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“Shoulder season” 

CARA BLUE ADAMS 

 

The following is excerpted from Cara Blue Adams' short story collection, You Never Get It Back, which 

won the John Simmons Short Fiction Award. Adams' stories and essays have appeared in many 

magazines, including Granta, The Kenyon Review, Tin House, and Ploughshares. She has been awarded 

the Kenyon Review Short Fiction Prize, the Missouri Review Peden Prize, and the Meringoff Prize in 

Fiction. She is an associate professor of creative writing at Seton Hall University and lives in Brooklyn. 

My week had been quiet. It was March, not cool, but not hot, and everything getting ready to bloom. 

Saguaros, green and erect, stretching up from the dun-colored desert. No other houses in sight. His nearest 
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neighbor, a mile down the road. The first day, I had seen a rattlesnake. I’d called the dogs back just in 

time. It took me a few minutes to stop shaking. The night before this, my ex-boyfriend had emailed me. Not 

Javier, not Michael, but the person for whom I had once lain awake all night, unable to sleep, and 

eventually walked myself to the hospital, saying that I thought I was losing my mind. I’d waited in a cold 

room in a robe, crying, for an hour. No one came. Eventually, they let me leave. 

He had dreamed about me, he wrote, and he missed me still. In two months, he was getting married. 

That last part, he didn’t tell me; that, I knew from looking him up online. 

His fiancée had registered for plain white towels. 

The first time he kissed me, I was twenty-one. He looked so vulnerable, so given over to happiness. So—I 

don’t know how else to say this—so mortal. 

Who needed that? Not me. 

I deleted the email. Then I deleted the deleted copy. Then I spent an hour trying to get it back. 

  

On Sunday afternoon, I stood on the roof deck. The deck overlooked a wild, beautiful stretch of Sonoran 

desert. Coming from the Northeast, the landscape awed me still: purple mountains and vast sky and 

undulating waves of light, dry earth. Beside me, my advisor stood, drinking a beer. An hour earlier, he had 

arrived home from the airport. He had been staying in Berlin for the past week with his new love, a 

German physicist named Johannes whom he’d met in Amsterdam while I looked after his dogs. 

I hadn’t planned to tell him about my decision, not yet, but we’d been talking about love, new love, and, 

though it was a radical thing to say and an even more radical thing to do, the truth had emerged from my 

mouth: I was done. I was quitting the program. Now, we were looking at each other, surprised. 

“But why?” he asked me. 

“A job offer,” he said. “You’ve accepted an offer.” 

“No.” 

“Then what?” 

Before I could answer, he said, “You won’t have to move somewhere you’ll hate, somewhere without men. 

Not if you don’t want to be an academic, and you don’t need to be.” 

“It’s not that.” 
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“It’s Javier.” 

“No.” 

“You’re two years away. Maybe one.” 

A jet flew by, marking the sky with the faint white lines my neighbor Miles called weeping chemical trails. 

He had studied classics at Harvard in the seventies. Now he was in his sixties. He was tall and rangy, 

athletic. Though he was HIV-positive, he’d been able to manage the illness. His gentleness and intelligence 

were evident when he spoke, though he also had some strange ideas. He lived behind my house in a little 

studio, taking care of small repairs for the woman who owned the buildings. In his spare time he kept up 

his Latin and Greek. 

“Don’t do it,” my advisor said. “Don’t give this up for nothing.” 

I was writing back then, had just started, and I was trying to write myself out of a rage I didn’t want or 

understand. 

“I won’t,” I said. 

He looked relieved, but that wasn’t what I meant. 

  

The day before I’d begun to write, I went by Sylvie’s place. “It is too hot to live,” Sylvie said in greeting, 

her hair wet from a cool afternoon shower. I envied her nonchalance and her legs, which were long and 

golden brown and tapered to elegant ankles with little divots on either side of the long bone. The heat was 

making everyone insane, people were not supposed to live in the desert, Sylvie continued, she was leaving 

the desert, she was moving to San Diego, that was it, she was moving to the beach, it was final. But then 

she emerged from the bathroom wearing a faded green bikini and we set up lawn chairs in her sandy yard 

and drank cheap white wine with ice cubes and invited the sun to bake our brains into a fine casserole. 

We were neighbors, more or less. She lived four blocks away in a casita behind a large wooden fence with 

a metal gate she would prop open for me on Sunday nights when I came over to join her to watch bad 

programming on her small TV set. People in our neighborhood liked fences, or, to say it another way, they 

didn’t like meth addicts breaking in. Three times that year Sylvie’s car windows had been smashed, and it 

was only April. 

Now it was the shoulder season of the day: late afternoon, a pause. We sat in the sun. Sylvie yawned; I 

scratched my leg. What I wanted most was for us to go on this way: all potential, no action. I liked this 

state. Longing was, I felt, preferable to disappointment. 
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“What if your soulmate and your best friend and the love of your life turn out to be three different 

people?” she asked me. 

“It’s a stupid question,” she said, “but this guy asked me, and now I can’t stop thinking about it.” 

“I’d be pleased if I met one of them.” 

“What if one turns out to be a really bad person,” she said, “like a murderer, or one of those people who 

insists on correcting other people’s pronunciation?” 

“It’s said, ‘eh-pit-oh-me,’” I said. 

Nothing was turning out as we had imagined, we agreed, and maybe it was the strength of the desert sun, 

but we felt like we were squinting toward a future that glowed white without possessing any discernible 

shape. Waking and looking out the window, I sometimes could not recall if it was January or July. This 

dislocation felt pleasantly cottonlike, like waking from anesthesia and drifting back to a sweet, drugged 

sleep. 

“I hope one’s a dog,” I said. 

  

When my intentions became clear, my advisor said: “I should have known.” 

“Why?” I asked. 

“You didn’t come to Boston.” 

“It wasn’t because I was thinking about quitting,” I said, but then I thought about it more and maybe it 

was. It was that year, in his absence, that I had seen how work might become a sort of obliteration, how I 

might dedicate myself to answering questions that grew smaller and smaller until I myself could not 

remember why I was asking them, could not, some days, engage with them as anything other than ritual, 

and while I saw the point, of course I saw the point, I could not help but think of a story I had read in 

college in which it was said of a person,  “What stood out about him was that his life got put past him.” 

And then I went to Sylvie’s, and then I began; and now, eleven months later, here we were on his roof 

deck, saying goodbye. 

What made me decide? To be honest, I don’t know. It was like waking up from that sweet, drugged sleep 

and feeling panic that it had all been real after all. No one had told me. I had just been supposed to know. 

It didn’t go well at first, and that was a relief. I’m not going to do this, I thought. But then I didn’t stop. It 

was a bit like falling in love. Much harder, but as helpless-making. 
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Your face: the thing I loved best. The thing I watched doors for. 

A salt-rim moon. A dry, rustling wind. 

One of the most shocking things, I would come to find, was how easily my life dropped away. 

  

At home, I went to bed alone. According to his new love, my advisor had told me that afternoon, Germans 

don’t interrupt each other the way Americans do. In German, the verb comes at the end, so Germans have 

to hear each other out to discover what the action will be. “Do you believe him?” I asked. “Not really,” he 

said. “But I don’t interrupt him anymore either.” 

When I had broken up with Javier, my advisor had told me, “Don’t worry. Life keeps giving you chances.” 

“Chances to what?” I’d asked. “Chances to love things,” he’d said. “Chances to become someone new.” I 

knew that didn’t happen, of course; only romantics thought so. 

Still, I wanted a chance to love something. I wanted a chance to become someone new. 

__________________________________ 

Excerpted from You Never Get It Back, available online and in bookstores beginning December 15 from 

University of Iowa Press. 

 

https://lithub.com/shoulder-season/  

https://bookshop.org/a/132/9781609388133
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The Snow Man 

by O. Henry 

 

The Snow Man is featured in our collection of Winter Sports Stories. 

 

Edward S. Curtis, The Scout in Winter, 

1908 

https://americanliterature.com/author/o-henry
https://americanliterature.com/winter-sports-stories
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Housed and windowpaned from it, the greatest wonder to little children is the snow. To men, it is 

something like a crucible in which their world melts into a white star ten million miles away. The man 

who can stand the test is a Snow Man; and this is his reading by Fahrenheit, Reaumur, or Moses's 

carven tablets of stone. 

Night had fluttered a sable pinion above the canyon of Big Lost River, and I urged my horse toward the 

Bay Horse Ranch because the snow was deepening. The flakes were as large as an hour's circular 

tatting by Miss Wilkins's ablest spinster, betokening a heavy snowfall and less entertainment and more 

adventure than the completion of the tatting could promise. I knew Ross Curtis of the Bay Horse, and 

that I would be welcome as a snow-bound pilgrim, both for hospitality's sake and because Ross had few 

chances to confide in living creatures who did not neigh, bellow, bleat, yelp, or howl during his 

discourse. 

The ranch house was just within the jaws of the canyon where its builder may have fatuously fancied 

that the timbered and rocky walls on both sides would have protected it from the wintry Colorado 

winds; but I feared the drift. Even now through the endless, bottomless rift in the hills--the speaking 

tube of the four winds--came roaring the voice of the proprietor to the little room on the top floor. 

At my "hello," a ranch hand came from an outer building and received my thankful horse. In another 

minute, Ross and I sat by a stove in the dining-room of the four-room ranch house, while the big, 

simple welcome of the household lay at my disposal. Fanned by the whizzing norther, the fine, dry snow 

was sifted and bolted through the cracks and knotholes of the logs. The cook room, without a 

separating door, appended. 

In there I could see a short, sturdy, leisurely and weather-beaten man moving with professional 

sureness about his red-hot stove. His face was stolid and unreadable--something like that of a great 

thinker, or of one who had no thoughts to conceal. I thought his eye seemed unwarrantably superior to 

the elements and to the man, but quickly attributed that to the characteristic self-importance of a petty 

chef. "Camp cook" was the niche that I gave him in the Hall of Types; and he fitted it as an apple fits a 

dumpling. 

Cold it was in spite of the glowing stove; and Ross and I sat and talked, shuddering frequently, half 

from nerves and half from the freezing draughts. So he brought the bottle and the cook brought boiling 

water, and we made prodigious hot toddies against the attacks of Boreas. We clinked glasses often. 

They sounded like icicles dropping from the eaves, or like the tinkle of a thousand prisms on a Louis 

XIV chandelier that I once heard at a boarder's dance in the parlor of a ten-a-week boarding-house in 

Gramercy Square. Sic transit. 

Silence in the terrible beauty of the snow and of the Sphinx and of the stars; but they who believe that 

all things, from a without-wine table d'hote to the crucifixion, may be interpreted through music, might 

have found a nocturne or a symphony to express the isolation of that blotted-out world. The clink of 

glass and bottle, the aeolian chorus of the wind in the house crannies, its deeper trombone through the 

canyon below, and the Wagnerian crash of the cook's pots and pans, united in a fit, discordant melody, 

I thought. No less welcome an accompaniment was the sizzling of broiling ham and venison cutlet 

indorsed by the solvent fumes of true Java, bringing rich promises of comfort to our yearning souls. 
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The cook brought the smoking supper to the table. He nodded to me democratically as he cast the 

heavy plates around as though he were pitching quoits or hurling the discus. I looked at him with some 

appraisement and curiosity and much conciliation. There was no prophet to tell us when that drifting 

evil outside might cease to fall; and it is well, when snow-bound, to stand somewhere within the radius 

of the cook's favorable consideration. But I could read neither favor nor disapproval in the face and 

manner of our pot-wrestler. 

He was about five feet nine inches, and two hundred pounds of commonplace, bull-necked, pink-faced, 

callous calm. He wore brown duck trousers too tight and too short, and a blue flannel shirt with sleeves 

rolled above his elbows. There was a sort of grim, steady scowl on his features that looked to me as 

though he had fixed it there purposely as a protection against the weakness of an inherent amiability 

that, he fancied, were better concealed. And then I let supper usurp his brief occupancy of my thoughts. 

"Draw up, George," said Ross. "Let's all eat while the grub's hot." 

"You fellows go on and chew," answered the cook. "I ate mine in the kitchen before sun-down." 

"Think it'll be a big snow, George?" asked the ranchman. 

George had turned to reenter the cook room. He moved slowly around and, looking at his face, it 

seemed to me that he was turning over the wisdom and knowledge of centuries in his head. 

"It might," was his delayed reply. 

At the door of the kitchen he stopped and looked back at us. Both Ross and I held our knives and forks 

poised and gave him our regard. Some men have the power of drawing the attention of others without 

speaking a word. Their attitude is more effective than a shout. 

"And again it mightn't," said George, and went back to his stove. 

After we had eaten, he came in and gathered the emptied dishes. He stood for a moment, while his 

spurious frown deepened. 

"It might stop any minute," he said, "or it might keep up for days." 

At the farther end of the cook room I saw George pour hot water into his dishpan, light his pipe, and 

put the tableware through its required lavation. He then carefully unwrapped from a piece of old 

saddle blanket a paperback book, and settled himself to read by his dim oil lamp. 

And then the ranchman threw tobacco on the cleared table and set forth again the bottles and glasses; 

and I saw that I stood in a deep channel through which the long dammed flood of his discourse would 

soon be booming. But I was half content, comparing my fate with that of the late Thomas Tucker, who 

had to sing for his supper, thus doubling the burdens of both himself and his host. 
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"Snow is a hell of a thing," said Ross, by way of a foreword. "It ain't, somehow, it seems to me, 

salubrious. I can stand water and mud and two inches below zero and a hundred and ten in the shade 

and medium-sized cyclones, but this here fuzzy white stuff naturally gets me all locoed. I reckon the 

reason it rattles you is because it changes the look of things so much. It's like you had a wife and left 

her in the morning with the same old blue cotton wrapper on, and rides in of a night and runs across 

her all outfitted in a white silk evening frock, waving an ostrich-feather fan, and monkeying with a posy 

of lily flowers. Wouldn't it make you look for your pocket compass? You'd be liable to kiss her before 

you collected your presence of mind." 

By and by, the flood of Ross's talk was drawn up into the clouds (so it pleased me to fancy) and there 

condensed into the finer snowflakes of thought; and we sat silent about the stove, as good friends and 

bitter enemies will do. I thought of Boss's preamble about the mysterious influence upon man exerted 

by that ermine-lined monster that now covered our little world, and knew he was right. 

Of all the curious knickknacks, mysteries, puzzles, Indian gifts, rat-traps, and well-disguised blessings 

that the gods chuck down to us from the Olympian peaks, the most disquieting and evil-bringing is the 

snow. By scientific analysis it is absolute beauty and purity --so, at the beginning we look doubtfully at 

chemistry. 

It falls upon the world, and lo! we live in another. It hides in a night the old scars and familiar places 

with which we have grown heart-sick or enamored. So, as quietly as we can, we hustle on our 

embroidered robes and hie us on Prince Camaralzaman's horse or in the reindeer sleigh into the white 

country where the seven colors converge. This is when our fancy can overcome the bane of it. 

But in certain spots of the earth comes the snow-madness, made known by people turned wild and 

distracted by the bewildering veil that has obscured the only world they know. In the cities, the white 

fairy who sets the brains of her dupes whirling by a wave of her wand is cast for the comedy role. Her 

diamond shoe buckles glitter like frost; with a pirouette she invites the spotless carnival. 

But in the waste places the snow is sardonic. Sponging out the world of the outliers, it gives no foothold 

on another sphere in return. It makes of the earth a firmament under foot; it leaves us clawing and 

stumbling in space in an inimical fifth element whose evil outdoes its strangeness and beauty, There 

Nature, low comedienne, plays her tricks on man. Though she has put him forth as her highest product, 

it appears that she has fashioned him with what seems almost incredible carelessness and indexterity. 

One-sided and without balance, with his two halves unequally fashioned and joined, must he ever jog 

his eccentric way. The snow falls, the darkness caps it, and the ridiculous man-biped strays in accurate 

circles until he succumbs in the ruins of his defective architecture. 

In the throat of the thirsty the snow is vitriol. In appearance as plausible as the breakfast food of the 

angels, it is as hot in the mouth as ginger, increasing the pangs of the water-famished. It is a derivative 

from water, air, and some cold, uncanny fire from which the caloric has been extracted. Good has been 

said of it; even the poets, crazed by its spell and shivering in their attics under its touch, have indited 

permanent melodies commemorative of its beauty. 
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Still, to the saddest overcoated optimist it is a plague--a corroding plague that Pharaoh successfully 

side-stepped. It beneficently covers the wheat fields, swelling the crop--and the Flour Trust gets us by 

the throat like a sudden quinsy. It spreads the tail of its white kirtle over the red seams of the rugged 

north--and the Alaskan short story is born. Etiolated perfidy, it shelters the mountain traveler 

burrowing from the icy air--and, melting to-morrow, drowns his brother in the valley below. 

At its worst it is lock and key and crucible, and the wand of Circe. When it corrals man in lonely 

ranches, mountain cabins, and forest huts, the snow makes apes and tigers of the hardiest. It turns the 

bosoms of weaker ones to glass, their tongues to infants' rattles, their hearts to lawlessness and spleen. 

It is not all from the isolation; the snow is not merely a blockader; it is a Chemical Test. It is a good 

man who can show a reaction that is not chiefly composed of a drachm or two of potash and magnesia, 

with traces of Adam, Ananias, Nebuchadnezzar, and the fretful porcupine. 

This is no story, you say; well, let it begin. 

There was a knock at the door (is the opening not full of context and reminiscence oh, best buyers of 

best sellers?). 

We drew the latch, and in stumbled Etienne Girod (as he afterward named himself). But just then he 

was no more than a worm struggling for life, enveloped in a killing white chrysalis. 

We dug down through snow, overcoats, mufflers, and waterproofs, and dragged forth a living thing 

with a Van Dyck beard and marvellous diamond rings. We put it through the approved curriculum of 

snow- rubbing, hot milk, and teaspoonful doses of whiskey, working him up to a graduating class 

entitled to a diploma of three fingers of rye in half a glassful of hot water. One of the ranch boys had 

already come from the quarters at Ross's bugle-like yell and kicked the stranger's staggering pony to 

some sheltered corral where beasts were entertained. 

Let a paragraphic biography of Girod intervene. 

Etienne was an opera singer originally, we gathered; but adversity and the snow had made him non 

compos vocis. The adversity consisted of the stranded San Salvador Opera Company, a period of hotel 

second- story work, and then a career as a professional palmist, jumping from town to town. For, like 

other professional palmists, every time he worked the Heart Line too strongly he immediately moved 

along the Line of Least Resistance. Though Etienne did not confide this to us, we surmised that he had 

moved out into the dusk about twenty minutes ahead of a constable, and had thus encountered the 

snow. In his most sacred blue language he dilated upon the subject of snow; for Etienne was Paris-born 

and loved the snow with the same passion that an orchid does. 

"Mee-ser-rhable!" commented Etienne, and took another three fingers. 

"Complete, cast-iron, pussy-footed, blank... blank!" said Ross, and followed suit. 

"Rotten," said I. 
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The cook said nothing. He stood in the door weighing our outburst; and insistently from behind that 

frozen visage I got two messages (via the M. A. M wireless). One was that George considered our 

vituperation against the snow childish; the other was that George did not love Dagoes. Inasmuch as 

Etienne was a Frenchman, I concluded I had the message wrong. So I queried the other: "Bright eyes, 

you don't really mean Dagoes, do you?" and over the wireless came three deathly, psychic taps: "Yes." 

Then I reflected that to George all foreigners were probably "Dagoes." I had once known another 

camp cook who had thought Mons., Sig., and Millie (Trans-Mississippi for Mlle.) were Italian given 

names; this cook used to marvel therefore at the paucity of Neo-Roman precognomens, and therefore 

why not-- 

I have said that snow is a test of men. For one day, two days, Etienne stood at the window, Fletcherizing 

his finger nails and shrieking and moaning at the monotony. To me, Etienne was just about as 

unbearable as the snow; and so, seeking relief, I went out on the second day to look at my horse, slipped 

on a stone, broke my collarbone, and thereafter underwent not the snow test, but the test of flat-on-the-

back. A test that comes once too often for any man to stand. 

However, I bore up cheerfully. I was now merely a spectator, and from my couch in the big room I 

could lie and watch the human interplay with that detached, impassive, impersonal feeling which 

French writers tell us is so valuable to the litterateur, and American writers to the faro-dealer. 

"I shall go crazy in this abominable, mee-ser-rhable place!" was Etienne's constant prediction. 

"Never knew Mark Twain to bore me before," said Ross, over and over. He sat by the other window, 

hour after hour, a box of Pittsburg stogies of the length, strength, and odor of a Pittsburg graft scandal 

deposited on one side of him, and "Roughing It," "The Jumping Frog," and "Life on the Mississippi" 

on the other. For every chapter he lit a new stogy, puffing furiously. This in time, gave him a recurrent 

premonition of cramps, gastritis, smoker's colic or whatever it is they have in Pittsburg after a too deep 

indulgence in graft scandals. To fend off the colic, Ross resorted time and again to Old Doctor Still's 

Amber-Colored U. S. A. Colic Cure. Result, after forty-eight hours--nerves. 

"Positive fact I never knew Mark Twain to make me tired before. Positive fact." Ross slammed 

"Roughing It" on the floor. "When you're snowbound this-away you want tragedy, I guess. Humor just 

seems to bring out all your cussedness. You read a man's poor, pitiful attempts to be funny and it 

makes you so nervous you want to tear the book up, get out your bandana, and have a good, long cry." 

At the other end of the room, the Frenchman took his finger nails out of his mouth long enough to 

exclaim: "Humor! Humor at such a time as thees! My God, I shall go crazy in thees abominable--" 

"Supper," announced George. 

These meals were not the meals of Rabelais who said, "the great God makes the planets and we make 

the platters neat." By that time, the ranch-house meals were not affairs of gusto; they were mental 

distraction, not bodily provender. What they were to be later shall never be forgotten by Ross or me or 

Etienne. 
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After supper, the stogies and finger nails began again. My shoulder ached wretchedly, and with half-

closed eyes I tried to forget it by watching the deft movements of the stolid cook. 

Suddenly I saw him cock his ear, like a dog. Then, with a swift step, he moved to the door, threw it 

open, and stood there. 

The rest of us had heard nothing. 

"What is it, George?" asked Ross. 

The cook reached out his hand into the darkness alongside the jamb. With careful precision he prodded 

something. Then he made one careful step into the snow. His back muscles bulged a little under the 

arms as he stooped and lightly lifted a burden. Another step inside the door, which he shut 

methodically behind him, and he dumped the burden at a safe distance from the fire. 

He stood up and fixed us with a solemn eye. None of us moved under that Orphic suspense until, 

"A woman," remarked George. 

Miss Willie Adams was her name. Vocation, school-teacher. Present avocation, getting lost in the snow. 

Age, yum-yum (the Persian for twenty). Take to the woods if you would describe Miss Adams. A willow 

for grace; a hickory for fibre; a birch for the clear whiteness of her skin; for eyes, the blue sky seen 

through treetops; the silk in cocoons for her hair; her voice, the murmur of the evening June wind in 

the leaves; her mouth, the berries of the wintergreen; fingers as light as ferns; her toe as small as a deer 

track. General impression upon the dazed beholder--you could not see the forest for the trees. 

Psychology, with a capital P and the foot of a lynx, at this juncture stalks into the ranch house. Three 

men, a cook, a pretty young woman --all snowbound. Count me out of it, as I did not count, anyway. I 

never did, with women. Count the cook out, if you like. But note the effect upon Ross and Etienne 

Girod. 

Ross dumped Mark Twain in a trunk and locked the trunk. Also, he discarded the Pittsburg scandals. 

Also, he shaved off a three days' beard. 

Etienne, being French, began on the beard first. He pomaded it, from a little tube of grease Hongroise 

in his vest pocket. He combed it with a little aluminum comb from the same vest pocket. He trimmed it 

with manicure scissors from the same vest pocket. His light and Gallic spirits underwent a sudden, 

miraculous change. He hummed a blithe San Salvador Opera Company tune; he grinned, smirked, 

bowed, pirouetted, twiddled, twaddled, twisted, and tooralooed. Gayly, the notorious troubadour, could 

not have equalled Etienne. 

Ross's method of advance was brusque, domineering. "Little woman," he said, "you're welcome 

here!"--and with what he thought subtle double meaning--"welcome to stay here as long as you like, 

snow or no snow." 
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Miss Adams thanked him a little wildly, some of the wintergreen berries creeping into the birch bark. 

She looked around hurriedly as if seeking escape. But there was none, save the kitchen and the room 

allotted her. She made an excuse and disappeared into her own room. 

Later I, feigning sleep, heard the following: 

"Mees Adams, I was almost to perislh-die-of monotony w'en your fair and beautiful face appear in 

thees mee-ser-rhable house." I opened my starboard eye. The beard was being curled furiously around 

a finger, the Svengali eye was rolling, the chair was being hunched closer to the school-teacher's. "I am 

French--you see--temperamental--nervous! I cannot endure thees dull hours in thees ranch house; but--

a woman comes! Ah!" The shoulders gave nine 'rahs and a tiger. "What a difference! All is light and 

gay; ever'ting smile w'en you smile. You have 'eart, beauty, grace. My 'eart comes back to me w'en I 

feel your 'eart. So!" He laid his hand upon his vest pocket. From this vantage point he suddenly 

snatched at the school-teacher's own hand, "Ah! Mees Adams, if I could only tell you how I ad--" 

"Dinner," remarked George. He was standing just behind the Frenchman's ear. His eyes looked 

straight into the school-teacher's eyes. After thirty seconds of survey, his lips moved, deep in the flinty, 

frozen maelstrom of his face: "Dinner," he concluded, "will be ready in two minutes." 

Miss Adams jumped to her feet, relieved. "I must get ready for dinner," she said brightly, and went 

into her room. 

Ross came in fifteen minutes late. After the dishes had been cleaned away, I waited until a propitious 

time when the room was temporarily ours alone, and told him what had happened. 

He became so excited that he lit a stogy without thinking. "Yeller- hided, unwashed, palm-readin' 

skunk," he said under his breath. "I'll shoot him full o' holes if he don't watch out--talkin' that way to 

my wife!" 

I gave a jump that set my collarbone back another week. "Your wife!" I gasped. 

"Well, I mean to make her that," he announced. 

The air in the ranch house the rest of that day was tense with pent-up emotions, oh, best buyers of best 

sellers. 

Ross watched Miss Adams as a hawk does a hen; he watched Etienne as a hawk does a scarecrow, 

Etienne watched Miss Adams as a weasel does a henhouse. He paid no attention to Ross. 

The condition of Miss Adams, in the role of sought-after, was feverish. Lately escaped from the agony 

and long torture of the white cold, where for hours Nature had kept the little school-teacher's vision 

locked in and turned upon herself, nobody knows through what profound feminine introspections she 

had gone. Now, suddenly cast among men, instead of finding relief and security, she beheld herself 

plunged anew into other discomforts. Even in her own room she could hear the loud voices of her 
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imposed suitors. "I'll blow you full o' holes!" shouted Ross. "Witnesses," shrieked Etienne, waving his 

hand at the cook and me. She could not have known the previous harassed condition of the men, 

fretting under indoor conditions. All she knew was, that where she had expected the frank freemasonry 

of the West, she found the subtle tangle of two men's minds, bent upon exacting whatever romance 

there might be in her situation. 

She tried to dodge Ross and the Frenchman by spells of nursing me. They also came over to help nurse. 

This combination aroused such a natural state of invalid cussedness on my part that they were all 

forced to retire. Once she did manage to whisper: "I am so worried here. I don't know what to do." 

To which I replied, gently, hitching up my shoulder, that I was a hunch-savant and that the Eighth 

House under this sign, the Moon being in Virgo, showed that everything would turn out all right. 

But twenty minutes later I saw Etienne reading her palm and felt that perhaps I might have to recast 

her horoscope, and try for a dark man coming with a bundle. 

Toward sunset, Etienne left the house for a few moments and Ross, who had been sitting taciturn and 

morose, having unlocked Mark Twain, made another dash. It was typical Ross talk. 

He stood in front of her and looked down majestically at that cool and perfect spot where Miss Adams' 

forehead met the neat part in her fragrant hair. First, however, he cast a desperate glance at me. I was 

in a profound slumber. 

"Little woman," he began, "it's certainly tough for a man like me to see you bothered this way. You"--

gulp--"you have been alone in this world too long. You need a protector. I might say that at a time like 

this you need a protector the worst kind--a protector who would take a three-ring delight in smashing 

the saffron-colored kisser off of any yeller-skinned skunk that made himself obnoxious to you. Hem. 

Hem. I am a lonely man, Miss Adams. I have so far had to carry on my life without the"--gulp--"sweet 

radiance"--gulp--"of a woman around the house. I feel especially doggoned lonely at a time like this, 

when I am pretty near locoed from havin' to stall indoors, and hence it was with delight I welcomed 

your first appearance in this here shack. Since then I have been packed jam full of more different kinds 

of feelings, ornery, mean, dizzy, and superb, than has fallen my way in years." 

Miss Adams made a useless movement toward escape. The Ross chin stuck firm. "I don't want to annoy 

you, Miss Adams, but, by heck, if it comes to that you'll have to be annoyed. And I'll have to have my 

say. This palm-ticklin' slob of a Frenchman ought to be kicked off the place and if you'll say the word, 

off he goes. But I don't want to do the wrong thing. You've got to show a preference. I'm gettin' around 

to the point, Miss--Miss Willie, in my own brick fashion. I've stood about all I can stand these last two 

days and somethin's got to happen. The suspense hereabouts is enough to hang a sheepherder. Miss 

Willie"--he lassooed her hand by main force--"just say the word. You need somebody to take your part 

all your life long. Will you mar--" 

"Supper," remarked George, tersely, from the kitchen door. 
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Miss Adams hurried away. 

Ross turned angrily. "You--" 

"I have been revolving it in my head," said George. 

He brought the coffee pot forward heavily. Then bravely the big platter of pork and beans. Then 

somberly the potatoes. Then profoundly the biscuits. "I have been revolving it in my mind. There ain't 

no use waitin' any longer for Swengalley. Might as well eat now." 

>From my excellent vantage-point on the couch I watched the progress of that meal. Ross, muddled, 

glowering, disappointed; Etienne, eternally blandishing, attentive, ogling; Miss Adams, nervous, 

picking at her food, hesitant about answering questions, almost hysterical; now and then the solid, 

flitting shadow of the cook, passing behind their backs like a Dreadnaught in a fog. 

I used to own a clock which gurgled in its throat three minutes before it struck the hour. I know, 

therefore, the slow freight of Anticipation. For I have awakened at three in the morning, heard the 

clock gurgle, and waited those three minutes for the three strokes I knew were to come. Alors. In Ross's 

ranch house that night the slow freight of Climax whistled in the distance. 

Etienne began it after supper. Miss Aclams had suddenly displayed a lively interest in the kitchen 

layout and I could see her in there, chatting brightly at George--not with him--the while he ducked his 

head and rattled his pans. 

"My fren'," said Etienne, exhaling a large cloud from his cigarette and patting Ross lightly on the 

shoulder with a bediamonded hand which, hung limp from a yard or more of bony arm, "I see I mus' 

be frank with you. Firs', because we are rivals; second, because you take these matters so serious. I--I 

am Frenchman. I love the women" --he threw back his curls, bared his yellow teeth, and blew an 

unsavory kiss toward the kitchen. "It is, I suppose, a trait of my nation. All Frenchmen love the 

women--pretty women. Now, look: Here I am!" He spread out his arms. "Cold outside! I detes' the col-

l-l! Snow! I abominate the mees-ser-rhable snow! Two men! This--" pointing to me--"an' this!" 

Pointing to' Ross. "I am distracted! For two whole days I stan' at the window an' tear my 'air! I am 

nervous, upset, pr-r-ro-foun'ly distress inside my 'ead! An' suddenly--be'old! A woman, a nice, pretty, 

charming, innocen' young woman! I, naturally, rejoice. I become myself again--gay, light-'earted, 

"appy. I address myself to mademoiselle; it passes the time. That, m'sieu', is wot the women are for--

pass the time! Entertainment--like the music, like the wine! 

