), 

titled “Fragments of the Great Colossi at the Memnonium” — Source. 

Surely the most treacherous of all kinds of sand is quicksand, whose prefix indicates that it is alive enough to 

hunger for the lives of the unwary. Quicksand doubles the dubiousness of what is already an uncertain 

substance; where sand is hard and soft at once, quicksand, a fine sand that has become saturated with liquid, is 

also amphibiously wet and dry, bonelessly loose, yet syrup-gluey. Walter Charleton, in his tormentedly 

Latinised Englishing of Pierre Gassendi’s neoatomism, uses quicksand to image the paradox of all matter, the 

“perpetual inquietude of Atoms, even in compact Concretions… because the Revibrations, or Resilitions of 

Atoms regarding several points of the immense space, like Bees variously interweaving in a swarm, must be 

perpetual: therefore also must they never quiesce, but be as variously and constantly exagitated even in the 

most solid or adamantine of Concretions… To apparence nothing more quiet and calm: yet really no 

quicksand more internally tumultuated”.4 

Sand has also been a source of quickening. Drops of sweat or spittle on sand or dust were thought to breed 

mites and fleas by spontaneous generation. Mythical beings have frequently been shaped from sand, like the 

djinns who take flight in the form of the Zôba'ah, a whirlwind that raises the sand in the form of a pillar of 

great height.5 In Cornish tradition the troublesome spirit Tregeagle was condemned to toil endlessly at the 

task of making a truss of sand, bound with ropes similarly of sand, and carrying it out of the water to a rock: 

https://www.clevelandart.org/art/2012.149
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/the-dust-that-measures-all-our-time#fn4
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/the-dust-that-measures-all-our-time#fn5
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the howls of the storm are said to be his cries of rage as the waves repeatedly scatter his work.6 A more 

contemporary emanation of sand is the irascible Psammead, or sand-fairy, of E. Nesbit’s Five Children and 

It (1902), found by a group of children in a sand-pit, which has the power of granting wishes by blowing itself 

up to enormous size and then suddenly letting itself down again. Sand fairies are rare now, it explains, 

because they used to live in the sandcastles made by children on the shore, but nearly all died out after 

catching cold from the seawater flowing into the moats around the castles.7 

 

“Whirlwinds of Dust”, figures from Élisée Reclus' The Ocean, Atmosphere, and Life (1873) — Source. 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/the-dust-that-measures-all-our-time#fn6
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/the-dust-that-measures-all-our-time#fn7
https://archive.org/details/oceanatmospherel00recl/page/274/mode/1up
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Illustration by H.R. Millar from a 1905 edition of E. Nesbit’s Five Children and It — Source. 

Sand is reversible. Only utter desiccation can attain to this pouring, milk-smooth liquefaction. Sand-baths 

were used in the ancient world both to draw out the damp ague of rheumatism and as a kind of sauna, to 

promote perspiration. Sand is the product of abrasion, but is also itself abrasive, used in sand-blasting to etch 

and burnish. Pliny tells us of the use of sand under a saw edge to make a clean cut in marble, and to polish it 

after it has been carved.8 

Sand signifies neutrality, indifference, and uniformity; yet it also has hairtrigger sensitivity and 

responsiveness. A grain of sand (in actual fact often a tiny parasite) is the irritant that provokes in the oyster 

the nacreous secretions that build into a pearl. Sand has a favoured relation to sound, putting a hoarse rattle in 

the throat of the wind, and is itself all ears. In 1787, the German physicist Ernst Chladni showed how drawing 

a violin bow over a metal plate could induce in the fine sand sprinkled on it hierophantic figurings of the 

sound, in quivering mandalas and ripple-fingered arpeggios. Though sand can disfigure and obliterate, it can 

also disclose the ghost wrist of wind and the perturbations of the earth. It is a detection and reception 

mechanism, forming ridged isobars, shivering musculature, oscilloscape of the air’s sculpting shoves and 

gusts. 

http://lcweb2.loc.gov/cgi-bin/ampage?collId=gdc3&fileName=scd0001_20021028003fcpage.db&recNum=174
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/the-dust-that-measures-all-our-time#fn8
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Figures from Ernst Chladni’s 1787 Entdeckungen über die Theorie des Klanges (Discoveries in the Theory of 

Sound) — Source. 

https://publicdomainreview.org/collection/chladni-figures-1787
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Sand participates in dream and vision. The Sandman brings sleep by throwing or blowing sand into the eyes 

of children. But the sand does more than merely seal the eyes, for in many versions of this nursery tale, it is 

the very stuff that dreams are made on, the numb matter of sleep, swirling, particulate, that the sandman 

carries in his sack. The somnolence of sand is redoubled when in Top Hat (1935) Fred Astaire soothes Ginger 

Rogers to sleep in the hotel room below him by spreading sand on the floor and hush-dancing a susurrous 

soft-shoe shuffle. The origins of moon-walking are to be found in the novelty slides and scrapes across a 

sanded stage by music-hall acts like Wilson, Keppel and Betty. Specious it may be, but sand is also the secret 

stuff of omen and auspice, in the practice of divination through tossing and scrying handfuls of sand, known 

in Arabic as ilm al-raml, the science of the sand, or what might have been its Greek 

equivalent, psammomancy. 

Sand is not only temporary, it is also the most temporised form of matter. It is the image or allegory of time, 

shifting, yet unshiftable. It seems a compiling of the minced, mounded years that go into its making, and 

grains of sand imitate the elementary atoms of time, moment upon pattering moment. Sand is featureless, 

without joints or divisions, even though it is nothing but division all the way down. Yet it is this very feature 

that makes it useful in the measurement of time, for, unlike other materials, sand will flow easily and 

regularly, even as its volume diminishes. Sand-glasses came into use in part because of the need to measure 

time at sea, far from any landmark; speed would be measured by counting the number of knots in a rope paid 

out from the back of the ship in the time it took for the sand to run through a half-minute glass. A half-hour 

period of watch, known as a “glass”, was also measured in this way. Grains of sand, in the form of quartz 

crystals, with their precise oscillations, still micro-regulate our time. In fact, the sand of hourglasses was often 

not quartz sand at all, but powdered marble, or eggshell. But we find it hard to give up the idea of the affinity 

of sand and the glass through which it runs, since silicates of sand are still the most important source of glass. 

