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Wilderness, Solitude, and Creativity: Artist and Philosopher Rockwell Kent’s Century-Old Meditations on 

Art and Life During Seven Months on a Small Alaskan Island 

“These are the times in life — when nothing happens — but in quietness the soul expands.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

Not often — a handful of times in a lifetime, if you are lucky — you come upon a work of thought and feeling 

— a book, a painting, a song — that becomes a fountain to which you return again and again, and which 

returns you to your life refreshed each time. 

For me, The Little Prince has been one, and Leaves of Grass, and I Put a Spell on You, and Spiegel im 

Spiegel. Wilderness (public library) by the painter, printmaker, and philosopher Rockwell Kent (June 21, 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0819552933/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/wilderness-a-journal-of-quiet-adventure-in-alaska-including-extensive-hitherto-unpublished-passages-from-the-original-journal/oclc/832616530&referer=brief_results
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1882–March 13, 1971) is another. (Ample gratitude to George Dyson for bringing this soul-slaking treasure 

into my life.) 

Moonlight, Winter by Rockwell Kent. (Available as a print and as stationery cards.) 

In the last days of August, in the last months of the world’s first global war, while the Spanish Flu pandemic 

was savaging civilization, Kent arrived on a small island in Resurrection Bay off the coast of Alaska, 

searching for the ultimate. He was thirty-six, dispirited and destitute, as passionate about his art and as 

pained by the world’s indifference to it as Walt Whitman had been when he self-published Leaves of Grass at 

that same age, from that same precarious place, intimate with the same depths of depression, buoyed by the 

same reverence for life. 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/08/14/analogia-george-dyson/
https://society6.com/product/moonlight-winter-by-rockwell-kent-1940_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/brainpicker/cards?sort=new?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/moonlight-winter-by-rockwell-kent-1940_print?curator=brainpicker


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 592  march  2022 

 

5 

Drawing on that experience, Kent would later formulate the closest thing to a personal credo: 

Often I think that however much I draw or paint, or however well, I am not an artist as art is generally 

understood. The abstract is meaningless to me save as a fragment of the whole, which is life itself… It is the 

ultimate which concerns me, and all physical, all material things are but an expression of it… We are part 

and parcel of the big plan of things. We are simply instruments recording in different measure our particular 

portion of the infinite. And what we absorb of it makes for character, and what we give forth, for expression. 

The Vision by Rockwell Kent, 1919. (Available as a print and as stationery cards.) 

https://society6.com/product/vision-by-rockwell-kent-1919_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/brainpicker/cards?sort=new?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/vision-by-rockwell-kent-1919_print?curator=brainpicker
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Kent arrived at this uncommon life in art via an uncommon path. His parents had pressured him to channel 

his talent into a practical, profitable career in form and function, but he had dropped out of Columbia 

University’s architecture program to devote himself to the work of form and feeling, moving to a rugged 

island off the coast of Maine. He built himself a small house there and spent his days in solitude — reading 

Emerson and Tolstoy, and painting; laboring as a lobsterman, and painting. Immersed in Haeckel’s inception 

of ecology, he grew enchanted with the interwoven life of nature; immersed in Thoreau’s journals, he 

absorbed the will “to live deliberately” in wild places where he could find and nurture his inner wilderness — 

those lush and desolate landscapes of the soul, from which all art is born. 

So it is that, in his late twenties, Rockwell Kent voyaged to Newfoundland in the hope of establishing a 

communal art school with a friend in the untrammeled northern wilderness. The hope crumbled against 

reality, but the Great North cast a permanent enchantment. He returned four years later, in 1914, this time 

with his wife and three children, just as the world was coming unworlded by the Great War. 

In a small-town community where the notion of an artist was alien and suspect, the large-spirited, liberal-

minded Kent was soon accused of being a German spy. Driven away, the family had to make the long voyage 

back — Kathleen pregnant with their fourth child, the other three ill with whooping cough. 

But the northern wilderness kept calling to the artist’s soul: 

I crave snow-topped mountains, dreary wastes, and the cruel Northern sea with its hard horizons at the edge 

of the world where infinite space begins. Here skies are clearer and deeper and, for the greater wonders they 

reveal, a thousand times more eloquent of the eternal mystery than those of softer lands. 

Four years later, at the peak of his struggle to support the growing family, Rockwell Kent returned to Alaska 

in the hope of resuscitating his spirit and his ability to, quite simply, go on. 

“Never did I enter upon any course with such a sense of necessity, of duty, as drives me into this Alaska trip,” 

he told Kathleen. 

Fatherless himself since the age of five, having inherited nothing more than his father’s silver flute, which he 

carried everywhere, he voyaged to the Far North with his nine-year-old son, also named Rockwell, and his 

silver flute. “We came to this new land, a boy and a man,” he wrote, “entirely on a dreamer’s search; having 

had vision of a Northern Paradise, we came to find it.” 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/02/04/universe-in-verse-animated-episode-1/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/02/04/universe-in-verse-animated-episode-1/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/05/25/thoreau-walden-nature/
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Untitled by Rockwell Kent. (Available as a print and as stationery cards.) 

They came with one duffle bag stuffed with the warmest clothes they owned and one heavy trunk full of 

books, paints, and provisions. Sprawling across three diary pages, Kent’s inventory includes these essentials: 

• 8 lbs. chocolate 

• 1 gal. peanut butter 

• 4 pots 

• 2 pillows 

https://society6.com/product/untitled-by-rockwell-kent-1919_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/brainpicker/cards?sort=new?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/untitled-by-rockwell-kent-1919_print?curator=brainpicker
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• 10 lbs. lima beans 

• 10 lbs. white beans 

• 100 lbs. potatoes 

• 1 broom 

• 6 lemons 

• 6 agate cups 

• 4 agate plates 

• 4 agate bowls 

• 5 lbs. salt 

• 6 Ivory soap 

• 2 cans dried eggs 

• 1 tea kettle 

• 12 candles 

These they brought to Fox Island, welcomed there by an elderly Swede named Olson, who had arrived long 

ago prospecting for gold; having failed to find any, and having been dismissed by the mainland townspeople 

as a “crazy old man, he had made a home on the small and isolated island, tending to two pairs of blue foxes 

and four goats. Kent found Olson to be “a kind-hearted, genial old man with a vast store of knowledge and 

true wisdom,” a man of “deep experience, strong, brave, generous and gentle like a child,” a “keen 

philosopher [who] by his critical observations gives his discourse a fine dignity.” 

Father and son set about converting Olson’s goat-house into a home. On either side of the log cabin, Kent — 

an excellent carpenter from a young age — built two long wall-to-wall shelves: one to hold their provisions, 

the other for paints, toys, clothes, and the flute. In the far corner, he built a bookshelf for their miniature 
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library — sustenance for mind and spirit, as vital as the canned goods they had carried across the landmass 

and rowed across the icy strait of Arctic waters. Among the books were The Iliad and The Odyssey; Robinson 

Crusoe and the fairy tales of Hans Christian Andersen; a book of Indian philosophy and a literary history of 

Ireland; a natural history of the ocean and a basic medical handbook; William Blake’s poems and Life of 

Blake — the biography with which Anne Gilchrist had wrested Blake from obscurity a generation earlier to 

establish him as a creative icon for generations, celebrated by Patti Smith as “the loom’s loom, spinning the 

fiber of revelation,” and casting upon Kent a spell of “intense and illuminating fervor.” 

Cabin Window by Rockwell Kent, 1919. (Available as a print and as stationery cards.) 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/11/28/willim-blake-poems-patti-smith/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/11/28/willim-blake-poems-patti-smith/
https://society6.com/product/the-cabin-window-by-rockwell-kent-1918_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/brainpicker/cards?sort=new?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/the-cabin-window-by-rockwell-kent-1918_print?curator=brainpicker
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Despite these marginal comforts, the cabin remained a ramshackle structure invaded by the elemental cold. 

Kent tried calking the gaping openings between the logs with dried moss, but the moss never managed to dry 

enough for insulation under the interminable rain. Indeed, from the moment they set foot on Fox Island, 

father and son waded into a world ruled by rain, an Anne Sexton kind of rain. In their first seventeen days, a 

single cloudless sunrise greeted them. “It will be a strange life without the dear, warm sun!” Kent lamented in 

his journal. The absence of the sun — like any absences of cherished warmth and radiance — made its rare 

returns all the dearer, aglow with ecstasy: 

The Star-Lighter by Rockwell Kent, 1919. (Available as a print and as stationery cards.) 