"They appeal to the mood, the caprice, the temperamen'. To play with thees woman, follow her 

through her humor, pursue her--ah! that is the mos' delightful way to sen' the hours about their 

business." 

Ross banged the table. "Shut up, you miserable yeller pup!" he roared. "I object to your pursuin' 

anything or anybody in my house. Now, you listen to me, you--" He picked up the box of stogies and 

used it on the table as an emphasizer. The noise of it awoke the attention of the girl in the kitchen. 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 586  january  2022 

 

18 

Unheeded, she crept into the room. "I don't know anything about your French ways of lovemakin' an' I 

don't care. In my section of the country, it's the best man wins. And I'm the best man here, and don't 

you forget it! This girl's goin' to be mine. There ain't g'oing to be any playing, or philandering, or palm 

reading about it. I've made up my mind I'll have this girl, and that settles it. My word is the law in this 

neck o' the woods. She's mine, and as soon as she says she's mine, you pull out." The box made one 

final, tremendous punctuation point. 

Etienne's bravado was unruffled. "Ah! that is no way to win a woman," he smiled, easily. "I make 

prophecy you will never win 'er that way. No. Not thees woman. She mus' be played along an' then 

keessed, this charming, delicious little creature. One kees! An' then you 'ave her." Again he displayed 

his unpleasant teeth. "I make you a bet I will kees her--" 

As a cheerful chronicler of deeds done well, it joys me to relate that the hand which fell upon Etienne's 

amorous lips was not his own. There was one sudden sound, as of a mule kicking a lath fence, and then-

-through the swinging doors of oblivion for Etienne. 

I had seen this blow delivered. It was an aloof, unstudied, almost absent-minded affair. I had thought 

the cook was rehearsing the proper method of turning a flapjack. 

Silently, lost in thought, he stood there scratching his head. Then he began rolling down his sleeves. 

"You'd better get your things on, Miss, and we'll get out of here," he decided. "Wrap up warm." 

I heard her heave a little sigh of relief as she went to get her cloak, sweater, and hat. 

Ross jumped to his feet, and said: "George, what are you goin' to do?" 

George, who had been headed in my direction, slowly swivelled around and faced his employer. "Bein' 

a camp cook, I ain't over-burdened with hosses," George enlightened us. "Therefore, I am going to try 

to borrow this feller's here." 

For the first time in four days my soul gave a genuine cheer. "If it's for Lochinvar purposes, go as far 

as you like," I said, grandly. 

The cook studied me a moment, as if trying to find an insult in my words. "No," he replied. "It's for 

mine and the young lady's purposes, and we'll go only three miles--to Hicksville. Now let me tell you 

somethin', Ross." Suddenly I was confronted with the cook's chunky back and I heard a low, curt, 

carrying voice shoot through the room at my host. George had wheeled just as Ross started to speak. 

"You're nutty. That's what's the matter with you. You can't stand the snow. You're getting nervouser, 

and nuttier every day. That and this Dago"--he jerked a thumb at the half-dead Frenchman in the 

corner--"has got you to the point where I thought I better horn in. I got to revolving it around in my 

mind and I seen if somethin' wasn't done, and done soon, there'd be murder around here and maybe" -

-his head gave an imperceptible list toward the girl's room--"worse." 
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He stopped, but he held up a stubby finger to keep any one else from speaking. Then he plowed slowly 

through the drift of his ideas. "About this here woman. I know you, Ross, and I know what you reely 

think about women. If she hadn't happened in here durin' this here snow, you'd never have given two 

thoughts to the whole woman question. Likewise, when the storm clears, and you and the boys go 

hustlin' out, this here whole business 'll clear out of your head and you won't think of a skirt again until 

Kingdom Come. Just because o' this snow here, don't forget you're living in the selfsame world you was 

in four days ago. And you're the same man, too. Now, what's the use o' getting all snarled up over four 

days of stickin' in the house? That there's what I been revolvin' in my mind and this here's the decision 

I've come to." 

He plodded to the door and shouted to one of the ranch hands to saddle my horse. 

Ross lit a stogy and stood thoughtful in the middle of the room. Then he began: "I've a durn good 

notion, George, to knock your confounded head off and throw you into that snowbank, if--" 

"You're wrong, mister. That ain't a durned good notion you've got. It's durned bad. Look here!" He 

pointed steadily out of doors until we were both forced to follow his finger. "You're in here for more'n 

a week yet." After allowing this fact to sink in, he barked out at Ross: "Can you cook?" Then at me: 

"Can you cook?" Then he looked at the wreck of Etienne and sniffed. 

There was an embarrassing silence as Ross and I thought solemnly of a foodless week. 

"If you just use hoss sense," concluded George, "and don't go for to hurt my feelin's, all I want to do is 

to take this young gal down to Hicksville; and then I'll head back here and cook fer you." 

The horse and Miss Adams arrived simultaneously, both of them very serious and quiet. The horse 

because he knew what he had before him in that weather; the girl because of what she had left behind. 

Then all at once I awoke to a realization of what the cook was doing. "My God, man!" I cried, "aren't 

you afraid to go out in that snow?" 

Behind my back I heard Ross mutter, "Not him." 

George lifted the girl daintily up behind the saddle, drew on his gloves, put his foot in the stirrup, and 

turned to inspect me leisurely. 

As I passed slowly in his review, I saw in my mind's eye the algebraic equation of Snow, the equals sign, 

and the answer in the man before me. 

"Snow is my last name," said George. He swung into the saddle and they started cautiously out into the 

darkening swirl of fresh new currency just issuing from the Snowdrop Mint. The girl, to keep her 

place, clung happily to the sturdy figure of the camp cook. 
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I brought three things away from Ross Curtis's ranch house--yes, four. One was the appreciation of 

snow, which I have so humbly tried here to render; (2) was a collarbone, of which I am extra careful; 

(3) was a memory of what it is to eat very extremely bad food for a week; and (4) was the cause of (3) a 

little note delivered at the end of the week and hand-painted in blue pencil on a sheet of meat paper. 

"I cannot come back there to that there job. Mrs. Snow say no, George. I been revolvin' it in my mind; 

considerin' circumstances she's right." 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/o-henry/short-story/the-snow-man  
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The Soap Bubble Trope 

Throughout the history of philosophy, literature, art, and science, people have been fascinated with the 

shimmering surfaces of soap bubbles. 

 

Les Bulles de Savon by Jean Baptiste Chardin, ca.1734 

via JSTOR 

By: Angelica Frey  

What do the roof of the Munich Olympic Stadium, Glinda the Good Witch, Disney’s Cinderella, the art series 

“Unweave a Rainbow” by neo-surrealist painter Ariana Papademetropoulos, Sir Isaac Newton, the first 

“viral” ad campaign of the late Victorian era, and morose Dutch still-life paintings have in common? They all 

reflect a preoccupation with soap bubbles, with shiny, shimmery, and iridescent spheres that we tend to 

associate with children and play. 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/community.18576558
https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/angelica-frey/
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Far from being objects that just feed our natural proclivities toward shiny and shimmering surfaces, bubbles 

are a recurring trope in the history of philosophy, literature, the arts, and science. “Make a soap bubble and 

observe it; you could spend a whole life studying it,” Sir William Thomson, Lord Kelvin, allegedly said in the 

late nineteenth century. 

Weekly Newsletter 

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

Subscribe
 

Privacy Policy   Contact Us 

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

Interest in bubbles in the arts, literature, and sciences reached a high point in the seventeenth century, when 

they became closely associated with the concept of vanitas vanitatum, the fragility and transience of human 

life. Homo bulla (man is a bubble) was a concept dear to the baroque era. 

The symbolism of homo bulla was already proverbial by the first century BCE. Varro (116—27 BCE) wrote 

the following in the first line of the first book of De Re Rustica: “for if, as they say, man is a bubble (homo 

bulla), all the more so is an old man,” he wrote. In his Satyricon, Petronius (1st century CE) has a character 

bemoan the sudden death of a friend whose funeral he just attended by saying, “We are meaner than flies; 

flies have their virtues, we are nothing but bubbles.” 

“The foam which is made up of bubbles? The tiny ones break and vanish immediately…. That’s what 

man’s life is like.” 

One of the most eminent early examples appears in a dialogue by second-century CE Greek-language writer 

Lucian of Samosata. In his Dialogue between Charon and Mercury, the former says: 

I’d like to tell you, Mercury, that to me all men and their lives seem alike. Have you ever watched those 

bubbles that form in the pool of a waterfall? The foam which is made up of bubbles? The tiny ones break and 

vanish immediately…. That’s what man’s life is like. 

When it comes to the visual arts, we have to credit Dutch artists for making bubbles a popular subject. In 

1574, the Dutch painter Cornelis Ketel depicted a husky putto (cherub) standing against a cloudy sky on a bed 

of grass, in the act blowing bubbles. The inscription above, in Greek, reads “man is a bubble.” This panel is 

on the reverse of a portrait of Adam Wachendorff, the secretary of the London offices of the Hanseatic 

League, a trading alliance of European cities. 

“It is likely that Ketel’s painting provides the first appearance of a soap bubble, as opposed to the more 

traditional air bubble on a water surface as in the Dialogue of Lucian,” writes the mathematician Michele 

Emmer in the journal Leonardo. (In 2019, Emmer curated a monographic exhibition on bubbles across the 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/community.15647925?mag=the-soap-bubble-trope
https://about.jstor.org/privacy/
http://www.jstor.org/contact-us/
https://daily.jstor.org/the-soap-bubble-trope/?utm_source=swap&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=PublicDomainReview
https://daily.jstor.org/the-soap-bubble-trope/?utm_source=swap&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=PublicDomainReview
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arts in Perugia, Italy.) In 1594, Hendrik Goltzius completed bubble- and putto-themed engravings that 

cemented the soap bubble as an enduring theme in Dutch art. In one titled “Homo Bulla,” a putto languidly 

leans on a skull as he absent-mindedly looks at the bubbles he just blew. 

 

Boy Blowing Soap Bubbles by Karel Dujardin, 1663 via Statens Museum for Kunst (National Gallery of 

Denmark) on JSTOR 

Throughout the seventeenth century, the putti started being “downgraded” to mere children. As the literary 

scholar Sarah Tindall Kareem wrote in her 2015 article “Enlightenment Bubbles, Romantic Worlds:” 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/community.12343497?mag=the-soap-bubble-trope
https://www.jstor.org/stable/community.12343497?mag=the-soap-bubble-trope
https://www.jstor.org/stable/24575130?mag=the-soap-bubble-trope
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The popularity of the subject of children blowing soap bubbles might be partly attributable to seventeenth 

century Dutch culture’s valorization of children’s play evident in the new genre of compendia of children’s 

games in which blowing bubbles is standard part of the repertoire. 

The 1663 painting “Boy Blowing Soap Bubbles” by Karel Dujardin sees a boy looking with satisfaction at the 

bubbles he has just sent flying. He is balanced on a soap bubble resting on top of a shell, which is the only 

surrealist element of what would otherwise look like a realistic, if slightly mythologized, depiction of a youth 

entertaining himself. 

 

The Dancing Couple by Jan Steen, 1663 via Wikimedia Commons 

Of course, not all depictions of bubbles feature children. In David Bailly’s “Vanitas: Self-portrait of the 

Artist, Still Life,” from 1651, floating bubbles appear alongside busts, candles, portraits, and skulls in a 

standard still-life setting. Similarly, Jan Steen’s “The Dancing Couple” (1663), leaves childhood imagery 

behind to depict a tavern scene where people are definitely having fun: musicians play, people dance, eat, and 

drink, while children play with their toys. The presence of cut flowers, broken shells, and soap bubbles are 

there to remind us of the transience of merriment and pleasure, but that does not necessarily have to mean 

doom and gloom. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Jan_Steen_-_The_Dancing_Couple_-_Google_Art_Project.jpg
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“When, in overly moralized interpretations, we reduce such paintings to pictorial sermons on vanity, we fail 

to grasp…the ambiguous wholeness of these images,” writes the art historian Paul Barolsky. This wholeness 

“prompt[s] us to reflect not upon mortality alone, but upon the ways life and death define each other.” 

Literary Bubbles 

Between the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries, bubbles also became a popular subject in literature. In 1591, 

Francis Bacon asserted that “The world is a bubble.” In other words, a bubble is a microcosm of the world: 

each individual element bends toward fulfilling its purpose within the whole. 

The seventeenth-century poet Richard Crashaw, who is best known for his religious poetry in English, also 

wrote erudite poems in Latin. One of them, “Bulla,” extensively describes a soap bubble in hallucinogenic 

detail: “There by the contiguous waters pale little torches droop. Here the vein of a very delicate wave full of 

the neighboring flames learns the purple paths and leaps from the red channel,” reads one translation. “Here is 

the intricate labor of heaven: orbs are in the path of orbs; here the herd of the golden fleece is the pellucid 

herd of the ether; which wear down the black pasture of night in pure bites.” 

These passages record the ever-changing play of light and color on the surface of the bubble, while also 

acknowledging how hard it is to put into words. “The task Crashaw set himself in the poem is doomed to fail 

from the outset,” writes the Renaissance poetry scholar Stephen Guy-Bray in the Journal for Early Modern 

Cultural Studies. “But while ‘Bulla’ may not accurately describe a bubble, it could certainly be argued that it 

provides more information than a painting could: if we take ‘Bulla’ as an example of the popular Renaissance 

debate over the respective merits of painting and poetry we could argue that poetry wins.” 

A bubble becomes a conceit that allows for the conceptualization of other things, of fictionality. As the 

literary scholar Kareem writes: 

The bubble’s liminal status, materially between water and air, spatially between ground and sky, temporally 

between inflation and bursting, parallels fiction’s own boundary-crossing nature, making the bubble uniquely 

suited to metaphorically rendering the temporary transport fiction provides. 

The Play of Light 

Towards the end of the seventeenth century, scientists latched onto the subject of bubbles as well. “It is 

probably not insignificant that this same period saw soap bubbles achieve their greatest fame as a subject for 

painting,” Emmer (the mathematician) writes. “It is thus likely that children’s games and works of art 

stimulated scientists to try to understand the workings of these phenomena that were attractive and 

entertaining.” 

In 1672, the English scientist Robert Hooke made this observation to the Royal Society in England: 

A mass of bubbles was created in a soap solution by blowing into it through a glass tube. At the beginning of 

the experiment, one could easily see that the soap film enclosing each bubble of air was a clear white colour, 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/23208074?mag=the-soap-bubble-trope
https://www.jstor.org/stable/40339614?mag=the-soap-bubble-trope


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 586  january  2022 

 

26 

without any trace of other colours. But after a while as the film gradually became thinner, one began to see all 

the colours of the rainbow on the surface of the bubbles. 

In his Opticks: or, a treatise of the reflexions, refractions, inflexions and colours of light published in 1704, 

Sir Isaac Newton described the surfaces of bubbles in great detail. He argued that their colors are produced 

“on the same grounds that thin plates or bubbles do reflect or transmit those rays [of color].” Colors of 

bubbles, to him, were “a common observation” from which a theory could be built. 

Newton’s Discovery of the Refraction of Light by Pelagio Palagi, 1827 via Wikimedia Commons 

In 1827, the Bolognese painter Pelagio Palagi painted “Newton Discovers the Refraction of Light,” where 

Newton is depicted in being struck by the discovery of the phenomenon of light refraction as he observes a 

child blowing bubbles. In the painting, the bubble becomes the world, or at least its formal analog: just like a 

globe is placed on the right-hand side of Newton, the bubble occupies a similar position with the child. 

“Bubbles were to be to optics what apples had allegedly been to gravitation,” the historian of science Simon 

Schaffer once wrote. 

An Enduring Fascination 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Pelagio_Palagi_-_Newton%27s_Discovery_of_the_Refraction_of_Light_-_WGA16864.jpg
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Soap Bubbles by Charles Amédée Philippe Van Loo, 1764 via Wikimedia Commons 

In the following centuries, bubbles remained a subject dear to the arts. Jean-Baptiste Chardin’s “Les Bulles de 

Savon” (circa 1734) depicts two children who are playing at the moment when a bubble, already formed, is 

about to escape from the pipe. The search for complex moral or philosophical significance, beyond the 

evident allusion to the fragility of human life, is totally absent. The art historian Theodore Rousseau 

Jr. writes: 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Charles_Am%C3%A9d%C3%A9e_Philippe_Van_Loo,_Soap_Bubbles,_1764,_NGA_32579.jpg
https://www.jstor.org/stable/3257493?mag=the-soap-bubble-trope
https://www.jstor.org/stable/3257493?mag=the-soap-bubble-trope
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Judging from contemporary accounts, it appears unlikely that Chardin painted under the direct influence of 

any idea derived from classical or literary sources. His father, a carpenter, who is described as “distinguished 

by a talent for making good billiard tables,” was a poor man and unable to give him a formal education… 

So, rather than focusing on the symbolism, Chardin concentrated on the technical aspects of his paintings. 

Nineteenth century artists including Édouard Manet tended to shy away from the connotations of vanitas. 

The fourteenth canto of Byron’s “Don Juan” suggests how the bubble becomes a child’s plaything and a 

cosmic globe. Sarah Tindal Kareem writes that “[h]e moves away both from the bubble on a water surface as 

a symbol of vanitas and from connotations of puffery, embracing instead the soap-bubble as an emblem of 

verse’s sheer, ludic joy.” 

On the other hand, John Keats famously accused Newton’s Opticks of “unweav[ing] a rainbow,” both at a 

dinner party hosted in December 1817 by Benjamin Haydon and in his poem “Lamia.” He claimed Newton 

“had destroyed all the poetry of the rainbow, by reducing it to prismatic colors,” according to Haydon’s own 

account. Nineteenth-century physicists and mathematicians, most notably the Belgian physicist Joseph 

Plateau, would devise a formula that could predict and explain the iridescent patterns of soapy films. 

Yet they kept evoking a sense of wonder. “They are soap bubbles, pure chimerae that attract the 

imagination,” wrote Fyodor Dostoevsky in Crime and Punishment. In A Tramp Abroad, Mark Twain stated, 

“A soap-bubble is the most beautiful thing, and the most exquisite in nature… I wonder how much it would 

take to buy a soap-bubble if there was only one in the world.” 

In the late nineteenth century, pre-Raphaelite painter John Everett Millais departed from the medieval 

settings of his earlier paintings, which featured sensuous maidens, to depict a boy blowing bubbles. Due to the 

fickle nature of bubbles, he had to resort to a glass globe to render their surface. It then became the official 

poster for Pears brand transparent soap, the first publicity campaign to use bubble (the first of many 

instances throughout the next two centuries). “Bubbles no longer symbolize ‘Vanitas,’” Emmer writes, “but 

rather the more down-to-earth qualities of freshness and cleanliness.” 

 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/10.2307/community.9970435?mag=the-soap-bubble-trope
https://www.jstor.org/stable/10.2307/community.1096330?mag=the-soap-bubble-trope
https://www.jstor.org/stable/community.24884127?mag=the-soap-bubble-trope
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Pears_(soap)
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Pears_(soap)
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Les 

Bulles de Savon by Jean Baptiste Chardin, ca.1734 via JSTOR 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/community.18576558?mag=the-soap-bubble-trope
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Explore more images of soap bubbles on JSTOR. 

 

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

 Share Tweet Email Print 

Have a correction or comment about this article? 

Please contact us. 

paintingsoapJournal for Early Modern Cultural StudiesSource: Notes in the History of ArtThe Eighteenth Cen

turyThe Metropolitan Museum of Art Bulletin 

 

Resources 

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

research behind our articles for free on JSTOR. 

Enlightenment Bubbles, Romantic Worlds 

By: Sarah Tindal Kareem 

The Eighteenth Century, Vol. 56, No. 1 (SPRING 2015), pp. 85-104 

University of Pennsylvania Press 

VANITAS PAINTING AND THE CELEBRATION OF LIFE 

By: Paul Barolsky 

Source: Notes in the History of Art, Vol. 26, No. 2 (Winter 2007), pp. 38-39 

The University of Chicago Press on behalf of the Bard Graduate Center 

https://www.jstor.org/action/doBasicSearch?Query=soap+bubbles&groupefq=WyJjb250cmlidXRlZF9pbWFnZXMiXQ%3D%3D
https://bit.ly/30jM88p
https://www.facebook.com/dialog/share?app_id=419334385204394&display=popup&href=https%3A%2F%2Fdaily.jstor.org%2Fthe-soap-bubble-trope%2F&redirect_uri=https%3A%2F%2Fdaily.jstor.org%2Fthe-soap-bubble-trope%2F
http://twitter.com/intent/tweet?url=https%3A%2F%2Fdaily.jstor.org%2Fthe-soap-bubble-trope%2F&text=The+Soap+Bubble+Trope&via=JSTOR_Daily
mailto:?subject=The%20Soap%20Bubble%20Trope&body=Throughout%20the%20history%20of%20philosophy%2C%20literature%2C%20art%2C%20and%20science%2C%20people%20have%20been%20fascinated%20with%20the%20shimmering%20surfaces%20of%20soap%20bubbles.%0D%0A%0D%0A%20Read%20More:%20https%3A%2F%2Fdaily.jstor.org%2Fthe-soap-bubble-trope%2F
javascript:window.print()
https://daily.jstor.org/contact-us?%5bfrom_url%5d
https://daily.jstor.org/tag/painting/
https://daily.jstor.org/tag/soap/
https://daily.jstor.org/pub_tag/journal-for-early-modern-cultural-studies/
https://daily.jstor.org/pub_tag/source-notes-in-the-history-of-art/
https://daily.jstor.org/pub_tag/the-eighteenth-century/
https://daily.jstor.org/pub_tag/the-eighteenth-century/
https://daily.jstor.org/pub_tag/the-metropolitan-museum-of-art-bulletin/
https://www.jstor.org/stable/24575130?mag=the-soap-bubble-trope
https://www.jstor.org/stable/23208074?mag=the-soap-bubble-trope
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"Pulchrum Spargitur Hic Chaos": Crashaw's Meta-Commentary 

By: Stephen Guy-Bray 

Journal for Early Modern Cultural Studies, Vol. 9, No. 1 (Spring - Summer, 2009), pp. 147-159 

University of Pennsylvania Press 

A Boy Blowing Bubbles by Chardin 

By: Theodore Rousseau, Jr. 

The Metropolitan Museum of Art Bulletin, New Series, Vol. 8, No. 8 (Apr., 1950), pp. 221-227 

The Metropolitan Museum of Art 

 

https://daily.jstor.org/the-soap-bubble-

trope/?utm_source=swap&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=PublicDomainReview 

  

https://www.jstor.org/stable/40339614?mag=the-soap-bubble-trope
https://www.jstor.org/stable/3257493?mag=the-soap-bubble-trope
https://daily.jstor.org/the-soap-bubble-trope/?utm_source=swap&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=PublicDomainReview
https://daily.jstor.org/the-soap-bubble-trope/?utm_source=swap&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=PublicDomainReview
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TIME WELL SPENT 

by Kyle Chayka 

 

It’s often said that we live in an attention economy. Various media and technology corporations—whether it’s 

Instagram, HBO, Spotify, or Twitter—are in constant competition for our attention, and not only against other 

media; the CEO of Netflix once said that its primary rival was sleep. But these companies are not the first to 

stake a claim on our attention—artists have long known how to solicit, capture, and repel the attention of their 

audiences. Attention is how we process things that are new and surprising, or intriguing and difficult—a fact 

artists must be aware of. Our attention might be compelled by a catchy pop-music melody or a delightfully 

colorful painting, but it’s also what we summon to persevere through a piece of dissonant experimental music 

or a lengthy film. We often give our attention to what pleases us, but we don’t give it only to easy sources of 

pleasure: we give it in order to understand, to ask questions, to wonder. 

The phrase attention economy poses attention as a commodity to be portioned off and sold, usually on the 

internet. (We also say that attention is something to be “paid.”) But maybe attention is more a state of mind, 

akin to happiness or disgust, than a currency. It’s a feeling, a state of alertness that we can choose to enter, 

forestalling judgment for the sake of gathering information. The best artists coax us into this state, then 

manipulate that focus. John Cage, whose compositions strain our attention—like his famously silent 

“4’33″”—was well aware that sustained concentration over time can change and deepen perception. “If 

something is boring after two minutes, try it for four. If still boring, try it for eight, sixteen, thirty-two, and so 

on,” he wrote. “Eventually one discovers that it’s not boring at all but very interesting.”  

Now, spending just thirty-two minutes looking at a single screen would be considered an accomplishment. 

We scroll on our phones while watching Netflix, or watch Netflix while scrolling on our phones. When I find 

myself falling into this toggling routine, I try to remember that technology can also push us toward other 

forms of durational attention. Artists like Cage, Nam June Paik, and Christian Marclay pioneered these forms, 

provoking ambivalence rather than addiction in their audiences. The nine works below explore some of the 

possibilities for new forms of engagement. Each uses our attention in a different way, demanding a lot or a 

little of it, but always deliberately.  

ERIK SATIE 

C. 1890S 

“VEXATIONS” 

https://believermag.com/contributor/kyle-chayka/
https://believermag.com/contributor/kyle-chayka/
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Satie pioneered ambient music, but he called it “furniture music”: compositions that decorate a room like 

pleasant wallpaper, short loops that evoke a mood but stay consistent. You weren’t supposed to pay attention 

to it; when guests of the theater where he debuted his furniture music filed to their seats, Satie yelled at them 

to stop. “Vexations,” however, took the idea of staying in the background to an entirely different level. The 

piece, a scrap of composition discovered after Satie’s death, has a discordant, plodding melody. Its inscription 

reads: “In order to play the theme 840 times in succession, it would be advisable to prepare oneself 

beforehand, and in the deepest silence, by serious immobilities.” Contemporary musicians have taken this as a 

commandment to indeed play “Vexations” 840 times in a row, a task that took eighteen hours the first time it 

was staged, by John Cage, in 1963. I once attended a staging at the Guggenheim in New York City; piano 

players rotated every fifteen minutes or so to break up the tedium for both players and listeners. The music 

seemed to deny attention: anytime you focused on it, the melody would slip away.  

ANDY WARHOL 

1964 

EMPIRE 

Warhol broke cinema, or at least the expectation that films should be entertaining. Empire is an eight-hour-

long single shot of the Empire State Building. Warhol said his goal for the work was “to see time go by,” and 

indeed the black-and-white film captures time in all its implacability. There is nothing interesting about the 
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image on-screen apart from the architecture, and the eye absorbs that after just a few minutes. What’s left is 

the slowly shifting night sky and perhaps a dawning awareness of perception itself: the viewer pays attention 

to their own act of seeing, mirrored by the camera trained on the building. At the film’s ticketed debut, a 

crowd gathered around Warhol to demand their money back. They’d witnessed history, and had found it 

boring.  

NAM JUNE PAIK 

1974 

TV BUDDHA 

“TV Buddha,” by Nam June Paik, © 1974. Stedelijk Museum, Amsterdam. Courtesy of the Estate of Nam 

June Paik. 
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This single sculpture from 1974 foretold our modern relationship with screens. A Buddha sits on a bare white 

plinth, facing a television set placed at the other end. A camera behind the television points at the Buddha, 

transmitting its image onto the TV’s bubble-like screen. The Buddha, then, stares at a broadcast of himself, 

caught in an endless, mediated loop of self and reflection. Is the Buddha sculpture real, or is the image real? 

Are they both real? Perhaps reality exists somewhere in between, in the camera lens receiving the light and 

the electrons translating the picture onto the screen.  

Paik’s Buddha meditates on this question, immersed in its contradictions. We watch screens to see ourselves 

reflected and refracted, amid the sea of social media and streaming television. That experience is often 

alienating—unlike the state of transcendence that TV Buddha evokes. Paik once said that his goal as an artist 

was “to look for the new, imaginative and humanistic ways of using our technology.” We see this in the 

playfulness of the sculpture—itself a Zen koan—and in his enduring love for analog materials, chunky 

televisions, and screens stacked atop one another. It’s a sense of play that’s utterly missing from the slick 

landscape of contemporary media. 

PENN AND TELLER 

1995 

DESERT BUS 

Desert Bus is a video game created by the magicians Penn and Teller. It was never released, and it’s easy to 

understand why. The game is an exercise in real-time attention; playing it is a quasi-meditative act that 

translates physical labor into digital motion. The player’s task is to drive a truck for an eight-hour shift, from 

Tucson to Las Vegas and back again. The in-game truck has a slight tire misalignment, so players must 

continually correct the steering wheel lest they run off the road and be towed back to the start. If your focus 

wavers once, it’s all over—a challenge both physical and spiritual. “I’ve achieved a Zen-like state while 

playing it, where it doesn’t bother me as long as I don’t think about it,” one player told The New Yorker. Fun 

is not the point; unlike most apps, the game does nothing to appease the player. Perhaps that’s why some 

players now use it as an endurance test to raise money for charities, similar to running a marathon. 

NINTENDO 

1998 

POCKET PIKACHU 

This gadget was the first piece of technology I became addicted to. I was in elementary school, and the ovoid 

yellow plastic casing fit snugly in my pocket like an iPhone; I took it out and checked the LCD screen a dozen 

times a day, the way I now open Twitter. Nintendo’s product was essentially a knockoff of Tamagotchis, 

electronic pets that you had to care for by feeding and cleaning their poop multiple times a day, lest they die. 

But instead of shapeless blobs, the Pocket Pikachu contained the famous electrical Pokémon, whose 

familiarity inspired in me a deeper loyalty. I had to keep Pikachu alive!  
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The Pocket Pikachu had reward mechanisms that anticipated the dopamine rush of the Facebook like. As my 

Pikachu got older and grew in size, I gifted it watts that I won by playing an in-game slot-machine. The 

device couldn’t be turned off; it was on as long as its battery lasted, preparing me to allot it the same ambient 

attention I now pay to the internet, a space I can never seem to fully escape. Like we once did the Pocket 

Pikachu, we carry its distractions with us.  

CHRISTIAN MARCLAY 

2010 

THE CLOCK 

“Durational artwork” or “time-based media” are two wonky art-world phrases used to describe works that 

unfold in front of the viewer and change over time. They can refer to video art, to video games, or to 

experiences that play out in a web browser. What is time, anyway, when we chop it up into infinitesimal 

pieces, when we fragment our attention between a hundred different sources of content? The fragments must 

be reassembled in some way, given a new context and meaning. Restitching our multimedia landscape is 

another role that art can play. 

Marclay’s The Clock, one of the landmark works of the twenty-first century, is composed of a montage of 

movie clips that refer to marking the time of day—second hands tick by, people check their wristwatches, 

church bells ring. The clips are strung together into a cinematic replica of twenty-four hours that is exactly 

twenty-four hours long. It’s a hypnotic fiction of real time; hours passed as I watched the piece at the Museum 

of Modern Art in New York, drawn in suspense from one clip to the next, anticipating the arrival of each 

minute. Some brave souls in New York and at the Tate Modern in London even undertook to sit through the 

full day.  

2016 

THE TIKTOK FEED 

TikTok took the cinematic montage and extended it infinitely by creating a continuous feed of short, snappy, 

user-generated video clips from all over the world. In the app, quick cuts set the pace; most shots stay on-

screen for mere seconds, if not fractions thereof. The eye is never bored. The feed offers a deluge of new 

visual information, and if any one video doesn’t immediately appeal, the user needs only swipe up to skip to 

another.  

The app’s biggest innovation was making its feed almost fully algorithmic. This means that it tells you what 

to pay attention to, instead of relying on you to curate your own feed. Attention is the algorithm’s primary 

metric; the longer you watch a video, the more videos of that genre you’ll see. It’s the subconscious extruded 

into app form, your hidden desires coming to the surface of the feed.  