George Herbert imagines this interfusion when he writes that “flesh is but the glasse, which holds the 

dust/That measures all our time; which also shall/Be crumbled into dust”, while for Gerard Manley Hopkins 

the soul itself is “soft sift/In an hourglass – at the wall/Fast, but mined with a motion, a drift,/And it crowds 

and it combs to the fall”.9 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/the-dust-that-measures-all-our-time#fn9
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Detail of the allegorical Temperance, from the fresco cycle, The Allegory of Good and Bad Government, by 

Ambrogio Lorenzetti at the Palazzo Pubblico in Siena, ca. 1338 — Source. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Ambrogio_Lorenzetti_002-detail-Temperance.jpg
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Sand enters into composition with cinema, and cinema is repeatedly drawn to the shimmer and mirage of 

sand. The graininess that is the signature of film, tiny particles of metallic silver formed from photosensitive 

silver halides on its surface, is the tactile nap that seems to distinguish analogue from digital images. Yet this 

granularity is also a reminder of what film shares with sand in its composition, namely the capacity to create 

the illusion of a continuously variable wave from very large numbers of discrete, indiscernible particulars. 

Strictly speaking, all apparently analogue forms are smoothed accumulations of digital, that is, discontinuous 

forms, like the illusion of movement formed from the multiple images on the filmstrip. The glissandi of sand, 

producing molar solidity and motion from the molecular massings of disparate bits of matter, are therefore 

essentially cinematic. Filming sand, through the glass lens that is itself another of sand’s semblances, cinema 

seems to come upon the elementary syntax of its own process. 

Sometimes seemingly razor-hewn, the crescent declivities, scoops of duneshadow and chiaroscuro 

escarpments of sand can make it seem a physiology of light itself. Wind-pestered, sea-sieved, pestled by the 

sun’s long pulse, sand piles and plies itself, then crumples in sighs. It is an arena of hallucinations, a terrestrial 

aurora. The eye surmises ledges and laminar curtains peeling away, furling fringes of aching incandescence, 

frizzling surf-edges of riptide, lifting aprons, sheets of paint that sag and rill, pools of liquid that sizzle dry in 

an instant, cliffs that collapse in gentle, pensive catastrophes, whole panes suddenly shivering, slowly closing 

eyelids, a letting down of blinds. Never less, never more, never now again what it once, only just now, was, 

mulling itself over, taking its own measure, counting up and losing count, showing its workings in its long 

humped volumes, page turned on crumbling page in the calendar of its becomings, combing and grooming, 

sieving and riddling, going with the grain, never ceasing going over it all again, keeping on going, going on 

coming, the desert does itself like an incalculable sum. 

Public Domain Works 

• Sand, its Occurrence, Properties, and Uses; a Bibliography 

L.L. Hopkins1918 

o Internet Archive 

TEXTS 

• Waves of Sand and Snow; and the Eddies Which Make Them 

Vaughan Cornish1914 

o Internet Archive 

TEXTS 

• A Sequal to the Adventures of Baron Munchausen 

https://archive.org/details/sanditsoccurrenc00carnrich/page/n1/mode/2up
https://archive.org/details/wavesofsandsnowe00corn/page/n5/mode/2up?view=theater


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 579  november  2021 

 

119 

Anon1792 

o Göttinger Digitalisierungszentrum 

TEXTS 

• The Fairy Mythology: Illustrative of the Romance and Superstition of Various Countries 

Thomas Keightley1892 

o Internet Archive 

TEXTS 

• Lives of Eminent Philosophers 

Diogenes Laertius1925 

o Internet Archive 

TEXTS 

• Traditions and Hearthside Stories of West Cornwall 

William Bottrell1873 

o Internet Archive 

TEXTS 

Further Reading 

• The World in a Grain: The Story of Sand and How It Transformed Civilization 

By Vince Beiser 

After water and air, sand is the natural resource that we consume more than any other — even more than oil. 

Every concrete building and paved road on Earth, every computer screen and silicon chip, is made from sand. 

It's the ingredient that makes possible our cities, our science, our lives — and our future. And, incredibly, 

we're running out of it. 

https://gdz.sub.uni-goettingen.de/id/PPN1015405010?tify=%7b%22pages%22:%5b8,9%5d,%22view%22:%22thumbnails%22%7d
https://archive.org/details/fairymythologyil00keigiala/page/n5/mode/2up
https://archive.org/details/DiogenesLaertius01LivesOfEminentPhilosophers15_201412/mode/2up
https://archive.org/details/traditionshearth00bottiala
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0399576428/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
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More Info and Buy 

 

• The Matter of Air: Science and the Art of the Ethereal 

By Steven Connor 

Steven Connor looks at the human relationship with air, both positive and negative. His explorations include 

the dangers posed by radio atmospherics, poison gas, and haze as well as our continued fascination with 

effervescence and explosives. Drawing ideas from religion, science, art, literature, and philosophy, The 

Matter of Air creates a comprehensive history of the human perception of air. 

More Info and Buy 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/0399576428/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/1861897669/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/1861897669/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0399576428/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 579  november  2021 

 

121 

 

• A Sand Book 

By Ariana Reines 

What does the destruction of our soil have to do with the weather in the human soul? From sand in the 

gizzards of birds to the iridescence on the surface of spilt oil, from sand storms on Mars to our internet-

addicted present, from the desertifying mountains of Haiti to natural disasters and state violence, A Sand 

Book is both a travelogue and a book of mourning. 

More Info and Buy 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/1951142160/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/1951142160/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/1861897669/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
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Books link through to Amazon who will give us a small percentage of sale price (ca. 4.5%). Discover more 

recommended books in our dedicated PDR Recommends section of the site. 

Steven Connor is Director of CRASSH and Grace 2 Professor of English in the University of Cambridge. He 

is a Fellow of Peterhouse, Cambridge. His most recent books are Dream Machines (Open Humanities Press, 

2017), The Madness of Knowledge (Reaktion/Chicago University Press, 2019), and Giving Way: Thoughts 

on Unappreciated Dispositions (Stanford University Press, 2019). 

 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/the-dust-that-measures-all-our-time  

  

https://publicdomainreview.org/shop/pdr-recommends
http://www.crassh.cam.ac.uk/
http://www.openhumanitiespress.org/books/titles/dream-machines/
http://www.reaktionbooks.co.uk/display.asp?ISB=9781789140729&nat=false&stem=true&sf1=keyword&st1=madness%2Bof%2Bknowledge&m=1&dc=2
https://www.sup.org/books/title/?id=31510
https://www.sup.org/books/title/?id=31510
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/the-dust-that-measures-all-our-time
https://www.amazon.com/dp/1951142160/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
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Islands are cauldrons of evolution 

Study explores adaptation of island, mainland lizards 

 
 

A new study explores adaptation in island and mainland lizards. 