 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2015/05/20/anne-sexton-love-poems-song-for-a-lady-ohara-hale/
https://society6.com/product/the-star-lighter-by-rockwell-kent-1919_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/brainpicker/cards?sort=new?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/the-star-lighter-by-rockwell-kent-1919_print?curator=brainpicker
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Ah, the evenings are beautiful here and the early mornings, when the days are fair! No sudden springing of 

the sun into the sky and out again at night; but so gradual, so circuitous a coming and a going that nearly the 

whole day is twilight and the quiet rose color of morning and evening seems almost to meet at noon. We 

glance through our tiny western window at sunrise and see beyond the bay the many ranges of mountains, 

from the somber ones at the water’s edge to the distant glacier and snowcapped peaks, lit by the far-off sun 

with the loveliest light imaginable. 

 

Day by Rockwell Kent, 1919. (Available as a print and as stationery cards.) 

https://society6.com/product/day-by-rockwell-kent-1919_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/brainpicker/cards?sort=new?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/day-by-rockwell-kent-1919_print?curator=brainpicker
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But by early November, the unremitting gloom began eclipsing the sparse ecstasies of light: 

Endlessly, day after day, the journal goes on recording a dreary monotony of rain and cloud. Who has ever 

dwelt so entirely alone that the most living things in all the universe about are wind and rain and snow? 

As the days grew shorter and shorter and the weeks unspooled into months, the weather became a sort of 

teacher. In an entry penned the day after the deepest snow and the coldest cold snap on the record — “the 

cold very many degrees below zero” — Kent exclaims in the diary: “Such mild weather!” It was still far 

below freezing, but not nearly as far as the previous day — a study in the delight of contrasts, the same 

contrasts that give shape and texture to art and life. 

Eventually, he arrives at a sort of existential acceptance, as applicable to the elements as to the ever-shifting 

weather system that is life itself: 

I have learned to expect nothing of the weather but what it gives us. 

We create our own weather, he intimates in an entry from the clutch of February: 

A little snow, a little rain, but altogether a pleasant day. It’s always pleasant when I paint well. 

Throughout the journal, Kent interpolates so naturally between the elemental and the existential, between 

observation and contemplation — nowhere more so than in this reflection on the totality of his wilderness 

experience: 

These are the times in life — when nothing happens — but in quietness the soul expands. 
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Night by Rockwell Kent, 1919. (Available as a print and as stationery cards.) 

https://society6.com/product/night-by-rockwell-kent-1919_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/brainpicker/cards?sort=new?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/night-by-rockwell-kent-1919_print?curator=brainpicker


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 592  march  2022 

 

14 

 

Lone Man by Rockwell Kent, 1919. (Available as a print and as stationery cards.) 

https://society6.com/product/lone-man-by-rockwell-kent-1919_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/brainpicker/cards?sort=new?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/lone-man-by-rockwell-kent-1919_print?curator=brainpicker
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Kent soon finds a new kind of liberation in the quiet expanse — freedom not only from the bustling tumults of 

the warring present, but from the totality of any collective human culture, which can so ossify identity and 

become a straitjacket for the soul: 

So little do we feel ourselves related, here in this place, to any one time or to any civilization that at a thought 

we and our world become whom and what we please. 

Father and child become, in the way only art and nature afford us, unselfed — not persons, scarred with 

identities and ideologies, but fields of grateful awareness. They go berry-picking along the coast of 

Resurrection, skate on the pond “frozen hard and thick,” and watch the killer whales play in the cove by their 

cabin, “their terrible, mysterious, black arms that beat the water with a sound like cannon.” 

Recording these encounters with the elemental, Kent’s diary entries read like prose poetry, as any fully 

attentive and pure-hearted observation of nature always does — deeply affecting yet unaffected, fresh from 

the source. One mid-October evening, after quoting from memory a lullaby verse by a German poet born 100 

years earlier, Kent exults: 

The night is beautiful beyond thought. All the bay is flooded with moonlight and in that pale glow the snowy 

mountains appear whiter than snow itself. The full moon is almost straight above us, and shining through the 

tree tops into our clearing makes the old stumps quite lovely with its quiet light. And the forest around is as 

black as the abyss. 

The following evening, a wholly different guise of beauty: 

To-night the sun set in the utmost splendor and left in its wake blazing, fire-red clouds in a sky of luminous 

green. 

And the following: 

The moon has risen and illuminates the mountain tops — but we and all our cove are still in the deep shadow 

of the night. It is most dramatic; the spruces about us deepen the shadow to black while above them the stone 

faces of the mountain glisten and the sky has the brightness of a kind of day. 

In another entry: 

From our feet the cliff dropped in a V-shaped divide straight down to the green ocean; and at its base the 

ground swell curled, broke white and eddied. The jagged mountains across shone white against black clouds, 

— what peaks! huge and sharp like the teeth of the Fenris-Wolf. 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/10/21/iris-murdoch-unselfing/
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Victory by Rockwell Kent, 1919. (Available as a print and as stationery cards.) 

It is impossible to place oneself amid such staggering beauty — “it is so beautiful here at times that it seems 

hard to bear,” Kent writes — and not wish to reverence it, to channel it, to magnify it and add to the world’s 

store of wonder with one’s own creations. And so, one cold October day seven weeks after alighting to Fox 

Island, Kent records: 

We came home and had a good dinner. I cut more wood and at last, after one month here on the island, I 

PAINTED. It was a stupid sketch, but no matter, I’ve begun! 

https://society6.com/product/victory-by-rockwell-kent-1919_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/brainpicker/cards?sort=new?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/victory-by-rockwell-kent-1919_print?curator=brainpicker


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 592  march  2022 

 

17 

He feels “the goddess Inspiration returning” and soon the floodgates of his creative force rush open: 

After the morning’s wood cutting I worked hard on my pictures. I’m now at last fully launched upon my 

work with small pictures going well. That’s both a relief and a concern to me. From now on my mind can 

never be quite free. 

In a passage that captures every true artist’s savage and restless devotion to their art — the kind Beethoven 

conveyed in his letter of advice to a little girl longing to be an artist, the kind at the heart of Martha Graham’s 

exquisite notion of “divine dissatisfaction” — Kent writes one October day two months after his arrival: 

Today was a day of hard work for me. I cut wood, baked bread and painted on three canvasses… Over to-

day’s painting I’m filled with pride; it will be equalled by to-morrow’s despair over the very same pictures. 

He becomes a channel for the majesty around him, seeing in it a reflection of his own worldview, mirroring it 

back to the world in the paintings nature draws out of him: 

A wonderfully beautiful day with a raging northwest wind. I must sometime honor the northwest wind in a 

great picture as the embodiment of clean, strong, exuberant life, the joy of every young thing, bearing energy 

on its wings and the will to triumph. 

over him each time the wind parts the curtain of clouds: 

It is no little thing to have one’s work on a day like this out under such a blue sky, by the foaming green sea 

and the fairy mountains. 

From the outset, Kent decides that if his art is to ever be shown in civilization, the exhibition must be titled 

“Paintings of Paradise” — an homage to his love for his son and for his son’s love of the wilderness: “I know 

nothing in all life more beautiful than the perfect belief of Rockwell in his Paradise here,” Kent writes in one 

entry. It is a paradise build of what his literary hero Hermann Hesse, writing in the same era on a different 

landmass in a wholly different landscape, called “the little joys” — those smallest atoms of aliveness. Kent 

records: 

Mornings we get up together and go through a set of Dr. Sargent’s exercises, do them with great energy. Then 

we go naked out-of-doors… No matter what the weather is we go calmly out into it, lie down in the drift, look 

up into the sky, and then scrub ourselves with snow. It’s the finest bath in the world. 

 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2017/05/18/beethoven-emilie-letter/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2015/10/02/martha-graham-creativity-divine-dissatisfaction/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2017/03/06/hermann-hesse-little-joys-my-belief/
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North Wind by Rockwell Kent, 1919. (Available as a print and as stationery cards.) 

https://society6.com/product/the-north-wind-by-rockwell-kent-1919_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/brainpicker/cards?sort=new?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/the-north-wind-by-rockwell-kent-1919_print?curator=brainpicker
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Immersed in “the profound and characteristic winter silence of the out-of-doors,” a grateful gladness slips  

One day, looking around the ramshackle goat-house that is now his home, filled with books and wind, filled 

with a man’s paintings and a child’s love, Kent observes: 

I don’t see why people need better homes than this. 

Bowspirit by Rockwell Kent, 1930. (Available as a print and as stationery cards.) 