CHILLEDCOW 
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2017 

LOFI HIP HOP RADIO—BEATS TO RELAX/STUDY TO 

The search engine–optimized name of this YouTube channel says it all. It’s a 24-7 stream of music that is 

relentlessly chill, a mélange of soft drum loops, fuzzy synth melodies, and intermittent atmospheric effects, 

like samples of rain. The channel pioneered an entire genre of music—there are now YouTube tutorials and 

online classes on how to compose lo-fi hip-hop beats. The second part of the name clues you in to the purpose 

of the music: it’s meant to provide an unobtrusive sonic background for relaxing or studying, a soft mental 

blanket that occupies just enough attention to keep boredom from creeping in. It’s elevator music designed for 

the twenty-first century, with digital life as a never-ending ascent.  

The musician Brian Eno, who coined the term ambient music, describes the genre this way: “It must be as 

ignorable as it is interesting.” Lo-fi beats tend toward the ignorable side—the drums plink in a consistent 

pattern and the rhythm never changes. But the beats do hold interest in the play of textures: the different 

varieties of digital static, the slight shifts in mood, whether happy or subdued. More interesting still might be 

one’s fellow listeners: On the sidebar of the YouTube channel is a chat stream where people complain about 

doing homework or hitting a deadline. You are never alone in your neutral tedium.  

LAUREL SCHWULST AND SOFT WORKS 

2019 

FLIGHT SIMULATOR 
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Escaping the internet has long been one of the joys of air travel. When the plane locks its doors and rises to 

cruising altitude, all phones are disconnected. Sure, you can purchase the in-flight wi-fi, but it’s usually 

spotty. Pick up a book or magazine from your bag and savor this rare chance to concentrate. Do a crossword. 

Gaze at the clouds. Fall asleep. 

The smartphone app Flight Simulator, something of a digital design toy, approximates this blissful state of 

disconnection. You choose a destination, turn on airplane mode, and keep it on for the duration of the actual 

plane ride. An algorithmic gradient on the phone screen approximates the view from the window. For these 

precious hours, and without the real-world fatigue of actual travel, your mind is free. But if you take your 

phone off airplane mode and succumb to distraction, the flight turns around. 
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MarkTraceur, CC BY-SA 4.0 via Wikimedia Commons 

 

https://believermag.com/time-well-spent-kyle-

chayka/?utm_source=The+Believer&utm_campaign=6eeeb798be-

Renew+Your+Subscription_COPY_01&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_fcee9688a6-6eeeb798be-

160198133&mc_cid=6eeeb798be&mc_eid=d216a9697e 

  

https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-sa/4.0
https://believermag.com/time-well-spent-kyle-chayka/?utm_source=The+Believer&utm_campaign=6eeeb798be-Renew+Your+Subscription_COPY_01&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_fcee9688a6-6eeeb798be-160198133&mc_cid=6eeeb798be&mc_eid=d216a9697e
https://believermag.com/time-well-spent-kyle-chayka/?utm_source=The+Believer&utm_campaign=6eeeb798be-Renew+Your+Subscription_COPY_01&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_fcee9688a6-6eeeb798be-160198133&mc_cid=6eeeb798be&mc_eid=d216a9697e
https://believermag.com/time-well-spent-kyle-chayka/?utm_source=The+Believer&utm_campaign=6eeeb798be-Renew+Your+Subscription_COPY_01&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_fcee9688a6-6eeeb798be-160198133&mc_cid=6eeeb798be&mc_eid=d216a9697e
https://believermag.com/time-well-spent-kyle-chayka/?utm_source=The+Believer&utm_campaign=6eeeb798be-Renew+Your+Subscription_COPY_01&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_fcee9688a6-6eeeb798be-160198133&mc_cid=6eeeb798be&mc_eid=d216a9697e
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The Snow Image: A Childish Miracle 

by Nathaniel Hawthorne 

 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/nathaniel-hawthorne
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The Snow Image: A Childish Miracle (1851) is a story Hawthorne originally intended for adults, later 

adapted for children. A brother and sister, named Violet and Peony, create a snow girl that magically 

comes to life, but melts when their unimaginative father insists she's real and brings her inside (spoiler 

alert: she melts). We feature Hawthorne's story in our collections, Winter Sports Stories, and Children's 

Stories. 

 

Marcus 

Waterman illustration, 1864 edition 

https://americanliterature.com/winter-sports-stories
https://americanliterature.com/short-stories-for-children
https://americanliterature.com/short-stories-for-children
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One afternoon of a cold winter's day, when the sun shone forth with chilly brightness, after a long 

storm, two children asked leave of their mother to run out and play in the new-fallen snow. The elder 

child was a little girl, whom, because she was of a tender and modest disposition, and was thought to be 

very beautiful, her parents, and other people who were familiar with her, used to call Violet. But her 

brother was known by the style and title of Peony, on account of the ruddiness of his broad and round 

little phiz, which made everybody think of sunshine and great scarlet flowers. The father of these two 

children, a certain Mr. Lindsey, it is important to say, was an excellent but exceedingly matter-of-fact 

sort of man, a dealer in hardware, and was sturdily accustomed to take what is called the common-

sense view of all matters that came under his consideration.  

With a heart about as tender as other people's, he had a head as hard and impenetrable, and therefore, 

perhaps, as empty, as one of the iron pots which it was a part of his business to sell. The mother's 

character, on the other hand, had a strain of poetry in it, a trait of unworldly beauty,--a delicate and 

dewy flower, as it were, that had survived out of her imaginative youth, and still kept itself alive amid 

the dusty realities of matrimony and motherhood. 

So, Violet and Peony, as I began with saying, besought their mother to let them run out and play in the 

new snow; for, though it had looked so dreary and dismal, drifting downward out of the gray sky, it 

had a very cheerful aspect, now that the sun was shining on it. The children dwelt in a city, and had no 

wider play-place than a little garden before the house, divided by a white fence from the street, and 

with a pear-tree and two or three plum-trees overshadowing it, and some rose-bushes just in front of 

the parlor-windows. The trees and shrubs, however, were now leafless, and their twigs were enveloped 

in the light snow, which thus made a kind of wintry foliage, with here and there a pendent icicle for the 

fruit. 

"Yes, Violet,--yes, my little Peony," said their kind mother, "you may go out and play in the new 

snow." 

Accordingly, the good lady bundled up her darlings in woollen jackets and wadded sacks, and put 

comforters round their necks, and a pair of striped gaiters on each little pair of legs, and worsted 

mittens on their hands, and gave them a kiss apiece, by way of a spell to keep away Jack Frost. Forth 

sallied the two children, with a hop-skip-and-jump, that carried them at once into the very heart of a 

huge snow-drift, whence Violet emerged like a snow-bunting, while little Peony floundered out with his 

round face in full bloom. Then what a merry time had they! To look at them, frolicking in the wintry 

garden, you would have thought that the dark and pitiless storm had been sent for no other purpose 

but to provide a new plaything for Violet and Peony; and that they themselves had been created, as the 

snow-birds were, to take delight only in the tempest, and in the white mantle which it spread over the 

earth. 

At last, when they had frosted one another all over with handfuls of snow, Violet, after laughing 

heartily at little Peony's figure, was struck with a new idea. 

"You look exactly like a snow-image, Peony," said she, "if your cheeks were not so red. And that puts 

me in mind! Let us make an image out of snow,--an image of a little girl,--and it shall be our sister, and 

shall run about and play with us all winter long. Won't it be nice?" 
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"Oh yes!" cried Peony, as plainly as he could speak, for he was but a little boy. "That will be nice! And 

mamma shall see it!" 

"Yes," answered Violet; "mamma shall see the new little girl. But she must not make her come into the 

warm parlor; for, you know, our little snow-sister will not love the warmth." 

And forthwith the children began this great business of making a snow-image that should run about; 

while their mother, who was sitting at the window and overheard some of their talk, could not help 

smiling at the gravity with which they set about it. They really seemed to imagine that there would be 

no difficulty whatever in creating a live little girl out of the snow. And, to say the truth, if miracles are 

ever to be wrought, it will be by putting our hands to the work in precisely such a simple and 

undoubting frame of mind as that in which Violet and Peony now undertook to perform one, without so 

much as knowing that it was a miracle. So thought the mother; and thought, likewise, that the new 

snow, just fallen from heaven, would be excellent material to make new beings of, if it were not so very 

cold. She gazed at the children a moment longer, delighting to watch their little figures,--the girl, tall 

for her age, graceful and agile, and so delicately colored that she looked like a cheerful thought more 

than a physical reality; while Peony expanded in breadth rather than height, and rolled along on his 

short and sturdy legs as substantial as an elephant, though not quite so big. Then the mother resumed 

her work. What it was I forget; but she was either trimming a silken bonnet for Violet, or darning a 

pair of stockings for little Peony's short legs. Again, however, and again, and yet other agains, she could 

not help turning her head to the window to see how the children got on with their snow-image. 

Indeed, it was an exceedingly pleasant sight, those bright little souls at their task! Moreover, it was 

really wonderful to observe how knowingly and skilfully they managed the matter. Violet assumed the 

chief direction, and told Peony what to do, while, with her own delicate fingers, she shaped out all the 

nicer parts of the snow-figure. It seemed, in fact, not so much to be made by the children, as to grow up 

under their hands, while they were playing and prattling about it. Their mother was quite surprised at 

this; and the longer she looked, the more and more surprised she grew. 

"What remarkable children mine are!" thought she, smiling with a mother's pride; and, smiling at 

herself, too, for being so proud of them. "What other children could have made anything so like a little 

girl's figure out of snow at the first trial? Well; but now I must finish Peony's new frock, for his 

grandfather is coming to-morrow, and I want the little fellow to look handsome." 

So she took up the frock, and was soon as busily at work again with her needle as the two children with 

their snow-image. But still, as the needle travelled hither and thither through the seams of the dress, the 

mother made her toil light and happy by listening to the airy voices of Violet and Peony. They kept 

talking to one another all the time, their tongues being quite as active as their feet and hands. Except at 

intervals, she could not distinctly hear what was said, but had merely a sweet impression that they were 

in a most loving mood, and were enjoying themselves highly, and that the business of making the snow-

image went prosperously on. Now and then, however, when Violet and Peony happened to raise their 

voices, the words were as audible as if they had been spoken in the very parlor where the mother sat. 

Oh how delightfully those words echoed in her heart, even though they meant nothing so very wise or 

wonderful, after all! 
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But you must know a mother listens with her heart much more than with her ears; and thus she is often 

delighted with the trills of celestial music, when other people can hear nothing of the kind. 

"Peony, Peony!" cried Violet to her brother, who had gone to another part of the garden, "bring me 

some of that fresh snow, Peony, from the very farthest corner, where we have not been trampling. I 

want it to shape our little snow-sister's bosom with. You know that part must be quite pure, just as it 

came out of the sky!" 

"Here it is, Violet!" answered Peony, in his bluff tone,--but a very sweet tone, too,--as he came 

floundering through the half-trodden drifts. "Here is the snow for her little bosom. O Violet, how beau-

ti-ful she begins to look!" 

"Yes," said Violet, thoughtfully and quietly; "our snow-sister does look very lovely. I did not quite 

know, Peony, that we could make such a sweet little girl as this." 

The mother, as she listened, thought how fit and delightful an incident it would be, if fairies, or still 

better, if angel-children were to come from paradise, and play invisibly with her own darlings, and help 

them to make their snow-image, giving it the features of celestial babyhood! Violet and Peony would 

not be aware of their immortal playmates,--only they would see that the image grew very beautiful 

while they worked at it, and would think that they themselves had done it all. 

"My little girl and boy deserve such playmates, if mortal children ever did!" said the mother to herself; 

and then she smiled again at her own motherly pride. 

Nevertheless, the idea seized upon her imagination; and, ever and anon, she took a glimpse out of the 

window, half dreaming that she might see the golden-haired children of paradise sporting with her own 

golden-haired Violet and bright-cheeked Peony. 

Now, for a few moments, there was a busy and earnest, but indistinct hum of the two children's voices, 

as Violet and Peony wrought together with one happy consent. Violet still seemed to be the guiding 

spirit, while Peony acted rather as a laborer, and brought her the snow from far and near. And yet the 

little urchin evidently had a proper understanding of the matter, too! 

"Peony, Peony!" cried Violet; for her brother was again at the other side of the garden. "Bring me 

those light wreaths of snow that have rested on the lower branches of the pear-tree. You can clamber 

on the snowdrift, Peony, and reach them easily. I must have them to make some ringlets for our snow-

sister's head!" 

"Here they are, Violet!" answered the little boy. "Take care you do not break them. Well done! Well 

done! How pretty!" 

"Does she not look sweetly?" said Violet, with a very satisfied tone; "and now we must have some little 

shining bits of ice, to make the brightness of her eyes. She is not finished yet. Mamma will see how very 

beautiful she is; but papa will say, 'Tush! nonsense!--come in out of the cold!' " 
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"Let us call mamma to look out," said Peony; and then he shouted lustily, "Mamma! mamma!! 

mamma!!! Look out, and see what a nice 'ittle girl we are making!" 

The mother put down her work for an instant, and looked out of the window. But it so happened that 

the sun--for this was one of the shortest days of the whole year--had sunken so nearly to the edge of the 

world that his setting shine came obliquely into the lady's eyes. So she was dazzled, you must 

understand, and could not very distinctly observe what was in the garden. Still, however, through all 

that bright, blinding dazzle of the sun and the new snow, she beheld a small white figure in the garden, 

that seemed to have a wonderful deal of human likeness about it. And she saw Violet and Peony,--

indeed, she looked more at them than at the image,--she saw the two children still at work; Peony 

bringing fresh snow, and Violet applying it to the figure as scientifically as a sculptor adds clay to his 

model. Indistinctly as she discerned the snow-child, the mother thought to herself that never before was 

there a snow-figure so cunningly made, nor ever such a dear little girl and boy to make it. 

"They do everything better than other children," said she, very complacently. "No wonder they make 

better snow-images!" 

She sat down again to her work, and made as much haste with it as possible; because twilight would 

soon come, and Peony's frock was not yet finished, and grandfather was expected, by railroad, pretty 

early in the morning. Faster and faster, therefore, went her flying fingers. The children, likewise, kept 

busily at work in the garden, and still the mother listened, whenever she could catch a word. She was 

amused to observe how their little imaginations had got mixed up with what they were doing, and 

carried away by it. They seemed positively to think that the snow-child would run about and play with 

them. 

"What a nice playmate she will be for us, all winter long!" said Violet. "I hope papa will not be afraid 

of her giving us a cold! Sha'n't you love her dearly, Peony?" 

"Oh yes!" cried Peony. "And I will hug her, and she shall sit down close by me and drink some of my 

warm milk!" 

"Oh no, Peony!" answered Violet, with grave wisdom. "That will not do at all. Warm milk will not be 

wholesome for our little snow-sister. Little snow people, like her, eat nothing but icicles. No, no, Peony; 

we must not give her anything warm to drink!" 

There was a minute or two of silence; for Peony, whose short legs were never weary, had gone on a 

pilgrimage again to the other side of the garden. All of a sudden, Violet cried out, loudly and joyfully,--

"Look here, Peony! Come quickly! A light has been shining on her cheek out of that rose-colored cloud! 

and the color does not go away! Is not that beautiful!" 

"Yes; it is beau-ti-ful," answered Peony, pronouncing the three syllables with deliberate accuracy. "O 

Violet, only look at her hair! It is all like gold!" 
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"Oh certainly," said Violet, with tranquillity, as if it were very much a matter of course. "That color, 

you know, comes from the golden clouds, that we see up there in the sky. She is almost finished now. 

But her lips must be made very red,--redder than her cheeks. Perhaps, Peony, it will make them red if 

we both kiss them!" 

Accordingly, the mother heard two smart little smacks, as if both her children were kissing the snow-

image on its frozen mouth. But, as this did not seem to make the lips quite red enough, Violet next 

proposed that the snow-child should be invited to kiss Peony's scarlet cheek. 

"Come, 'ittle snow-sister, kiss me!" cried Peony. 

"There! she has kissed you," added Violet, "and now her lips are very red. And she blushed a little, 

too!" 

"Oh, what a cold kiss!" cried Peony. 

Just then, there came a breeze of the pure west-wind, sweeping through the garden and rattling the 

parlor-windows. It sounded so wintry cold, that the mother was about to tap on the window-pane with 

her thimbled finger, to summon the two children in, when they both cried out to her with one voice. 

The tone was not a tone of surprise, although they were evidently a good deal excited; it appeared 

rather as if they were very much rejoiced at some event that had now happened, but which they had 

been looking for, and had reckoned upon all along. 

"Mamma! mamma! We have finished our little snow-sister, and she is running about the garden with 

us!" 

"What imaginative little beings my children are!" thought the mother, putting the last few stitches into 

Peony's frock. "And it is strange, too that they make me almost as much a child as they themselves are! 

I can hardly help believing, now, that the snow-image has really come to life!" 

"Dear mamma!" cried Violet, "pray look out and see what a sweet playmate we have!" 

The mother, being thus entreated, could no longer delay to look forth from the window. The sun was 

now gone out of the sky, leaving, however, a rich inheritance of his brightness among those purple and 

golden clouds which make the sunsets of winter so magnificent. But there was not the slightest gleam or 

dazzle, either on the window or on the snow; so that the good lady could look all over the garden, and 

see everything and everybody in it. And what do you think she saw there? Violet and Peony, of course, 

her own two darling children. Ah, but whom or what did she see besides? Why, if you will believe me, 

there was a small figure of a girl, dressed all in white, with rose-tinged cheeks and ringlets of golden 

hue, playing about the garden with the two children! A stranger though she was, the child seemed to be 

on as familiar terms with Violet and Peony, and they with her, as if all the three had been playmates 

during the whole of their little lives. The mother thought to herself that it must certainly be the 

daughter of one of the neighbors, and that, seeing Violet and Peony in the garden, the child had run 

across the street to play with them. So this kind lady went to the door, intending to invite the little 
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runaway into her comfortable parlor; for, now that the sunshine was withdrawn, the atmosphere, out 

of doors, was already growing very cold. 

But, after opening the house-door, she stood an instant on the threshold, hesitating whether she ought 

to ask the child to come in, or whether she should even speak to her. Indeed, she almost doubted 

whether it were a real child after all, or only a light wreath of the new-fallen snow, blown hither and 

thither about the garden by the intensely cold west-wind. There was certainly something very singular 

in the aspect of the little stranger. Among all the children of the neighborhood, the lady could 

remember no such face, with its pure white, and delicate rose-color, and the golden ringlets tossing 

about the forehead and cheeks. And as for her dress, which was entirely of white, and fluttering in the 

breeze, it was such as no reasonable woman would put upon a little girl, when sending her out to play, 

in the depth of winter. It made this kind and careful mother shiver only to look at those small feet, with 

nothing in the world on them, except a very thin pair of white slippers. Nevertheless, airily as she was 

clad, the child seemed to feel not the slightest inconvenience from the cold, but danced so lightly over 

the snow that the tips of her toes left hardly a print in its surface; while Violet could but just keep pace 

with her, and Peony's short legs compelled him to lag behind. 

Once, in the course of their play, the strange child placed herself between Violet and Peony, and taking 

a hand of each, skipped merrily forward, and they along with her. Almost immediately, however, Peony 

pulled away his little fist, and began to rub it as if the fingers were tingling with cold; while Violet also 

released herself, though with less abruptness, gravely remarking that it was better not to take hold of 

hands. The white-robed damsel said not a word, but danced about, just as merrily as before. If Violet 

and Peony did not choose to play with her, she could make just as good a playmate of the brisk and cold 

west-wind, which kept blowing her all about the garden, and took such liberties with her, that they 

seemed to have been friends for a long time. All this while, the mother stood on the threshold, 

wondering how a little girl could look so much like a flying snow-drift, or how a snow-drift could look 

so very like a little girl. 

She called Violet, and whispered to her. 

"Violet my darling, what is this child's name?" asked she. "Does she live near us?" 

"Why, dearest mamma," answered Violet, laughing to think that her mother did not comprehend so 

very plain an affair, "this is our little snow-sister whom we have just been making!" 

"Yes, dear mamma," cried Peony, running to his mother, and looking up simply into her face. "This is 

our snow-image! Is it not a nice 'ittle child?" 

At this instant a flock of snow-birds came flitting through the air. As was very natural, they avoided 

Violet and Peony. But--and this looked strange--they flew at once to the white-robed child, fluttered 

eagerly about her head, alighted on her shoulders, and seemed to claim her as an old acquaintance. 

She, on her part, was evidently as glad to see these little birds, old Winter's grandchildren, as they were 

to see her, and welcomed them by holding out both her hands. Hereupon, they each and all tried to 

alight on her two palms and ten small fingers and thumbs, crowding one another off, with an immense 

fluttering of their tiny wings. One dear little bird nestled tenderly in her bosom; another put its bill to 
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her lips. They were as joyous, all the while, and seemed as much in their element, as you may have seen 

them when sporting with a snow-storm. 

Violet and Peony stood laughing at this pretty sight; for they enjoyed the merry time which their new 

playmate was having with these small-winged visitants, almost as much as if they themselves took part 

in it. 

"Violet," said her mother, greatly perplexed, "tell me the truth, without any jest. Who is this little 

girl?" 

"My darling mamma," answered Violet, looking seriously into her mother's face, and apparently 

surprised that she should need any further explanation, "I have told you truly who she is. It is our little 

snow-image, which Peony and I have been making. Peony will tell you so, as well as I." 

"Yes, mamma," asseverated Peony, with much gravity in his crimson little phiz; "this is 'ittle snow-

child. Is not she a nice one? But, mamma, her hand is, oh, so very cold!" 

While mamma still hesitated what to think and what to do, the street-gate was thrown open, and the 

father of Violet and Peony appeared, wrapped in a pilot-cloth sack, with a fur cap drawn down over his 

ears, and the thickest of gloves upon his hands. Mr. Lindsey was a middle-aged man, with a weary and 

yet a happy look in his wind-flushed and frost-pinched face, as if he had been busy all the day long, and 

was glad to get back to his quiet home. His eyes brightened at the sight of his wife and children, 

although he could not help uttering a word or two of surprise, at finding the whole family in the open 

air, on so bleak a day, and after sunset too. He soon perceived the little white stranger sporting to and 

fro in the garden, like a dancing snow-wreath, and the flock of snow-birds fluttering about her head. 

"Pray, what little girl may that be?" inquired this very sensible man. "Surely her mother must be crazy 

to let her go out in such bitter weather as it has been to-day, with only that flimsy white gown and those 

thin slippers!" 

"My dear husband," said his wife, "I know no more about the little thing than you do. Some neighbor's 

child, I suppose. Our Violet and Peony," she added, laughing at herself for repeating so absurd a story, 

"insist that she is nothing but a snow-image, which they have been busy about in the garden, almost all 

the afternoon." 

As she said this, the mother glanced her eyes toward the spot where the children's snow-image had 

been made. What was her surprise, on perceiving that there was not the slightest trace of so much 

labor!--no image at all!--no piled up heap of snow!--nothing whatever, save the prints of little footsteps 

around a vacant space! 

"This is very strange!" said she. 

"What is strange, dear mother?" asked Violet. "Dear father, do not you see how it is? This is our snow-

image, which Peony and I have made, because we wanted another playmate. Did not we, Peony?" 
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"Yes, papa," said crimson Peony. "This be our 'ittle snow-sister. Is she not beau-ti-ful? But she gave 

me such a cold kiss!" 

"Poh, nonsense, children!" cried their good, honest father, who, as we have already intimated, had an 

exceedingly common-sensible way of looking at matters. "Do not tell me of making live figures out of 

snow. Come, wife; this little stranger must not stay out in the bleak air a moment longer. We will bring 

her into the parlor; and you shall give her a supper of warm bread and milk, and make her as 

comfortable as you can. Meanwhile, I will inquire among the neighbors; or, if necessary, send the city-

crier about the streets, to give notice of a lost child." 

So saying, this honest and very kind-hearted man was going toward the little white damsel, with the 

best intentions in the world. But Violet and Peony, each seizing their father by the hand, earnestly 

besought him not to make her come in. 

"Dear father," cried Violet, putting herself before him, "it is true what I have been telling you! This is 

our little snow-girl, and she cannot live any longer than while she breathes the cold west-wind. Do not 

make her come into the hot room!" 

"Yes, father," shouted Peony, stamping his little foot, so mightily was he in earnest, "this be nothing 

but our 'ittle snow-child! She will not love the hot fire!" 

"Nonsense, children, nonsense, nonsense!" cried the father, half vexed, half laughing at what he 

considered their foolish obstinacy. "Run into the house, this moment! It is too late to play any longer, 

now. I must take care of this little girl immediately, or she will catch her death-a-cold!" 

"Husband! dear husband!" said his wife, in a low voice,--for she had been looking narrowly at the 

snow-child, and was more perplexed than ever,--"there is something very singular in all this. You will 

think me foolish,--but--but--may it not be that some invisible angel has been attracted by the simplicity 

and good faith with which our children set about their undertaking? May he not have spent an hour of 

his immorttality in playing with those dear little souls? and so the result is what we call a miracle. No, 

no! Do not laugh at me; I see what a foolish thought it is!" 

"My dear wife," replied the husband, laughing heartily, "you are as much a child as Violet and 

Peony." 

And in one sense so she was, for all through life she had kept her heart full of childlike simplicity and 

faith, which was as pure and clear as crystal; and, looking at all matters through this transparent 

medium, she sometimes saw truths so profound that other people laughed at them as nonsense and 

absurdity. 

But now kind Mr. Lindsey had entered the garden, breaking away from his two children, who still sent 

their shrill voices after him, beseeching him to let the snow-child stay and enjoy herself in the cold west-

wind. As he approached, the snow-birds took to flight. The little white damsel, also, fled backward, 

shaking her head, as if to say, "Pray, do not touch me!" and roguishly, as it appeared, leading him 
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through the deepest of the snow. Once, the good man stumbled, and floundered down upon his face, so 

that, gathering himself up again, with the snow sticking to his rough pilot-cloth sack, he looked as white 

and wintry as a snow-image of the largest size. Some of the neighbors, meanwhile, seeing him from 

their windows, wondered what could possess poor Mr. Lindsey to be running about his garden in 

pursuit of a snow-drift, which the west-wind was driving hither and thither! At length, after a vast deal 

of trouble, he chased the little stranger into a corner, where she could not possibly escape him. His wife 

had been looking on, and, it being nearly twilight, was wonder-struck to observe how the snow-child 

gleamed and sparkled, and how she seemed to shed a glow all round about her; and when driven into 

the corner, she positively glistened like a star! It was a frosty kind of brightness, too, like that of an 

icicle in the moonlight. The wife thought it strange that good Mr. Lindsey should see nothing 

remarkable in the snow-child's appearance. 

"Come, you odd little thing!" cried the honest man, seizing her by the hand, "I have caught you at last, 

and will make you comfortable in spite of yourself. We will put a nice warm pair of worsted stockings 

on your frozen little feet, and you shall have a good thick shawl to wrap yourself in. Your poor white 

nose, I am afraid, is actually frost-bitten. But we will make it all right. Come along in." 

And so, with a most benevolent smile on his sagacious visage, all purple as it was with the cold, this very 

well-meaning gentleman took the snow-child by the hand and led her towards the house. She followed 

him, droopingly and reluctant; for all the glow and sparkle was gone out of her figure; and whereas 

just before she had resembled a bright, frosty, star-gemmed evening, with a crimson gleam on the cold 

horizon, she now looked as dull and languid as a thaw. As kind Mr. Lindsey led her up the steps of the 

door, Violet and Peony looked into his face,--their eyes full of tears, which froze before they could run 

down their cheeks,--and again entreated him not to bring their snow-image into the house. 

"Not bring her in!" exclaimed the kind-hearted man. "Why, you are crazy, my little Violet!--quite 

crazy, my small Peony! She is so cold, already, that her hand has almost frozen mine, in spite of my 

thick gloves. Would you have her freeze to death?" 

His wife, as he came up the steps, had been taking another long, earnest, almost awe-stricken gaze at 

the little white stranger. She hardly knew whether it was a dream or no; but she could not help 

fancying that she saw the delicate print of Violet's fingers on the child's neck. It looked just as if, while 

Violet was shaping out the image, she had given it a gentle pat with her hand, and had neglected to 

smooth the impression quite away. 

"After all, husband," said the mother, recurring to her idea that the angels would be as much delighted 

to play with Violet and Peony as she herself was,--"after all, she does look strangely like a snow-image! 

I do believe she is made of snow!" 

A puff of the west-wind blew against the snow-child, and again she sparkled like a star. 

"Snow!" repeated good Mr. Lindsey, drawing the reluctant guest over his hospitable threshold. "No 

wonder she looks like snow. She is half frozen, poor little thing! But a good fire will put everything to 

rights!" 
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Without further talk, and always with the same best intentions, this highly benevolent and common-

sensible individual led the little white damsel--drooping, drooping, drooping, more and more out of the 

frosty air, and into his comfortable parlor. A Heidenberg stove, filled to the brim with intensely 

burning anthracite, was sending a bright gleam through the isinglass of its iron door, and causing the 

vase of water on its top to fume and bubble with excitement. A warm, sultry smell was diffused 

throughout the room. A thermometer on the wall farthest from the stove stood at eighty degrees. The 

parlor was hung with red curtains, and covered with a red carpet, and looked just as warm as it felt. 

The difference betwixt the atmosphere here and the cold, wintry twilight out of doors, was like stepping 

at once from Nova Zembla to the hottest part of India, or from the North Pole into an oven. Oh, this 

was a fine place for the little white stranger! 

The common-sensible man placed the snow-child on the hearth-rug, right in front of the hissing and 

fuming stove. 

"Now she will be comfortable!" cried Mr. Lindsey, rubbing his hands and looking about him, with the 

pleasantest smile you ever saw. "Make yourself at home, my child." 

Sad, sad and drooping, looked the little white maiden, as she stood on the hearth-rug, with the hot blast 

of the stove striking through her like a pestilence. Once, she threw a glance wistfully toward the 

windows, and caught a glimpse, through its red curtains, of the snow-covered roofs, and the stars 

glimmering frostily, and all the delicious intensity of the cold night. The bleak wind rattled the window-

panes, as if it were summoning her to come forth. But there stood the snow-child, drooping, before the 

hot stove! 

But the common-sensible man saw nothing amiss. 

"Come wife," said he, "let her have a pair of thick stockings and a woollen shawl or blanket directly; 

and tell Dora to give her some warm supper as soon as the milk boils. You, Violet and Peony, amuse 

your little friend. She is out of spirits, you see, at finding herself in a strange place. For my part, I will 

go around among the neighbors, and find out where she belongs." 

The mother, meanwhile, had gone in search of the shawl and stockings; for her own view of the matter, 

however subtle and delicate, had given way, as it always did, to the stubborn materialism of her 

husband. Without heeding the remonstrances of his two children, who still kept murmuring that their 

little snow-sister did not love the warmth, good Mr. Lindsey took his departure, shutting the parlor-

door carefully behind him. Turning up the collar of his sack over his ears, he emerged from the house, 

and had barely reached the street-gate, when he was recalled by the screams of Violet and Peony, and 

the rapping of a thimbled finger against the parlor window. 

"Husband! husband!" cried his wife, showing her horror-stricken face through the window-panes. 

"There is no need of going for the child's parents!" 

"We told you so, father!" screamed Violet and Peony, as he re-entered the parlor. "You would bring 

her in; and now our poor--dear-beau-ti-ful little snow-sister is thawed!" 
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And their own sweet little faces were already dissolved in tears; so that their father, seeing what strange 

things occasionally happen in this every-day world, felt not a little anxious lest his children might be 

going to thaw too! In the utmost perplexity, he demanded an explanation of his wife. She could only 

reply, that, being summoned to the parlor by the cries of Violet and Peony, she found no trace of the 

little white maiden, unless it were the remains of a heap of snow, which, while she was gazing at it, 

melted quite away upon the hearth-rug. 

"And there you see all that is left of it!" added she, pointing to a pool of water in front of the stove. 

"Yes, father," said Violet looking reproachfully at him, through her tears, "there is all that is left of our 

dear little snow-sister!" 

"Naughty father!" cried Peony, stamping his foot, and--I shudder to say--shaking his little fist at the 

common-sensible man. "We told you how it would be! What for did you bring her in?" 