• Credit and Larger Version 

 

October 27, 2021 

Islands are hot spots of evolutionary adaptation that can place species at a disadvantage when 

returning to the mainland, according to a study published in Proceedings of the National Academy of 

Sciences. 

Islands are well-known locations of adaptive radiation, where species diversify to fill empty niches. In 

contrast, species that evolved on islands are thought to be evolutionarily disadvantaged when 

attempting to recolonize the mainland. 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_images.jsp?cntn_id=303767&org=NSF
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://www.pnas.org/content/118/42/e2024451118
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://www.pnas.org/content/118/42/e2024451118
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U.S. National Science Foundation-funded biologist Jonathan Losos of Washington University in St. 

Louis is the senior author of the new study. Losos and colleagues used a time-calibrated phylogeny and 

measurements of relevant traits of neotropical Anolis lizards to explore the collision of island and 

mainland adaptive radiations. 

"This study is a good example of how careful tests of hypotheses can lead to advances in understanding 

fundamental evolutionary processes and help guide predictions for future changes in natural 

populations," said Kathryn Dickson, a program director in NSF's Division of Integrative Organismal 

Systems. 

Anolis lizards originated in South America, colonized and radiated on various islands in the Caribbean 

and then returned and diversified on the Central American mainland. All the Anolis groups exhibited 

significant adaptive radiation, but the results suggest that they followed different evolutionary paths. 

The island Anolis species, and to a lesser extent the ancestral species, experienced higher initial rates of 

evolution as ecological niches were filled. In contrast, the Anolis species that recolonized the Central 

American mainland from islands diversified ecologically without developing significant morphological 

differences between species. 

When the Isthmus of Panama reconnected the two mainland groups, the recolonizing Central 

American Anolis species outcompeted the ancestral South American Anolis species. According to Losos, 

rather than being an evolutionary dead-end, islands are cauldrons of evolutionary innovation and 

diversification. 

"The traditional thinking is that plant and animal groups that evolve on islands can't invade the 

mainland because the mainland has more species, and thus a more competitive biotic milieu," Losos 

said. "So, the idea is that species on islands aren't 'tough' enough to cut it on the mainland. In recent 

years, however, many studies have documented contradictory examples of island species successfully 

invading the mainland. Ours shows that island species not only can invade the mainland but can 

diversify greatly there." 

--  NSF Public Affairs, researchnews@nsf.gov 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=303767&utm_medium

=email&utm_source=govdelivery   

https://nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1354620&HistoricalAwards=false
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://source.wustl.edu/2021/10/islands-are-cauldrons-of-evolution/
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://source.wustl.edu/2021/10/islands-are-cauldrons-of-evolution/
mailto:researchnews@nsf.gov
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=303767&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=303767&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
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Preliminary research finds that even mild cases of COVID-19 leave a mark on the brain – but it’s not 

yet clear how long it lasts 

September 24, 2021 8.37am EDT 

Author 

1. Jessica Bernard 

Associate Professor, Texas A&M University 

Disclosure statement 

Jessica Bernard receives funding from the National Institute on Aging and the National Institute of Mental 

Health. 

Partners 

 

Texas A&M University provides funding as a founding partner of The Conversation US. 

View all partners 

https://theconversation.com/profiles/jessica-bernard-1257249
https://theconversation.com/institutions/texas-aandm-university-1672
https://theconversation.com/us/partners
https://theconversation.com/profiles/jessica-bernard-1257249
https://theconversation.com/institutions/texas-aandm-university-1672
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We believe in the free flow of information 

Republish our articles for free, online or in print, under a Creative Commons license. 

Republish this article 

With more than 18 months of the pandemic in the rearview mirror, researchers have been steadily gathering 

new and important insights into the effects of COVID-19 on the body and brain. These findings are raising 

concerns about the long-term impacts that the coronavirus might have on biological processes such as aging. 

As a cognitive neuroscientist, my past research has focused on understanding how normal brain changes 

related to aging affect people’s ability to think and move – particularly in middle age and beyond. But as 

more evidence came in showing that COVID-19 could affect the body and brain for months or longer 

following infection, my research team became interested in exploring how it might also impact the natural 

process of aging. 

Peering in at the brain’s response to COVID-19 

In August 2021, a preliminary but large-scale study investigating brain changes in people who had 

experienced COVID-19 drew a great deal of attention within the neuroscience community. 

In that study, researchers relied on an existing database called the UK Biobank, which contains brain imaging 

data from over 45,000 people in the U.K. going back to 2014. This means – crucially – that there was baseline 

data and brain imaging of all of those people from before the pandemic. 

How The Conversation is different: We explain without oversimplifying. 

Learn more 

The research team analyzed the brain imaging data and then brought back those who had been diagnosed with 

COVID-19 for additional brain scans. They compared people who had experienced COVID-19 to participants 

who had not, carefully matching the groups based on age, sex, baseline test date and study location, as well as 

common risk factors for disease, such as health variables and socioeconomic status. 

The team found marked differences in gray matter – which is made up of the cell bodies of neurons that 

process information in the brain – between those who had been infected with COVID-19 and those who had 

not. Specifically, the thickness of the gray matter tissue in brain regions known as the frontal and temporal 

lobes was reduced in the COVID-19 group, differing from the typical patterns seen in the group that hadn’t 

experienced COVID-19. 

https://theconversation.com/18-months-of-the-covid-19-pandemic-a-retrospective-in-7-charts-166881
https://scholar.google.com/citations?user=By7qto8AAAAJ&hl=en
https://liberalarts.tamu.edu/psychology/profile/jessica-bernard/
https://theconversation.com/deciphering-the-symptoms-of-long-covid-19-is-slow-and-painstaking-for-both-sufferers-and-their-physicians-164754
https://doi.org/10.1101/2021.06.11.21258690
https://www.ukbiobank.ac.uk/
https://doi.org/10.1038/s41467-020-15948-9
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In the general population, it is normal to see some change in gray matter volume or thickness over time as 

people age, but the changes were larger than normal in those who had been infected with COVID-19. 