 

https://society6.com/product/bowspirit-by-rockwell-kent-1930_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/brainpicker/cards?sort=new?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/bowspirit-by-rockwell-kent-1930_print?curator=brainpicker
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In an entry from the peak of winter, he contemplates how such simple life in harsh conditions can so salve and 

enlarge his creative spirit: 

We have… turned out of the beaten, crowded way and come to stand face to face with that infinite and 

unfathomable thing which is the wilderness; and here we have found OURSELVES — for the wilderness is 

nothing else. It is a kind of living mirror that gives back as its own all and only all that the imagination of a 

man brings to it… and if we have not shuddered at the emptiness of the abyss and fled from its loneliness, it is 

because of the wealth of our own souls that filled the void with imagery, warmed it, and gave it speech and 

understanding. 

Punctuating this surrender to the grandeur of nature and soul are various quotidian tragicomedies. Violent 

wind sweeps in through the cracks in the cabin and powders Kent’s drawing table with snow. The cold grows 

so ferocious that his fountain pen and paint freeze solid, the foxes’ food freezes solid, the water pails freeze 

solid ten feet from the booming stove. One of Olson’s goats — “foolish-faced Angoras” — eats the broom, 

then breaks into the house, leaving “boxes, pails, sacks of grain, cans, rope, tools, all lie piled in confusion 

about the floor.” Such happenings only foment Kent’s deep-souled reflections on life: 

Where little happens and the gamut of expression is narrow, life is still full of joy and sorrow. You’re stirred 

by simple happenings in a quiet world. 

That simplicity becomes a portal to immensity. In consonance with poet Elizabeth Bishop’s insistence on why 

everyone should experience at least one long period of extreme solitude in life, and with his contemporary 

Hermann Hesse’s insight into the destiny-sculpting value of hardship and solitude, Kent writes: 

These days are wonderful but they are terrible. It is thrilling… to reflect that we are absolutely cut off from 

all mankind, that we cannot, in this raging sea, return to the world nor the world come to us. Barriers must 

secure your isolation in order that you may experience the full significance of it. The romance of an adventure 

hangs upon slender threads. A banana peeling on a mountain top tames the wilderness. Much of the glory of 

this Alaska is in the knowledge I have that the next bay — which I may never choose to enter — is 

uninhabited, that beyond those mountains across the water is a vast region that no man has ever trodden, a 

terrible ice-bound wilderness. 

And yet, as much as nature might gladden human nature, it is our nature also to long for love and connection 

with our fellow beings. After twenty weeks of such extreme isolation, in an entry penned in the pit of winter, 

in a sentiment acutely relatable to any twenty-first-century person who has anguished to see an email go 

unanswered or to watch the three dots on their phone blink and disappear, Kent writes: 

It is terribly depressing to have your heart set upon that mail that doesn’t come. 

His suicidal depression returns: 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2016/02/08/elizabeth-bishop-solitude/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2016/02/08/elizabeth-bishop-solitude/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/01/15/hermann-hesse-solitude-suffering-destiny/


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 592  march  2022 

 

21 

I feel like making no record of these days. I take pleasure only in their quick passage. 

Go to Bed by Rockwell Kent, 1919. (Available as a print and as stationery cards.) 

And then, just like that — like it always does and we always forget it does — daybreak comes for the dark 

night of the soul, the curtain of depression open, and he grows porous to beauty again, wakeful to the light of 

aliveness: 

https://society6.com/product/go-to-bed-by-rockwell-kent-1919_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/brainpicker/cards?sort=new?curator=brainpicker
https://www.themarginalian.org/2017/09/27/having-it-out-with-melancholy-jane-kenyon-amanda-palmer/
https://society6.com/product/go-to-bed-by-rockwell-kent-1919_print?curator=brainpicker
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The day has been glorious, mild, fair, with snow everywhere even on the trees. The snow sticks to the 

mountain tops even to the steepest, barest peaks painting them all a spotless, dazzling white. It’s a marvelous 

sight… There never was so beautiful a land as this! 

Eventually, confusions about time arise. His only timepiece — a dollar watch handed down to Olson by its 

previous owner — stops working. Father and son begin living by animal instinct: They rise at daybreak, have 

a prompt breakfast — always the same: oatmeal, cocoa bread, and peanut butter — then eat only when 

hungry as they immerse themselves in the day’s work and in the living world around them, noticing, noticing, 

and turning those noticings into art; in the evenings, Kent plays the flute for little Rockwell and reads to him 

(but not stories about kings and queens, which the boy tells his father he dislikes because “they’re always 

marrying and that kind of stuff”), until they “go to bed without any notion of the hour.” A typical entry 

reads: 

Hard, hard at work, little play, not too much sleep. The wind blows ceaselessly. Rockwell is forever good, — 

industrious, kind, and happy. He reads now quite freely from any book. Drawing has become a natural and 

regular occupation for him, almost a recreation — for he can draw in both a serious and a humorous vein. At 

this moment he’s waiting in bed for some music and another Andersen fairy tale. 

With time so elusive, they lose track of the date. There are practical consequences: The steamer to and from 

Seward — the “New York of the Pacific” — runs on a spare and strict schedule, on which they rely for their 

mail and provisions. There are poetic consequences, too: Unsure when to celebrate little Rockwell’s tenth 

birthday, they designate a best-guess day, on which Kent begins teaching his son to sing and presents him 

with his sole, precious present — “a cheap child’s edition” of a popular natural history encyclopedia. It so 

delights the boy with its depictions of his beloved wild animals that he decides, a generation before Borges, to 

begin writing and drawing an encyclopedia of imaginary beasts. 

Kent grows acutely aware of how these spare gladnesses — books and nature, freedom and love — are the 

fundaments of life, and all the rest is noise. Something quickens in him under the conditions of this new life — 

so spartan, so primal — and deconditions the habits of mind by which civilization bridles the spirit: 

Here in the supreme simplicity of life amid these mountains the spirit laughs at man’s concern with the form 

of Art, with new expression because the old is outworn! It is man’s own poverty of vision yielding him 

nothing, so that to save himself he must trick out in new garb the old, old commonplaces, or exalt to be 

material for art the hitherto discarded trivialities of the mind. 

There are days too short and dark to paint, too bleak to access the aliveness from which art springs — days 

when “the spirit didn’t work.” But there are also days, rosaries of them, that consecrate Kent’s painting with 

a state of total flow: 

It is weeks since I have stopped my work even for a walk. In this “out-of-doors life” I see little of out-of-doors. 
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Five months into this Fox Island life, having “struck a fine stride,” Kent settles into a peculiar creative 

routine: 

During the day I paint out-of-doors from nature by way of fixing the forms and above all the color of the out-

of-doors in my mind. Then after dark I go into a trance for a while with Rockwell subdued into absolute 

silence. I lie down or sit with closed eyes until I “see” a composition, — then I make a quick note of it or 

maybe give an hour’s time to perfecting the arrangement on a small scale. Then when that’s done I’m care 

free. Rockwell and I play cards for half an hour, I get supper, he goes to bed. 

Zarathustra and His Friends by Rockwell Kent, 1919. (Available as a print and as stationery cards.) 

Again and again, it is nature — so immediate, so alive, so numinous — that becomes the portal to this trance, 

leaving him with a magnified capacity for art and a clarified lens on life: 

https://society6.com/product/zarathustra-and-his-playmates-by-rockwell-kent-1919_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/brainpicker/cards?sort=new?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/zarathustra-and-his-playmates-by-rockwell-kent-1919_print?curator=brainpicker
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One night, one midnight out on the black waters of a Newfoundland harbor, the million stars above, and on 

the wretched vessel’s deck the horde of half-drunk, soul-starved men saying their passionate farewells, — on 

the dull plain of their life a flash of lightning revealed an abyss; — this night on the still, dark cove of 

Resurrection Bay, rimmed with wild mountains and the wilderness, strong men about you, mad, loosened 

speech and winged, prophetic vision, — God! but sane daylight seeing seems to touch but the white, hard 

surface of where life is hidden. 

And so, seven months into his search for the hiding-place of life, Kent writes: 

This beautiful adventure of ours has come to an end. The enchantment of it has been complete; it has 

possessed us to the very last. How long such happiness could hold, such quiet life continue to fill up the full 

measure of human desires only a long experience could teach. The still, deep cup of the wilderness is potent 

with wisdom. Only to have tasted it is to have moved a lifetime forward to a finer youth… We have learned 

what we want and are therefore wise. As graduates in wisdom we return from the university of the 

wilderness. 