And the Heidenberg stove, through the isinglass of its door, seemed to glare at good Mr. Lindsey, like a 

red-eyed demon, triumphing in the mischief which it had done! 

This, you will observe, was one of those rare cases, which yet will occasionally happen, where common-

sense finds itself at fault. The remarkable story of the snow-image, though to that sagacious class of 

people to whom good Mr. Lindsey belongs it may seem but a childish affair, is, nevertheless, capable of 

being moralized in various methods, greatly for their edification. One of its lessons, for instance, might 

be, that it behooves men, and especially men of benevolence, to consider well what they are about, and, 

before acting on their philanthropic purposes, to be quite sure that they comprehend the nature and all 

the relations of the business in hand. What has been established as an element of good to one being may 

prove absolute mischief to another; even as the warmth of the parlor was proper enough for children of 

flesh and blood, like Violet and Peony,--though by no means very wholesome, even for them,--but 

involved nothing short of annihilation to the unfortunate snow-image. 

But, after all, there is no teaching anything to wise men of good Mr. Lindsey's stamp. They know 

everything,--oh, to be sure!--everything that has been, and everything that is, and everything that, by 

any future possibility, can be. And, should some phenomenon of nature or providence transcend their 

system, they will not recognize it, even if it come to pass under their very noses. 

"Wife," said Mr. Lindsey, after a fit of silence, "see what a quantity of snow the children have brought 

in on their feet! It has made quite a puddle here before the stove. Pray tell Dora to bring some towels 

and mop it up!" 

 

The Snow Image: A Childish Miracle was featured as The Short Story of the Day on Thu, Jan 06, 2022 

 

https://americanliterature.com/short-story-of-the-day
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You may also enjoy reading Hawthorne's magical story, The Great Stone Face, about the real-life Old 

Man of the Mountain profile in the White Mountains of New Hampshire. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/nathaniel-hawthorne/short-story/the-snow-image-a-childish-

miracle  

https://americanliterature.com/author/nathaniel-hawthorne/short-story/the-great-stone-face
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Small-group learning can mitigate the effects of school closures – but only if teachers use it well 

December 1, 2021 8.30am EST 
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1.  Print 

Schools aren’t just where kids go to learn reading, math, science and history. The social skills they learn – 

like how to build and maintain relationships with peers – are also critical. This is particularly true as schools 

grapple with the aftereffects of school closures due to the COVID-19 pandemic. 

https://theconversation.com/profiles/mark-j-van-ryzin-1280887
https://theconversation.com/us/partners
https://theconversation.com/small-group-learning-can-mitigate-the-effects-of-school-closures-but-only-if-teachers-use-it-well-170701?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20December%201%202021%20-%202133421117&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20December%201%202021%20-%202133421117+Version+B+CID_3938ba2bd10a7afbab8719416511abf3&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Small-group%20learning%20can%20mitigate%20the%20effects%20of%20school%20closures%20%20but%20only%20if%20teachers%20use%20it%20well
https://doi.org/10.1037/13274-015
https://theconversation.com/students-are-returning-to-school-with-anxiety-grief-and-gaps-in-social-skills-will-there-be-enough-school-mental-health-resources-165279
https://theconversation.com/profiles/mark-j-van-ryzin-1280887
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As an education researcher, I have dedicated my career to understanding how peer relationships affect young 

people’s behavior, mental health and academic success, and how teachers can enhance peer relationships 

through the proper use of small-group learning. 

Warm and supportive peer relationships have wide-ranging positive effects, most notably on 

children’s academic success. On the flip side, anxiety and depression are often preceded by peer indifference 

or rejection – or, during school closures, by social isolation. Drug use and dependence often arise 

when socially marginalized youths band together and experiment with delinquent behavior. Students with few 

or no friends are often the target of bullies, and racial disparities can be at least partially attributed 

to discrimination by peers. 

These challenges existed long before COVID-19, but the pandemic made them worse – particularly for 

economically disadvantaged youths, who suffered disproportionately during school closures. 

Help experts spread facts 

Give today 

A greater emphasis on improving peer relationships through small-group learning – what educators refer to as 

“cooperative learning” or “peer learning” – can go a long way to addressing many of these setbacks. 

How ‘peer learning’ works 

Most parents have likely heard their child complain about a group activity at some point. Their child may 

have been involved in a group where there were no specified roles, no incentives to help one another and no 

accountability for individual contributions to group success. In such a lesson there can be conflict within the 

group or an unfair division of responsibility. This often results in a negative experience, both academically 

and socially. 

Such informal small-group lessons lack the structure of peer learning, which calls for certain design 

features that make small-group instruction much more likely to be successful. 

First, well-designed small-group lessons give each student a unique role or task within the group so that the 

success of the group depends on each member’s contributions. The teacher designs the lesson with these roles 

or tasks in mind and ideally assigns them to group members at random. 

Second, each student is held accountable for their specific role or task by both the teacher and the members of 

their group. This can be done by having a grading scheme for each lesson with both an individual grade and 

the opportunity for group members to earn additional credit tied to the success of the group as a whole. 

Third, teachers define and reinforce the social skills that are needed to work successfully in small groups. For 

example, teachers can define a key social skill at the beginning of the lesson such as “encouraging others to 

participate in group discussions.” The teacher provides sentence starters – such as “What do you think about 

… ?” – for students to use and then listens for and reinforces the skill during the lesson. 

https://education.uoregon.edu/directory/faculty/all/markv
https://scholar.google.com/citations?user=k9pwfZAAAAAJ
https://markvanryzin.medium.com/helping-students-to-cope-with-the-mental-health-and-academic-challenges-of-covid-19-f54ba7a59d97
https://doi.org/10.1007/978-1-4614-2018-7_18
https://doi.org/10.1002/da.22120
https://doi.org/10.1002/da.22120
https://doi.org/10.1016/j.jaac.2020.05.009
https://doi.org/10.1111/jcpp.12211
https://doi.org/10.1016/j.avb.2009.08.007
https://doi.org/10.1111/cdep.12241
https://www.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/pmc/articles/PMC7657035/
https://doi.org/10.1542/peds.2020-1440
https://psycnet.apa.org/record/2018-00748-025
https://markvanryzin.medium.com/helping-students-to-cope-with-the-mental-health-and-academic-challenges-of-covid-19-f54ba7a59d97
https://markvanryzin.medium.com/helping-students-to-cope-with-the-mental-health-and-academic-challenges-of-covid-19-f54ba7a59d97
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Finally, teachers allow time at the end of the lesson for group members to reflect on their experience. Group 

members can pinpoint ways they can work together better next time and also provide one another positive 

feedback. 

These four design features are vital to the success of cooperative or peer learning and are relevant whether 

learning is conducted in person or online. 

 

Friendships are good for mental health and academic success. Boston Globe via Getty Images 

Benefits of positive peer relationships 

Studies show that the positive relationships arising from peer learning can lead to lower stress levels, fewer 

mental health problems and improved behavior, including less frequent bullying and drug use. 

Peer learning lessons can even serve to change attitudes about members of other racial or ethnic groups, 

which can lead to less prejudice and discrimination and fewer racial disparities. And a vast amount of 

research finds that students simply learn better in properly structured small groups as compared with working 

alone. 

https://psycnet.apa.org/doi/10.1037/0033-2909.134.2.223
https://doi.org/10.1111/bjet.12235
https://www.gettyimages.com/detail/news-photo/students-entering-lowell-high-school-in-lowell-ma-on-news-photo/1235604512
https://doi.org/10.1177%2F0272431620950474
https://doi.org/10.1177%2F0272431620950474
https://doi.org/10.1177%2F0272431620950474
https://doi.org/10.1007/s41042-020-00026-8
https://doi.org/10.1002/ab.21858
https://doi.org/10.1016/j.appdev.2019.101059
https://markvanryzin.medium.com/addressing-prejudice-and-building-racial-equity-in-schools-31ad34eee683
https://doi.org/10.4324/9781410605634
https://doi.org/10.1080/00220671.2020.1806016
https://psycnet.apa.org/doi/10.1037/0033-2909.134.2.223
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Some parents may worry that a focus on improving social relations comes at the expense of academic 

achievement. But making time for building social skills doesn’t necessarily imply less time for academic 

learning. In fact, a great deal of research shows that both social relations and academic achievement can be 

enhanced simultaneously with peer learning. 

In short, increased use of peer learning can help schools deal with the negative academic, social-emotional 

and behavioral repercussions of the COVID-19 pandemic, helping children build a future defined by social 

acceptance, academic achievement and enduring success. 

 

https://theconversation.com/small-group-learning-can-mitigate-the-effects-of-school-closures-but-only-if-

teachers-use-it-well-

170701?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20Decemb

er%201%202021%20-

%202133421117&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20December%201%2020

21%20-

%202133421117+Version+B+CID_3938ba2bd10a7afbab8719416511abf3&utm_source=campaign_monitor_

us&utm_term=Small-

group%20learning%20can%20mitigate%20the%20effects%20of%20school%20closures%20%20but%20only

%20if%20teachers%20use%20it%20well 

  

https://doi.org/10.1037/0033-2909.134.2.223
https://theconversation.com/small-group-learning-can-mitigate-the-effects-of-school-closures-but-only-if-teachers-use-it-well-170701?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20December%201%202021%20-%202133421117&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20December%201%202021%20-%202133421117+Version+B+CID_3938ba2bd10a7afbab8719416511abf3&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Small-group%20learning%20can%20mitigate%20the%20effects%20of%20school%20closures%20%20but%20only%20if%20teachers%20use%20it%20well
https://theconversation.com/small-group-learning-can-mitigate-the-effects-of-school-closures-but-only-if-teachers-use-it-well-170701?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20December%201%202021%20-%202133421117&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20December%201%202021%20-%202133421117+Version+B+CID_3938ba2bd10a7afbab8719416511abf3&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Small-group%20learning%20can%20mitigate%20the%20effects%20of%20school%20closures%20%20but%20only%20if%20teachers%20use%20it%20well
https://theconversation.com/small-group-learning-can-mitigate-the-effects-of-school-closures-but-only-if-teachers-use-it-well-170701?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20December%201%202021%20-%202133421117&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20December%201%202021%20-%202133421117+Version+B+CID_3938ba2bd10a7afbab8719416511abf3&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Small-group%20learning%20can%20mitigate%20the%20effects%20of%20school%20closures%20%20but%20only%20if%20teachers%20use%20it%20well
https://theconversation.com/small-group-learning-can-mitigate-the-effects-of-school-closures-but-only-if-teachers-use-it-well-170701?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20December%201%202021%20-%202133421117&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20December%201%202021%20-%202133421117+Version+B+CID_3938ba2bd10a7afbab8719416511abf3&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Small-group%20learning%20can%20mitigate%20the%20effects%20of%20school%20closures%20%20but%20only%20if%20teachers%20use%20it%20well
https://theconversation.com/small-group-learning-can-mitigate-the-effects-of-school-closures-but-only-if-teachers-use-it-well-170701?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20December%201%202021%20-%202133421117&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20December%201%202021%20-%202133421117+Version+B+CID_3938ba2bd10a7afbab8719416511abf3&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Small-group%20learning%20can%20mitigate%20the%20effects%20of%20school%20closures%20%20but%20only%20if%20teachers%20use%20it%20well
https://theconversation.com/small-group-learning-can-mitigate-the-effects-of-school-closures-but-only-if-teachers-use-it-well-170701?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20December%201%202021%20-%202133421117&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20December%201%202021%20-%202133421117+Version+B+CID_3938ba2bd10a7afbab8719416511abf3&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Small-group%20learning%20can%20mitigate%20the%20effects%20of%20school%20closures%20%20but%20only%20if%20teachers%20use%20it%20well
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Snap! A record-breaking motion at our fingertips 

Researchers find the finger snap has the highest acceleration the human body produces 

 
 

Researchers find the finger snap has the highest acceleration the human body produces. 

• Credit and Larger Version 

 

November 29, 2021 

The snapping of a finger was first depicted in ancient Greek art around 300 B.C. Today, that same snap 

initiates evil forces for the villain Thanos in Marvel's latest "Avengers" movie. That inspired a group of U.S. 

National Science Foundation-funded researchers at Georgia Tech to study the physics of a finger snap and 

determine how friction plays a critical role. 

Using an intermediate amount of friction, not too high and not too low, a snap of the finger produces the 

highest rotational acceleration observed in humans, even faster than the arm of a professional baseball pitcher. 

The results were published in the Journal of the Royal Society Interface. 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_images.jsp?cntn_id=303980&org=NSF
https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1941933&HistoricalAwards=false
https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1941933&HistoricalAwards=false
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://research.gatech.edu/oh-snap-record-breaking-motion-our-fingertips
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://royalsocietypublishing.org/doi/10.1098/rsif.2021.0672
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The research was led by Georgia Tech researchers Raghav Acharya, Elio Challita, Saad Bhamla and 

researcher Mark Ilton at Harvey Mudd College. 

Their results might one day inform the design of prosthetics meant to imitate the wide-ranging capabilities of 

the human hand. Bhamla said the project is also a prime example of what he calls curiosity-driven science, 

where everyday occurrences and biological behaviors can serve as data sources for new discoveries. 

"For the past few years, I've been fascinated by how we can snap our fingers," Bhamla said. "It's really an 

extraordinary physics puzzle right at our fingertips that hasn't been investigated closely." 

John Long, a program director in NSF's Division of Integrative Organismal Systems, said that the research “is 

a great example of what we can learn with clever experiments and insightful computational modeling. By 

showing that varying degrees of friction between the fingers alters the elastic performance of a snap, these 

scientists have opened the door to discovering the principles operating in other organisms, and to putting this 

mechanism to work in engineered systems such as bioinspired robots.”  

The researchers believe that the results open a variety of opportunities for future study, including 

understanding why humans snap at all, and if humans are the only primates to have evolved this physical 

ability. 

--  NSF Public Affairs, Researchnews@nsf.gov 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=303980&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=303980&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=303980&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
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Life, Death, and What Fills the Interlude with Meaning: Nathaniel Hawthorne’s Stirring Diary 

Reflections on His Dying Mother and His Five-Year-Old Daughter 

“I saw my little Una… so full of spirit and life that she was life itself. And then I looked at my poor dying 

mother, and seemed to see the whole of human existence at once, standing in the dusty midst of it.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

It is said that Orlando, inspired by the passionate real-life love Virginia Woolf shared with Vita Sackville-

West, is “the longest and most charming love letter in literature” — said by Vita’s own son. But the most 

charming love letter in literature might be quite shorter and older and inspired by a very different kind of love 

— the purest, tenderest love of a parent for their young child. 

Nathaniel Hawthorne by Charles 

Osgood, 1841 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2016/07/28/virginia-woolf-vita-sackville-west/
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Una and the Lion by Walter Bell Scott, 1860. (National Galleries Scotland.) 

https://www.nationalgalleries.org/art-and-artists/5629/una-and-lion
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Fatherless since the age of four, achingly introverted, a man of “great, genial, comprehending silences” 

considered “handsomer than Lord Byron,” known to duck behind trees and rocks to avoid speaking with 

townspeople, Nathaniel Hawthorne (July 4, 1804–May 19, 1864) was an old bachelor of thirty-eight when 

he married Sophia Peabody — an intellectually voracious and artistically gifted old maid of thirty-three, a 

linchpin figure in Figuring, and sister to the titanic visionary Elizabeth Peabody, who had coined the 

term Transcendentalism. 

When their first child — a daughter — was born in 1844, Hawthorne was a struggling writer about to turn 

forty. Seven years earlier, his first book — Twice-Told Tales, a retelling of classic anonymous stories — had 

hardly gotten into the hands of readers when the Panic of 1837 smote the young country as its first Great 

Depression. And so the young author had hardly made his name even among the most literary of his 

contemporaries — what Longfellow lauded as a “sweet, sweet book” had left the highly informed and 

discerning Margaret Fuller impressed, but with the impression that it was written by “somebody in Salem” 

assumed to be a woman. 

Baby Una, named for the beautiful and fierce young daughter of the dragon-imprisoned king and queen in the 

1590 English epic poem The Faerie Queene, instantly filled Hawthorne with “a very sober and serious kind of 

happiness that springs from the birth of a child.” Una would later become the model for the heroine’s 

daughter in The Scarlet Letter — the 1850 novel that lifted Hawthorne out of poverty, abruptly ending his 

“many good years” as “the obscurest man of letters in America,” per his own recollection, to render him one 

of his country’s most celebrated artists. 

Four years before that overnight success a lifetime in the making, when Una turned two and a second child 

was about to join the family, Hawthorne took a day-job as surveyor for the Customs House in Salem. There 

he toiled for three years, at the near-total expense of his writing. During that creatively deadening period, his 

love for his children sustained him, fed his famished artistic soul, reawakened him to life. He recorded these 

tender, vitalizing observations of the children’s daily doings and unfurling beings in a family notebook he 

shared with Sophia, posthumously included in the affectionate biography Nathaniel Hawthorne and His 

Wife (public library) by their second child, Una’s brother Julian. 

In the bleak midwinter of 1849, five weeks before Una’s fifth birthday, Hawthorne writes in the notebook: 

Her beauty is the most flitting, transitory, most uncertain and unaccountable affair, that ever had a real 

existence; it beams out when nobody expects it; it has mysteriously passed away when you think yourself sure 

of it. If you glance sideways at her, you perhaps think it is illuminating her face, but, turning full round to 

enjoy it, it is gone again. When really visible, it is rare and precious as the vision of an angel. It is a 

transfiguration, — a grace, delicacy, or ethereal fineness, — which at once, in my secret soul, makes me give 

up all severe opinions that I may have begun to form about her. It is but fair to conclude that on these 

occasions we see her real soul. When she seems less lovely, we merely see something external. But, in truth, 

one manifestation belongs to her as much as another; for, before the establishment of principles, what is 

character but the series and succession of moods? 

 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/02/13/herman-melville-nathaniel-hawthorne-love-letters/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/11/01/figuring/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/07/05/elizabeth-peabody-figuring/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/07/05/elizabeth-peabody-figuring/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2017/08/22/nathaniel-hawthorne-the-haunted-mind/
https://www.themarginalian.org/tag/margaret-fuller/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/3849671836/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/3849671836/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/nathaniel-hawthorne-and-his-wife-a-biography/oclc/42262393&referer=brief_results
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Una Hawthorne 
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This latter insight, far predating the dawn of psychology as we know it, touches the eternal depths of human 

nature — as adults, we are always at our most childish when we allow the ceaselessly shifting weather 

systems of our moods to override our moral precepts, thrusting us back in time to those primal impulses of 

reflexive reaction, cutting us off from the capacity for reflective response that is the mark of maturity. 

Una’s “real soul,” her father observes, is one of uncommon complementarity, in which all the polar 

potentialities of human nature coexist and are harmonized: 

Art by Charlotte Pardi from Cry, Heart, But Never Break by Glenn Ringtved — Danish illustrated meditation 

on love and loss. 

 

The sentiment of a picture, tale, or poem is seldom lost upon her; and when her feelings are thus interested, 

she will not hear to have them interfered with by any ludicrous remark or other discordance. Yet she has, 

often, a rhinoceros-armor against sentiment or tenderness; you would think she were marble or adamant. It 

seems to me that, like many sensitive people, her sensibilities are more readily awakened by fiction than 

realities. 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2016/03/08/cry-heart-but-never-break/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2016/03/08/cry-heart-but-never-break/
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Una’s almost otherworldly syncopation of reason and emotion, of sympathy and stoicism, comes alive most 

vividly in a midsummer notebook entry Hawthorne penned while his mother was fast approaching “the drift 

called the infinite.” 

Finding himself the strange fulcrum of the seesaw between life and death, Hawthorne observes his small 

daughter take a lively, compassionate interest in his dying mother’s suffering, begging to be let into the 

bedchamber to be at her grandmother’s side, role-playing convalescent and caretaker with her little brother. 

Hawthorne writes: 

Nathaniel Hawthorne in his final years. (Library of Congress.) 

 

I know not what she supposes to be the final result to which grandmamma is approaching… There is 

something that almost frightens me about the child, — I know not whether elfish or angelic, but, at all events, 

supernatural. She steps so boldly into the midst of everything, shrinks from nothing, has such a 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/07/20/emily-dickinson-mother-death/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/07/20/emily-dickinson-mother-death/
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comprehension of everything, seems at times to have but little delicacy, and anon shows that she possesses the 

finest essence of it, — now so hard, now so tender; now so perfectly unreasonable, soon again so wise. In 

short, I now and then catch an aspect of her in which I cannot believe her to be my own human child, but a 

spirit strangely mingled with good and evil, haunting the house where I dwell. 

The next day — forty-five years and twenty-seven days after she had given birth to him — his mother died, 

with Hawthorne and his sisters at her side. The loss savaged him with grief. Sophia recounted that she saw 

him, this quiet monolith of composure, come “near a brain fever.” But Hawthorne was his daughter’s father, 

his own seemingly unfeeling exterior armoring a tender and sensitive soul — perhaps that is why this duality 

so frightened him in Una. (Children, after all — like anyone we love — are mirrors for understanding 

ourselves, disquieting us most when they reflect what we most fear or struggle to comprehend in ourselves.) 

As soon as everyone else left the room, the armor came undone: 

I found the tears slowly gathering in my eyes. I tried to keep them down, but it would not be; I kept filling up, 

till, for a few moments, I shook with sobs… Surely it is the darkest hour I ever lived. 

Ten days after his mother’s death, Hawthorne was bluntly fired from his job at the Customs House when the 

new Whig administration took office. He began writing The Scarlet Letter that day, completing it with the 

same astonishing rapidity — six months — that John Steinbeck, who also worked a series of soul-hollowing 

jobs, would complete The Grapes of Wrath a century later. 

Published the year of Darwin’s bittersweet reckoning with his own daughter’s mortality and sold by private 

subscription a century and a half before Patreon, The Scarlet Letter raised $500 for Hawthorne and his family, 

which helped them leave the sadnesses of Salem, sadnesses that had haunted him long before his season of 

losses — so much so that he had added the “w” in his surname to sever the association with his ancestor John 

Hathorne, the leading judge in the Salem witch trial. 

With the income from The Scarlet Letter, Hawthorne moved the family to a small red house in the Berkshires. 

It was there that Herman Melville fell in love with him, dedicating Moby-Dick to Hawthorne. 

 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2015/03/02/john-steinbeck-working-days/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/02/12/annie-darwin/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/02/13/herman-melville-nathaniel-hawthorne-love-letters/
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Art by Walter Crane for Hawthorne’s Wonder-Book for Girls & Boys. (Available as a print.) 

Years after her father’s death, Una recovered his final manuscript — the unfinished novel Septimius Felton; 

or, the Elixir of Life — and, with the help of her friend Robert Browning, had it published in serial form 

in The Atlantic Monthly. She died five years later, at the age her mother had married her father, returning far 

too young to the supra-human mystery her father had always perceived in her — the mystery the sole possible 

meaning and redemption of which he had contoured long ago, when he and Una were both alive and his 

https://society6.com/product/pegasus-by-walter-crane-from-a-wonder-book-for-girls-and-boys-by-nathaniel-hawthorne-1893_print?curator=brainpicker
https://www.themarginalian.org/2017/09/25/robert-browning-i-love-you/
https://society6.com/product/pegasus-by-walter-crane-from-a-wonder-book-for-girls-and-boys-by-nathaniel-hawthorne-1893_print?curator=brainpicker
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mother was no more. In the notebook entry recounting that darkest hour of his life at his mother’s deathbed in 

the high summer of 1849, he had written: 

For a long time I knelt there, holding her hand… Afterwards I stood by the open window and looked through 

the crevice of the curtain. The shouts, laughter, and cries of the two children had come up into the chamber 

from the open air, making a strange contrast with the death-bed scene. And now, through the crevice of the 

curtain, I saw my little Una of the golden locks, looking very beautiful, and so full of spirit and life that she 

was life itself. And then I looked at my poor dying mother, and seemed to see the whole of human existence 

at once, standing in the dusty midst of it. Oh, what a mockery, if what I saw were all, — let the interval 

between extreme youth and dying age be filled up with what happiness it might! 

 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/11/18/nathaniel-hawthorne-

una/?mc_cid=4da61b8017&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/11/18/nathaniel-hawthorne-una/?mc_cid=4da61b8017&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/11/18/nathaniel-hawthorne-una/?mc_cid=4da61b8017&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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“THE MOST BEAUTIFUL DRESS” 

PETER STAMM, TRANSLATED BY MICHAEL HOFMANN 

 

The following is excerpted from Peter Stamm's short story collection, It's Getting Dark. Stamm's books have 

been translated into more than thirty languages. For his body of work, he was short-listed for the Man Booker 

International Prize in 2013, and won the Friedrich Hölderlin Prize in 2014. Michael Hofmann has translated 

the work of Gottfried Benn, Hans Fallada, Franz Kafka, Joseph Roth, and others. In 2012, he was awarded 

the Thornton Wilder Prize for Translation by the American Academy of Arts and Letters. 

The first time I saw Felix, I had been working for him for several months, and had heard all sorts of stories 

about him. He was the George Clooney of dendrochronology, said Nicole, our boss, after their first meeting. 
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Daniela, the project manager, also had the most amazing things to say about our chief archaeologist. During 

coffee breaks the two vied with one another to tell the most outrageous stories. Felix was incredibly good-

looking, he was fit, well educated and intelligent, and a perfect gentleman. He goes swimming in the lake at 

lunchtime every day, said Daniela. She had a meeting with him and was wearing her bathing suit under her 

light summer dress. Are you going swimming with him? asked Nicole incredulously. In that case, I’ll come 

too. 

When they came back to the office at two, it turned out that things hadn’t progressed beyond lunch. They 

were both a bit irritable. I wouldn’t mind meeting him myself, I said. I hardly think that’s necessary, said 

Nicole. 

Then, two weeks later, I did meet Felix after all. I had finished the draft texts for the information boards that 

were going to be put up around the diggings, and because neither Nicole nor Daniela were around, the boss 

said I should take them around myself and talk them over with the chief archaeologist. He could give me his 

views in person. I called him, and we agreed to meet at eleven. 

Hi, I’m Felix, he said, putting out his hand. He was tanned and was wearing a white plastic helmet, and I have 

to say he did look good. Brigitte, I said, I’m the graphic designer. If it was up to him, Felix said, then he 

wouldn’t have all this onsite communication. We’re here to dig. If it upsets people, we can’t help it. He 

showed me into his office, which was in a shipping container, and I laid the folder in front of him on the table. 

He looked through the draft material without displaying much interest. Does the agency employ only women? 

he asked casually. No, I said, but all the women want to be working on this project. He looked up quickly and 

asked if it was because we were all so passionately interested in archaeology. Archaeologists, I’d say, and I 

smiled. He didn’t seem to get it and closed the folder. You decide. You’re the specialist. The specialista, I 

said, even though I wear my hair short. He looked at me and forced a smile. So you’re interested in 

archaeology? The others couldn’t make it, I said curtly, and could have smacked myself. Felix’s cellphone 

rang and he took the call without speaking. As he listened, his expression darkened. It’s the man in charge of 

the dig, he said, pocketing his phone. I’ve got to go down. 

There were advanced plans for an underground parking area, but when traces of stilt houses were found, the 

construction was delayed by a year. A sheet of concrete—which later would be used as the roof of the 

carpark—was laid over the excavation, and let in it was a square opening, below which a metal staircase led 

down. Felix scuttled down the steps, and I followed him with the folder jammed under my arm. It was a warm 

day, and I was wearing sandals and had to take care not to slip on the metal steps. Felix got into some dispute 

with a squat little man with a ponytail and tattooed lower arms. An engineer was crouching in front of them, 

struggling with a big pump and cursing. I stopped just behind Felix. The other man 

stared at me unpleasantly and asked what I was doing there. I’m waiting for a decision, I said. Felix turned 

around and looked at me in annoyance. You can’t come here dressed like that, he said, and took off his hard 

hat and draped it on my head, as though I was a child. 

He introduced me to the man in charge of the excavation and said they were experiencing problems with the 

pump. If we didn’t keep pumping water out, we could be doing our archaeology underwater. 
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He had a brief discussion with the head of the excavation, then waved me away, and I followed him down the 

vast hole to a group of young people who were squatting on the ground and scraping away a foot-deep layer 

of humus, using little trowels. Most of the stuff they just dropped behind them in a heap, but some small bits 

were carefully placed in cardboard boxes. I repeated that I needed a decision from him. This layer is around 

five thousand years old, said Felix. It’s from the Neolithic period. He talked about pieces of material they had 

found, potsherds, bones and other food waste. The din from the drills was deafening, and there was a smell of 

exhaust fumes and damp earth. I picked up a scrap of blackened wood on the ground and asked if I could keep 

it. Why not, said Felix. What will you do with it? He said I had to put it in water when I got home, otherwise 

it would rot in no time. He walked on, then suddenly grabbed me by the arm and pulled me in with a quick 

movement. Watch out, he said. A digger passed close by me. This is where we found the skeleton, he said, 

under the layers of occupation. It was a young woman. She must have died over five thousand years ago. 

Maybe she fell in the lake and drowned. It was fascinating to listen to him, 

and slowly it dawned on me what Daniela and Nicole saw in him. 

After about an hour, we went up again. My sandals were filthy, and my legs were splashed with mud. Well? I 

asked, did you decide which draft you wanted? You can be pretty obstinate, can’t you? said Felix, and took 

the hard hat off my head. 

He complimented me on my dress, said Nicole during our coffee break a couple of days later. The only 

females he’s interested in are skeletons, said Daniela with irritation. In that case you’re probably in with a 

good chance, aren’t you? said the polygrapher with a grin. I asked if Felix had said anything about my 

designs. Nicole gestured dismissively. How do you like this: You dig history? We dig it up. Daniela pulled a 

face and left the kitchen. What’s the matter with her? I asked. Nicole said she was probably upset that she had 

taken over the project. 

A couple of weeks later, the boss said Felix had asked after me. He asked me where the little graphic designer 

was, he said, with a wink at me. I think Nicole schedules meetings with him deliberately on days when I’m 

not working. 

Early in June, Felix sent a circular email to everyone involved with the project. They had collected some 

twenty thousand pieces of wood and processed ten thousand microsites, and wanted to celebrate with a little 

party tomorrow night. When I walked into the ladies’ room at the end of the day, Nicole and Daniela were 

just getting themselves ready. Nicole was putting her hair up. She was wearing a dress of lime-green taffeta 

silk and heels. Daniela was got up like a 

princess as well. She looked me up and down and asked if I was going to the reception dressed as I was? I had 

just a simple cotton wrap dress and flats and next to the two of them I felt quite the ugly duckling. 

I was about to leave when the boss called me in and gave me something that needed doing right away. By the 

time I got out of the agency, it was nine o’clock. I took the streetcar as far as the opera. The lakefront was full 

of nicely dressed people strutting up and down, all making an exhibition of themselves. I seemed to be the 

only one who was on my own. I had a strong sense of exclusion, and felt the stares of the men and the scowls 

of the women. 
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The baths where the reception was taking place was an old wooden construction set on piles out in the lake. 

When I saw it in front of me, I realized I wasn’t in any sort of party mood. I sat down on the parapet of the 

quay. In the light of the setting sun, the opposite shore was nothing but a black outline. In the silvery glittering 

water I saw the heads of one or two evening swimmers. I had the sense I might as well be in the Stone Age. I 

had spent the day gathering berries and mushrooms on the wooded slopes of the Zurich Berg, then maybe I 

had woven cloth or ground corn. I felt sweaty, my back hurt, my hands were calloused. At the end of my long 

day, I had come down to the lake to swim in the light of the setting sun. I slipped off my shoes and undressed. 

A few passersby stopped and looked in astonishment as I got into the water stark naked, but it didn’t bother 

me. 