Interestingly, when the researchers separated the individuals who had severe enough illness to require 

hospitalization, the results were the same as for those who had experienced milder COVID-19. That is, people 

who had been infected with COVID-19 showed a loss of brain volume even when the disease was not severe 

enough to require hospitalization. 

Finally, researchers also investigated changes in performance on cognitive tasks and found that those who had 

contracted COVID-19 were slower in processing information, relative to those who had not. 

While we have to be careful interpreting these findings as they await formal peer review, the large sample, 

pre- and post-illness data in the same people and careful matching with people who had not had COVID-19 

have made this preliminary work particularly valuable. 

What do these changes in brain volume mean? 

Early on in the pandemic, one of the most common reports from those infected with COVID-19 was the loss 

of sense of taste and smell. 

 

https://doi.org/10.1038/s41591-020-0916-2
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Some COVID-19 patients have experienced either the loss of, or a reduction in, their sense of smell. Dima 

Berlin via Getty Images 

Strikingly, the brain regions that the U.K. researchers found to be impacted by COVID-19 are all linked to the 

olfactory bulb, a structure near the front of the brain that passes signals about smells from the nose to other 

brain regions. The olfactory bulb has connections to regions of the temporal lobe. We often talk about the 

temporal lobe in the context of aging and Alzheimer’s disease because it is where the hippocampus is located. 

The hippocampus is likely to play a key role in aging, given its involvement in memory and cognitive 

processes. 

 

https://www.gettyimages.com/detail/photo/sick-woman-trying-to-sense-smell-of-fresh-tangerine-royalty-free-image/1298987743?adppopup=true
https://www.gettyimages.com/detail/photo/sick-woman-trying-to-sense-smell-of-fresh-tangerine-royalty-free-image/1298987743?adppopup=true
https://doi.org/10.1073/pnas.1801093115
https://images.theconversation.com/files/418981/original/file-20210901-23-1110r23.png?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/418981/original/file-20210901-23-1110r23.png?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/418981/original/file-20210901-23-1110r23.png?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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Brain images from a 35-year-old and an 85-year-old. Orange arrows show the thinner gray matter in the older 

individual. Green arrows point to areas where there is more space filled with cerebrospinal fluid (CSF) due to 

reduced brain volume. The purple circles highlight the brains’ ventricles, which are filled with CSF. In older 

adults, these fluid-filled areas are much larger. Jessica Bernard, CC BY-ND 

The sense of smell is also important to Alzheimer’s research, as some data has suggested that those at risk for 

the disease have a reduced sense of smell. While it is far too early to draw any conclusions about the long-

term impacts of these COVID-related changes, investigating possible connections between COVID-19-related 

brain changes and memory is of great interest – particularly given the regions implicated and their importance 

in memory and Alzheimer’s disease. 

Looking ahead 

These new findings bring about important yet unanswered questions: What do these brain changes following 

COVID-19 mean for the process and pace of aging? And, over time does the brain recover to some extent 

from viral infection? 

These are active and open areas of research, some of which we are beginning to do in my own laboratory in 

conjunction with our ongoing work investigating brain aging. 

Our lab’s work demonstrates that as people age, the brain thinks and processes information differently. In 

addition, we’ve observed changes over time in how peoples’ bodies move and how people learn new motor 

skills. Several decades of work have demonstrated that older adults have a harder time processing and 

manipulating information – such as updating a mental grocery list – but they typically maintain their 

knowledge of facts and vocabulary. With respect to motor skills, we know that older adults still learn, but they 

do so more slowly then young adults. 

When it comes to brain structure, we typically see a decrease in the size of the brain in adults over age 65. 

This decrease is not just localized to one area. Differences can be seen across many regions of the brain. 

There is also typically an increase in cerebrospinal fluid that fills space due to the loss of brain tissue. In 

addition, white matter, the insulation on axons – long cables that carry electrical impulses between nerve cells 

– is also less intact in older adults. 

As life expectancy has increased in the past decades, more individuals are reaching older age. While the goal 

is for all to live long and healthy lives, even in the best-case scenario where one ages without disease or 

disability, older adulthood brings on changes in how we think and move. 

Learning how all of these puzzle pieces fit together will help us unravel the mysteries of aging so that we can 

help improve quality of life and function for aging individuals. And now, in the context of COVID-19, it will 

help us understand the degree to which the brain may recover after illness as well. 

 

 

http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nd/4.0/
https://doi.org/10.1016/S0197-4580(01)00337-2
https://doi.org/10.1093/geronb/gbaa005
https://doi.org/10.1016/j.neubiorev.2009.10.005
https://doi.org/10.31887/DCNS.2001.3.3/dcpark
https://doi.org/10.1016/j.neuropsychologia.2020.107620
https://doi.org/10.1162/jocn.2010.21451
https://doi.org/10.1080/87565641003696775
https://www.census.gov/library/publications/2014/demo/p25-1140.html
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https://theconversation.com/preliminary-research-finds-that-even-mild-cases-of-covid-19-leave-a-mark-on-

the-brain-but-its-not-yet-clear-how-long-it-lasts-

166145?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20Septemb

er%2029%202021%20-

%202073420457&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20September%2029%20

2021%20-

%202073420457+CID_ce054a37b8c413ebb5b8435922944490&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_ter

m=Preliminary%20research%20finds%20that%20even%20mild%20cases%20of%20COVID-

19%20leave%20a%20mark%20on%20the%20brain%20%20but%20its%20not%20yet%20clear%20how%20

long%20it%20lasts 

 