On March 18 — their last day in the wilderness, and the last days of the world’s first winter after the end of 

the war — Kent writes: 

Fox Island will soon become in our memories like a dream or vision, a remote experience too wonderful, for 

the full liberty we knew there and the deep peace, to be remembered or believed in as a real experience in life. 

It was for us life as it should be, serene and wholesome; love — but no hate, faith without disillusionment… 

Ah God, — and now the world again! 

But as he reentered the world, with its falsehoods and human ferocities, Kent carried the wilderness with him, 

its indelible imprint on his soul. Looking back on his time in Alaska, he wrote: 

In living and recording these experiences I have sensed a fresh unfolding of the mystery of life. I have found 

wisdom, and this new wisdom must in some degree have won its way into my work. 
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Superman by Rockwell Kent, 1919. (Available as a print and as stationery cards.) 

https://society6.com/product/superman-by-rockwell-kent-1919_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/brainpicker/cards?sort=new?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/superman-by-rockwell-kent-1919_print?curator=brainpicker
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Woman by Rockwell Kent, 1919. (Available as a print and as stationery cards.) 

https://society6.com/product/woman-by-rockwell-kent-1919_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/brainpicker/cards?sort=new?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/woman-by-rockwell-kent-1919_print?curator=brainpicker
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And indeed it did. The two New York exhibitions of his paintings that followed his return from Alaska were 

artistically and financially triumphal, sparking a new chapter of solvency for him and Kathleen, and 

liberating him at last to devote himself wholly to art. Timed with the second exhibition, the publication of his 

Alaska journal was heralded by England’s most esteemed culture magazine as “the most remarkable book to 

come out of America since Leaves of Grass.” (An epoch earlier, the English — much thanks to Anne 

Gilchrist’s impassioned advocacy — had been early to recognize Whitman’s genius when his own country 

derided and dismissed him.) 

When the first exhibition of his Alaska drawings was being mounted, the gallery engaged one of New York’s 

preeminent art critics to compose the introduction for the catalogue. He wrote to Kent to learn more about 

how this time in the wilderness shaped his artistic practice. Kent responded with a letter so exquisite, so 

vibrant with his authentic spirit, that it was printed as the introduction instead. In it, he wrote: 

It has always been hard for me to understand myself, to know why I work and love and live. Yet it is 

fortunate that such matters find a way of caring for themselves. I came to Alaska because I love the North. I 

crave snow-topped mountains, dreary wastes, and the cruel Northern sea with its hard horizons at the edge of 

the world where infinite space begins. Here skies are clearer and deeper and, for the greater wonders they 

reveal, a thousand times more eloquent of the eternal mystery than those of softer lands. 

While elsewhere in New York Edna St. Vincent Millay was composing her now-iconic sonnet that begins with 

“My candle burns at both ends,” to be published months later, Kent reflects on the allure of the Great North’s 

elemental brutality, on the magnetic misery in the “gloom of the long and lonely winter nights,” and writes: 

Always I have fought and worked and played with a fierce energy, and always as a man of flesh and blood 

and surging spirit. I have burned the candle at both ends and can only wonder that there has been left even a 

slender taper glow for art. 

And so this sojourn in the wilderness is in no sense an artist’s junket in search of picturesque material for 

brush or pencil, but the fight to freedom of a man who detests the petty quarrels and bitterness of the 

crowded world — the pilgrimage of a philosopher in quest of Happiness! But the wilderness is what man 

brings to it, no more. If little Rockwell and I can live in these vast silences beside the heartless ocean, perched 

high up on the peak of the earth with the wind all about us, if we can stand here and not flee from the terror 

of emptiness, it is because the wealth of our own souls warms the mountains and sea, and peoples the great 

desolate spaces. For the time we look into ourselves and are not afraid. We find here life, true life — life rich, 

resplendent, and full of love. We have learned not to fear destiny but to live for the heaven that can be made 

upon earth. 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/03/05/anne-gilchrist-walt-whitman-letters/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/08/03/the-universe-in-verse-natalie-batalha-edna-st-vincent-millay/
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Untitled by Rockwell Kent, 1919. (Available as a print and as stationery cards.) 

https://society6.com/product/untitled-by-rockwell-kent_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/brainpicker/cards?sort=new?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/untitled-by-rockwell-kent_print?curator=brainpicker
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With the distance of eleven years, Kent looked back on the experience to find in it the kernels of a larger truth 

— personal and universal, humanistic and more-than-human. (Some necessary calibration for the ahistorical 

bristling modern readers often experience at our ancestors’ word-choices: Women were not yet citizens and would 

finally win the right to vote two months after the artist’s return from Alaska, which was not yet a state and 

wouldn’t be for another forty years; the word “man” was both the unexamined universal pronoun — to remain 

so until Ursula K. Le Guin so exquisitely unsexed it two generations later — and a reflection of what was 

practically possible and culturally permissible for women’s access to independent travel and wilderness 

adventuring.) Kent writes in the introduction of the second edition of Wilderness: 

The thought that was born to me in the quietness of that adventure — that in the wilderness, in uneventful 

solitude, men for companionship must find themselves — has come to be for me the truth. Maybe the only 

truth I know. 

Go, young men to grow wise and wise men to stay young, not West nor East nor North nor South, but 

anywhere that men are not. For we all need, profoundly, to maintain ourselves in our essential, God-

descended manhood against the forces of the day we live in — to be at last less products of a culture than the 

makers of it. There, in that wilderness so anciently unchanged it might have seen a hundred cultures flower 

and die, there realize — you must — that what is you, what feels and fears and hungers and exalts, is ancient 

as the wilderness itself, rich as the wilderness and kin to it. And of those ancient values of the soul, Art 

through all its fashions of utterance, despite them all, despite the turmoil of this age, despite New York and 

Harlem, steel and jazz, proclaims above the riot of Godlessness that there, in Man, eternally, is all the very 

much man ever knew of God. 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/02/15/rockwell-kent-

wilderness/?mc_cid=576c35865d&mc_eid=d1c16ac662  

https://www.themarginalian.org/2014/10/17/ursula-k-le-guin-gender/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0819552933/braipick-20
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Albrecht Dürer’s Pillow Studies (1493) 

 

In his early twenties, after years of wanderjahr-ing across Europe, Albrecht Dürer returned home to 

Nuremberg, now fully trained in his craft. During this moment of transition, the young artist completed a 

double-sided line-drawing in pen. On one side, we find a self-portrait of Dürer. The artist is bodiless, except 

for an outsized hand, posed as if holding a pen too thin to see. A pillow appears below his shoulder-length 

hair, pressed into a hatched shadow, which mirrors the darkness of his palm. While the artist’s portrait is 

believed to have been a preparation for Portrait of the Artist Holding a Thistle (1493) — considered “one of the 

earliest independent self-portraits in Western painting” — the presence of hand and cushion create an 

unlikely trinity. There is “a harmony that you wouldn’t expect at first”, says curator Stijn Alsteens, as the 

observing eye, recording hand, and object of study come into alignment. Yet there is also something 

uncanny about the chosen perspective, for the pillow “looms upward toward the viewer, unsupported, at an 

angle that is difficult to explain”. This spatial ambiguity, argues Freyda Spira, “brings to life a composition 

that could easily have looked like three isolated studies”. 

https://www.metmuseum.org/art/collection/search/459214
https://www.khanacademy.org/humanities/renaissance-reformation/northern/durer/v/tipping-point
https://books.google.fi/books?id=VCCzi4lQ7eAC&pg=PA35#v=onepage&q&f=false
https://books.google.fi/books?id=VCCzi4lQ7eAC&pg=PA35#v=onepage&q&f=false
https://books.google.fi/books?id=ieZ78FfWRtkC&pg=PA12
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On the verso side, we find a composition brought to life in another way — six pillows, contorted into the shape 

of fitful sleep, which seem to slip between the waking world and the stuff of dreams. There is the same spatial 

ambiguity of the recto: the hatching on the first two pillows extends beyond their borders to become shadows 

on the page, while the other cushions float in a depthless vacuum. No countenance of the artist features here, 

but if you look long enough, the cushions’ folds may assume the contours of distorted faces. “Once set in 

motion”, writes Joseph Leo Koerner, “this game of ‘seeing as’ can be played indefinitely, transforming 

corners into noses, chins, or satyrs’ horns, and creases into mouths and brows, until each pillow is animated 

by a number of hypothetical masks frowning, laughing, fretting, and speaking”. The drawings take the 

German word for pillow, Kopfkissen (headpillow), literally, fashioning Kissen into Kopf. 