The cool water received me, and as I swam out, I suddenly felt the size of this mighty body that contained in 

its depths the history of millennia. I thought about the woman whose body had been found in the excavation; 

she had maybe struck out into the lake one summer evening, like me, and never made it back. The low sun 

was dazzling. When I turned away, I saw the stilted structure of the baths in front of me. The party guests had 

congregated on one of the wooden decks. I could hear them talking and laughing, the music and the noise 

from the nearby road, but all the sounds seemed to reach me from far away. I swam closer, and saw Felix 

standing by the wooden rails between Nicole and Daniela, looking out onto the lake. Nicole had her hand on 

Felix’s shoulder, and seemed to be having an animated conversation with him. She looked quite lovely, and I 

felt a violent pang of jealousy that almost hurt me. I don’t know what got into me when I swam a couple of 

strokes over to the stairs and climbed out of the water. It took a moment for the guests to notice me and turn 

in my direction. Conversations stopped, the shrill laughter of one woman died in her throat, then there was 

complete silence. Everyone was staring, recoiling from me as I made my way to the drinks table. I picked up a 

glass of chardonnay and toasted Felix, who was maybe ten feet away. Briefly I thought he wanted to say 

something, but then he mutely raised his glass. Although I felt perhaps more naked than at any time in my 

life, I had no sense of humiliation. It was a strange feeling of pride and sacrifice at once. This was about Felix 

and me, no one else, and the other guests in their glad rags were just extras, visitors from another era. I put the 

glass down untouched, walked over to the edge and dived in. 

When I turned up the next day at break time, Nicole and Daniela were having a good old chinwag. They 

pretended not to have seen me. He drove me home, I heard Nicole whisper. 

And what was he like? asked Daniela. Nicole rolled her eyes. I got a coffee from the machine and went back 

to work. I felt like crying. 

Just before twelve, I got an email from Felix. He said it was a pity I’d looked in so briefly last night. Did I feel 

like having supper with him? He wrote: You had the most beautiful dress. In a fury I wrote back to say he had 

obviously had a pretty good time without me, and I had a lot on my plate and no time to mess around. After 

that I heard nothing more from him. 

Nicole and Daniela didn’t refer to my appearance that evening, but they did treat me with more respect and 

distance. Nicole was different altogether after that evening. She was in a good mood and less impatient. And 

while it used to be that she stayed in the office after I left, she now regularly packed up at five, saying she had 

plans for the evening. 
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In the summer I went to Australia for a month and attended a language school. When I got back, the 

excavation work at the opera was over, and we had new contractors. 

One evening in September I was standing around downstairs when the excavation boss walked in. Once 

again, his unpleasant look struck me. I wondered what he was doing here. While I spoke to the secretary, 

Nicole appeared and kissed and hugged him like a young thing. I wonder how long that’ll work for, said the 

secretary, as we watched the couple leave. Did you catch his wandering eyes? 

The following day, I asked Nicole about her new boyfriend. I thought you and Felix were an item, I said. She 

shook her head. That was done after your appearance at the party. You were a bit underdressed, wouldn’t you 

say? 

I thought of calling Felix, but what could I say? There wasn’t anything between us, and I was ashamed of my 

jealousy. Anyway, I doubted whether he was seriously interested in me. If he had been, he wouldn’t have 

given up so quickly, he would have written to me again. Just the same, I started going to the baths at 

lunchtime, in the hope of perhaps running into him. There were two decks surrounded by changing rooms, 

one for women, one for men, and between them, right at the entrance, an area for both sexes. Most of the 

time, I sat in the café there, so as not to miss Felix, in case he showed. He didn’t. 

I went to the baths in all weathers. If it was raining or gloomy and there was no one else there except me, I 

still got changed and wandered over to the men’s deck, which happened to be where the party had been held, 

that time. I sat down on the boards, dangled my legs, and looked out into the gray lake. 

It was on one of the last days before they closed the baths for winter. It had been gray for days. There was a 

light drizzle coming down, and the towel I wrapped myself in was sodden. Again, I was thinking about the 

Stone Age builders who had frozen in their huts right here, five thousand years ago. They must have worried 

if they had enough food to get them through the winter, if the snow would come early and make it impossible 

for them to collect firewood. They must have been terrified of illnesses, accidents, wild beasts. And suddenly 

I felt a great sense of freedom, and it seemed ridiculous to be waiting for a man I barely knew, with whom I 

had spoken once, and who had treated me like a child. 

From the shore, I heard the church clocks strike one. I was about to get up when I felt a hand on my shoulder. 

In alarm, I spun around and saw Felix standing behind me. He was in bathing trunks and had a towel over his 

shoulders, and he was smiling. I’ve been expecting you, I said. Me too, he said, as he helped me up. Then, 

without another word between us, we fell into each other’s arms as though we’d been waiting five thousand 

years to do so. 

__________________________________ 

Excerpted from It’s Getting Dark by Peter Stamm, translated by Michael Hofmann. Forthcoming from Other 

Press. 

https://lithub.com/the-most-beautiful-dress/ 

https://otherpress.com/product/its-getting-dark-9781635420302/
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Aaron Rodgers dropped the ball on critical thinking – with a little practice you can do better 
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It was hard to miss the news about Green Bay Packers’ quarterback Aaron Rodgers testing positive for 

COVID-19 on Nov. 3. Like the vast majority of people currently catching – and dying from – the coronavirus, 

he was unvaccinated. 

https://theconversation.com/profiles/joe-arvai-170276
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https://covid.cdc.gov/covid-data-tracker/#rates-by-vaccine-status
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A few days after his diagnosis, Rodgers took to the airwaves to offer a smorgasbord of pandemic 

misinformation and conspiracy theories in defense of his decision to skip the COVID-19 vaccine. 

Having listened to many an interview with Rodgers, I found it totally predictable that he began his comments 

by asserting, “I’m not, you know, some sort of anti-vax, flat-earther.” 

But as someone who does research on how people think and decide, it’s what Rodgers said next that caused 

me to lean in: “I am somebody who’s a critical thinker.” 

Help us raise up the voices of experts. 

Donate today 

Critical thinker? The fact is, research on the link between critical thinking ability and behavior during the 

COVID-19 pandemic suggests that Rodgers is the opposite. 

For scientists like me whose job it is to unravel how people instinctively make choices, and then to help them 

make better ones, critical thinking isn’t just a slogan used to score points. It’s not some after-the-fact 

justification someone makes to convince others – or themselves – that their opinions or behaviors are sound. 

Instead, critical thinking is a pattern of behaviors that happen before someone makes a judgment, like coming 

to the conclusion that something is risky. Likewise, critical thinking comes before making a decision, like 

choosing to avoid something judged to be too risky for comfort. 

Here’s what it really takes to be a critical thinker. 

Three ingredients for critical thinking 

Critical thinking as a precursor to sound judgments and decisions involves three related elements that are 

accessible to almost anyone. 

First, critical thinking means being able to recognize that there are situations where you must balance your 

instinctive reactions to what’s going on around you, based on emotions like fear and desire, with the need for 

a heavier psychological lift. In these cases, it’s crucial to take note of conflicting objectives and make difficult 

trade-offs. 

Take the pandemic, which, thanks to the arrival of new variants like omicron, has gone into overtime. You 

may have a strong desire to live your “normal” life as you knew it before COVID-19 started to spread; at the 

same time, you probably want to keep those around you safe and secure. Knowing where to draw the line 

between personal comfort and the well-being of those around you means putting your emotions to the side 

and diving into data so you can better understand the broader consequences of your intended actions. 

https://youtu.be/Y3JU_oAEinQ
https://www.sportingnews.com/us/nfl/news/aaron-rodgers-covid-pat-mcafee-show-target-woke-mob/1caksb1mfhcrj1dgikrkvttu90
https://www.sportingnews.com/us/nfl/news/aaron-rodgers-covid-pat-mcafee-show-target-woke-mob/1caksb1mfhcrj1dgikrkvttu90
https://doi.org/10.1111/risa.13833
https://doi.org/10.1111/risa.13833
https://twitter.com/DecisionLab
https://www.nytimes.com/2011/11/27/books/review/thinking-fast-and-slow-by-daniel-kahneman-book-review.html
https://www.nytimes.com/2011/11/27/books/review/thinking-fast-and-slow-by-daniel-kahneman-book-review.html
https://doi.org/10.1017/bpp.2020.37
https://doi.org/10.1080/13669877.2019.1569107
https://doi.org/10.1080/13669877.2019.1569107
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Second, critical thinking means following some basic principles when you search for and use information. 

You must be open to and consider more than one solution to a problem, without ignoring or dismissing 

evidence that goes against your initial beliefs. And you must be willing to change your mind and your 

behavior in response to new information or insights. 

Last, critical thinking means recognizing when you are out of your depth and then looking to legitimate 

experts for help. In other words, critical thinkers understand when it’s time to outsource critical thinking to 

others. 

 

 

Consulting those with additional expertise can be an important part of critical thinking. Jorge 

Lemus/NurPhoto via Getty Images 

But this raises an important question: How do you figure out who is an actual expert? Critical thinkers answer 

this question by not just looking at someone’s stature or credentials. They also assess potential experts’ 

behaviors with respect to the first two elements of critical thinking. How good is the expert at balancing 

https://sjdm.org/dmidi/Actively_Open-Minded_Thinking_Beliefs.html
http://www.sjdm.org/presentations/2019-Poster-Baron-Jonathan-endorse-AOT-cues.pdf
https://images.theconversation.com/files/434750/original/file-20211130-13-1xdrnl6.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/434750/original/file-20211130-13-1xdrnl6.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://www.gettyimages.com/detail/news-photo/green-bay-packers-head-coach-matt-lafleur-talks-to-news-photo/1190913564
https://www.gettyimages.com/detail/news-photo/green-bay-packers-head-coach-matt-lafleur-talks-to-news-photo/1190913564
https://images.theconversation.com/files/434750/original/file-20211130-13-1xdrnl6.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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instinct with the need for more in-depth analysis? And does the expert follow the basic principles that should 

govern the search for and use of information? 

Everyone loses when critical thinking is sidelined 

Consider the results of a recent study conducted during what scientists around the world agree is a serious 

public health crisis. In it, my colleagues and I found that people in the U.S. who score high on a scale used to 

measure critical thinking ability judge COVID-19 to pose a real and significant risk to public health. They 

also placed greater trust in legitimate public health experts, and – importantly – behaved in a manner that is 

more consistent with pandemic risk management strategies recommended by the Centers for Disease Control 

and Prevention.  

 

Rodgers fumbled on critical thinking when he overvalued advice from people who don’t have deep 

knowledge on coronavirus prevention and treatment. Grant Halverson/Getty Images Sport via Getty Images 

 

Judging by his behavior and statements, Aaron Rodgers wouldn’t have belonged in this group. Indeed, 

Rodgers’ own comments suggest he fumbled his way through the three elements of critical thinking. 

https://doi.org/10.1111/risa.13833
https://www.cdc.gov/coronavirus/2019-ncov/prevent-getting-sick/prevention.html
https://images.theconversation.com/files/434751/original/file-20211130-21-1bao6a1.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/434751/original/file-20211130-21-1bao6a1.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://www.gettyimages.com/detail/news-photo/kony-ealy-of-the-carolina-panthers-forces-a-fumble-as-he-news-photo/496327324
https://images.theconversation.com/files/434751/original/file-20211130-21-1bao6a1.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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In spite of his claim that his decision to remain unvaccinated involved “a lot of time, energy and research,” it 

seems he neither understood nor weighed the trade-off between the exceedingly slim chance of becoming sick 

from one of the available vaccines versus the much higher probability of becoming sick – or making others 

sick – from COVID-19. 

And historically, Rodgers hasn’t been shy about dismissing viewpoints that run counter to his own. Boasting 

about his COVID-19 infection, Rodgers confessed as much when he said, “I march to the beat of my own 

drum.” 

Finally his success rate when it comes to handing off critical thinking to others is lousy. On COVID-19, he 

follows the advice of pseudo-experts like Joe Rogan over that of actual medical experts and has chosen 

to subject himself to a demonstrably dangerous drug, ivermectin, instead of a safe and effective vaccine. 

Unfortunately, Aaron Rodgers is far from alone when it comes to poor critical thinking. And, making matters 

worse, the implications of uncritical thinking extend well beyond the COVID-19 pandemic. 

Indeed, the poster child for an absence of critical thinking is the political divide in the U.S. From Main Street 

America to the U.S. Capitol, I’d argue that nothing says my-way-or-the-highway like the inflexible 

tribalism that has infected important policy issues ranging from inequality and climate 

change to guns and health care. Balancing fast-acting emotion with the slow burn of analysis, a willingness to 

change your mind and compromise, and the courage to admit you are not an expert – and to trust those who 

are – seem as far away in politics today as they have been in decades. 

Training camp for critical thinking 

On the bright side, and with a little practice, people can learn to think critically. Unlike other tasks that require 

highly specialized skills – like playing the position of quarterback in the NFL – critical thinking is well within 

the reach of nearly anyone willing to put in the reps. 

Studies show, for example, that critical thinking can be activated in the moment just before 

certain judgments or choices need to be made. Researchers also know that the basic principles of critical 

thinking can be taught, even to young children and adolescents. And, for complicated judgments and choices, 

people can take advantage of decision-support tools that help them clarify their objectives, consider relevant 

information, evaluate a wide range of options and understand the compromises that come with choosing one 

possibility over another. 

Deploying the skills of critical thinking ultimately requires one more important ingredient, though, and this 

one can’t easily be taught: courage. It takes courage to break from your closely held opinions and, especially, 

from the relative sanctuary offered by your social or political circle. And it takes courage to publicly change 

your mind and your behavior.But here too there’s a bright side. Changing your mind and behavior because 

you thought critically about something doesn’t mean that your earlier opinions and behaviors were a mistake. 

On the contrary, it’s a public display that you learned something important and new. And that, at least as 

much as success on the frozen tundra of Rodgers’ home field in Green Bay, is worthy of respect and 

admiration. 

https://www.washingtonpost.com/lifestyle/kidspost/aaron-rodgers-played-scientist-when-he-should-have-stuck-to-playing-football/2021/11/10/3d3b1b48-36b4-11ec-9bc4-86107e7b0ab1_story.html
https://torontosun.com/sports/football/nfl/aaron-rodgers-wont-let-woke-cancel-culture-stop-him-from-expressing-himself
https://www.newyorker.com/sports/sporting-scene/the-selfish-individualism-of-aaron-rodgers
https://www.newyorker.com/sports/sporting-scene/the-selfish-individualism-of-aaron-rodgers
https://www.nytimes.com/2021/09/01/business/joe-rogan-covid-19.html
https://www.ama-assn.org/delivering-care/public-health/open-letter-american-public-covid-19-vaccines
https://www.cbsnews.com/news/aaron-rodgers-packers-covid-vaccine-ivermectin-woke-mob/
https://www.fda.gov/consumers/consumer-updates/why-you-should-not-use-ivermectin-treat-or-prevent-covid-19
https://www.cdc.gov/coronavirus/2019-ncov/vaccines/safety/safety-of-vaccines.html
https://www.newyorker.com/news/daily-comment/a-new-report-offers-insights-into-tribalism-in-the-age-of-trump
https://www.newyorker.com/news/daily-comment/a-new-report-offers-insights-into-tribalism-in-the-age-of-trump
http://www.milwaukeeindependent.com/syndicated/fear-racism-public-manipulated-politics-tribalism/
https://www.theguardian.com/environment/2015/may/15/the-climate-change-movement-must-overcome-political-tribalism
https://www.theguardian.com/environment/2015/may/15/the-climate-change-movement-must-overcome-political-tribalism
https://www.sltrib.com/opinion/commentary/2019/09/14/david-burns-why-is-gun/
https://ldi.upenn.edu/our-work/research-updates/health-care-reform-in-the-age-of-partisan-deadlock-and-tribal-politics/
https://www.theatlantic.com/ideas/archive/2020/05/1968-and-2020-lessons-from-americas-worst-year-so-far/612415/
https://doi.org/10.1080/13546783.2018.1548379
https://doi.org/10.1016/j.gloenvcha.2019.101964
https://sjdm.org/dmidi/Actively_Open-Minded_Thinking_Beliefs.html
https://doi.org/10.1111/j.1464-0597.1993.tb00731.x
https://doi.org/10.1177/109019819101800302
https://doi.org/10.1021/es4036286
https://www.wiscnews.com/sports/football/professional/frozen-tundra-the-5-coldest-games-in-green-bay-packers-history/collection_17677ba1-d47b-565a-9fb1-bb89327ba36e.html
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It takes courage to be a critical thinker, especially when you might take a hit for it. Dylan Buell/Getty Images 

Sport via Getty Images 

 [You’re smart and curious about the world. So are The Conversation’s authors and editors. You can read us 

daily by subscribing to our newsletter.] 

https://theconversation.com/aaron-rodgers-dropped-the-ball-on-critical-thinking-with-a-little-practice-you-

can-do-better-

172362?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20Decemb

er%201%202021%20-

%202133421117&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20December%201%2020

21%20-

%202133421117+Version+B+CID_3938ba2bd10a7afbab8719416511abf3&utm_source=campaign_monitor_

us&utm_term=Aaron%20Rodgers%20dropped%20the%20ball%20on%20critical%20thinking%20%20with%

20a%20little%20practice%20you%20can%20do%20better 

  

https://images.theconversation.com/files/434753/original/file-20211130-19-1t7l30r.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/434753/original/file-20211130-19-1t7l30r.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://www.gettyimages.com/detail/news-photo/aaron-rodgers-of-the-green-bay-packers-throws-a-pass-while-news-photo/1293522412
https://www.gettyimages.com/detail/news-photo/aaron-rodgers-of-the-green-bay-packers-throws-a-pass-while-news-photo/1293522412
https://memberservices.theconversation.com/newsletters/?source=inline-youresmart
https://memberservices.theconversation.com/newsletters/?source=inline-youresmart
https://theconversation.com/aaron-rodgers-dropped-the-ball-on-critical-thinking-with-a-little-practice-you-can-do-better-172362?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20December%201%202021%20-%202133421117&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20December%201%202021%20-%202133421117+Version+B+CID_3938ba2bd10a7afbab8719416511abf3&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Aaron%20Rodgers%20dropped%20the%20ball%20on%20critical%20thinking%20%20with%20a%20little%20practice%20you%20can%20do%20better
https://theconversation.com/aaron-rodgers-dropped-the-ball-on-critical-thinking-with-a-little-practice-you-can-do-better-172362?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20December%201%202021%20-%202133421117&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20December%201%202021%20-%202133421117+Version+B+CID_3938ba2bd10a7afbab8719416511abf3&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Aaron%20Rodgers%20dropped%20the%20ball%20on%20critical%20thinking%20%20with%20a%20little%20practice%20you%20can%20do%20better
https://theconversation.com/aaron-rodgers-dropped-the-ball-on-critical-thinking-with-a-little-practice-you-can-do-better-172362?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20December%201%202021%20-%202133421117&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20December%201%202021%20-%202133421117+Version+B+CID_3938ba2bd10a7afbab8719416511abf3&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Aaron%20Rodgers%20dropped%20the%20ball%20on%20critical%20thinking%20%20with%20a%20little%20practice%20you%20can%20do%20better
https://theconversation.com/aaron-rodgers-dropped-the-ball-on-critical-thinking-with-a-little-practice-you-can-do-better-172362?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20December%201%202021%20-%202133421117&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20December%201%202021%20-%202133421117+Version+B+CID_3938ba2bd10a7afbab8719416511abf3&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Aaron%20Rodgers%20dropped%20the%20ball%20on%20critical%20thinking%20%20with%20a%20little%20practice%20you%20can%20do%20better
https://theconversation.com/aaron-rodgers-dropped-the-ball-on-critical-thinking-with-a-little-practice-you-can-do-better-172362?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20December%201%202021%20-%202133421117&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20December%201%202021%20-%202133421117+Version+B+CID_3938ba2bd10a7afbab8719416511abf3&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Aaron%20Rodgers%20dropped%20the%20ball%20on%20critical%20thinking%20%20with%20a%20little%20practice%20you%20can%20do%20better
https://theconversation.com/aaron-rodgers-dropped-the-ball-on-critical-thinking-with-a-little-practice-you-can-do-better-172362?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20December%201%202021%20-%202133421117&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20December%201%202021%20-%202133421117+Version+B+CID_3938ba2bd10a7afbab8719416511abf3&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Aaron%20Rodgers%20dropped%20the%20ball%20on%20critical%20thinking%20%20with%20a%20little%20practice%20you%20can%20do%20better
https://theconversation.com/aaron-rodgers-dropped-the-ball-on-critical-thinking-with-a-little-practice-you-can-do-better-172362?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20December%201%202021%20-%202133421117&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20December%201%202021%20-%202133421117+Version+B+CID_3938ba2bd10a7afbab8719416511abf3&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Aaron%20Rodgers%20dropped%20the%20ball%20on%20critical%20thinking%20%20with%20a%20little%20practice%20you%20can%20do%20better
https://theconversation.com/aaron-rodgers-dropped-the-ball-on-critical-thinking-with-a-little-practice-you-can-do-better-172362?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20December%201%202021%20-%202133421117&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20December%201%202021%20-%202133421117+Version+B+CID_3938ba2bd10a7afbab8719416511abf3&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Aaron%20Rodgers%20dropped%20the%20ball%20on%20critical%20thinking%20%20with%20a%20little%20practice%20you%20can%20do%20better
https://theconversation.com/aaron-rodgers-dropped-the-ball-on-critical-thinking-with-a-little-practice-you-can-do-better-172362?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20December%201%202021%20-%202133421117&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20December%201%202021%20-%202133421117+Version+B+CID_3938ba2bd10a7afbab8719416511abf3&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Aaron%20Rodgers%20dropped%20the%20ball%20on%20critical%20thinking%20%20with%20a%20little%20practice%20you%20can%20do%20better
https://images.theconversation.com/files/434753/original/file-20211130-19-1t7l30r.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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Amazon rainforest birds' bodies transform due to climate change 

Changes reach most pristine parts of the Amazon rainforest 

 
 

Amazon rainforest birds' bodies are transforming due to climate change. 

1. Credit and Larger Version 

 

November 29, 2021 

The most pristine parts of the Amazon rainforest, those devoid of direct human contact, are being impacted by 

human-induced climate change, according to U.S. National Science Foundation-supported research 

by Louisiana State University scientists. 

Analyses of data collected over the past four decades show that not only has the number of resident birds 

throughout the Amazon rainforest declined, but the body size and wing length have changed for most studied 

species. These physical changes in the birds track increasingly hot and dry conditions in the dry season from 

June to November. 

"Even in the middle of this pristine Amazon rainforest, we are seeing the global effects of climate change," 

said Vitek Jirinec, lead author of a study published in Science Advances. 

Birds in the Amazon rainforest have become smaller and their wings have become longer over several 

generations, indicating a response to shifting environmental conditions that may include new physiological or 

nutritional challenges. 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_images.jsp?cntn_id=303979&org=NSF
https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1257340&HistoricalAwards=false
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://www.lsu.edu/mediacenter/news/2021/11/12rnr_jirinec_stouffer_scienceadvances.php
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://www.science.org/doi/10.1126/sciadv.abk1743


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 586  january  2022 

 

81 

This is the first study to discover these changes in non-migratory birds' body size and shape. It eliminates 

other factors that may have influenced these physiological changes. 

Jirinec and colleagues studied data collected over more than 40 years on some 15,000 birds that were 

captured, measured, weighed, marked with a leg band and released in the world's largest rainforest. 

The data reveal that nearly all the birds' bodies have reduced in mass, or have become lighter, since the 1980s. 

Most of the bird species lost about 2% of their body weight every decade. For birds that weighed about 30 

grams in the 1980s, the population now averages about 27.6 grams. 

"These birds don't vary that much in size," said co-author Philip Stouffer. "They are fairly fine-tuned, so when 

everyone in the population is a couple of grams smaller, it's significant." 

The data cover a large range of the rainforest, so changes in the birds' bodies and wings across communities 

are not tied to one specific site, which means that the phenomenon is pervasive.  

Betsy Von Holle, a program director in NSF's Division of Environmental Biology, added that "this study 

demonstrates the power of long-term research to unveil significant responses of species to climate change.” 

--  NSF Public Affairs, Researchnews@nsf.gov 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=303979&utm_medium=em

ail&utm_source=govdelivery  

mailto:Researchnews@nsf.gov
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Conqueror 

by W. S. Merwin 

Issue no. 105 (Winter 1987) 

When they start to wear your clothes 

do their dreams become more like yours 

who do they look like 

when they start to use your language 

do they say what you say 

who are they in your words 

when they start to use your money 

do they need the same things you need 

or do the things change 

when they are converted to your gods 

do you know who they are praying to 

do you know who is praying 

for you not to be there 

  

If you enjoyed this poem, why not read … 

• “White Gods” by Anna Della Subin on the Daily, an excerpt from her book Accidental Gods: On 

Men Unwittingly Turned Divine, on language, divinity, and race in the New World? 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=c7bea2d077&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=c7bea2d077&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=7b680045dd&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=c7bea2d077&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=c7bea2d077&e=d538c8f2e0
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Greens could potentially decrease COVID-19 risk 

BIOMEDICINE 

ByRosa García-Verdugo November 29, 2021 0 comments 

 

Photo by Geraud pfeiffer on Pexels.com 

DISCLAIMER: in no way is this an article to justify not getting vaccinated or not wearing a mask in closed 

spaces! 

At this point, I think most of us can agree that a diet rich in vegetables/fruits is good for your health. But what 

wasn’t entirely clear was the relationship between nutrition and COVID-19 risk. 

https://mappingignorance.org/category/science/biomedicine/
https://mappingignorance.org/2021/11/29/greens-could-potentially-decrease-covid-19-risk/#author
https://mappingignorance.org/2021/11/29/greens-could-potentially-decrease-covid-19-risk/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email#comments
https://www.pexels.com/photo/various-fresh-vegetables-and-fruits-on-table-6608618/
https://starvingneuron.com/en/noticias-genetica/long-lived-dieting-monkeys/
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From the study results published in the journal Gut 1, it appears that a diet rich in plant-based foods (including 

vegetables, fruits, nuts and cereal) could not only reduce the likelihood of COVID-19 infection, but also lower 

the chance of developing severe symptoms once infected. 

Scientists on both sides of the Atlantic evaluated data from 592,571 people from the UK and the US who had 

joined the smartphone-based ZOE COVID-19 Symptom Study. To relate nutrition to disease risk, they 

created a so-called Plant-Based Diet Score, which they related to both infection risk and severity of 

symptoms. 

The not-so surprising finding was that those with plant-based diets had a 9% lower risk of getting infected by 

COVID-19 and a 41% lower risk of severe COVID-19 than people with less green-rich diets. 

Similar findings had already been published earlier this year 2, showing that in six different countries, people 

with a diet either including fish or mostly vegetarian had a decreased risk of severe COVID-19. 

However, where the present study went one step further was in relating diet quality with socioeconomic 

status 3. The latter was also shown to increase the risk for COVID-19, but it turns out that both a free-poor 

diet and low socioeconomic status increase the risk beyond the summation of those two independent factors. 

Therefore, it seems that socially disadvantaged people might benefit most from improving their diets, at least 

with respect to COVID-19. However, I think that the biggest difficulty in trying to assure a “healthy” diet in 

case of socioeconomic deprivation is access. Healthy food is more expensive than junk food, and 

governments should consider investing in improving the nutrition of those disadvantaged people, not only for 

humanitarian reasons, but also as an investment opportunity to save medical costs. 

Meanwhile, I am going to prepare lunch and make sure to include another greenie. Just in case. 

References 

• Merino J, Joshi AD, Nguyen LH, et al (2021) Diet quality and risk and severity of COVID-19: a 

prospective cohort study Gut doi: 10.1136/gutjnl-2021-325353 ↩ 

• Kim H, Rebholz CM, Hegde S, et al (2021) Plant-based diets, pescatarian diets and COVID-19 

severity: a population-based case–control study in six countries BMJ Nutrition, Prevention & 

Health doi: 10.1136/bmjnph-2021-000272 ↩ 

• Nazir I Lone et al (2021) Influence of socioeconomic deprivation on interventions and outcomes for 

patients admitted with COVID-19 to critical care units in Scotland: A national cohort study The 

Lancet Regional Health – Europe doi: 10.1016/j.lanepe.2020.100005 ↩ 
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https://mappingignorance.org/2021/11/29/greens-could-potentially-decrease-covid-19-risk/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email#note-8886-1
https://mappingignorance.org/2021/11/29/greens-could-potentially-decrease-covid-19-risk/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email#note-8886-2
https://mappingignorance.org/2021/11/29/greens-could-potentially-decrease-covid-19-risk/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email#note-8886-3
http://dx.doi.org/10.1136/gutjnl-2021-325353
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3.  

written by 

Rosa García-Verdugo 

 

Rosa studied Biochemistry at University of Oviedo and, after working for a while in immunology at the 

Center for Biological Research (CIB) and another brief period of systems biology at the Center for Genomic 

Regulation (CRG), she eventually got her PhD in systems neurobiology at the Max-Planck-Institute of 

Neurobiology in Munich. Her research deals with neuronal plasticity in mouse visual cortex and big 2-photon 

microscopes. 

• Website 

• @starvingneuron 

 

https://mappingignorance.org/2021/11/29/greens-could-potentially-decrease-covid-19-

risk/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email 

  

https://mappingignorance.org/author/rosa-garcia-verdugo/
http://starvingneuron.com/
https://twitter.com/starvingneuron
https://mappingignorance.org/2021/11/29/greens-could-potentially-decrease-covid-19-risk/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email
https://mappingignorance.org/2021/11/29/greens-could-potentially-decrease-covid-19-risk/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email
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Nothing compares to tupelo honey or the persistence of the people who harvest the rare delicacy from the 

swamps of Georgia and the Florida Panhandle. 

Words by Jessica Bradley Wells | Photos by Jessica Bradley Wells & Aileen Perilla 
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November 30, 2021 

15 

Gary Adkison stood at the back of his pickup truck with a bee smoker resting on the tailgate. The May 

sky swirled with gray clouds — the kind of weather that makes bees cranky — so he stuffed bits of pine straw 

into the smoker to feed a slow-burning fire in the canister. 

Wearing a veiled hat to protect his face, Gary walked his 11-year-old grandson, Brodie, to the rows of hives 

and blanketed the boxes in smoke. This calmed the bees enough to remove the honey-filled frames, though 

thousands flew through the haze.  

Gary and Brodie didn’t get stung, but later I asked Gary if he gets stung often. In his thick Florida Panhandle 

accent that sometimes makes “bee” sound like “bay,” he said he does. He showed me his hands, dotted with 

little black sting marks like sharpened pencil tips. He said most of the time bees don’t want to sting. They just 

like to check you out.  

“I’m not a bee whisperer or anything, but I have respect for them,” he said. “They’re working for me, and I’m 

working for them.” 

It was Monday, May 10, and he was harvesting their prized tupelo honey.  

Gary and his wife, Pam Palmer (though everyone, including Gary, calls her Miss Pam), keep bees in this 

sandy field in Wewahitchka, Florida. Their operation is small compared with those of commercial beekeepers, 

who can have thousands of hives, but with about 100 hives between the field and their backyard closer to 

town, the couple harvests several varieties of honey, including ti-ti, wildflower, and red.  

Tupelo, however, is the most valuable and rare. 
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Gary Adkison feeds pine straw into a smoker, a small device used to calm bees. He decided to try beekeeping 

in 2012 after he lost everything in the Great Recession. Photo by Jessica Bradley Wells 

Though most people think tupelo honey comes from Mississippi, it actually comes from the swamp-loving 

white tupelo tree. White tupelos only grow densely enough to produce honey in south Georgia and northwest 

Florida. While some beekeepers in Georgia make tupelo honey, most of it comes from the Panhandle — and 

more specifically, Gulf County. 

Wewa, as locals call it — about 30 minutes from Port St. Joe on the Gulf of Mexico near Florida’s largest 

river, the Apalachicola — is the unofficial tupelo honey capital. Beekeepers have set up hives in the swamps 

here since the 1800s to capture honey that has a color, taste, and chemistry that sets it apart from all other 

honeys. 