  

https://theconversation.com/preliminary-research-finds-that-even-mild-cases-of-covid-19-leave-a-mark-on-the-brain-but-its-not-yet-clear-how-long-it-lasts-166145?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20September%2029%202021%20-%202073420457&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20September%2029%202021%20-%202073420457+CID_ce054a37b8c413ebb5b8435922944490&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Preliminary%20research%20finds%20that%20even%20mild%20cases%20of%20COVID-19%20leave%20a%20mark%20on%20the%20brain%20%20but%20its%20not%20yet%20clear%20how%20long%20it%20lasts
https://theconversation.com/preliminary-research-finds-that-even-mild-cases-of-covid-19-leave-a-mark-on-the-brain-but-its-not-yet-clear-how-long-it-lasts-166145?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20September%2029%202021%20-%202073420457&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20September%2029%202021%20-%202073420457+CID_ce054a37b8c413ebb5b8435922944490&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Preliminary%20research%20finds%20that%20even%20mild%20cases%20of%20COVID-19%20leave%20a%20mark%20on%20the%20brain%20%20but%20its%20not%20yet%20clear%20how%20long%20it%20lasts
https://theconversation.com/preliminary-research-finds-that-even-mild-cases-of-covid-19-leave-a-mark-on-the-brain-but-its-not-yet-clear-how-long-it-lasts-166145?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20September%2029%202021%20-%202073420457&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20September%2029%202021%20-%202073420457+CID_ce054a37b8c413ebb5b8435922944490&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Preliminary%20research%20finds%20that%20even%20mild%20cases%20of%20COVID-19%20leave%20a%20mark%20on%20the%20brain%20%20but%20its%20not%20yet%20clear%20how%20long%20it%20lasts
https://theconversation.com/preliminary-research-finds-that-even-mild-cases-of-covid-19-leave-a-mark-on-the-brain-but-its-not-yet-clear-how-long-it-lasts-166145?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20September%2029%202021%20-%202073420457&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20September%2029%202021%20-%202073420457+CID_ce054a37b8c413ebb5b8435922944490&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Preliminary%20research%20finds%20that%20even%20mild%20cases%20of%20COVID-19%20leave%20a%20mark%20on%20the%20brain%20%20but%20its%20not%20yet%20clear%20how%20long%20it%20lasts
https://theconversation.com/preliminary-research-finds-that-even-mild-cases-of-covid-19-leave-a-mark-on-the-brain-but-its-not-yet-clear-how-long-it-lasts-166145?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20September%2029%202021%20-%202073420457&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20September%2029%202021%20-%202073420457+CID_ce054a37b8c413ebb5b8435922944490&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Preliminary%20research%20finds%20that%20even%20mild%20cases%20of%20COVID-19%20leave%20a%20mark%20on%20the%20brain%20%20but%20its%20not%20yet%20clear%20how%20long%20it%20lasts
https://theconversation.com/preliminary-research-finds-that-even-mild-cases-of-covid-19-leave-a-mark-on-the-brain-but-its-not-yet-clear-how-long-it-lasts-166145?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20September%2029%202021%20-%202073420457&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20September%2029%202021%20-%202073420457+CID_ce054a37b8c413ebb5b8435922944490&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Preliminary%20research%20finds%20that%20even%20mild%20cases%20of%20COVID-19%20leave%20a%20mark%20on%20the%20brain%20%20but%20its%20not%20yet%20clear%20how%20long%20it%20lasts
https://theconversation.com/preliminary-research-finds-that-even-mild-cases-of-covid-19-leave-a-mark-on-the-brain-but-its-not-yet-clear-how-long-it-lasts-166145?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20September%2029%202021%20-%202073420457&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20September%2029%202021%20-%202073420457+CID_ce054a37b8c413ebb5b8435922944490&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Preliminary%20research%20finds%20that%20even%20mild%20cases%20of%20COVID-19%20leave%20a%20mark%20on%20the%20brain%20%20but%20its%20not%20yet%20clear%20how%20long%20it%20lasts
https://theconversation.com/preliminary-research-finds-that-even-mild-cases-of-covid-19-leave-a-mark-on-the-brain-but-its-not-yet-clear-how-long-it-lasts-166145?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20September%2029%202021%20-%202073420457&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20September%2029%202021%20-%202073420457+CID_ce054a37b8c413ebb5b8435922944490&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Preliminary%20research%20finds%20that%20even%20mild%20cases%20of%20COVID-19%20leave%20a%20mark%20on%20the%20brain%20%20but%20its%20not%20yet%20clear%20how%20long%20it%20lasts
https://theconversation.com/preliminary-research-finds-that-even-mild-cases-of-covid-19-leave-a-mark-on-the-brain-but-its-not-yet-clear-how-long-it-lasts-166145?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20September%2029%202021%20-%202073420457&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20September%2029%202021%20-%202073420457+CID_ce054a37b8c413ebb5b8435922944490&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Preliminary%20research%20finds%20that%20even%20mild%20cases%20of%20COVID-19%20leave%20a%20mark%20on%20the%20brain%20%20but%20its%20not%20yet%20clear%20how%20long%20it%20lasts
https://theconversation.com/preliminary-research-finds-that-even-mild-cases-of-covid-19-leave-a-mark-on-the-brain-but-its-not-yet-clear-how-long-it-lasts-166145?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20September%2029%202021%20-%202073420457&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20September%2029%202021%20-%202073420457+CID_ce054a37b8c413ebb5b8435922944490&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Preliminary%20research%20finds%20that%20even%20mild%20cases%20of%20COVID-19%20leave%20a%20mark%20on%20the%20brain%20%20but%20its%20not%20yet%20clear%20how%20long%20it%20lasts
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Scientists introduce theoretical method to produce light in a vacuum 

New approach deepens understanding of black holes 

 
 

Scientists deepen the understanding of the physical properties of black holes. 

• Credit and Larger Version 

 

September 28, 2021 

A new theory suggests that light can escape vacuums. Researchers from Dartmouth College funded by 

the U.S. National Science Foundation have developed a theoretical method to produce light from an 

electromagnetic vacuum, something once thought unobservable. The research sheds light on the nature of 

black holes and their massive gravitational pull. 

The team published its findings in Communications Physics. The scientists propose that using photon 

detectors in an electromagnetic vacuum and enhancing the output to increase visibility demonstrates that 

photons can escape a vacuum. 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_images.jsp?cntn_id=303556&org=NSF
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://home.dartmouth.edu/news/2021/09/new-theory-detecting-light-darkness-vacuum#:~:text=In%20the%20early%201970s%2C%20as,see%E2%80%9D%20light%20in%20a%20vacuum.
https://nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1507383&HistoricalAwards=false
https://nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=2011382&HistoricalAwards=false
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://www.nature.com/articles/s42005-021-00622-3
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The experiment involves creating a vacuum and placing a manufactured diamond embedded with multiple 

photon detectors inside the vacuum. The motion of the suspended diamond produces photons. This is the first 

documented approach using multiple accelerating photon detectors and oscillating diamond. Using multiple 

photon detectors amplifies the acceleration and oscillating the diamond allows the acceleration to be 

controlled. 

Producing light in a vacuum, essentially creating light from nothingness, will deepen the understanding of the 

physical properties of black holes. The research will help unravel the mysteries of quantum physics, including 

the theory of relativity and equivalence principle. 