 

Dürer’s treatment of the pillow can be neatly nested in the tradition of “drapery studies”, a vehicle for a 

young artist to explore the play of light on folds and its expressive possibilities. And yet, when viewed in 

relation to Dürer's self-portrait overleaf, the six pillows also read like notes toward the artist’s later aesthetic 

theories, articulated in the postscript to the third volume of The Four Books on Human Proportion, especially 

his concern with dream, reality, and the imagination’s recombinatory powers. “Therefore, if he [the artist] 

were to live many hundreds of years, and labor to the best of his abilities, if he so wished, through the power 

of God he would daily spill out and make new forms of men and other creatures that nobody had ever seen or 

thought of before.” Anticipating Samuel Taylor Coleridge’s description of the imagination’s esemplastic 

power — “a repetition in the finite mind of the eternal act of creation. . . [the imagination] dissolves, diffuses, 

dissipates, in order to re-create” — by several centuries, Dürer also admonishes the would-be Prometheus. An 

artist “should be cautious not to make something impossible that nature would not allow, unless it would be 

that one wanted to make a dream work [traumwerk], in which case one may mix together every kind of 

creature.” These pillows, then, might be viewed as a kind of memory foam, which not only preserves the 

partial imprints of a sleeper’s face, but also the fantastic, hybrid creatures that populate her dreamscapes. 

https://publicdomainreview.org/collection/durer-pillow-studies 

  

https://books.google.fi/books?id=CVWEqfKxcwsC&pg=PA28
https://archive.org/details/hierinnsindbegri00dure/page/n5/mode/2up
https://www.jstor.org/stable/43188839?seq=1#metadata_info_tab_contents
https://www.gutenberg.org/files/6081/6081-h/6081-h.htm#link2HCH0013
https://www.gutenberg.org/files/6081/6081-h/6081-h.htm#link2HCH0013
https://www.jstor.org/stable/43188839?seq=1#metadata_info_tab_contents
https://publicdomainreview.org/collection/durer-pillow-studies
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The Bear 

By Sarah Manguso 

Issue no. 219 (Winter 1986) 

It’s too neat in here. Everything dangerous has been picked up, just some grit left underfoot. 

The shelves are ugly and next to them is a garbage chute leading God knows where. Entire pallet loads get 

dumped in there: 2 years, 3 years, 4 years, as boxes wind up on the charity van, back in the world. Some of it 

is shredded; some is crisp—laundered once, folded, never worn. 

I need to tidy up before the next of it surges in and needs to be sorted. 

The room is round, white, shadowless. I don’t try to make it beautiful anymore; the things that occupy it are 

already too beautiful. 

Tiny sand dollars, red leaves, fat green seedpods picked up from the path home from school—I put them on 

the highest shelf, where they will turn to dust. 

And then I see the shadow of a bear. 

Is the bear real or fake, I say, picking it up and holding it over the wormhole, taking a moment to stare at its 

eyes before deciding if it’s real or fake or simply imagined . . . and in it goes! 

The bear is too beautiful to be considered. 

Better just to remember an animal disappearing into the wildwood. 

Try not to think about what the child will remember. 

Boxes of books go down the chute. A few others go on a shelf. I wipe my hand across the grime, leave streaks. 

Already I’m trying to think of a serviceable ending, a way to leave everyone comfortable, neither bored nor 

weeping with the ordinary and unbelievable death of it. 

Thirty percent a question and seventy percent an answer, I remind myself, for I have become an expert in the 

art of gentleness. 

No answer, never an answer! quavers the old version of me. Do it like opening a trapdoor the size of the 

world! 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=802dcfea68&e=d538c8f2e0
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No, I should end this thing as if I’ve just been folding laundry, I think, folding laundry, trying not to look at 

anything too hard. 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=802dcfea68&e=d538c8f2e0   

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=802dcfea68&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=802dcfea68&e=d538c8f2e0
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A tonne-scale detector for neutrinoless double-beta decay 

DIPC • DIPC PARTICLE PHYSICS • PARTICLE PHYSICS 

ByDIPC February 24, 2022 0 comments 

Deep below the Spanish side of the Pyrenees, we find the LSC (Laboratorio Subterráneo de Canfranc – 

Canfranc Underground Laboratory), where the NEXT experiment is taking place. Its goal is one of the 

remaining holy grails of particle physics: the proof that the neutrino is its own antiparticle, a result with 

profound meaning not only in the nature of the neutrino itself, but also in the creation of our universe. 

Neutrinos are the only particles in the Standard Model that could be Majorana fermions, that is, completely 

neutral fermions that are their own antiparticles. Majorana neutrinos imply the existence of new physics at an 

energy scale inversely proportional to the observed neutrino masses; given that the neutrino mass is so tiny, 

the energy scale involved is extremely huge. This new-physics scale provides a simple explanation for the 

striking lightness of neutrinos, and is possibly connected 

with the predominance of matter over antimatter in the universe. 

Radioactive isotope 136Xe can undergo a special kind of decay known as double beta decay. In that event, two 

electrons and two neutrinos are emitted from the xenon atom. If the neutrino is its own antiparticle, two 

neutrinos in the same region of space have a chance of annihilate themselves, and only electrons could be 

observed. The actual mechanism is rather complex, but at the end of the day, if the neutrino is a Majorana 

particle, a double beta decay could only emit two electrons and not the whole pack of electrons and neutrinos. 

NEXT aims to detect precisely that: a neutrinoless double beta decay. 

So, if we are using xenon to detect the decay, how much xenon would be the optimal amount to be used? We 

could intuitively think that the more the better from a purely scientific point of view, and, then, technical and 

cost factors would apply to build an optimization model. We need to know the function that relates amount of 

xenon with increase in sensitivity, first. 

https://mappingignorance.org/category/dipc/
https://mappingignorance.org/category/dipc/dipc-particle-physics/
https://mappingignorance.org/category/science/particle-physics/
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/02/24/a-tonne-scale-detector-for-neutrinoless-double-beta-decay/#author
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/02/24/a-tonne-scale-detector-for-neutrinoless-double-beta-decay/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email#comments
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Left: conceptual design of a tonne-scale NEXT detector installed inside a water tank. Right: detail of the 

internal structures of the detector. The active volume, 2.6 m in diameter and height, would hold a mass of 

136Xe of approximately 1109 kg at 15 bar. 

Now, a team of researchers has explored 1 the reach of a tonne-scale version of NEXT considering only 

incremental improvements over the design of NEXT-100, the latest stage of the NEXT detector series, 

expected to start operation in 2022. It has found that through a combination of good energy resolution, 

tracking-based event identification, radiopurity and shielding, a NEXT detector with active mass in the tonne 

range would be able to improve the current limits by more than an order of magnitude in 5 years of operation. 

The researchers found that high-pressure xenon gas technology offers a scalable and modular approach to 

double decay searches, with a tonne-scale sensitivity that depends primarily on exposure and not on the 

details of how the total active mass is deployed. Larger detectors would not exhibit an increase in background 

rate, and several detectors could be deployed in parallel to reach multi-tonne target masses while still taking 

advantage of the full volume of active isotope. 

A one-tonne detector may be not a panacea, though, but a stepping stone in a more ambitious program that 

includes the development of single-molecule fluorescence imaging with barium tagging. 

Author: César Tomé López is a science writer and the editor of Mapping Ignorance 

Disclaimer: Parts of this article may have been copied verbatim or almost verbatim from the referenced 

research paper/s. 

https://mappingignorance.org/2022/02/24/a-tonne-scale-detector-for-neutrinoless-double-beta-decay/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email#note-9235-1
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/06/25/how-to-detect-the-daughter-atom-of-a-neutrinoless-double-beta-decay/
http://about.me/cesar_tome
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constant flow of international visiting researchers. 