The first Tupelo Honey Festival was in 1941, and ever since, thousands have gathered in Wewahitchka, 

population 1,800, to buy and sample honey from local beekeepers.  

Each beekeeper’s tupelo honey will taste a little different depending on the strength of the blooms near their 

hives, and every beekeeper will say theirs is the best. 
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The week before the festival, which takes place annually over the third weekend in May, is a busy time for 

beekeepers. Gary and Miss Pam welcomed me to their honey house anyway to learn how to sling honey. I 

didn’t know yet what that meant, but I was eager to find out. 

 

 

 

 

Gary and Miss Pam’s honey house is a small building the color of a bright beach sky. Gary’s dad bought 

the land, just outside the city limits, more than 50 years ago. Before Gary built the honey house, the land only 

had trees and a garage-sized wooden chicken coop that sat unused for a decade.  

For most of his life, Gary, 54, built houses for a living. When the economy collapsed in 2008, he lost 

everything. He decided to try beekeeping in 2012. 
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“Beekeeping was actually me getting closer to God,” he said. “I started getting closer to nature and thinking, 

‘What can I do?’” 

He realized beekeeping could be more than a hobby and started making honey to sell. Now that the housing 

industry has recovered, Gary is back to building for his main source of income, but he and Miss Pam continue 

the Wewahitchka tradition of making tupelo honey with family as part of their business, Blue-Eyed Girl 

Honey, named for their granddaughter Madi. 

When I walked into the honey house five days before the Tupelo Honey Festival, Gary was busy moving 100-

pound boxes of honey-laden frames. Instead of the face covering from the bee yard, he wore a camouflage 

visor with a flat, knife-sharpened carpenter pencil tucked in the band.  

About 60 of the wooden boxes he’d brought in from the bee yard the day before needed processing to be 

ready for the festival.  

I promised to stay out of the way, but he said he’d prefer it if I didn’t.  

“Actually,” he said, “we need your help.”  

The work they did that week earned the bulk of their annual sales. Tupelo trees bloom for only two to three 

weeks each year starting in mid- to late April, so bees have a short window to gather nectar to make sweet, 

sticky gold.  

Beekeepers have even less time to collect it. 

Bees are efficient workers. They visit hundreds of flowers a day to collect nectar and produce honey that will 

feed their hive. Like all animals, they’re looking for the most food for the least amount of work. When the 

tupelo blooms are at their peak, bees will pass on other flowers in the area to instead collect tupelo, which 

produces more nectar.  

Because bees prioritize tupelo over other flowers, the honey from hives near tupelo trees will be mostly from 

tupelo, with a little gallberry and assorted wildflowers mixed in. Experts can tell by the taste and light color if 

it’s mostly tupelo, and pollen analysis in a lab can tell an exact percentage — local beekeepers agree that if 

the percentage is above 60, it’s good tupelo honey. 

I asked Miss Pam if she could tell by smell whether it’s tupelo or not.  

“Yes,” she said, “it’s sort of like a sommelier and wine. It’s only through experience we can tell. I can smell 

when bees start making honey in the hive, but I can also smell if it’s tupelo.” 

As Gary, Miss Pam, and Brodie moved frames from the boxes, they explained how to get the honey out of the 

hive and into a bottle. 

https://www.blue-eyedgirlhoney.com/shop-online
https://www.blue-eyedgirlhoney.com/shop-online


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 586  january  2022 

 

91 

 

Gary and Miss Pam’s grandson, 11-year-old Brodie, helps scratch frames and prepare them for the metal 

extractor. He got his first bee suit when he was 2, and said beekeeping is “fun, and the honey’s good.” Photo 

by Jessica Bradley Wells 
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Gary first met Miss Pam when she was his children’s school guidance counselor. In 2015, he reached out to 

her on Facebook to ask if she’d be interested in helping his beekeeping business. She said yes, and things 

went so well they got married two years later. 

Each wooden box has 10 frames inside. The rectangular spruce wood frames have a honeycomb interior, and 

each cell is a storage unit that bees fill with the nectar they’ve collected. They then fan the cell with their 

wings to remove excess water until the honey has thickened to the right viscosity. Bees cap the filled cells 

with their wax so they can eat the honey later in winter. 

People harvest honey by removing it from thousands of these capped cells. The honey house is like an 

assembly line with boxes at the start. Brodie pulled a frame wider than he was from the box and craned his 

neck to look at both sides. He smiled when he found one with lots of honey.  

He slid the frame into a metal device as if he were putting bread in a toaster. Inside, chains rattled the frame 

enough to break the wax caps.  
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A lever lifted the frame, and Brodie checked it for unopened cells. If he found them, he scraped the frame 

with a wire brush — known as scratching — to remove the white, waxy coating and reveal the amber 

shimmer of honey.  

I helped scratch so the family could focus on processing more frames. 

With speed, Brodie placed the scratched frame in a metal bin, where it waited for the next step: slinging. To 

sling, 30 frames are moved into an extractor — a silver, cylindrical machine that works like a top-load washer 

on spin. With the extractor loaded, Brodie hopped on a step stool to reach the start button.  

“Papa,” Brodie said, “we’re ready!”  

He mashed the red button, and the machine spun fast enough to sling the honey from the open cells onto the 

interior walls of the extractor. Slowly, the thick, golden harvest trickled into a mesh-covered vat below the 

floor, where it waited to be strained once more before bottling.  

Impressed, I mentioned how well Brodie knew the process. Gary told me that Brodie, like most of their 15 

grandchildren, has been around the honey house since he was a baby. He got his first bee suit at 2 years old.  

“I’ve been doing this a long time,” Brodie said with a smile. “It’s fun, and the honey’s good.” 

 

 

 

He’s right. Tupelo is very good. 

I brought a jar home and set it on my kitchen windowsill to see its color as the sunlight filtered through. The 

raw honey looks even lighter and clearer than it did dripping from the frames. It’s almost the color of clarified 

butter, with a faint greenish tint. I can see the tiniest of black specks from pollen and bee fragments that were 

too small for the strainer to catch.  

I scoop a spoonful to put on yogurt, and as I dangle it over my bowl, about half clings to the spoon while the 

rest drips in syrupy ribbons that briefly hold their shape before settling as a golden pool at the top of the bowl. 

The flavor is delicate and complex. With a mild sweetness and hint of flowers, it lacks the tang that lingers 

after a spoonful of more common honey like wildflower. Because its flavor is so recognizable, it's best used 
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as the focal point of a meal — drizzled on a biscuit, swirled in a cocktail, or served with cheese rather than 

mixed into a recipe where its flavor might get lost. 

 

Though most people think tupelo honey comes from Mississippi, it actually comes from the swamp-loving 

white tupelo tree. Pure tupelo is one of the few honeys that keep for decades without crystallizing. The 

unusual balance of sugars in tupelo gives it a higher ratio of fructose to glucose than most honeys. 

Tupelo is meant to be savored. 

It’s OK to take your time finishing the bottle, too, because pure tupelo is one of the few honeys that keep for 

decades without crystallizing. The unusual balance of sugars in tupelo gives it a higher ratio of fructose to 

glucose than most honeys.   

But it is not cheap. A pound of tupelo can sell from $14 to more than $30. Its price is determined by its flavor 

and packaging, but it’s also labor intensive to produce, and in short supply. The trees grow in a limited region 

and bloom for a short time, and bees produce an inconsistent amount of the rare honey each year.   

Brian Bertonneau bottles honey from at least a dozen beekeepers to produce more than 10 varieties of honey 

for Smiley Honey. Tupelo is his favorite. 

https://www.smileyhoney.com/
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He describes tupelo like Juicy Fruit gum because of the burst of flavor, but, he said, it’s more refined, with a 

buttery finish that coats the tongue.  

“If you said I could only have one honey for the rest of my life, it would be tupelo for sure.” 

 

 

 

The white tupelo tree, Nyssa ogeche, grows to about 50 feet tall and blooms profusely in the right 

conditions. The Apalachicola River’s 100 miles are perfect for the tree because its shallow, swampy banks 

and sloughs have slow-moving water to keep the trees’ feet wet and grounded in nutrient-rich soil.  

Tupelo, part of the dogwood family, has an ashy-gray bark with deep wrinkles and a base that widens near the 

ground like a pair of bell bottoms. Smooth bright green oval leaves splay from its branches. The tree produces 

a small, lime-like fruit from August to October, but in April it sprouts flowers, from which bees gather the 

nectar for honey. 

The blossoms start as spiky green balls, and a tiny white flower emerges from each spike. The cluster is so 

delicate that winds or rain can knock the flowers off and ruin the honey crop. Beekeepers watch the weather 

and pray the flowers will hang on. 

But good fortune in April doesn’t guarantee a good honey flow. The weather the year before affects honey, as 

trees produce less nectar in drier years.  

When hurricanes tear through the Panhandle, they take the trees with them. 2018’s category 5 Hurricane 

Michael leveled towns on the coast and destroyed buildings and trees as far away as Georgia, along with 

Florida’s 2019 tupelo honey crop. 
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Bees have their own problems. Researchers are beginning to learn how climate change and variations in 

weather patterns are affecting bees’ food and habitat availability, but they’re also in danger of predators like 

black bears (which are plentiful in the Panhandle), diseases like those caused by parasitic Varroa mites that 

wipe out colonies, and habitat destruction and pesticide use as more people move to Florida.  

Human impacts like dredging and decreased water flow have changed the river’s ecosystem, too, resulting in 

fewer tupelo trees. Scientists have observed that they’re not growing back as quickly, and they’re concerned 

that when tupelos die off, we won't see the same number come back in their place. 

Gary was lucky after Hurricane Michael. By some miracle, none of his hives were destroyed by the wind or 

fallen trees, but when he went to check on the bees days later, hungry black bears had eaten 77 of his 100 

hives. 

 

 

https://news.wfsu.org/wfsu-local-news/2020-10-16/decreased-water-flow-in-the-apalachicola-river-could-threaten-the-future-of-tupelo-honey
https://news.wfsu.org/wfsu-local-news/2020-10-16/decreased-water-flow-in-the-apalachicola-river-could-threaten-the-future-of-tupelo-honey
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Gary and Miss Pam continue the Wewahitchka tradition of making tupelo honey a family business; Blue-Eyed 

Girl Honey is named for their granddaughter Madi. 

 “I thought I had dodged a bullet,” he said, “just to open a whole new can of worms. I didn’t make a single 

spoonful of honey the next year.” 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 586  january  2022 

 

98 

He went from his best year in 2018 — with seven 600-pound drums — to none in 2019, and one in 2020. This 

year, he made two. All beekeepers can do is hope for the best and collect what they can. 

 

In 1971, Van Morrison released “Tupelo Honey,” where he compared his love to the honey’s sweetness. 

Nobody knows whether a visit to the Florida Panhandle inspired this song and album title or whether he 

simply liked the sound of the syllables, but we do know the song was so popular it positively influenced 

tupelo honey’s reputation. 

While demand for tupelo honey grew, most people assumed  —  and still do  —  that it comes from Elvis’ 

hometown in Mississippi. Tupelo, Mississippi, is named instead for its plentiful black tupelo (Nyssa sylvatica) 

trees, which produce a darker, more bitter honey that is often sold in bulk to sweeten candies or cereals. 

In 1997, Wewahitchka came into the spotlight when Peter Fonda played a beekeeper making tupelo honey in 

the film “Ulee’s Gold.” It premiered at the Sundance Film Festival and earned Fonda a Golden Globe. Ben 

Lanier, whose family has made tupelo honey in Wewahitchka since 1898, taught director Victor Nuñez how 

to work bees and provided his land for filming. Lanier and his wife, Glynnis, attended the Sundance premiere, 

where Robert Redford introduced the film as Nuñez presented Redford with a jar of Lanier’s honey onstage. 
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Between the sandy field and their backyard closer to town, Gary and Miss Pam have about 100 hives. One 

day, Gary hopes to have 1,000. 
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A bee barge in Gary’s backyard along the Chipola River in Wewahitchka, Florida, a tributary of the 

Apalachicola River. For decades, bee barges — floating docks with platforms 20 to 30 feet above ground — 

were the only way to make tupelo honey, as they were high enough to avoid flooding and low enough that the 

tupelo blooms could hover over the hives. 

I spoke to Lanier by phone about his family’s tradition of harvesting tupelo, and he said with or without that 

attention, tupelo honey has long been a delicacy. 

Lanier credits his mother, Martha, with the honey’s first and most influential advertising campaign. Starting 

in the 1940s, she placed ads about tupelo honey in publications like Prevention Magazine. Her article-length 

ads explained the unusual characteristics of tupelo honey, and by the 1970s, when UPS was available to every 

address in the continental United States, she shipped 5-pound plastic mason jars of their honey to individual 

buyers throughout the country. 

“Every little bit helps, but we stand on our own. My mother,” Lanier said, “did more to promote tupelo honey 

than anyone who’s ever lived.” 

Although there are more than 4,000 species of native bees in the United States, Europeans brought today’s 

honey bees in the 1600s. It’s hard to say when honey bees reached Florida, but naturalist William Bartram 

traveled the state in the 1770s and wrote about the many he saw and how pioneers and Native Americans used 

honey to sweeten water. 

Florida’s first major beekeeping operation was established in 1872 near Daytona and its second in 

Wewahitchka by S.S. Alderman. By 1898, Alderman had 1,300 colonies in his orange groves and another 

2,500 in the swamps. When others heard of Alderman’s success, they wanted to come to Florida, too. But 

living along the Apalachicola River was not easy.  

Lanier’s great-grandfather, born in 1849, worked with Alderman before his son, L.L. Lanier Sr., started the 

current family honey house in 1898. 

“It was a much wilder place back then,” Lanier said, “and it’s still pretty doggone wild.”  
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Florida’s first major beekeeping operation was established in 1872 near Daytona and its second in 

Wewahitchka by S.S. Alderman. But living along the Apalachicola River was not easy. A 1943 pamphlet about 

beekeeping from the Florida Department of Agriculture said, “The tupelo tree is the only lure to bring 

civilization to the banks of the Apalachicola.” Photos courtesy of the State Archives of Florida. 

Northwest Florida is still the state’s least developed region, but in the late 1800s, there were few roads, and 

the forests were so dense that tupelo trees were accessible only by boat. As late as 1943, a pamphlet about 

beekeeping from the Florida Department of Agriculture described the region as a no-man’s-land. 

“The tupelo tree,” the pamphlet said, “is the only lure to bring civilization to the banks of the Apalachicola.” 

Beekeepers built floating docks, called bee barges, in the swamps to get their hives close to the trees. The 

barges, with platforms 20 to 30 feet above ground, were high enough to avoid flooding and low enough that 

the tupelo blooms could hover over the hives.  

https://ufdc.ufl.edu/UF00002893/00001/26j
https://ufdc.ufl.edu/UF00002893/00001/26j
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For decades, bee barges were the only way to make tupelo honey. Although you can still see roughly a dozen 

bee barges along the river, more roads and riverfront properties allow beekeepers to place their hives on land 

near the trees for easier access and transport. 

Jeff Pippin, the state apiary inspector for Gulf County, said that even though tupelo honey is fickle and 

difficult to gather, he doesn’t expect a decline in interest from beekeepers or buyers.  

“Beekeepers are as tenacious as their bees,” he said. 

If I could use only one word to describe Gary, it would be tenacious. 

 

Each wooden box has 10 frames inside. The rectangular spruce wood frames have a honeycomb interior, and 

each cell is a storage unit that bees fill with the nectar they’ve collected. 
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After checking on the bees in the yard, Gary invited me to join him for lunch with Brodie at the honey 

house. We sat on the front porch and talked as we ate fried chicken and tater logs from the grocery store deli.  

Bees buzzed by my eyelashes, and a green spider smaller than my pinky nail lowered itself on a silk thread in 

front of my nose. I pinched the thread with my thumb and forefinger to set him on the ground. In this peaceful 

setting, Gary told me how nature helped him escape the lowest point of his life.  

After the bank took his house and cars following the housing-market collapse, Gary, who was 45 and single at 

the time, moved onto a houseboat he owned. He survived on $50 or $60 a month to pay his light bill and did 

odd jobs to earn money. When the reality of what had happened sank in, he needed to decide what to do next.  

“First thing I did was get a little angry,” he said. “Then I took a long, hard look at the man in the mirror. 

There were a lot of things about that man that I wasn’t happy with. How can I fix that?”  

To find out, he decided he’d turn to God by volunteering at church and connect with nature through 

beekeeping. He couldn’t afford to buy his first bees, so he offered to remove ones that regularly build their 

hives in the crevices of peoples’ homes. Instead of an exterminator’s coming to remove them, Gary gave them 

a new purpose. 

To get hives, he refurbished old boxes that were offered to him by a former beekeeper.  

By 2015, he had enough supplies to harvest his first crop.  

His daughter, Jenny, got a loan to buy more bees while Gary repaired two 50-year-old honey extractors and 

built more boxes, pallets, and equipment.  

As the economy picked up and he got more work building houses, he knew he needed help growing the 

business and managing finances. At the same time, Miss Pam, whom Gary met in his 20s when she was his 

kids’ guidance counselor at school, was looking for a career change. She saw his posts on Facebook and 

remembers thinking that she wanted to learn about bees. 

“I was going to go home and message him,” she said, “and he messaged me later that day. That’s not 

coincidence.”  

Gary noticed that she was “liking” his Facebook posts about bees and messaged her to ask if she’d be 

interested in helping him. She was, and things went so well that they were married in 2017. Now she manages 

their honey and home-building businesses. They had a surge in rebuilding demand after Hurricane Michael, 

and they plan to invest some of those earnings to achieve Gary’s dream of having 1,000 hives.  

They have a long way to go, but Gary’s daughter, Jenny, doesn’t doubt that they will get there. 
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“Dad doesn't ever say something without doing it,” she said. “So when he says we’ll have 1,000 hives of bees, 

I'm sure we're going to have 1,000 hives of bees one day.” 

For now, they’re grateful to have brought approximately 1,000 bottles of honey to the 2021 Tupelo Honey 

Festival. At Lake Alice’s waterfront park, honey purveyors and vendors selling boutique clothing, home 

goods, and local arts and crafts set up booths under the Spanish moss. 

 

Tupelo trees bloom for only two to three weeks each year starting in mid- to late April, so bees have a short 

window to gather nectar to make sweet, sticky gold. 

This was the first festival since 2019 due to the pandemic, and the excitement was palpable. I smiled as I 

listened to the band play the national anthem on saxophone and watched high school athletes giggle as they 

asked passersby for donations. Mostly, I felt a sense of relief for the beekeepers as visitors buzzed from booth 

to booth to taste and decide which honey they would buy. 

Miss Pam sat at their booth ready to sell honey, wearing gold honey bee earrings the size of my thumb and a 

tie-dyed shirt that read “Go with the flow” in yellow script. She said being there after rebuilding from the 

hurricane and living through the pandemic felt like a sign that maybe things are getting back to normal. 
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One person asked to take a picture of her earrings — Miss Pam laughed and turned her head so they could — 

and another encouraged his mom to have a sample. He told his mom tupelo is a region, so each beekeeper’s 

honey tastes a little different. Miss Pam handed her a spoonful and politely explained that, when it comes to 

honey, tupelo is not a place but a tree.  

And to Gulf County beekeepers, it’s much more than that.  

“I think it’s one of God’s ways of letting us know we’re not in control,” Miss Pam said. “That’s what tupelo 

is.” 

 

 

Jessica Bradley Wells is a freelance writer in North Carolina interested in telling stories about nature and 

the problem solvers who protect it. She lives in Charlotte but grew up in the small town of Two Egg, Florida, 

and calls the Panhandle home. For The Bitter Southerner, she has written about a burn crew working to 

return a natural balance to the affected habitat and an art studio powered by excess methane from a retired 

landfill. 

Aileen Perilla is a freelance photojournalist based in Tallahassee, Florida. She served as a video/photo 

intern at the Orlando Sentinel, and after graduating from the University of Central Florida, she was selected 

to participate in The New York Times Student Journalism Institute. She is currently working as a photo editor 

at The New York Times News Service. 

https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2021/where-the-tupelo-

grows?utm_source=The+Bitter+News&utm_campaign=dc3d939d6a-

2021_11_30_TUPELO_HONEY&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_8269ec3593-dc3d939d6a-

92223085&ct=t(2021_11_30_TUPELO_HONEY)&goal=0_8269ec3593-dc3d939d6a-

92223085&mc_cid=dc3d939d6a&mc_eid=e71bc4a9ff 

  

https://bittersoutherner.com/2020/dying-to-burn-nature-conservancy
https://bittersoutherner.com/southern-perspective/2021/captured-and-converted-how-methane-powers-art-in-western-north-carolina-jackson-county-green-energy-park
https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2021/where-the-tupelo-grows?utm_source=The+Bitter+News&utm_campaign=dc3d939d6a-2021_11_30_TUPELO_HONEY&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_8269ec3593-dc3d939d6a-92223085&ct=t(2021_11_30_TUPELO_HONEY)&goal=0_8269ec3593-dc3d939d6a-92223085&mc_cid=dc3d939d6a&mc_eid=e71bc4a9ff
https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2021/where-the-tupelo-grows?utm_source=The+Bitter+News&utm_campaign=dc3d939d6a-2021_11_30_TUPELO_HONEY&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_8269ec3593-dc3d939d6a-92223085&ct=t(2021_11_30_TUPELO_HONEY)&goal=0_8269ec3593-dc3d939d6a-92223085&mc_cid=dc3d939d6a&mc_eid=e71bc4a9ff
https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2021/where-the-tupelo-grows?utm_source=The+Bitter+News&utm_campaign=dc3d939d6a-2021_11_30_TUPELO_HONEY&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_8269ec3593-dc3d939d6a-92223085&ct=t(2021_11_30_TUPELO_HONEY)&goal=0_8269ec3593-dc3d939d6a-92223085&mc_cid=dc3d939d6a&mc_eid=e71bc4a9ff
https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2021/where-the-tupelo-grows?utm_source=The+Bitter+News&utm_campaign=dc3d939d6a-2021_11_30_TUPELO_HONEY&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_8269ec3593-dc3d939d6a-92223085&ct=t(2021_11_30_TUPELO_HONEY)&goal=0_8269ec3593-dc3d939d6a-92223085&mc_cid=dc3d939d6a&mc_eid=e71bc4a9ff
https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2021/where-the-tupelo-grows?utm_source=The+Bitter+News&utm_campaign=dc3d939d6a-2021_11_30_TUPELO_HONEY&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_8269ec3593-dc3d939d6a-92223085&ct=t(2021_11_30_TUPELO_HONEY)&goal=0_8269ec3593-dc3d939d6a-92223085&mc_cid=dc3d939d6a&mc_eid=e71bc4a9ff
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Researchers observe energy exchange of black hole consuming a star 

Energy output likely insufficient to generate a neutrino 

 
 

A black hole consuming a neutron star 

▪ Credit and Larger Version 

 

November 1, 2021 

Researchers at the Harvard-Smithsonian Center for Astrophysics, funded by the U.S. National Science 

Foundation, examined the source of a neutrino near a black hole that had swallowed a star. Data from 

the research indicated that while the energy output was impressive, it was insufficient for a neutrino 

event. The results are published in The Astrophysical Journal. 

Neutrinos are subatomic particles that can be generated from flows of excess materials that are not 

sucked into the vortex of a black hole but instead ejected into space. Scientists traced the origins of a 

neutrino that landed in Antarctica and linked it to a black hole that had recently consumed a star, a 

phenomenon also known as a tidal disruption event, or TDE. 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_images.jsp?cntn_id=303801&org=NSF
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://www.cfa.harvard.edu/news/did-black-hole-eating-star-generate-neutrino-unlikely-new-study-shows
https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=2007411&HistoricalAwards=false
https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=2007411&HistoricalAwards=false
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://iopscience.iop.org/article/10.3847/1538-4357/ac110a
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Astronomers initially believed that the magnitude of TDE AT2019dsg precipitated the neutrino. 

However, new data indicated the energy generated by the TDE was insufficient to develop a neutrino. 

“Instead of seeing the bright jet of material needed for this, we see a fainter radio outflow of material,” 

said Kate Alexander of Northwestern University, a co-author of the study. “Instead of a powerful 

firehose, we see a soft wind.” 

The team used the Very Large Array in New Mexico and Atacama Large Millimeter/submillimeter 

Array in Chile to observe TDE AT2019dsg for more than a year after it started. Radio brightness 

peaked around 200 days after the event began, and data show the total amount of energy in the outflow 

was equal to energy radiated by the sun over 30 million years, a fraction of the energy required to 

spark TDE AT2019dsg. 

This observance of AT2019dsg marks the most in-depth examination of a TDE to date. 

--  NSF Public Affairs, Researchnews@nsf.gov 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?cntn_id=303801&from=news&org=NSF&utm_mediu

m=email&utm_source=govdelivery  

mailto:Researchnews@nsf.gov
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Great headphones blend physics, anatomy and psychology – but what you like to listen to is also 

important for choosing the right pair 

November 24, 2021 9.44am EST 
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• Timothy Hsu 

Assistant Professor of Music and Arts Technology, IUPUI 
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Republish this article 

Between music, podcasts, gaming and the unlimited supply of online content, most people spend hours a 

week wearing headphones. Perhaps you are considering a new pair for the holidays, but with so many options 

on the market, it can be hard to know what to choose. 

I am a professional musician and a professor of music technology who studies acoustics. My work 

investigates the intersection between the scientific, artistic and subjective human elements of sound. Choosing 

the right headphones involves considering all three of those aspects, so what makes for a truly good pair? 

 

 

Sound is simply a series of low pressure and high pressure areas where air molecules, represented by the 

small dots, compress or spread apart. Pluke/WikimediaCommons 

What is sound really? 

In physics, sound is made of air vibrations consisting of a series of high and low pressure zones. These are the 

cycles of a sound wave. 

Counting the number of cycles that occur per second determines the frequency, or pitch, of the sound. Higher 

frequencies mean higher pitches. Scientists describe frequencies in hertz, so a 500 Hz sound goes through 500 

complete cycles of low pressure and high pressure per second. 

If you value The Conversation, help us start 2022 strong. 

https://brandongaille.com/23-headphone-industry-statistics-and-trends/
https://brandongaille.com/23-headphone-industry-statistics-and-trends/
https://et.iupui.edu/people/hsut
https://www.aes.org/e-lib/online/browse.cfm?elib=14210
https://www.aes.org/e-lib/browse.cfm?elib=19774
https://images.theconversation.com/files/433529/original/file-20211123-20-iz3eja.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/433529/original/file-20211123-20-iz3eja.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:CPT-sound-physical-manifestation.svg#/media/File:CPT-sound-physical-manifestation.svg
https://www.pearson.com/us/higher-education/program/Rossing-Science-of-Sound-The-3rd-Edition/PGM175267.html
https://images.theconversation.com/files/433529/original/file-20211123-20-iz3eja.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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Support our work 

The loudness, or amplitude, of a sound is determined by the maximum pressure of a wave. The higher the 

pressure, the louder the sound. 

To create sound, headphones turn an electrical audio signal into these cycles of high and low pressure that our 

ears interpret as sound. 

 

 

The human ear is a complex system that turns vibrations in the air into electrical signals that go to the 

brain. Iain/WikimediaCommons, CC BY-SA 

The human ear 

Human ears are incredible sensors. The average person can hear a huge range of pitches and different levels 

of loudness. So how does the ear work? 

https://images.theconversation.com/files/433533/original/file-20211123-13-12mj28o.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/433533/original/file-20211123-13-12mj28o.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Ear-anatomy-text-small-en.svg#/media/File:Ear-anatomy-text-small-en.svg
http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-sa/4.0/
https://images.theconversation.com/files/433533/original/file-20211123-13-12mj28o.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 586  january  2022 

 

112 

When sound enters your ear, your eardrum translates the air vibrations into mechanical vibrations of the tiny 

middle ear bones. These mechanical vibrations become fluid vibrations in your inner ear. Sensitive nerves 

then turn those vibrations into electrical signals that your brain interprets as sound. 

 

 

https://images.theconversation.com/files/433537/original/file-20211123-17-nmyltx.png?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/433537/original/file-20211123-17-nmyltx.png?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/433537/original/file-20211123-17-nmyltx.png?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 586  january  2022 

 

113 

Speakers are fundamentally made of four components, a magnet (1), a coiled wire (2), a spring or suspension 

(3) and a diaphragm (4). Svjo/WkimediaCommons, CC BY-SA 

 

Although people can hear a range of pitches roughly from 20 Hz to 20,000 Hz, human hearing does not 

respond equally well at all frequencies. 

For example, if a low frequency rumble and a higher pitched bird have the same loudness, you would actually 

perceive the rumble to be quieter than the bird. Generally speaking, the human ear is more sensitive to middle 

frequencies than low or high pitches. Researchers think this may be due to evolutionary factors. 

Most people don’t know that hearing sensitivity varies and, frankly, would never need to consider this 

phenomenon – it is simply how people hear. But headphone engineers definitely need to consider how human 

perception differs from pure physics. 

How do headphones work? 

Headphones – both bigger varieties that sit over your ears as well as small earbuds – are just small speakers. 

Simply put, speakers do the opposite of your ear: They convert the electrical signals from your phone, record 

player or computer into vibrations in air. 

Most speakers are made of four components: a stationary magnet, a wire coil that moves back and forth 

around that magnet, a diaphragm that pushes air and a suspension that holds the diaphragm. 

Electromagnetism states that when a wire is wrapped around a magnet and the current within the wire 

changes, the magnetic field around the wire changes proportionally. When the electrical signal of a song or 

podcast pulses through the wires in a set of headphones, it changes the current and moves the magnet. The 

magnet then moves the diaphragm in and out – kind of like a plunger – pushing and compressing air, creating 

pulses of high pressure and low pressure. This is the music that you hear. 

Ideally, a speaker would convert the electrical signals of the input perfectly into sound representations. 

However, the real physical world has limitations. Things like the size and material of the magnet and 

diaphragm all prevent a speaker from perfectly matching its output to its input. This leads to distortion and 

some frequencies being louder or softer than the original. 

While no headphone can perfectly recreate the signal, there are infinite different ways to choose to distort that 

signal. The reason two equally expensive headphones can sound or feel different is that they distort things in 

different ways. When engineers build new headphones, they have to not only consider how human hearing 

distorts sound, but also the physical limitations of any speaker. 

 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Loudspeaker-bass.png#/media/File:Loudspeaker-bass.png
http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-sa/4.0/
https://doi.org/10.1002/j.1538-7305.1933.tb00403.x
https://doi.org/10.1002/j.1538-7305.1933.tb00403.x
https://doi.org/10.1121/1.1915637
https://doi.org/10.1121/1.1915637
https://theconversation.com/testing-ancient-human-hearing-via-fossilized-ear-bones-47973
https://www.sciencedirect.com/book/9780240809694/handbook-for-sound-engineers
https://images.theconversation.com/files/433542/original/file-20211123-21-1kgd80t.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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What you like to listen to and how you like your headphones to sound play a huge role in determining what 

makes for a ‘good’ pair of headphones. Matt Dutile/Image Source via Getty Images 

Listener preference 

If all the complications of ears and speakers weren’t enough, listeners themselves play a huge role in deciding 

what makes for a “good” pair of headphones. Aspects like age, experience, culture and music genre 

preference all affect what kind of frequency distortion someone will prefer. Headphones are as much a 

question of personal taste as anything else. 

For example, some people prefer bass-heavy headphones for hip-hop music, while classical music listeners 

may want less frequency distortion. But music or recreational listening aren’t the only things to consider. 

Headphones for the hearing impaired may highlight frequencies from approximately 1,000 Hz to 5,000 Hz, 

as this helps to make speech more understandable. 