--  NSF Public Affairs, Researchnews@nsf.gov 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=303556&utm_medium=em

ail&utm_source=govdelivery 

  

mailto:Researchnews@nsf.gov
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=303556&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=303556&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
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Woodblocks in WonderlandThe Japanese Fairy Tale Series 

By Christopher DeCou 

From gift-bestowing sparrows and peach-born heroes to goblin spiders and dancing phantom cats — in a 

series of beautifully illustrated books, the majority printed on an unusual cloth-like crepe paper, the publisher 

Takejiro Hasegawa introduced Japanese folk tales to the West. Christopher DeCou on how a pioneering 

cross-cultural endeavour gave rise to a magnificent chapter in the history of children's publishing. 

 

https://publicdomainreview.org/contributors#christopher-decou
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Front cover to a ca. 1911 crepe-paper reprint of the Hare of Inaba — Source. 

 

https://archive.org/details/japanesefairytalse01no11thom
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The boy is born from the peach — illustration from a circa 1889 2nd edition crepe-paper reprint of Momotaro, 

or, Little Peachling — Source. 

At the turn of the last century, the illustrated children’s books of the so-called “golden age” provided readers 

with many unforgettable images: think of John Tenniel’s blue-aproned Alice looking up at the sneaky grin of 

the Cheshire cat, or Walter Crane’s pink-dressed Belle falling in love with the boar-headed Beast. Such works 

are usually viewed as the exclusive realm of the great London and New York publishing houses. But on the 

other side of the globe, around the same time, Japan was opening its ports to the world, and in Tokyo the 

Kobunsha publishing company would put its own unique mark on illustrated books for children. Under the 

leadership of Takejiro Hasegawa, the Japanese Fairy Tale Series captured the imaginations of countless young 

readers with books that combined the work of western writers and translators with Japanese artists. 

In twenty volumes, published between 1885 and 1922, the Fairy Tale series introduced traditional Japanese 

folk tales, first to readers of English and French, and later to readers of German, Spanish, Portuguese, Dutch, 

and Russian. The tales themselves have diverse sources. Little Peachling, the first book in the series, recounts 

the centuries-old story of Momotaro. One day by the river, an old married couple see a giant peach. They 

bring it home and upon opening it are shocked to discover a little boy inside. This, of course, is Momotaro, 

who is raised by the old couple but later leaves them, sets off on a string of adventures, and returns a local 

hero. 

Other books in the series adapt stories rooted in Buddhist traditions. The Silly Jelly-Fish — which tells how 

the jellyfish, tricked by a monkey and punished by the Dragon King, comes to lose its shell — is taken from a 

story in which the clever monkey is a Bodhisattva, on the path to enlightenment.1 

https://www.metmuseum.org/blogs/in-circulation/2016/crepe-paper
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/woodblocks-in-wonderland-the-japanese-fairy-tale-series#fn1
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The Dragon King sends the jellyfish on his mission to fetch a monkey — illustration from a ca. 1911 crepe-

paper reprint of The Silly Jelly-Fish — Source. 

The Boy Who Drew Cats — adapted for the series by Lafcadio Hearn — tells the tale of a daydreaming boy 

whose drawings of cats on a monastery wall magically rid the place of a goblin rat. In traditional versions, the 

boy goes on to become a pious monk. In Hearn’s, he goes on to become a famous artist. 

https://www.metmuseum.org/blogs/in-circulation/2016/crepe-paper
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Page from the original 1898 crepe-paper edition of The Boy who Drew Cats — Source. 

Initially, Takejiro Hasegawa intended to market the Fairy Tale Series to the growing education industry in 

Meiji Japan. Hasegawa came from a merchant family who imported western textbooks, among other goods, 

and his parents sent him to English schools from an early age. This put him into contact with a number of 

foreigners living in Japan, such as the Carrothers — husband and wife Presbyterian missionaries who ran a 

private school at their home2 — and made him aware of the domestic demand for English-language textbooks. 

His plan was to produce new educational material which would not only be composed by talented writers and 

translators but also handsomely crafted by Japanese artisans.3 

Hasegawa modeled the aesthetic of his volumes on traditional Japanese anthologies. Starting in the sixteenth 

century, publishers in Japan had developed illustrated books of folk tales for children and adults, such as the 

remarkably beautiful Otogi-zoshi series,4 which brought together folk tales and single-author prose narratives, 

and the Kinmou Zui and Akahon series, which collected fantastical stories of myths, monsters, and adventures. 

Because the literacy rate was still low during this period, these books relied heavily on popular art styles to 

illustrate the narrative for the reader, with often striking results.5 

In order to reproduce the effect of these earlier volumes, Hasegawa engaged traditional Japanese woodblock 

printers and, for the first series, used traditional mitsumata paper. Woodblock printing — the earliest form of 

industrial printing — was brought to Japan from China during the tenth- to thirteenth-century Song Dynasty 

and would become the dominant printing technology in Japan until the late nineteenth century. While 

movable type employs individual letters, allowing the printer to reuse the same letters on different pages, 

woodblocks require the printer to carve the entire page onto a single plate. Mitsumata paper — the most 

common Japanese paper at the time — was made from the Edgeworthia plant, which had been imported to 

Japan during the Edo period specifically for its papermaking qualities. The plant was harvested for its woody 

stems which were then cleansed of impurities and pressed in vats to create huge sheets of paper. The resulting 

product is creamy white, sturdy, and of a noticeable weight.6 

https://digital.cincinnatilibrary.org/digital/collection/p16998coll8/id/0/rec/2
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/woodblocks-in-wonderland-the-japanese-fairy-tale-series#fn2
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/woodblocks-in-wonderland-the-japanese-fairy-tale-series#fn3
https://rmda.kulib.kyoto-u.ac.jp/
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/woodblocks-in-wonderland-the-japanese-fairy-tale-series#fn4
https://babel.hathitrust.org/cgi/pt?id=mdp.39015068085433;view=1up;seq=9
http://www.wul.waseda.ac.jp/kotenseki/ga_edo/edo100_en.html#category3
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/woodblocks-in-wonderland-the-japanese-fairy-tale-series#fn5
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/woodblocks-in-wonderland-the-japanese-fairy-tale-series#fn6
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The envious old lady and her gift from the sparrows — page from the 1886 plain paper (mitsumata) second 

edition of - The Tongue-Cut Sparrow — Source. 