• Website 

• @DIPCehu 

 

https://mappingignorance.org/2022/02/24/a-tonne-scale-detector-for-neutrinoless-double-beta-

decay/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email 

  

https://doi.org/10.1007/JHEP08(2021)164
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/02/24/a-tonne-scale-detector-for-neutrinoless-double-beta-decay/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email#reference-9235-1
https://mappingignorance.org/author/dipc/
http://dipc.ehu.es/
https://twitter.com/DIPCehu
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/02/24/a-tonne-scale-detector-for-neutrinoless-double-beta-decay/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/02/24/a-tonne-scale-detector-for-neutrinoless-double-beta-decay/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email
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Unnatural Selection: Emil Schachtzabel’s Pigeon Prachtwerk (1906) 

 

Those who deign to class pigeons as “rats of the sky” have clearly never seen a Pigmy Pouter. Nor, for that 

matter, a silver Jacobin, named because its ornate headdress (composed of a “hood”, “mane”, and “chain”) 

resembles the cowl worn by a sect of Dominican monks. Another breed of pigeons are actual nuns, cousins in 

kind to horsemen, barbs, dragoons, finnikins, and runts. As fanciful as their titles, the diverse appearance of 

these birds makes one wonder how they can all be classed as pigeon. The bug-eyed Budapest tumbler barely 

resembles the peacock-like fantail, the cropper, which can balloon its breast to softball proportions, or, 

indeed, the bizarre frillback, which, at first glance, appears tangled in a mass of perm-treated hair. In the mid-

nineteenth century, as Charles Darwin was substantiating his theories of artificial and natural selection, the 

pigeon served as a proving ground. “Among all the domesticated animals, the pigeons were the most 

divergent and yet the most clearly related to a single ancestor”, writes James A. Secord. Poised on “a 

classificatory edge”, they became a “perfect case study in the power of selection”. 

Citing Darwin by name in his reference book, Illustriertes Prachtwerk sämtlicher Taubenrassen, Emil 

Schachtzabel came of age in the paradigm-molting wake of On the Origin of Species (1859), a work in which 

http://www.blc.arizona.edu/courses/schaffer/449/Pigeons/Secord%20-%20Darwin%20and%20Pigeons.pdf
https://publicdomainreview.org/tags/charles-darwin
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pigeons play a significant role. A government administrator by day, Schachtzabel’s passion for the bird led to 

an appointment as president of the Federation of German Poultry Breeders (Bund Deutscher 

Rassegeflügelzüchter). Yet he remains best known, perhaps, for his Prachtwerk. The lithographs from this 

work collected below, based on watercolor templates by Anton Schöner, illustrate the seemingly limitless 

boundaries of domesticated pigeons, as several birds intrude beyond their frames into the margins of the page. 

Pigeon cultivation weds artistry, Schachtzabel explains, with the manipulated mechanisms of evolution. 

Describing how marvelous combinations of feathers, shading, and color have emerged through the efforts of 

the pigeon’s protector — “the thinking man” (den denkenden Menschen) — he ponders what features might 

appear in future breeds, hoping his book will serve as inspiration. 

Schachtzabel combined two knowledge traditions that had not always overlapped: the practical wisdom of 

pigeon fanciers and the taxonomical theories of naturalists. As described in the Prachtwerk’s preface, Schöner 

positioned his lithographic pigeons at carefully chosen angles to give the fancier a better sense of golden 

proportions, toward which his or her own breeds could strive. Schachtzabel’s introduction, on the other hand, 

recognizes that turn-of-the-century fancying had been reinvigorated by advances in infrastructure — as postal, 

train, and shipping networks created new opportunities to obtain “fresh material” (frisches Zuchtmaterial) for 

crossbreeding. Just a few decades earlier, however, it was rare for fanciers to discuss the biological history of 

their prized columbiformes. “Fanciers almost unanimously believe that the different races are descended from 

several wild stocks”, wrote Darwin in The Variation of Animals and Plants Under Domestication (1868), 

“whereas most naturalists believe that all are descended from the Columba livia or rock-pigeon”. 

While many may associate the evolutionary biologist with Galapagan finches, critics and editors had tried to 

trim the wings of his On the Origin of Species before publication. Reverend Whitwell Elwin, who assessed 

the manuscript, calling it a “wild & foolish piece of imagination”, wrote to the publisher John Murray 

suggesting that Darwin limit his treatise to the pigeon content: “Every body is interested in pigeons. The book 

would be reviewed in every journal in the kingdom, & soon be on every table.” Darwinian evolution may owe 

as much to the HMS Beagle as to a certain gin palace near London’s Borough Market, where the scientist 

would observe seasoned members of a pigeon club and their specimens. What gripped his mind was the 

diversity of color and aspect, the spectrum that Schöner would try to capture on the page. If the fanciers were 

to be believed, and these numerous, domestic breeds were crosses of kaleidoscopic aboriginal stocks, why had 

ornithologists only observed rock-pigeons in nature, which look far more like our feral city pigeons than any 

polychromic rarity? The answer, toward which Darwin was homing, involves genetic mutations, selected for 

by breeders who favored a flashy phenotypic expression. Yet every flamboyant breed descends from the same 

drab and common species — Columba livia. 

That is to say that next time you see a street pigeon, beak deep in a half-eaten kebab, know that its DNA 

contains a pallet richer than any painter’s dream, which — with a few centuries of strategic mating — could 

appear in the plumage of birds yet to come. 

Text by Hunter Dukes 

https://books.google.fi/books?id=jTZbAAAAQAAJ&&pg=PA20#v=onepage&q&f=false
https://de.wikipedia.org/wiki/Anton_Sch%C3%B6ner
https://books.google.fi/books?id=ZIo5AAAAcAAJ&pg=RA1-PA180
https://books.google.fi/books?id=a4B-DwAAQBAJ&pg=PT54
https://www.darwinproject.ac.uk/letter/DCP-LETT-2457A.xml
https://books.google.fi/books?id=fLvMdtxHMC4C&pg=PA34
https://publicdomainreview.org/contributor/hunter-dukes
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https://publicdomainreview.org/collection/schachtzabel-pigeons 

  

https://publicdomainreview.org/collection/schachtzabel-pigeons
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John Lennon on the Satisfying Difficulty of Excellence and the Vital Role of Invisible Incubation in the 

Creative Process 

“Every song I’ve ever written has been absolute torture… except for the ten or so songs the gods give you and 

that come out of nowhere.” 

B Y M ARIA POPOVA  

 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1517909015/braipick-20
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“I carry my thoughts about with me for a long time, sometimes a very long time, before I set them down,” 

Beethoven, having revolutionized music with his stubborn devotion to making unexampled sound, told a 

young composer in reflecting on the role of incubation in his creative process. Two centuries after his death, 

psychology — a science not even a glimmer on the horizon of humanity’s imagination in Beethoven’s 

lifetime — confirmed this intuitive practice, demonstrating that incubation precedes illumination in the five 

stages of the creative process. 

Beethoven lived before the Age of Celebrity, before this awful contortion of art that bamboozled us into 

confusing visibility with merit and grandiosity with genius. Amid such confusion, that inner incubus of 

creativity — invisible to the outside world, impervious to public appraisal — is all the more vital, for it is also 

what enables artists to create rather than cater, to go on making works of truth and beauty answering only to 

their inner voice and accountable only to their own artistic integrity, rather than producing sellable 

commodities that fit snugly into some existing market of tastes and expectations. 

That countercultural creative integrity and its relation to private incubation is what John Lennon (October 9, 

1940–December 8, 1980) channels in his conversation with Jonathan Cott, included in the altogether 

shimmering collection Listening: Interviews, 1970–1989 (public library). 

 

Cott found himself charmed by the way Lennon “wrote little reminders to himself in the wonderfully 

absorbed way that a child paints the sun,” touched by the way this grown man, thrust into a public life and all 

the cynicism it can catalyze in a person, retained the fundamental childlike sweetness that is always our 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/11/25/beethoven-on-creativity/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2013/08/28/the-art-of-thought-graham-wallas-stages/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2013/08/28/the-art-of-thought-graham-wallas-stages/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1517909015/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/listening-interviews-1970-1989/oclc/1107060820?referer=br&ht=edition
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deepest connection to life — our own, and the lives of others that compose the shared symphony of aliveness. 

Cott observes: 

Acerbic and skeptical as he could be, John Lennon never lost his sense of compassion. 

It is this opinionated, openhearted man of forty that Cott met one December evening in 1980 in Lennon’s 

ground-floor apartment at the Dakota — the iconic twentieth-century castle in Manhattan, in front of which he 

would be slain by the gruesome antipode of compassion three days later. 

 
What occasioned Cott’s interview was the release of Lennon’s collaboration with Yoko Ono, Double 

Fantasy — the first record of his in what appeared to the outside world as a five-year creative lull, but was in 

fact the sort of vital, invisible incubation period out of which so many great works of art are born, the type 

that artist Rockwell Kent celebrated in the solitary Alaskan wilderness as one of those times in life “when 

nothing happens — but in quietness the soul expands.” Lennon tells Cott: 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/02/15/rockwell-kent-wilderness/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/02/15/rockwell-kent-wilderness/
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The illusion that I was cut off from society is a joke. I was just the same as any of the rest of you, I was 

working from nine to five — baking bread and changing some nappies and dealing with the baby. People 

keep asking, “Why did you go underground, why are you hiding?” But I wasn’t hiding… It was a big event 

for us to have a baby — people might forget how hard we tried to have one and how many miscarriages we 

had and near-death scenes for Yoko… and we actually had a stillborn child… We put ourselves in situations 

that were stressful, but we managed to have the child that we tried to have for ten years, and my God, we 

weren’t going to blow it. We didn’t move for a year, and I took up yoga with the gray-haired lady on TV. 