You could certainly play a hip-hop song through headphones designed for the hearing impaired, but most 

people would agree that the results aren’t going to sound very good. Making sure the headphones you choose 

match how you are going to use them goes a long way in determining what will sound good. 

https://images.theconversation.com/files/433542/original/file-20211123-21-1kgd80t.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/433542/original/file-20211123-21-1kgd80t.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://www.gettyimages.com/detail/photo/rear-view-of-man-listening-to-headphones-at-beach-royalty-free-image/543201647?adppopup=true
http://www.aes.org/e-lib/browse.cfm?elib=17500
https://www.aes.org/e-lib/online/browse.cfm?elib=16768
https://www.aes.org/e-lib/online/browse.cfm?elib=16768
https://doi.org/10.1044/1059-0889.0603.48
https://images.theconversation.com/files/433542/original/file-20211123-21-1kgd80t.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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Ultimately, the science of headphone design, the artistry of the content creators and the human experience all 

intersect to form the perception of “good” headphones. Despite all these moving pieces, there is one foolproof 

way to know when headphones are good: choose a good song and put a pair on! Because when all the 

attributes align, a good pair of headphones can give you the opportunity to be transformed by sound. 

 

https://theconversation.com/great-headphones-blend-physics-anatomy-and-psychology-but-what-you-like-to-

listen-to-is-also-important-for-choosing-the-right-pair-

171171?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20Novemb

er%2029%202021%20-

%202130121083&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20November%2029%202

021%20-

%202130121083+Version+A+CID_42d53f09635458f559ccf7742cfb2200&utm_source=campaign_monitor_

us&utm_term=Great%20headphones%20blend%20physics%20anatomy%20and%20psychology%20%20but

%20what%20you%20like%20to%20listen%20to%20is%20also%20important%20for%20choosing%20the%2

0right%20pair  
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Love and Limerence: The Forgotten Psychologist Dorothy Tennov’s Revelatory Research into the 

Confusions of Bonding 

“It may not be in contemplation of outer space that the greatest discoveries and explorations of the coming 

centuries will occur, but in our finally deciding to heed the dictum of self-understanding.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

“Love is like a fever which comes and goes quite independently of the will,” Stendhal wrote in his landmark 

1822 “crystallization” model of how we fall in and out of love. What he was actually describing, however — 

in those Cartesian epochs before it was acceptable or even conceivable that matters of feeling could be 

functions of mental activity and subjects of the reasoned study we call science — was limerence. A century 

and a half later, James Baldwin shone a sidewise gleam on limerence in his lament that “people can’t, 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2012/11/29/stendhal-on-love-crystallization/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/06/06/james-baldwin-giovannis-room-love-choice/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0812862864/braipick-20
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unhappily, invent their mooring posts, their lovers and their friends, anymore than they can invent their 

parents.” Except limerence is the profound unmooring masquerading as the mooring post. 

Anyone who has ever experienced limerence — a staggering more-than-third of the population, although 

everyone undergoing it feels alienated, alone, and abnormal — feels the instant relief of recognition. Anyone 

who has never experienced it feels baffled that a state so illogical can so possess otherwise rational and 

responsible people with no distinct psychopathology. Anyone who has found themselves on the receiving end 

of it — a “limerent object” — has shared in being at first flattered, then frustrated, then even furious at being 

so unpeeled from the reality of themselves in the ensnared eyes of the other. 

 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/06/06/james-baldwin-giovannis-room-love-choice/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/06/06/james-baldwin-giovannis-room-love-choice/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2016/02/29/arthur-rackham-brothers-grimm/
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Art by Arthur Rackham for a rare 1917 edition of the Brothers Grimm fairy tales. (Available as a print.) 

Psychologist and philosopher of science Dorothy Tennov (August 29, 1928–February 3, 2007) coined the 

term limerence in the 1970s, drawing on a decade of research: data from thousands of questionnaires she 

administered, centuries of autobiographies and published personal journals, and several hundred case studies 

of people she interviewed from a wilderness of backgrounds and life-situations, all revealing a strikingly 

similar experience. Although she should have won a Nobel Prize for it — if the prize itself recognized the 

value of psychology to human welfare on a par with awarded disciplines like economics and physiology — 

she was largely dismissed and derided at the time she presented it, a time when the patriarchy of psychology 

was still ensnared by Freud’s fraudulent authoritarianism. Although her work became foundational to 

attachment theory, she died a footnote in the literature of her field. 

Tennov detailed her revelatory findings in the 1979 book Love and Limerence (public library), in which she 

describes limerence as “an uncontrollable, biologically determined, inherently irrational, instinct-like 

reaction” that gnaws at the foundation of our vain beliefs about free will, unique among human experience in 

the total control it assumes of one’s thought process and the total helplessness of the thinker, no matter their 

degree of intelligence, emotional maturity, self-awareness, psychological stability, or force of will. Indeed, the 

single most crucial feature of limerence Tennov found is “its intrusiveness, its invasion of consciousness 

against our will.” (In this respect, I find, its closest kin is grief — that mental mouse that “chooses Wainscot 

in the Breast for His Shy House — and baffles quest.”) 

Tennov writes: 

People have been trying to control limerence without much success for as far back as records go, but it is 

remarkably tenacious, involuntary, and resistant to external influence once it takes hold… Limerence is 

unaffected by the intensity of our desire to call it into or out of existence at our wills… It can override self-

welfare, and its power over life seems neither diminished with age nor less for one sex than for the other. 

Drawing on her vast sample of “informants” — a term honoring the purpose of this research as the integration 

of information into greater understanding of what it means to be human, which I find to be a lovely 

improvement over the pathologizing “patients” or the dehumanizing “subjects” used by most psychologists 

and clinicians — Tennov distills the most elemental characteristics of limerence: 

• intrusive thinking about the limerent object, or “LO” 

• acute longing for reciprocation 

• dependency of mood on LO’s actions or, more accurately, your interpretation of LO’s actions with 

respect to the probability of reciprocation 

• inability to react limerently to more than one person at a time (exceptions occur only when limerence 

is at low ebb — early on or in the last fading) 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2016/02/29/arthur-rackham-brothers-grimm/
https://society6.com/product/art-by-arthur-rackham-from-a-rare-1917-edition-of-the-brothers-grimm-fairy-tales_print?curator=brainpicker
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0812862864/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/love-and-limerence-the-experience-of-being-in-love/oclc/1028404117&referer=brief_results
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/05/28/emily-dickinson-grief/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/05/28/emily-dickinson-grief/
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• some fleeting and transient relief from unrequited limerent passion through vivid imagination of 

action by LO that means reciprocation 

• fear of rejection and sometimes incapacitating but always unsettling shyness in LO’s presence, 

especially in the beginning and whenever uncertainty strikes 

• intensification through adversity (at least, up to a point) 

• acute sensitivity to any act or thought or condition that can be interpreted favorably, and an 

extraordinary ability to devise or invent “reasonable” explanations for why the neutrality that the 

disinterested observer might see is in fact a sign of hidden passion in the LO 

• an aching of the “heart” (a region in the center front of the chest) when uncertainty is strong 

• buoyancy (a feeling of walking on air) when reciprocation seems evident 

• a general intensity of feeling that leaves other concerns in the background 

• a remarkable ability to emphasize what is truly admirable in LO and to avoid dwelling on the 

negative, even to respond with a compassion for the negative and render it, emotionally if not 

perceptually, into another positive attribute 

.) 

This total takeover of the will is what sets limerence apart from attraction, romantic fantasy, or a mere crush 

— takeover that begins with a level of stealth that reminds me of the famous parasitic wasp, mind-controlling 

its caterpillar victim into self-destruction. Tennov writes: 

The onset of limerence has a voluntary feel about it. We go readily and willfully toward its promises of joy. It 

is only later that images of LO intrude unbidden and the mind suddenly cannot be set elsewhere the way a 

wayward volume might be returned to the bookshelf… Then there comes the time when you have had enough 

and want to finish it. Rational bases for hopefulness have been exhausted. The intrusions and literal aches of 

unfulfilled desire and precious wasted moments of life force the recognition that control may not be total. You 

even wonder about the past when control seemed possible, if not assured. Uncertainty increases. You wonder 

if you had the control you thought you had and whether you ever will again. 

[…] 

Whatever factors cause an individual to “select” a specific LO, limerence cements the reaction and locks the 

emotional gates against further intrusion. This exclusivity, which always occurs in limerence, weakens the 

effect of physical attractiveness, since the most beautiful individual in the world cannot compete with LO 

once limerence has taken hold. 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2016/08/10/i-contain-multitudes-ed-yong/
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Even so, and crucially so, Tennov is careful to make clear that although limerence is at odds with rationality, 

although it can be painful to the point of agony for the limerent and uncomfortable to the point of 

exasperation for the LO at whom its glaring beam of attention and need is directed, it is not a 

psychopathology, nor does it have correlation or consistent co-occurrence with any known mental illnesses. 

Rather, it is a style of attachment, the origins of which are still unclear and the course of which is nearly 

identical in all limerents — people otherwise reasonable and high-functioning. It strikes indiscriminately 

across age, race, gender, orientation, and calling, though it does seem to afflict the creative disproportionately, 

perhaps because the very process of limerence is in a sense a creative process — a process of sustained 

attention and selective amplification. (Indeed, an understanding of limerence suddenly casts a new light upon 

some of the world’s greatest works of art: So many classic love songs are heard anew as hymns of limerence, 

so many classic love poems are read anew as limerent elegies, in the proper dual sense of lamentation and 

celebration — the hundreds Emily Dickinson wrote to, for, and about her lifelong LO being a supreme 

example.) 

Tennov also draws a distinction between limerence and projection: 

Crystallization fashions an image of “perfections” from LO’s actual attractive features, the process… being 

one of emphasis rather than complete invention. In the laboratory, it was found that prolonged exposure to the 

imprinting object or person was unnecessary. In fact, the attachment could be undermined by too much 

familiarity. 

When seen through the lens of these thousands of unambiguous and near-identical case studies — which 

illuminate limerence as an involuntary reaction to a stimuli still unclear, governed by emotional mechanisms 

still unclear but clearly and consistently at work — Tennov notes that “it becomes as illogical to favor (or not 

to favor) limerence as it is to favor (or not favor) eating, elimination, or sneezing.” She writes: 

Limerence is not the product of human decision: It is something that happens to us. Its intrusive cognitive 

components, the obsessional quality that may feel voluntary at the moment but that defies control, seem to be 

the aspect of limerence in which it differs most from other states. 

The most arresting characteristic of limerence — and the one most disabling to the sufferer — is that it takes 

hold only in conditions that sustain both hope and uncertainty, in a ratio that must not skew too far in either 

direction, or else limerence dissolves. Tennov contours the paradoxical demand: 

For the process to develop fully, some form of uncertainty or doubt, or even some threat to reciprocation 

appears necessary. There is considerable evidence that an externally imposed obstacle, such as Romeo and 

Juliet met in the resistance of family and society, may also serve. 

 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/12/10/emily-dickinson-love-letters-susan-gilbert/
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One of Aubrey Beardsley’s visionary 19th-century illustrations for Oscar Wilde’s Salome, a play about 

limerence at its deadliest. (Available as a print.) 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2016/01/25/aubrey-beardsley-oscar-wilde-salome/
https://society6.com/product/art-by-aubrey-beardsley-for-salome-by-oscar-wilde-18932254480_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-by-aubrey-beardsley-for-salome-by-oscar-wilde-18932254480_print?curator=brainpicker
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 […] 

Too early a declaration on the limerent’s part or, on the other hand, too early evidence of reciprocation on 

LO’s part may prevent the development of the full limerent reaction. Something must happen to break a 

totally positive interaction. Not that totally positive reactions are without highly redeeming features in 

themselves; it is only that they stop the progression to full or maximum limerence. 

She adds: 

However unappealing it may be in a universe conceived as orderly and humane, the fact is undeniable; fear of 

rejection may cause pain, but it also enhances desire. 

[…] 

Limerence can live a long life sustained by crumbs. Indeed, overfeeding is perhaps the best way to end it. 

A further subtlety of this dual requirement of hope and uncertainty is that — for all of its irrationality, for all 

of its improbable optimisms and willful blindnesses — limerence, unlike delusion, lives in the locus of the 

possible. It is, in fact, sustained by that slender thread of possibility fraying from the loom of the improbable. 

Tennov writes: 

Limerent fantasy is rooted in reality — that is, in what the limerent person interprets as reality. Your limerent 

daydreams may be unlikely, even highly unlikely, but they retain fidelity to the possible. 
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https://society6.com/product/light-distribution-on-soap-bubble-from-le-monde-physique-1882_print?sku=s6-11475521p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Light distribution on soap bubble from a 19th-century French science textbook. (Available as a print and as a 

face mask.) 

She examines the elementary particles and fundamental forces of limerence: 

Limerence is, above all else, mental activity. It is an interpretation of events, rather than the events 

themselves. You admire, you are physically attracted, you see, or think you see (or deem it possible to see 

under “suitable” conditions), the hint of possible reciprocity, and the process is set in motion. 

[…] 

Because limerent fantasy depends on how you actually perceive reality, its content, which leads up to and 

renders plausible the ecstatic finale, varies not only from person to person, but from day to day as new 

knowledge becomes available. 

Across all the limerents Tennov studied, the process follows a basic life-cycle and results in a set number of 

possible outcomes: 

Limerence may begin as a barely perceptible feeling of increased interest in a particular person but one which 

if nurtured by appropriate conditions can grow to enormous intensity. In most cases, it also declines, 

eventually to zero or to a low level. At this low level, limerence is either transformed through reciprocation or 

it is transferred to another person, who then becomes the object of a new limerent passion. Under the best of 

conditions, the waning of limerence through mutuality is accompanied by the growth of the emotional 

response more suitably described as love. 

The object of limerent desire, Tennov notes again and again, is not physical intimacy but emotional 

reciprocity — sex with the LO factors in only to the extent that the limerent interprets it as a symbol of 

reciprocity. Perhaps the most haunting aspect of the condition is that no reciprocity of love, whatever its 

nature or magnitude, can slake the longing for reciprocity of limerence. In fact, limerence most commonly 

develops in actual and not imagined relationships, often very close ones — deep friendships, or even love-

relationships, in which one person is limerent toward the other but the other is nonlimerent. 

The complexity, confusion, and suffering limerence inflicts are most intense in relationships where other 

factors — genuine friendship, shared experience, mutual artistic or intellectual admiration, kindred calling — 

exist rather independently of limerence, but have been subsumed by it. In such relationships, both the limerent 

and the LO can suffer greatly in the effort to disentangle one context from the other in order to salvage and 

reframe in a non-limerent context what is at bottom a deep and valuable connection. This I note both as a 

synthesis of Tennov’s research and as a lived record of my own experience. 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/08/20/amedee-guillemin-le-monde-physique/
https://society6.com/product/light-distribution-on-soap-bubble-from-le-monde-physique-1882_print?sku=s6-11475521p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/brainpicker/collection/vintage-science-face-masks?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/brainpicker/collection/vintage-science-face-masks?curator=brainpicker
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Art by Olivier Tallec from Jerome by Heart by Thomas Scotto — a tender French picture-book about the 

earliest confusions of limerence and soul-friendship. 

Tennov highlights the difference between limerent and non-limerent attachment, which might share some 

major surface manifestations but spring from profoundly different emotional needs: 

The person who is not limerent toward you may feel great affection and concern for you, even tenderness, and 

possibly sexual desire as well. A relationship that includes no limerence may be a far more important one in 

your life, when all is said and done, than any relationship in which you experienced the strivings of limerent 

passion. Limerence is not in any way preeminent among types of human attractions or interactions; but when 

limerence is in full force, it eclipses other relationships. 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/03/29/jerome-by-heart/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/03/29/jerome-by-heart/


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 586  january  2022 

 

126 

This asymmetry of feeling creates an asymmetry of responsibility, tilted in the other direction — toward the 

non-limerent person better capable of willful action and conscientious choice than the disabled limerent. In  

 

https://society6.com/product/art-by-arthur-rackham-for-the-tempest-by-william-shakespeare-1926_print?curator=brainpicker
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Art by Arthur Rackham from a rare 1926 edition of The Tempest by William Shakespeare. (Available as a 

printmy own experience, the thoughtfulness, truthfulness, and tenderness with which a person exercises that 

responsibility — or does not — is one of the most revealing tests of character. Tennov writes: 

Knowledge of the limerent state clearly suggests that the nonlimerent LO has certain responsibilities of an 

ethical kind. Better understanding of what the limerent person is undergoing and how your actions as LO 

influence that response will help to diminish the pain that the limerent person is experiencing, as well as the 

suffocating attention that is unpleasant for you. 

The most heartbreaking aspect of limerence, the one that best highlights its disabling infestation of the will, is 

the excruciating self-awareness that haloes it — often so acute as to call to mind the out-of-body experience 

reported by coma victims who find themselves fully aware of what is going on in the room, even observing 

their own motionless body as though from some higher vantage point above the hospital bed. 

With his permission, Tennov quotes at length from the diaries of one such exceptionally self-aware young 

man — Fred, one her psychology students, who grew limerent toward a woman he encountered during a 

research fellowship in France. Writing in the bleak pit of winter, after several months of limerence, Fred 

records with astonishing lucidity the respite afforded by a temporary disruption of the vital hope/uncertainty 

ratio that sustains limerence: 

I feel a large impassable gap between us across which I must look ridiculous. Thus it is that my image of her 

image of me as reflected in her behavior and my own, not a change in her qualities (her attractiveness, for 

example), has produced this new condition of relative indifference towards Laura. I am afraid that this relief is 

temporary, however, and I will return to being more intensely stricken, but it shows the dampening effect that 

clear rejection can have. At least it is giving me an interlude in which I can get some work done. 

Six tortuous limerent months later, at the peak of summer, he writes in another diary entry that captures the 

most terrifying aspect not only of limerence but of all love, at some fundamental level: 

It seems to me that being romantically attracted to Laura means that I am bending my image of her until it is 

distorted. Things that might produce an unpleasant picture, I simply do not see. When she appears by 

relatively objective standards, beautiful and capable, I look long and hard. But when she is not at her best, 

when I catch her face in an unflattering angle, I turn my eyes away. If she were in love with me, she would do 

the same, and we might both be aware of the process in the other because we could feel it in ourselves. If that 

is true, “loving back” is actually furthering a deception. Only the best angles are allowed to show or be seen. 

To do anything else is to increase the risk of the dreaded rejection. But it is a disservice to a person not to 

perceive them the way they really are. 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/04/03/arthur-rackham-tempest/
https://society6.com/product/art-by-arthur-rackham-for-the-tempest-by-william-shakespeare-1926_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-by-arthur-rackham-for-the-tempest-by-william-shakespeare-1926_print?curator=brainpicker
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https://society6.com/product/art-by-aubrey-beardsley-for-salome-by-oscar-wilde-18932254492_print?curator=brainpicker
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Another of Aubrey Beardsley’s illustrations for Salome. (Available as a print.) 

 

Art by Margaret C. Cook from a rare 1913 edition of Whitman’s Leaves of Grass. (Available as a print.) 

I hear echoes here of the great Zen teacher Thich Nhat Hanh’s gentle, sobering admonition that “to love 

without knowing how to love wounds the person we love,” rooted in his teaching that “understanding is 

love’s other name.” To understand a person is to endeavor to accurately perceive their experience, their 

sorrows, their joys, their deepest needs as they really are. Limerence, in this sense, is the resignation of 

understanding. 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2016/01/25/aubrey-beardsley-oscar-wilde-salome/
https://society6.com/product/art-by-aubrey-beardsley-for-salome-by-oscar-wilde-18932254492_print?curator=brainpicker
https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/04/11/leaves-of-grass-margaret-cook/
https://society6.com/product/i-see-great-cloud-masses-with-at-times-half-dimmd-saddend-far-off-star_framed-print?sku=s6-8967899p21a12v52a13v54?curator=brainpicker
https://www.themarginalian.org/2015/03/31/how-to-love-thich-nhat-hanh/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2015/03/31/how-to-love-thich-nhat-hanh/
https://society6.com/product/i-see-great-cloud-masses-with-at-times-half-dimmd-saddend-far-off-star_framed-print?sku=s6-8967899p21a12v52a13v54?curator=brainpicker
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Tennov identifies only three things that can reliably end limerence: 

• consummation: the bliss of reciprocation is gradually either blended into a lasting love or replaced 

by less positive feelings 

• starvation: even limerent sensitivity to signs of hope is useless against the onslaught of evidence that 

LO does not return the limerence 

• transformation: limerence is transferred to a new LO 

But while limerence can be debilitating to its sufferer and stressful to the point of trauma for its object, its 

umbra of inadvertent harm reaches beyond the limerent and the LO — most commonly, and most vulnerably, 

to the children of limerent parents. Tennov shares the case study of one woman who reflected ruefully in 

midlife: 

Today my children are grown and gone. I’m lucky if they get here on Christmas and call on Mother’s Day. I 

can tell you that I’d give anything to be back in the tiny apartment with my babies. The ironic and really 

tragic thing is that when my children were little, I was all wrapped up in my love affairs and unable to give 

them the time and attention I wish I could look back on. 

I remember the summer that Amelia turned three. She was an adorable child. Everyone commented. I was 

sitting on the porch. I had just received Jeremy’s farewell letter and I was miserable over the rejection. For 

some reason I remember that Amelia tried to get up on my lap. She wanted me to read her a story. The painful 

part of the memory is that I turned her away and preferred to sit alone thinking of that horrible man than to 

care for and enjoy my little girl. How I wish I could get those days back again. 

This case study struck me with particular resonance, for I have been that little girl in my own childhood and I 

have observed the mother’s tendencies in myself as an adult — a disquieting correlation that contours one of 

the many unmapped territories for further research that Tennov left in her wake: the question of heredity and 

developmental modeling in the origin of limerence. 

Indeed, Tennov ends her revelatory Love and Limerence with optimism for future research, buoyed by a bold 

defiance of the dated idea that scientific knowledge of reality diminishes its wonder — an idea all the more 

pervasive in the study of feeling due to our millennia-deep mythologies of love as a separate species of 

experience. In a sentiment evocative of Ode to a Flower — Nobel-winning physicist Richard Feynman’s 

classic meditation on knowledge and mystery — Tennov argues that scientific inquiry will not “rob us of the 

ecstasy of reciprocation or of the artistic creations which limerence tends so often to inspire,” and writes: 

I do not believe that to know limerence is to destroy it any more than to understand the physics of ionization 

is to destroy the beauty of the Paris sky. 

[…] 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0812862864/braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/01/01/ode-to-a-flower-richard-feynman/
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Art by Dorothy Lathrop, 1922. (Available as a print and as stationery cards.) 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/03/09/dorothy-lathrop-down-adown-derry/
https://society6.com/product/art-by-dorothy-lathrop-for-down-adown-derry-by-walter-de-la-mare-19224642738_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-by-dorothy-lathrop-for-down-adown-derry-by-walter-de-la-mare-19224642738_cards?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-by-dorothy-lathrop-for-down-adown-derry-by-walter-de-la-mare-19224642738_print?curator=brainpicker
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Limerence theory is not merely a step toward understanding romantic love; it is also a step toward 

understanding how we can transcend those aspects of our inborn behavioral tendencies that inhibit our 

progress in the direction of self-determination… It may not be in contemplation of outer space that the 

greatest discoveries and explorations of the coming centuries will occur, but in our finally deciding to heed 

the dictum of self-understanding. 

In an insight of tremendous foresight, presaging the scientific discoveries and still-unfolding mindset 

reorientation of the half-century since, she adds: 

We have watched the field of psychology succumb to invisible pressures to conform to what is now beginning 

to be recognized as an outdated and inhibiting philosophy, an inordinate and ultimately stultifying 

disinclination to view ourselves as biological creatures. I believe it is time to reject that philosophy in favor of 

a new humility which bends to the innermost voices of our fundamental nature, and, in so doing, to shape that 

nature in accordance with truly human values which can only be discovered when we learn truly what it 

means to be human. 

 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/11/25/love-and-limerence-dorothy-

tennov/?mc_cid=4da61b8017&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/11/25/love-and-limerence-dorothy-tennov/?mc_cid=4da61b8017&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/11/25/love-and-limerence-dorothy-tennov/?mc_cid=4da61b8017&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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Whales are more important ecosystem engineers than previously thought 

Research on whale feeding illustrates how the precipitous decline of large marine mammals damaged 

ocean ecosystems 

 
 

Researchers investigate a humpback whale in the surface waters near the Western Antarctic Peninsula. 

▪ Credit and Larger Version 

 

November 4, 2021 

An estimated 1.5 million baleen whales that lived in the icy waters of the Southern Ocean were killed between 

1910 and 1970 disrupting ocean ecosystems. The whales were hunted for their blubber, meat and baleen -- the 

plates of fringe they use to filter prey from water they ingest. A new study published in Nature by Stanford 

University researchers and other scientists indicates the decline of baleen whales in the Southern Ocean has 

surprisingly also led to a decline of krill, a primary source of sustenance for the large marine animal. 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_images.jsp?cntn_id=303836&org=NSF
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://www.nature.com/articles/s41586-021-03991-5
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://news.stanford.edu/2021/11/03/researchers-find-whales-eat-expected/
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://news.stanford.edu/2021/11/03/researchers-find-whales-eat-expected/
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"Fifty years after we stopped hunting whales, we're still learning what impact that had," said Matthew Savoca, 

lead author of the paper. "We're looking into ways of using this information to restore ocean ecosystems and 

bring whales back. Hopefully that will have benefits for everything from biodiversity conservation to fisheries 

yield to carbon storage." 

The scientists analyzed data from blue, fin, humpback and minke whales -- all baleen whales -- and 

discovered baleen whales eat two to three times more than previously thought. Whales that feed on fish likely 

eat as much or less than estimated, suggesting a correlation between the density of the food and the volume of 

food required for sufficient energy. 

"As large baleen whales get bigger, the anatomical machinery that allows them to eat also gets relatively 

bigger," said Jeremy Goldbogen, senior author of the paper. "They have evolved systems that allow them to 

be eating machines. That disproportionately bigger gulp size allows them to take advantage of abundant food, 

like krill." 

Added Daniel Marenda, a program director in the U.S. National Science Foundation's Division of Biological 

Infrastructure, which in part funded the work, "This study shows that fundamental research -- looking for 

answers to curiosity-driven questions -- can result in new knowledge about the world around us, and that 

human actions can and do impact our environment and how it functions. It also demonstrates that investing in 

the next generation of scientists can yield important and impressive results." 

--  NSF Public Affairs, Researchnews@nsf.gov 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?cntn_id=303836&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdeli

very 

  

https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1906332&HistoricalAwards=false
mailto:Researchnews@nsf.gov
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A Christmas Carol 

by Charles Dickens 

 

Previous Chapter Next Chapter 

STAVE 4 

 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/charles-dickens/book/a-christmas-carol/summary
https://americanliterature.com/author/charles-dickens
https://americanliterature.com/author/charles-dickens/book/a-christmas-carol/stave-3
https://americanliterature.com/author/charles-dickens/book/a-christmas-carol/stave-5
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Stave 4: The Last of the Spirits 

The Phantom slowly, gravely, silently approached. When it came, Scrooge bent down upon his knee; for in 

the very air through which this Spirit moved it seemed to scatter gloom and mystery. 

It was shrouded in a deep black garment, which concealed its head, its face, its form, and left nothing of it 

visible save one outstretched hand. But for this it would have been difficult to detach its figure from the night, 

and separate it from the darkness by which it was surrounded. 

He felt that it was tall and stately when it came beside him, and that its mysterious presence filled him with a 

solemn dread. He knew no more, for the Spirit neither spoke nor moved. 

`I am in the presence of the Ghost of Christmas Yet To Come.' said Scrooge. 

The Spirit answered not, but pointed onward with its hand. 

`You are about to show me shadows of the things that have not happened, but will happen in the time before 

us,' Scrooge pursued. `Is that so, Spirit.' 

The upper portion of the garment was contracted for an instant in its folds, as if the Spirit had inclined its 

head. That was the only answer he received. 

Although well used to ghostly company by this time, Scrooge feared the silent shape so much that his legs 

trembled beneath him, and he found that he could hardly stand when he prepared to follow it. The Spirit 

pauses a moment, as observing his condition, and giving him time to recover. 

But Scrooge was all the worse for this. It thrilled him with a vague uncertain horror, to know that behind the 

dusky shroud, there were ghostly eyes intently fixed upon him, while he, though he stretched his own to the 

utmost, could see nothing but a spectral hand and one great heap of black. 

`Ghost of the Future.' he exclaimed,' I fear you more than any spectre I have seen. But as I know your purpose 

is to do me good, and as I hope to live to be another man from what I was, I am prepared to bear you 

company, and do it with a thankful heart. Will you not speak to me.' 

It gave him no reply. The hand was pointed straight before them. 

`Lead on.' said Scrooge. `Lead on. The night is waning fast, and it is precious time to me, I know. Lead on, 

Spirit.' 

The Phantom moved away as it had come towards him. Scrooge followed in the shadow of its dress, which 

bore him up, he thought, and carried him along. 
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They scarcely seemed to enter the city; for the city rather seemed to spring up about them, and encompass 

them of its own act. But there they were, in the heart of it; on Change, amongst the merchants; who hurried up 

and down, and chinked the money in their pockets, and conversed in groups, and looked at their watches, and 

trifled thoughtfully with their great gold seals; and so forth, as Scrooge had seen them often. 

The Spirit stopped beside one little knot of business men. Observing that the hand was pointed to them, 

Scrooge advanced to listen to their talk. 

`No,' said a great fat man with a monstrous chin,' I don't know much about it, either way. I only know he's 

dead.' 

`When did he die.' inquired another. 

`Last night, I believe.' 

`Why, what was the matter with him.' asked a third, taking a vast quantity of snuff out of a very large snuff-

box. `I thought he'd never die.' 

`God knows,' said the first, with a yawn. 

`What has he done with his money.' asked a red-faced gentleman with a pendulous excrescence on the end of 

his nose, that shook like the gills of a turkey-cock. 

`I haven't heard,' said the man with the large chin, yawning again. `Left it to his company, perhaps. He hasn't 

left it to me. That's all I know.' 

This pleasantry was received with a general laugh. 

`It's likely to be a very cheap funeral,' said the same speaker;' for upon my life I don't know of anybody to go 

to it. Suppose we make up a party and volunteer.' 

`I don't mind going if a lunch is provided,' observed the gentleman with the excrescence on his nose. `But I 

must be fed, if I make one.' 

Another laugh. 

`Well, I am the most disinterested among you, after all,' said the first speaker,' for I never wear black gloves, 

and I never eat lunch. But I'll offer to go, if anybody else will. When I come to think of it, I 

Speakers and listeners strolled away, and mixed with other groups. Scrooge knew the men, and looked 

towards the Spirit for an explanation. 
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The Phantom glided on into a street. Its finger pointed to two persons meeting. Scrooge listened again, 

thinking that the explanation might lie here. 

He knew these men, also, perfectly. They were men of aye business: very wealthy, and of great importance. 

He had made a point always of standing well in their esteem: in a business point of view, that is; strictly in a 

business point of view. 

`How are you.' said one. 

`How are you.' returned the other. 

`Well.' said the first. `Old Scratch has got his own at last, hey.' 

`So I am told,' returned the second. `Cold, isn't it.' 

`Seasonable for Christmas time. You're not a skater, I suppose.' 

`No. No. Something else to think of. Good morning.' 

Not another word. That was their meeting, their conversation, and their parting. 

Scrooge was at first inclined to be surprised that the Spirit should attach importance to conversations 

apparently so trivial; but feeling assured that they must have some hidden purpose, he set himself to consider 

what it was likely to be. They could scarcely be supposed to have any bearing on the death of Jacob, his old 

partner, for that was Past, and this Ghost's province was the Future. Nor could he think of any one 

immediately connected with himself, to whom he could apply them. But nothing doubting that to whomsoever 

they applied they had some latent moral for his own improvement, he resolved to treasure up every word he 

heard, and everything he saw; and especially to observe the shadow of himself when it appeared. For he had 

an expectation that the conduct of his future self would give him the clue he missed, and would render the 

solution of these riddles easy. 