As to the texts, for the first series of fairy-tale readers Hasegawa commissioned translations from three of his 

friends in the missionary community: David Thomson, Basil H. Chamberlain, and Kate James. The Reverend 

Thomson had come to Japan in the 1860s, became fluent in Japanese, and worked with the Carrothers at their 

school. He was an influential figure in Japanese Bible translation and, perhaps not surprisingly, the stories he 

chose to translate emphasized moral lessons, in line with Victorian values regarding the education of children. 

Basil H. Chamberlain, a British diplomat born to an aristocratic family, had earned a reputation as a 

Japanologist, writing travel books, ethnographies, and other materials about Japan. More of a scholar than the 

other translators — he was a professor at the Imperial Tokyo University with a particular interest in folklore 

— Chamberlain was the most familiar name to be associated with the first series, and certainly contributed to 

its popularity. He even commissioned Hasegawa to publish a special set of Ainu fairy tales, because of his 

personal interest in the culture of the Ainu, the indigenous community in Hokkaido.7 Kate James translated 

the largest number of books, and, like the Reverend Thomson, focused on stories that promoted moral 

lessons. She is a somewhat mysterious figure, however. We know little about her, except that she came from a 

Scottish clergy family, met her husband, Thomas H. James, in Constantinople, and moved with him to Japan, 

where she befriended his Imperial Japanese Naval Academy colleague, Basil H. Chamberlain.8 The earliest 

volumes in the Japanese Fairy Tale Series really were very much a product of Tokyo’s close-knit expat 

community. 

http://www.baxleystamps.com/litho/hasegawa/hasegawa_2_shitakiri.shtml
https://archive.org/details/handbookfortrav00cham/page/n8
https://archive.org/details/languagemytholo00batcgoog/page/n13
https://archive.org/details/thingsjapanesebe00chamuoft/page/n4
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/woodblocks-in-wonderland-the-japanese-fairy-tale-series#fn7
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/woodblocks-in-wonderland-the-japanese-fairy-tale-series#fn8
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A rice-mortar, pounder, bee, and egg join the crabs in their council of war — illustration from a ca. 1911 

crepe-paper reprint of The Battle of the Monkey and the Crab — Source. 

Following the success of the first series, which appeared in 1885, Hasewaga realized he could more 

lucratively market the Fairy Tale Series to foreigners than to teachers and students in Japan. The artists he had 

engaged to illustrate the tales — Kobyashi Eitaku, Suzuki Kason, Chikanobu — were already famous for their 

woodblock prints in ukiyo-e style, and western audiences were immediately taken by these illustrations. 

Moreover, as japonisme — the trend of collecting art, artwork, and crafts from Japan — continued to grow in 

popularity, these prints were becoming more and more desirable to western art enthusiasts. 

Starting in 1895, perhaps with japonisme in mind, Hasegawa developed a special set of books that used a 

more decorative Japanese paper. Chirimen, or crepe paper, is fabric-like — produced by pressing the paper 

fibre repeatedly and slowly rotating it. The end result is a material soft to the touch, but with rough folds and a 

leathery texture which makes illustrations printed on it look instantly antique.9 In fact, part of Hasegawa’s 

new marketing strategy was to present the books themselves as art objects and souvenirs of Japan. The area 

around Yokohama Bay, where international neighbourhoods had developed around the port, was a mecca for 

visiting collectors seeking woodblock prints and the books that featured them. But it was Hasewaga’s 

wheeling and dealing at World’s Fairs — not only in Tokyo but in Chicago, London, Paris, St. Louis, and 

Turin — that brought his books to international attention. The contacts he made at these fairs, and the prizes 

his books won, helped keep them in demand for decades.10 

https://archive.org/details/japanesefairytalse01no3thom/page/n1
https://ukiyo-e.org/artist/kobayashi-eitaku
https://ukiyo-e.org/search?q=suzuki+kason
https://ukiyo-e.org/search?q=chikanobu
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/woodblocks-in-wonderland-the-japanese-fairy-tale-series#fn9
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/woodblocks-in-wonderland-the-japanese-fairy-tale-series#fn10
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Colophon from a circa 1911 crepe-paper edition of The Matsuyama Mirror — Source. 

 

Phantom cats dance outside the window of the young warrior — double page spread from a ca. 1902 crepe-

paper reprint of Schippeitaro — Source. 

https://archive.org/details/japanesefairytalse01no10thom
http://www.baxleystamps.com/litho/hasegawa/ft_17_c1902.shtml
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Devils in the night — illustration from a ca. 1910 crepe-paper reprint of The Old Man & The 

Devils — Source. 

With the ukiyo-e illustrations and the new crepe-paper editions, Hasegawa’s Fairy Tale Series attracted an 

even larger western audience throughout the 1890s and into the early twentieth century. Readers and 

reviewers alike delighted in the unfamiliar stories, which they found perfectly suited to children as well as 

adults. A reviewer in the Japan Weekly Mail, for example, praised Kate James’ language as being simple 

enough for youngsters but lacking the clichés that might prevent adults from also enjoying the books.11 In 

America, the stories were popular enough to be reprinted both in the widely distributed boys-and-girls’ 

magazine St. Nicholas12 and the Ladies Home Journal.13 

Also essential to Hasegawa’s expansion into foreign markets was his choice to commission additional stories 

from one of the best-known figures then associated with Japan: Lafcadio Hearn. A Greek-British writer, 

Hearn had risen to prominence first by writing about New Orleans and then the French West Indies. He 

eventually moved to Japan, married a Japanese woman, and became a Japanese citizen. Because of his 

intimate connections, he became somewhat of an expert on the culture and literature of the country and 

published numerous books and stories about Japan for western audiences. Certainly, the several stories he 

composed for Hasegawa’s second series increased the project’s popularity.14 

http://japanesefairytalse01no7thom/
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/woodblocks-in-wonderland-the-japanese-fairy-tale-series#fn11
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/woodblocks-in-wonderland-the-japanese-fairy-tale-series#fn12
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/woodblocks-in-wonderland-the-japanese-fairy-tale-series#fn13
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/woodblocks-in-wonderland-the-japanese-fairy-tale-series#fn14
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Front cover to a ca. 1910 crepe-paper reprint of The Goblin Spider — Source. 

https://digital.cincinnatilibrary.org/digital/collection/p16998coll8/id/4161/rec/3
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The Goblin Spider, transformed from a priest, attacks the warrior with his web — illustration from a ca. 1910 

crepe-paper reprint of The Goblin Spider — Source. 

https://digital.cincinnatilibrary.org/digital/collection/p16998coll8/id/4161/rec/3
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The Goblin Spider is found and killed — illustration from a ca. 1910 crepe-paper reprint of The Goblin 

Spider — Source. 