[Laughing] 

John Lennon and the convalescing Yoko Ono. (Photograph by Susan Wood. Library of Congress.) 

In a passage replete with life-tested assurance, echoing Beethoven’s insight and applicable to anything from 

new parenthood to pandemic lockdown, Lennon adds: 

There’s a Zen story that Yoko once told me… A king sent his messenger to an artist to request a painting, he 

paid the artist money, and the artist said, “Okay, come back.” So a year goes by, and the messenger comes 

back and tells him, “The king’s waiting for your painting,” and the artist says, “Oh, hold on,” and whips it 

right off in front of him and says, “Here.” And the messenger says, “What’s this? The king paid you twenty 

thousand bucks for this shit, and you knock it off in five minutes?” And the painter replies, “Yeah, but I spent 

https://www.susanwood.com/johnlennon/13
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ten years thinking about it.” And there’s no way I could have written the Double Fantasy without those five 

years. 

Clad in a torn Jagger T-shirt he had gotten during the Rolling Stones’ 1970 tour, Lennon reflects on a review 

of his song “From Me to You” that dismissed it as “below par Beatles,” and considers the odd petty 

satisfaction critics — be they paid or self-appointed — get from chipping at an artist’s general excellence by 

magnifying and lambasting small defects in particular works: 

Mick’s put out consistently good work for twenty years, and will they give him a break? Will they ever say, 

“Look at him, he’s Number One, he’s only thirty-six and he’s put out a beautiful song, ‘Emotional 

Rescue.'”… And God help Bruce Springsteen when they decide he’s no longer God… Right now his fans are 

happy. He’s told them about being drunk and chasing girls and cars and everything and that’s about the level 

they enjoy. But when he gets down to facing his own success and growing older and having to produce it 

again and again, they’ll turn on him, and I hope he survives it. All he has to do is look at me or Mick. So it 

goes up and down, up and down — of course it does, but what are we, machines?… When they first criticized 

“From Me to You” as below par Beatles, that’s when I first realized you’ve got to keep it up, there’s some 

sort of system where you get on the wheel and you’ve got to keep going around. 

Artistic excellence — as every artist has realized, and some have enacted and articulated with uncommon 

clarity — lies not in running oneself into the ground on this clattering hamster wheel of public approval, but 

in continually and quietly ascending one’s own private ladder of creative development. Two centuries after 

Beethoven told a little girl asking his advice on the creative life that the true artist feels no pride in public 

admiration but “is sad not to have reached that point to which his better genius only appears as a distant, 

guiding sun,” and a century after Georgia O’Keeffe told the young Sherwood Anderson that “whether you 

succeed or not is irrelevant [because] making your unknown known is the important thing — and keeping the 

unknown always beyond you,” Lennon laughs as he tells Cott: 

I’m always complaining about how hard it is to write or how much I suffer when I’m writing — that almost 

every song I’ve ever written has been absolute torture… I always think there’s nothing there, it’s shit, it’s no 

good, it’s not coming out, this is garbage… and even if it does come out, I think, “What the hell is it 

anyway?”… And then I realize that I’ve been saying that all these years about every session and every song, 

you know, except for the ten or so songs the gods give you and that come out of nowhere. 

Couple this fragment from Listening with another — Cott’s conversation with Bob Dylan about vulnerability, 

the meaning of integrity, and music as an instrument of truth — then revisit Rilke on the lonely patience of 

creative work and Lennon on the value of meditation. 

 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/02/16/john-lennon-jonathan-cott-

interview/?mc_cid=576c35865d&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/02/27/harriet-hosmer-figuring/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/02/27/harriet-hosmer-figuring/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2017/05/18/beethoven-emilie-letter/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2017/05/18/beethoven-emilie-letter/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2014/12/08/georgia-okeeffe-sherwood-anderson-letters/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2014/12/08/georgia-okeeffe-sherwood-anderson-letters/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2014/12/08/georgia-okeeffe-sherwood-anderson-letters/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1517909015/braipick-20
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/08/27/bob-dylan-jonathan-cott/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/08/27/bob-dylan-jonathan-cott/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/06/22/rilke-patience-solitude-art/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/06/22/rilke-patience-solitude-art/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2015/10/09/john-lennon-letters-meditation/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/02/16/john-lennon-jonathan-cott-interview/?mc_cid=576c35865d&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/02/16/john-lennon-jonathan-cott-interview/?mc_cid=576c35865d&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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A glial cell that touches the heart 

NEUROSCIENCE 

ByRosa García-Verdugo February 21, 2022 0 comments 

Image: Sara Björk 

A new type of cell has been identified in the heart of several organisms, from the zebrafish to mouse and 

human hearts. 

This new type of cell, called “nexus-glia” by its discoverers, as it forms a net around the heart, not only 

appears to possess some characteristics from these cells, but it is also related to producing the right heartbeats. 

Glial cells are the ugly sibling of neurons in the central nervous system, or at least they were, because recently 

new interesting roles for these cells are being discovered which show that they are not just there to feed, 

https://mappingignorance.org/category/science/neuroscience/
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/02/21/a-glial-cell-that-touches-the-heart/#author
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/02/21/a-glial-cell-that-touches-the-heart/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email#comments
https://starvingneuron.com/en/neurociencias/astroglia-key-player-neurodegeneration/
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supply, and support neurons. What’s more, findings like this of the nexus-glia show that glial cells might not 

be restricted to the central nervous system (brain and spine) after all. 

Going back to these nexus-glia found in the heart, which resemble astrocytes (star shaped cells), the lead 

author of the paper published in PLoS Biology 1, Nina L. Kikel-Coury, found such a cell in zebrafish, and 

comparing the gene expression profiles of mouse, human and zebrafish hearts, she found common gene 

signatures for an astroglia-like cell that appears to have been conserved throughout evolution. 

Usually, evolution tends to conserve things which serve a purpose, and in this case, it seems that these cells 

might be implied in the regularity of the heartbeat. Actually, the research team obtained evidence of its 

involvement in heart function from two directions: one, if they inhibited the development of these glial cells 

by tampering with specific genes, the heartbeat became irregular; two, these glial-like cells derive from an 

embryonic cell population which has been associated with up to 30% of congenital heart defects. 

However, despite the promise of these results, there is no functional data yet, and therefore, many questions 

remain open like: how do these cells interact with other heart cells to regulate beating, do they work together 

with the pacemakers or the actual muscle cells? 

All in all, this is an interesting example of the surprises our nervous systems hold on store for us, and how 

everything we learned at school 10-20 years ago will be overwritten in due time. Because science is an ever-

going process, and no dogma is set in stone. 

References 

1. Kikel-Coury NL, Brandt JP, Correia IA, O’Dea MR, DeSantis DF, Sterling F, et al. (2021) 

Identification of astroglia-like cardiac nexus glia that are critical regulators of cardiac 

development and function. PLoS Biol 19(11): e3001444. 

doi: 10.1371/journal.pbio.3001444 ↩ 
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https://doi.org/10.1371/journal.pbio.3001444
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/02/21/a-glial-cell-that-touches-the-heart/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email#reference-9220-1
https://mappingignorance.org/author/rosa-garcia-verdugo/
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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/2022/02/21/a-glial-cell-that-touches-the-

heart/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email  

  

http://starvingneuron.com/
https://twitter.com/starvingneuron
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/02/21/a-glial-cell-that-touches-the-heart/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/02/21/a-glial-cell-that-touches-the-heart/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email
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Last Journal 

By Charles Wright 

Issue no. 104 (Fall 1987) 

Out of our own mouths we are sentenced, 

                                we who put our trust in visible things. 

Soon enough we will forget the world. 

                            And soon enough the world will forget us. 

The breath of our lives, passing from this one to that one. 

Is what the wind says, its single word 

                                                       being the earth’s delight. 

Lust of the tongue, lust of the eye, 

                     out of our own mouths we are sentenced . . . 

 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=fafc78a36d&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=fafc78a36d&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=fafc78a36d&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=fafc78a36d&e=d538c8f2e0


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 592  march  2022 

 

94 

Astronomers confirm intermediate-mass black hole in Andromeda galaxy 

Object is located in rare low-mass stripped nucleus 

 
 

Astronomers confirm rare black hole in Andromeda galaxy. 