He looked about in that very place for his own image; but another man stood in his accustomed corner, and 

though the clock pointed to his usual time of day for being there, he saw no likeness of himself among the 

multitudes that poured in through the Porch. It gave him little surprise, however; for he had been revolving in 

his mind a change of life, and thought and hoped he saw his new-born resolutions carried out in this. 

Quiet and dark, beside him stood the Phantom, with its outstretched hand. When he roused himself from his 

thoughtful quest, he fancied from the turn of the hand, and its situation in reference to himself, that the 

Unseen Eyes were looking at him keenly. It made him shudder, and feel very cold. 

They left the busy scene, and went into an obscure part of the town, where Scrooge had never penetrated 

before, although he recognised its situation, and its bad repute. The ways were foul and narrow; the shops and 

houses wretched; the people half-naked, drunken, slipshod, ugly. Alleys and archways, like so many 
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cesspools, disgorged their offences of smell, and dirt, and life, upon the straggling streets; and the whole 

quarter reeked with crime, with filth, and misery. 

Far in this den of infamous resort, there was a low-browed, beetling shop, below a pent-house roof, where 

iron, old rags, bottles, bones, and greasy offal, were bought. Upon the floor within, were piled up heaps of 

rusty keys, nails, chains, hinges, files, scales, weights, and refuse iron of all kinds. Secrets that few would like 

to scrutinise were bred and hidden in mountains of unseemly rags, masses of corrupted fat, and sepulchres of 

bones. Sitting in among the wares he dealt in, by a charcoal stove, made of old bricks, was a grey-haired 

rascal, nearly seventy years of age; who had screened himself from the cold air without, by a frousy 

curtaining of miscellaneous tatters, hung upon a line; and smoked his pipe in all the luxury of calm retirement. 

Scrooge and the Phantom came into the presence of this man, just as a woman with a heavy bundle slunk into 

the shop. But she had scarcely entered, when another woman, similarly laden, came in too; and she was 

closely followed by a man in faded black, who was no less startled by the sight of them, than they had been 

upon the recognition of each other. After a short period of blank astonishment, in which the old man with the 

pipe had joined them, they all three burst into a laugh. 

`Let the charwoman alone to be the first.' cried she who had entered first. `Let the laundress alone to be the 

second; and let the undertaker's man alone to be the third. Look here, old Joe, here's a chance. If we haven't all 

three met here without meaning it.' 

`You couldn't have met in a better place,' said old Joe, removing his pipe from his mouth. `Come into the 

parlour. You were made free of it long ago, you know; and the other two an't strangers. Stop till I shut the 

door of the shop. Ah. How it skreeks. There an't such a rusty bit of metal in the place as its own hinges, I 

believe; and I'm sure there's no such old bones here, as mine. Ha, ha. We're all suitable to our calling, we're 

well matched. Come into the parlour. Come into the parlour.' 

The parlour was the space behind the screen of rags. The old man raked the fire together with an old stair-rod, 

and having trimmed his smoky lamp (for it was night), with the stem of his pipe, put it in his mouth again. 

While he did this, the woman who had already spoken threw her bundle on the floor, and sat down in a 

flaunting manner on a stool; crossing her elbows on her knees, and looking with a bold defiance at the other 

two. 

`What odds then. What odds, Mrs Dilber.' said the woman. `Every person has a right to take care of 

themselves. He always did.' 

`That's true, indeed.' said the laundress. `No man more so.' 

`Why then, don't stand staring as if you was afraid, woman; who's the wiser. We're not going to pick holes in 

each other's coats, I suppose.' 

`No, indeed.' said Mrs Dilber and the man together. `We should hope not.' 
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`Very well, then.' cried the woman. `That's enough. Who's the worse for the loss of a few things like these. 

Not a dead man, I suppose.' 

`No, indeed,' said Mrs Dilber, laughing. 

`If he wanted to keep them after he was dead, a wicked old screw,' pursued the woman,' why wasn't he natural 

in his lifetime. If he had been, he'd have had somebody to look after him when he was struck with Death, 

instead of lying gasping out his last there, alone by himself.' 

`It's the truest word that ever was spoke,' said Mrs Dilber. `It's a judgment on him.' 

`I wish it was a little heavier judgment,' replied the woman;' and it should have been, you may depend upon it, 

if I could have laid my hands on anything else. Open that bundle, old Joe, and let me know the value of it. 

Speak out plain. I'm not afraid to be the first, nor afraid for them to see it. We know pretty well that we were 

helping ourselves, before we met here, I believe. It's no sin. Open the bundle, Joe.' 

But the gallantry of her friends would not allow of this; and the man in faded black, mounting the breach first, 

produced his plunder. It was not extensive. A seal or two, a pencil-case, a pair of sleeve-buttons, and a brooch 

of no great value, were all. They were severally examined and appraised by old Joe, who chalked the sums he 

was disposed to give for each, upon the wall, and added them up into a total when he found there was nothing 

more to come. 

`That's your account,' said Joe,' and I wouldn't give another sixpence, if I was to be boiled for not doing it. 

Who's next.' 

Mrs Dilber was next. Sheets and towels, a little wearing apparel, two old-fashioned silver teaspoons, a pair of 

sugar-tongs, and a few boots. Her account was stated on the wall in the same manner. 

`I always give too much to ladies. It's a weakness of mine, and that's the way I ruin myself,' said old Joe. 

`That's your account. If you asked me for another penny, and made it an open question, I'd repent of being so 

liberal and knock off half-a-crown.' 

`And now undo my bundle, Joe,' said the first woman. 

Joe went down on his knees for the greater convenience of opening it, and having unfastened a great many 

knots, dragged out a large and heavy roll of some dark stuff. 

`What do you call this.' said Joe. `Bed-curtains.' 

`Ah.' returned the woman, laughing and leaning forward on her crossed arms. `Bed-curtains.' 

`You don't mean to say you took them down, rings and all, with him lying there.' said Joe. 
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`Yes I do,' replied the woman. `Why not.' 

`You were born to make your fortune,' said Joe,' and you'll certainly do it.' 

`I certainly shan't hold my hand, when I can get anything in it by reaching it out, for the sake of such a man as 

he was, I promise you, Joe,' returned the woman coolly. `Don't drop that oil upon the blankets, now.' 

`His blankets.' asked Joe. 

`Whose else's do you think.' replied the woman. `He isn't likely to take cold without them, I dare say.' 

`I hope he didn't die of any thing catching. Eh.' said old Joe, stopping in his work, and looking up. 

`Don't you be afraid of that,' returned the woman. `I an't so fond of his company that I'd loiter about him for 

such things, if he did. Ah. you may look through that shirt till your eyes ache; but you won't find a hole in it, 

nor a threadbare place. It's the best he had, and a fine one too. They'd have wasted it, if it hadn't been for me.' 

`What do you call wasting of it.' asked old Joe. 

`Putting it on him to be buried in, to be sure,' replied the woman with a laugh. `Somebody was fool enough to 

do it, but I took it off again. If calico an't good enough for such a purpose, it isn't good enough for anything. 

It's quite as becoming to the body. He can't look uglier than he did in that one.' 

Scrooge listened to this dialogue in horror. As they sat grouped about their spoil, in the scanty light afforded 

by the old man's lamp, he viewed them with a detestation and disgust, which could hardly have been greater, 

though they demons, marketing the corpse itself. 

`Ha, ha.' laughed the same woman, when old Joe, producing a flannel bag with money in it, told out their 

several gains upon the ground. `This is the end of it, you see. He frightened every one away from him when 

he was alive, to profit us when he was dead. Ha, ha, ha.' 

`Spirit.' said Scrooge, shuddering from head to foot. `I see, I see. The case of this unhappy man might be my 

own. My life tends that way, now. Merciful Heaven, what is this.' 

He recoiled in terror, for the scene had changed, and now he almost touched a bed: a bare, uncurtained bed: 

on which, beneath a ragged sheet, there lay a something covered up, which, though it was dumb, announced 

itself in awful language. 

The room was very dark, too dark to be observed with any accuracy, though Scrooge glanced round it in 

obedience to a secret impulse, anxious to know what kind of room it was. A pale light, rising in the outer air, 

fell straight upon the bed; and on it, plundered and bereft, unwatched, unwept, uncared for, was the body of 

this man. 
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Scrooge glanced towards the Phantom. Its steady hand was pointed to the head. The cover was so carelessly 

adjusted that the slightest raising of it, the motion of a finger upon Scrooge's part, would have disclosed the 

face. He thought of it, felt how easy it would be to do, and longed to do it; but had no more power to 

withdraw the veil than to dismiss the spectre at his side. 

Oh cold, cold, rigid, dreadful Death, set up thine altar here, and dress it with such terrors as thou hast at thy 

command: for this is thy dominion. But of the loved, revered, and honoured head, thou canst not turn one hair 

to thy dread purposes, or make one feature odious. It is not that the hand is heavy and will fall down when 

released; it is not that the heart and pulse are still; but that the hand was open, generous, and true; the heart 

brave, warm, and tender; and the pulse a man's. Strike, Shadow, strike. And see his good deeds springing 

from the wound, to sow the world with life immortal. 

No voice pronounced these words in Scrooge's ears, and yet he heard them when he looked upon the bed. He 

thought, if this man could be raised up now, what would be his foremost thoughts. Avarice, hard-dealing, 

griping cares. They have brought him to a rich end, truly. 

He lay, in the dark empty house, with not a man, a woman, or a child, to say that he was kind to me in this or 

that, and for the memory of one kind word I will be kind to him. A cat was tearing at the door, and there was a 

sound of gnawing rats beneath the hearth-stone. What they wanted in the room of death, and why they were 

so restless and disturbed, Scrooge did not dare to think. 

`Spirit.' he said,' this is a fearful place. In leaving it, I shall not leave its lesson, trust me. Let us go.' 

Still the Ghost pointed with an unmoved finger to the head. 

`I understand you,' Scrooge returned,' and I would do it, if I could. But I have not the power, Spirit. I have not 

the power.' 

Again it seemed to look upon him. 

`If there is any person in the town, who feels emotion caused by this man's death,' said Scrooge quite 

agonised, `show that person to me, Spirit, I beseech you.' 

The Phantom spread its dark robe before him for a moment, like a wing; and withdrawing it, revealed a room 

by daylight, where a mother and her children were. 

She was expecting some one, and with anxious eagerness; for she walked up and down the room; started at 

every sound; looked out from the window; glanced at the clock; tried, but in vain, to work with her needle; 

and could hardly bear the voices of the children in their play. 

At length the long-expected knock was heard. She hurried to the door, and met her husband; a man whose 

face was careworn and depressed, though he was young. There was a remarkable expression in it now; a kind 

of serious delight of which he felt ashamed, and which he struggled to repress. 
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He sat down to the dinner that had been boarding for him by the fire; and when she asked him faintly what 

news (which was not until after a long silence), he appeared embarrassed how to answer. 

`Is it good.' she said, `or bad?' -- to help him. 

`Bad,' he answered. 

`We are quite ruined.' 

`No. There is hope yet, Caroline.' 

`If he relents,' she said, amazed, `there is. Nothing is past hope, if such a miracle has happened.' 

`He is past relenting,' said her husband. `He is dead.' 

She was a mild and patient creature if her face spoke truth; but she was thankful in her soul to hear it, and she 

said so, with clasped hands. She prayed forgiveness the next moment, and was sorry; but the first was the 

emotion of her heart. 

`What the half-drunken woman whom I told you of last night, said to me, when I tried to see him and obtain a 

week's delay; and what I thought was a mere excuse to avoid me; turns out to have been quite true. He was 

not only very ill, but dying, then.' 

`To whom will our debt be transferred.' 

`I don't know. But before that time we shall be ready with the money; and even though we were not, it would 

be a bad fortune indeed to find so merciless a creditor in his successor. We may sleep to-night with light 

hearts, Caroline.' 

Yes. Soften it as they would, their hearts were lighter. The children's faces, hushed and clustered round to 

hear what they so little understood, were brighter; and it was a happier house for this man's death. The only 

emotion that the Ghost could show him, caused by the event, was one of pleasure. 

`Let me see some tenderness connected with a death,' said Scrooge;' or that dark chamber, Spirit, which we 

left just now, will be for ever present to me.' 

The Ghost conducted him through several streets familiar to his feet; and as they went along, Scrooge looked 

here and there to find himself, but nowhere was he to be seen. They entered poor Bob Cratchit's house; the 

dwelling he had visited before; and found the mother and the children seated round the fire. 

Quiet. Very quiet. The noisy little Cratchits were as still as statues in one corner, and sat looking up at Peter, 

who had a book before him. The mother and her daughters were engaged in sewing. But surely they were very 

quiet. 
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`And he took a child, and set him in the midst of them.' 

Where had Scrooge heard those words. He had not dreamed them. The boy must have read them out, as he 

and the Spirit crossed the threshold. Why did he not go on. 

The mother laid her work upon the table, and put her hand up to her face. 

`The colour hurts my eyes,' she said. 

The colour. Ah, poor Tiny Tim. 

`They're better now again,' said Cratchit's wife. `It makes them weak by candle-light; and I wouldn't show 

weak eyes to your father when he comes home, for the world. It must be near his time.' 

`Past it rather,' Peter answered, shutting up his book. `But I think he has walked a little slower than he used, 

these few last evenings, mother.' 

They were very quiet again. At last she said, and in a steady, cheerful voice, that only faltered once: 

`I have known him walk with -- I have known him walk with Tiny Tim upon his shoulder, very fast indeed.' 

`And so have I,' cried Peter. `Often.' 

`And so have I,' exclaimed another. So had all. 

`But he was very light to carry,' she resumed, intent upon her work,' and his father loved him so, that it was no 

trouble: no trouble. And there is your father at the door.' 

She hurried out to meet him; and little Bob in his comforter -- he had need of it, poor fellow -- came in. His 

tea was ready for him on the hob, and they all tried who should help him to it most. Then the two young 

Cratchits got upon his knees and laid, each child a little cheek, against his face, as if they said,' Don't mind it, 

father. Don't be grieved.' 

Bob was very cheerful with them, and spoke pleasantly to all the family. He looked at the work upon the 

table, and praised the industry and speed of Mrs Cratchit and the girls. They would be done long before 

Sunday, he said. 

`Sunday. You went to-day, then, Robert.' said his wife. 

`Yes, my dear,' returned Bob. `I wish you could have gone. It would have done you good to see how green a 

place it is. But you'll see it often. I promised him that I would walk there on a Sunday. My little, little child.' 

cried Bob. `My little child.' 
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He broke down all at once. He couldn't help it. If he could have helped it, he and his child would have been 

farther apart perhaps than they were. 

He left the room, and went up-stairs into the room above, which was lighted cheerfully, and hung with 

Christmas. There was a chair set close beside the child, and there were signs of some one having been there, 

lately. Poor Bob sat down in it, and when he had thought a little and composed himself, he kissed the little 

face. He was reconciled to what had happened, and went down again quite happy. 

They drew about the fire, and talked; the girls and mother working still. Bob told them of the extraordinary 

kindness of Mr Scrooge's nephew, whom he had scarcely seen but once, and who, meeting him in the street 

that day, and seeing that he looked a little -' just a little down you know,' said Bob, inquired what had 

happened to distress him. `On which,' said Bob,' for he is the pleasantest-spoken gentleman you ever heard, I 

told him. `I am heartily sorry for it, Mr Cratchit,' he said,' and heartily sorry for your good wife.' By the bye, 

how he ever knew that, I don't know.' 

`Knew what, my dear.' 

`Why, that you were a good wife,' replied Bob. 

`Everybody knows that.' said Peter. 

`Very well observed, my boy.' cried Bob. `I hope they do. `Heartily sorry,' he said,' for your good wife. If I 

can be of service to you in any way,' he said, giving me his card,' that's where I live. Pray come to me.' Now, 

it wasn't,' cried Bob,' for the sake of anything he might be able to do for us, so much as for his kind way, that 

this was quite delightful. It really seemed as if he had known our Tiny Tim, and felt with us.' 

`I'm sure he's a good soul.' said Mrs Cratchit. 

`You would be surer of it, my dear,' returned Bob,' if you saw and spoke to him. I shouldn't be at all surprised 

- mark what I say. -- if he got Peter a better situation.' 

`Only hear that, Peter,' said Mrs Cratchit. 

`And then,' cried one of the girls,' Peter will be keeping company with some one, and setting up for himself.' 

`Get along with you.' retorted Peter, grinning. 

`It's just as likely as not,' said Bob,' one of these days; though there's plenty of time for that, my dear. But 

however and when ever we part from one another, I am sure we shall none of us forget poor Tiny Tim -- shall 

we -- or this first parting that there was among us.' 

`Never, father.' cried they all. 
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`And I know,' said Bob,' I know, my dears, that when we recollect how patient and how mild he was; although 

he was a little, little child; we shall not quarrel easily among ourselves, and forget poor Tiny Tim in doing it.' 

`No, never, father.' they all cried again. 

`I am very happy,' said little Bob,' I am very happy.' 

Mrs Cratchit kissed him, his daughters kissed him, the two young Cratchits kissed him, and Peter and himself 

shook hands. Spirit of Tiny Tim, thy childish essence was from God. 

`Spectre,' said Scrooge,' something informs me that our parting moment is at hand. I know it, but I know not 

how. Tell me what man that was whom we saw lying dead.' 

The Ghost of Christmas Yet To Come conveyed him, as before -- though at a different time, he thought: 

indeed, there seemed no order in these latter visions, save that they were in the Future -- into the resorts of 

business men, but showed him not himself. Indeed, the Spirit did not stay for anything, but went straight on, 

as to the end just now desired, until besought by Scrooge to tarry for a moment. 

`This courts,' said Scrooge,' through which we hurry now, is where my place of occupation is, and has been 

for a length of time. I see the house. Let me behold what I shall be, in days to come.' 

The Spirit stopped; the hand was pointed elsewhere. 

`The house is yonder,' Scrooge exclaimed. `Why do you point away.' 

The inexorable finger underwent no change. 

Scrooge hastened to the window of his office, and looked in. It was an office still, but not his. The furniture 

was not the same, and the figure in the chair was not himself. The Phantom pointed as before. 

He joined it once again, and wondering why and whither he had gone, accompanied it until they reached an 

iron gate. He paused to look round before entering. 

A churchyard. Here, then, the wretched man whose name he had now to learn, lay underneath the ground. It 

was a worthy place. Walled in by houses; overrun by grass and weeds, the growth of vegetation's death, not 

life; choked up with too much burying; fat with repleted appetite. A worthy place. 

The Spirit stood among the graves, and pointed down to One. He advanced towards it trembling. The 

Phantom was exactly as it had been, but he dreaded that he saw new meaning in its solemn shape. 

`Before I draw nearer to that stone to which you point,' said Scrooge, `answer me one question. Are these the 

shadows of the things that Will be, or are they shadows of things that May be, only.' 
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Still the Ghost pointed downward to the grave by which it stood. 

`Men's courses will foreshadow certain ends, to which, if persevered in, they must lead,' said Scrooge. `But if 

the courses be departed from, the ends will change. Say it is thus with what you show me.' 

The Spirit was immovable as ever. 

Scrooge crept towards it, trembling as he went; and following the finger, read upon the stone of the neglected 

grave his own name, Ebenezer Scrooge. 

`Am I that man who lay upon the bed.' he cried, upon his knees. 

The finger pointed from the grave to him, and back again. 

`No, Spirit. Oh no, no.' 

The finger still was there. 

`Spirit.' he cried, tight clutching at its robe,' hear me. I am not the man I was. I will not be the man I must have 

been but for this intercourse. Why show me this, if I am past all hope.' 

For the first time the hand appeared to shake. 

`Good Spirit,' he pursued, as down upon the ground he fell before it:' Your nature intercedes for me, and pities 

me. Assure me that I yet may change these shadows you have shown me, by an altered life.' 

The kind hand trembled. 

`I will honour Christmas in my heart, and try to keep it all the year. I will live in the Past, the Present, and the 

Future. The Spirits of all Three shall strive within me. I will not shut out the lessons that they teach. Oh, tell 

me I may sponge away the writing on this stone.' 

In his agony, he caught the spectral hand. It sought to free itself, but he was strong in his entreaty, and 

detained it. The Spirit, stronger yet, repulsed him. 

Holding up his hands in a last prayer to have his fate aye reversed, he saw an alteration in the Phantom's hood 

and dress. It shrunk, collapsed, and dwindled down into a bedpost. 

STAVE 5 
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Stave 5 - The End of it 

Yes! and the bedpost was his own. The bed was his own, the room was his own. Best and happiest of all, the 

time before him was his own, to make amends in! 
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``I will live in the Past, the Present, and the Future!'' Scrooge repeated, as he scrambled out of bed. ``The 

Spirits of all Three shall strive within me. Oh Jacob Marley! Heaven, and the Christmas Time be praised for 

this! I say it on my knees, old Jacob; on my knees!'' 

He was so fluttered and so glowing with his good intentions, that his broken voice would scarcely answer to 

his call. He had been sobbing violently in his conflict with the Spirit, and his face was wet with tears. 

``They are not torn down,'' cried Scrooge, folding one of his bed-curtains in his arms, ``they are not torn 

down, rings and all. They are here: I am here: the shadows of the things that would have been, may be 

dispelled. They will be. I know they will!'' 

His hands were busy with his garments all this time: turning them inside out, putting them on upside down, 

tearing them, mislaying them, making them parties to every kind of extravagance. 

``I don't know what to do!'' cried Scrooge, laughing and crying in the same breath; and making a perfect 

Laocon of himself with his stockings. ``I am as light as a feather, I am as happy as an angel, I am as merry as 

a school-boy. I am as giddy as a drunken man. A merry Christmas to every-body! A happy New Year to all 

the world! Hallo here! Whoop! Hallo!'' 

He had frisked into the sitting-room, and was now standing there: perfectly winded. 

``There's the saucepan that the gruel was in!'' cried Scrooge, starting off again, and going round the fire-place. 

``There's the door, by which the Ghost of Jacob Marley entered! There's the corner where the Ghost of 

Christmas Present, sat! There's the window where I saw the wandering Spirits! It's all right, it's all true, it all 

happened. Ha ha ha!'' 

Really, for a man who had been out of practice for so many years, it was a splendid laugh, a most illustrious 

laugh. The father of a long, long line of briliant laughs! 

``I don't know what day of the month it is!'' said Scrooge. ``I don't know how long I've been among the 

Spirits. I don't know anything. I'm quite a baby. Never mind. I don't care. I'd rather be a baby. Hallo! Whoop! 

Hallo here!'' 

He was checked in his transports by the churches ringing out the lustiest peals he had ever heard. Clash, 

clang, hammer, ding, dong, bell. Bell, dong, ding, hammer, clang, clash! Oh, glorious, glorious! 

Running to the window, he opened it, and put out his stirring, cold cold, piping for the blood to dance to; 

Golden sunlight; Heavenly sky; sweet fresh air; merry bells. Oh, glorious. Glorious! 

``What's to-day?'' cried Scrooge, calling downward to a boy in Sunday clothes, who perhaps had loitered in to 

look about him. 

``Eh? '' returned the boy, with all his might of wonder. 
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``What's to-day, my fine fellow?'' said Scrooge. 

``To-day?'' replied the boy. ``Why, Christmas Day.'' 

``It's Christmas Day!'' said Scrooge to himself. ``I haven 't missed it. The Spirits have done it all in one night. 

They can do anything they like. Of course they can. Of course they can. Hallo, my fine fellow!'' 

``Hallo!'' returned the boy 

``Do you know the Poulterer's, in the next street but one, at the corner?'' Scrooge inquired. 

``I should hope I did,'' replied the lad. 

``An intelligent boy!'' said Scrooge. ``A remarkable boy! Do you know whether they've sold the prize Turkey 

that was hanging up there? Not the little prize Turkey; the big one?'' 

``What, the one as big as me?'' returned the boy. 

``What a delightful boy!'' said Scrooge. ``It's a pleasure to talk to him. Yes, my buck!'' 

``It's hanging there now,'' replied the boy. 

``Is it?'' said Scrooge. ``Go and buy it.'' 

``Walk-er!'' exclaimed the boy. 

``No, no,'' said Scrooge, ``I am in earnest. Go and buy it, and tell 'em to bring it here, that I may give them the 

irection where to take it. Come back with the man, and I'll give you a shilling. Come back with him in less 

than five minutes, and I'll give you half-a-crown!'' 

``I'll send it to Bob Cratchit's!'' whispered Scrooge, rubbing his hands, and splitting with a laugh. ``He sha'n't 

know who sends it. It's twice the size of Tiny Tim. Joe Miller never made such a joke as sending it to Bob's 

will be!'' 

The hand in which he wrote the address was not a steady one, but write it he did, somehow, and went down 

stairs to open the street door, ready for the coming of the poulterer's man. As he stood there, waiting his 

arrival, the knocker caught his eye. 

``I shall love it, as long as I live!'' cried Scrooge, patting it with his hand. ``I scarcely ever looked at it before. 

What an honest expression it has in its face! It's a wonderful knocker! -- Here's the Turkey. Hallo! Whoop! 

How are you! Merry Christmas!'' 
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It was a Turkey! He never could have stood upon his legs, that bird. He would have snapped 'em short off in a 

minute, like sticks of sealing-wax. 

``Why, it's impossible to carry that to Camden Town,'' said Scrooge. ``You must have a cab.'' 

The chuckle with which he said this, and the chuckle with which he paid for the Turkey, and the chuckle with 

which he paid for the cab, and the chuckle with which he recompensed the boy, were only to be exceeded by 

the chuckle with which he sat down breathless in his chair again, and chuckled till he cried. 

Shaving was not an easy task, for his hand continued to shake very much; and shaving requires attention, even 

when you don't dance while you are at it. But if he had cut the end of his nose off, he would have put a piece 

of sticking-plaister over it, and been quite satisfied. 

He dressed himself all in his best, and at last got out into the streets. The people were by this time pouring 

forth, as he had seen them with the Ghost of Christmas Present; and walking with his hands behind him, 

Scrooge regarded every one with a delighted smile. He looked so irresistibly pleasant, in a word, that three or 

four good-humoured fellows said, ``Good morning, sir! A merry Christmas to you!'' And Scrooge said often 

afterwards, that of all the blithe sounds he had ever heard, those were the blithest in his ears. 

He had not gone far, when coming on towards him he beheld the portly gentleman, who had walked into his 

counting-house the day before, and said, ``Scrooge and Marley's, I believe?'' It sent a pang across his heart to 

think how this old gentleman would look upon him when they met; but he knew what path lay straight before 

him, and he took it. 

``My dear sir,'' said Scrooge, quickening his pace, and taking the old gentleman by both his hands. ``How do 

you do? I hope you succeeded yesterday. It was very kind of you. A merry Christmas to you, sir!'' 

``Mr Scrooge?'' 

``Yes,'' said Scrooge. ``That is my name, and I fear it may not be pleasant to you. Allow me to ask your 

pardon. And will you have the goodness --'' here Scrooge whispered in his ear. 

``Lord bless me!'' cried the gentleman, as if his breath were gone. ``My dear Mr Scrooge, are you serious?'' 

``If you please,'' said Scrooge. ``Not a farthing less. A great many back-payments are included in it, I assure 

you. Will you do me that favour?'' 

``My dear sir,'' said the other, shaking hands with him. ``I don't know what to say to such munifi‐'' 

``don't say anything, please,'' retorted Scrooge. ``Come and see me. Will you come and see me?'' 

``I will!'' cried the old gentleman. And it was clear he meant to do it. 
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``Thank 'ee,'' said Scrooge. ``I am much obliged to you. I thank you fifty times. Bless you!'' 

He went to church, and walked about the streets, and watched the people hurrying to and fro, and patted 

children on the head, and questioned beggars, and looked down into the kitchens of houses, and up to the 

windows: and found that everything could yield him pleasure. He had never dreamed that any walk -- that 

anything -- could give him so much happiness. In the afternoon he turned his steps towards his nephew's 

house. 

He passed the door a dozen times, before he had the courage to go up and knock. But he made a dash, and did 

it: 

``Is your master at home, my dear?'' said Scrooge to the girl. Nice girl! Very. 

``Yes, sir.'' 

``Where is he, my love?'' said Scrooge. 

``He's in the dining-room, sir, along with mistress. I'll show you up-stairs, if you please.'' 

``Thank 'ee. He knows me,'' said Scrooge, with his hand already on the dining-room lock. ``I'll go in here, my 

dear.'' 

He turned it gently, and sidled his face in, round the door. They were looking at the table (which was spread 

out in great array); for these young housekeepers are always nervous on such points, and like to see that 

everything is right. 

``Fred!'' said Scrooge. 

Dear heart alive, how his niece by marriage started! Scrooge had forgotten, for the moment, about her sitting 

in the corner with the footstool, or he wouldn't have done it, on any account. 

``Why bless my soul!'' cried Fred, ``who's that?'' 

``It's I. Your uncle Scrooge. I have come to dinner. Will you let me in, Fred?'' 

Let him in! It is a mercy he didn't shake his arm off. He was at home in five minutes. Nothing could be 

heartier. His niece looked just the same. So did Topper when he came. So did the plump sister when she 

came. So did every one when they came. Wonderful party, wonderful games, wonderful unanimity, won-der-

ful happiness! 

But he was early at the office next morning. Oh, he was early there. If he could only be there first, and catch 

Bob Cratchit coming late! That was the thing he had set his heart upon. 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 586  january  2022 

 

153 

And he did it; yes he did! The clock struck nine. No Bob. A quarter past. No Bob. He was full eighteen 

minutes and a half, behind his time. Scrooge sat with his door wide open, that he might see him come into the 

Tank. 

His hat was off, before he opened the door; his comforter too. He was on his stool in a jiffy; driving away 

with his pen, as if he were trying to overtake nine o'clock. 

``Hallo!'' growled Scrooge, in his accustomed voice, as near as he could feign it. ``What do you mean by 

coming here at this time of day.'' 

``I am very sorry, sir,'' said Bob. ``I am behind my time.'' 

``You are?'' repeated Scrooge. ``Yes. I think you are. Step this way, if you please.'' 

``It's only once a year, sir,'' pleaded Bob, appearing from the Tank. ``It shall not be repeated. I was making 

rather merry yesterday, sir.'' 

``Now, I'll tell you what, my friend,'' said Scrooge, ``I am not going to stand this sort of thing any longer. And 

therefore,'' he continued, leaping from his stool, and giving Bob such a dig in the waistcoat that he staggered 

back into the Tank again: ``and therefore I am about to raise your salary!'' 

Bob trembled, and got a little nearer to the ruler. He had a momentary idea of knocking Scrooge down with it; 

holding him, and calling to the people in the court for help and a strait-waistcoat. 
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``A merry 
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Christmas, Bob!'' said Scrooge, with an earnestness that could not be mistaken, as he clapped him on the back. 

``A merrier Christmas, Bob, my good fellow, than I have given you for many a year! I'll raise your salary, and 

endeavour to assist your struggling family, and we will discuss your affairs this very afternoon, over a 

Christmas bowl of smoking bishop, Bob! Make up the fires, and buy another coal-scuttle before you dot 

another i, Bob Cratchit.'' 

Scrooge was better than his word. He did it all, and infinitely more; and to Tiny Tim, who did not die, he was 

a second father. He became as good a friend, as good a master, and as good a man, as the good old city knew, 

or any other good old city, town, or borough, in the good old world. Some people laughed to see the alteration 

in him, but he let them laugh, and little heeded them; for he was wise enough to know that nothing ever 

happened on this globe, for good, at which some people did not have their fill of laughter in the outset; and 

knowing that such as these would be blind anyway, he thought it quite as well that they should wrinkle up 

their eyes in grins, as have the malady in less attractive forms. His own heart laughed: and that was quite 

enough for him. 

He had no further intercourse with Spirits, but lived upon the Total Abstinence Principle, ever afterwards; and 

it was always said of him, that he knew how to keep Christmas well, if any man alive possessed the 

knowledge. May that be truly said of us, and all of us! And so, as Tiny Tim observed, God Bless Us, Every 

One! 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/charles-dickens/book/a-christmas-carol/stave-5 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/charles-dickens/book/a-christmas-carol/stave-5