Although the Fairy Tale Series received many positive reviews, it was not universally acclaimed. One 

reviewer for the Japan Weekly Mail found that, while the writing was passable, the illustrations were too 

fantastic. He called the lithographer lazy, because he exchanged the “traditional green [eyes] of feline 

orthodoxy” with odd yellow eyes.15 Other reviewers also thought the drawings were not up to par. In the San 

Francisco Daily Bulletin, an especially prejudiced reviewer said the books were just too “Japanese”, 

“barbarous and ill-calculated”, adding that the crepe paper was impractical for reading and made for a 

“flimsy” book.16 

The reviewer’s doubts about the advisability of printing on crepe paper were shared even by the unprejudiced. 

Lafcadio Hearn himself, in a letter to Hasegawa, argued against the crepe’s roughcast texture and the resultant 

loss of visual detail: 

https://digital.cincinnatilibrary.org/digital/collection/p16998coll8/id/4161/rec/3
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/woodblocks-in-wonderland-the-japanese-fairy-tale-series#fn15
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/woodblocks-in-wonderland-the-japanese-fairy-tale-series#fn16
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Indeed, I prefer the old sets of the Fairy Series on plain paper, — not only because the drawings come out 

better, but because the larger print is better for children’s eyes. (I want to buy a plain set at some future 

time.) In the case of my own story, I think that much of the delicate beauty of the charming drawings is lost in 

the crepe edition, -- especially the finely expressive lines of the old priest’s face, and the character-studies of 

the peasant oya in the opening pictures.17 

 

Detail of the priest — from the original 1898 crepe-paper edition of The Boy who Drew Cats — Source. 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/woodblocks-in-wonderland-the-japanese-fairy-tale-series#fn17
https://digital.cincinnatilibrary.org/digital/collection/p16998coll8/id/0/rec/2
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Ironically, it was the crêpe books that continued to sell, as novelty items prized for their unique paper and 

illustrations, well into the twentieth century, even after Hasegawa’s series had begun to compete with other 

collections of Japanese fairy tales marketed to children. American and British textbook writers, too, started 

including Japanese stories among their educational materials, which reduced the novelty and uniqueness of 

the endeavor. The last volume in the series, Hearn’s version of a fairy tale called The Fountain of Youth, was 

published in 1922 (although the publishing company continued to reprint further editions until after World 

War II). 

Looking back, we can see that the books in the Japanese Fairy Tale Series blended simple storytelling and 

striking images with an elegance comparable to any of the more widely known masterpieces of the golden age 

of children’s illustrations. At a time when publishing houses in London and New York dominated the market, 

Hasegawa’s press in Tokyo was producing equally beautiful volumes using traditional Japanese craftwork and 

broadcasting Japan’s culture to the world. Today, anime and manga represent flourishing new forms through 

which that culture is reaching global audiences, but, in the words of arts and crafts historian Ann Herring, “in 

the area of export in the form of translations for young readers, the record of the Meiji era remains 

unexcelled.”18 

Public Domain Works 

• Database of Japanese crepe paper books featuring page scans of many editions of the Japanese 

Fairy Tale series, including versions in Spanish, French, Portuguese, and German. 

1885–1922 

o Chirimen Database</a>Rights unclear on digitisations 

TEXTS 

• Wonderful web resource on the Japanese Fairytale Series, including images of pages, as well 

comparisons and info on the complex history of the various editions. 

1885–1922 

o Baxley StampsRights unclear on digitisations 

TEXTS 

• Lafcadio Hearn's four contributions to the series 

Lafcadio Hearn1885–1922 

o The Public Library of Cincinnati and Hamilton County 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/woodblocks-in-wonderland-the-japanese-fairy-tale-series#fn18
http://shinku.nichibun.ac.jp/chirimen/alphabet_list.php?disp=EN
http://www.baxleystamps.com/litho/hasegawa.shtml
https://digital.cincinnatilibrary.org/digital/collection/p16998coll8/search/searchterm/fairy%20tales%20--%20japan/field/subjec/mode/exact/conn/and/order/title/ad/asc
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TEXTS 

• Collection of crepe paper reprints of the first series 

1898–1918 

o Internet Archive 

TEXTS 

Further Reading 

• Tales of Japan: Traditional Stories of Monsters and Magic 

By Lafcadio Hearn and Yei Theodora Ozaki 

A goblin with no body and a monster with no face. A resourceful samurai and a faithful daughter. A spirit of 

the moon and a dragon king. This collection of 15 traditional Japanese folktales are drawn from the works of 

folklorists Lafcadio Hearn and Yei Theodora Ozaki, and are by turns terrifying, exhilarating, and poetic. 

More Info and Buy 

 

• The Book in Japan: A Cultural History from the Beginnings to the Nineteenth Century 

https://archive.org/search.php?query=Japanese%20fairy%20tale%20series
https://www.amazon.com/dp/1452174466/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/1452174466/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/9004101950/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/1452174466/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
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By Peter Kornicki 

The ten chapters of this exemplary monograph cover every major aspect of the book in traditional Japan: its 

place in Japanese history; books as material objects; manuscript cultures; printing; the Edo period book trade; 

authors and readers; importation and exportation; censorship; libraries and collectors; and bibliographic 

catalogues. 

More Info and Buy 

 

• Takejiro Hasegawa: Meiji Japan's Preeminent Publisher of Wood-block-illustrated Crepe-

paper Books 

By Frederic Alan Sharf 

Highlights the life and work of one of the most innovative publishers of Meiji Japan. Includes biographical 

notes and selected bibliography. 

More Info and Buy 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/9004101950/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0006PD830/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0006PD830/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0006PD830/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/9004101950/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
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Books link through to Amazon who will give us a small percentage of sale price (ca. 4.5%). Discover more 

recommended books in our dedicated PDR Recommends section of the site. 

 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/woodblocks-in-wonderland-the-japanese-fairy-tale-series 

 

https://publicdomainreview.org/shop/pdr-recommends
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/woodblocks-in-wonderland-the-japanese-fairy-tale-series
https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0006PD830/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20