• Credit and Larger Version 

 

February 22, 2022 

Astronomers at the University of Utah have confirmed an intermediate-mass black hole, an elusive rarity long 

sought by scientists. The object is hidden in B023-G078, a star cluster in the Andromeda galaxy, the nearest 

spiral galaxy. 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_images.jsp?cntn_id=304505&org=NSF
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://attheu.utah.edu/science-technology/extraordinary-black-hole/
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With a size of 100,000 solar masses, the B023-G078 intermediate-mass black hole is not as large as black 

holes at the center of galaxies, but larger than black holes caused by supernovae. The research, part of a U.S. 

National Science Foundation effort to advance science by creating opportunities for research at cutting-edge 

facilities, was published in The Astrophysical Journal. 

"We have very good detections of the biggest, stellar-mass black holes up to 100 times the size of our sun, 

and supermassive black holes at the centers of galaxies that are millions of times the size of our sun, but there 

aren't any measurements of black hole masses between these," said Anil Seth, senior author of the study. 

"This discovery fills the gap." 

Long thought to be a group of stars held together by gravity, known as a globular star cluster, the researchers 

argue that B023-G078 is actually a stripped nucleus -- remnants of small galaxies that collapsed into larger 

galaxies, their outer stars torn asunder. What remains is a tiny, dense nucleus that orbits the larger galaxy, and 

at the center of that nucleus is a black hole. 

With new data from Gemini Observatory, a program of NSF's NOIRLab, and images from the Hubble Space 

Telescope, the team calculated mass distribution in the object by modeling its light profile. A globular cluster 

has a characteristic light profile and shape. B023-G078's light profile and shape indicated that the object 

couldn't be categorized as a globular cluster. 

"We know big galaxies form generally from the merging of smaller galaxies, but these stripped nuclei allow 

us to decipher the details," said Seth.   

Intermediate-mass black holes could contain the answers to questions about black holes at the centers of low-

mass galaxies and how galaxies are built.  

Glen Langston, a program director in NSF's Division of Astronomical Sciences, added, "These investigators 

have identified an important component in the formation of massive black holes, which dominate the 

dynamics at the heart of galaxies." 

--  NSF Public Affairs, researchnews@nsf.gov 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304505&utm_medium=em

ail&utm_source=govdelivery 

  

https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1813708&HistoricalAwards=false
https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1813708&HistoricalAwards=false
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://iopscience.iop.org/article/10.3847/1538-4357/ac339f
https://beta.nsf.gov/funding/opportunities/international-gemini-observatory
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://noirlab.edu/public/
mailto:researchnews@nsf.gov
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304505&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304505&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
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Arthur Wesley Dow’s Floating World: Composition (1905 edition) 

Arthur Wesley Dow, Composition: A Series of Exercises in Art Structure for the Use of Students and 

Teachers, 6th ed. (New York: The Baker and Taylor Company, 1905). 

 

Examples from the "Dark-and-Light Composition" chapter in Dow's 1905 edition of Composition — Source. 

 

Widely celebrated by art historians as the first design text of the American Arts & Crafts movement, Arthur 

Wesley Dow’s Composition: A Series of Exercises Selected From a New System of Art 

Education revolutionized the American classroom. When Dow’s program for liberating individual artistic 

“Power” (his term for self-expression) came along in 1899, arts education was still locked into the academic 

tradition of copying the masters. Dow gave primary, secondary school, and even university teachers a visual 

grammar, a pattern language toolbox that could be used to make every aesthetic decision: right down to the 

decoration of their studios or the parlors in their homes. Composition’s presentation of visual art as an 

analytic and constructive — rather than imitative — activity was the first tangible breath of abstraction to 

reach the American classroom. And, for more than half a century, it was hailed by artists and art instructors 

alike as offering a system to create freely constructed images on the basis of harmonic relations between lines, 

colors, and patterns. 

https://archive.org/details/compositionserie00dowa/page/54/mode/2up
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Dow’s pedagogical mastery had humble Yankee roots; as an eighteen-year-old high school graduate in 1875, 

he taught farm children and teenagers in a one-room schoolhouse in a remote corner of Ipswich, 

Massachusetts. About this same time, Dow took up sketching as a complement to his pioneering antiquarian 

research in Ipswich’s town records, and then, finding inadequate the heliotype productions of his own hands 

and those of Boston printers, he began to practice wood engraving and lithography, always with a craftsman’s 

rigor. (He once spent an entire day hand-grinding a carpenter’s awl into an engraving tool for his first 

experiments with carving local pear wood.) Absent from the early editions of Composition, some of these 

experiments appear in the greatly expanded 1913 edition, which also includes color plates. 

Printed in green-gray ink, the 1905 edition beautifully conveys Dow’s central principle of “Notan” — a 

neologism adopted from Ernest Fenellosa, the influential art historian and Boston Museum of Fine Arts 

curator of Oriental Art, who combined the Japanese words for “light” and “dark” to describe the play and 

placement of contrast, without the distraction of other elements like color, texture, and fine details. Drawing 

on Dow’s experiences with students at both Brooklyn’s Pratt Institute (1896–1903) and his own Ipswich 

Summer School of Art (founded in 1890), Composition was unique in its inclusion of student work right 

alongside that of Renaissance and Japanese masters. 

While scholars unanimously attribute Dow’s artistic embrace and pedagogical promotion of ukiyo-e — the 

“pictures of the floating world” depicted in Japanese woodblock prints — to his encounter in early 1891 with 

Fenellosa, Dow had for a dozen years been cultivating a wholly original program of minimalist abstraction 

that grew organically out of his love for Ipswich’s unparalleled riparian landscape. When he declared that 

“one evening with Hokusai gave me more light on composition and decorative effect than years of study of 

pictures”, it was due to a lifetime of haunting the marshy borders of the Ipswich River, Labor in Vain Creek, 

and Thatch Bank, which led Dow into mysticism, nurtured by his reading of Whitman and Thoreau as well as 

the Quietist tracts of French mystic Madame Guyon. 

Copying the inscriptions on seventeenth-century tombstones in Ipswich’s burying grounds, Dow appreciated 

how the blue, green, purple, and even pink-tinted slate gravestones harmonized with the hues of this region. 

His preference for the bluish haze of cyanotypes (a collection of 264 of which are viewable here) over 

photography was of a piece with his aversion to the stark white marble of modern headstones, which he called 

“coldly out of place by the side of the mossy green and purple slates of the first settlers, partaking of the 

colors of ground and sky”. 

The woodblock stamp on Composition’s title page — which imaged the low drumlin Eagle Hill fairly floating 

in the midst of the “Silver Dragon”, Dow’s name for a meandering tributary of the Ipswich River — bears the 

Greek letters for synthesis. Dow’s emblem proclaimed not just the synthesis of East and West, but of one’s 

inner landscape with outer Nature, which for this native of an inland reach of Plum Island Sound’s tidal 

estuary, was a floating world of dories, gundalows, hardwood copses, salt hay ricks, and billowing cumulus 

clouds rolling in from the Atlantic. 

 

https://archive.org/details/compositionserie00dowauoft
https://publicdomainreview.org/tags/ukiyo-e
https://www.jstor.org/stable/10.5406/visuartsrese.39.2.0104
https://gallica.bnf.fr/ark:/12148/bpt6k996277b
https://collections.mfa.org/collections/315279/archival-replicas-nineteenthcentury-cyanotypes;jsessionid=C657D1DDF7D8DB9CF7CC0BE8EA0C3241/objects
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Arthur Wesley Dow, In the Salt Marshes, 1908 — Source. 

Text by Kevin Dann 

PUBLISHED 

February 17, 2022 

MEDIUM 

• Books 

https://art.famsf.org/arthur-wesley-dow/salt-marshes-l3141966
https://publicdomainreview.org/contributor/kevin-dann
https://publicdomainreview.org/collections/books
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THEME 

• The Arts 

GENRE 

• Art 

• Design & Picturebooks 

TYPE 

• Non-fiction 

EPOCH 

• 19th Century 

• 20th Century 

TAGS 

art9aesthetics4ukiyo-e8education6drawing3arts and crafts movement2  

 

 

SOURCE Internet Archive / Wellesley College Library  

•  

https://publicdomainreview.org/collections/all/theme/the-arts
https://publicdomainreview.org/collections/all/genre/art
https://publicdomainreview.org/collections/all/genre/design-and-picturebooks
https://publicdomainreview.org/collections/all/type/non-fiction
https://publicdomainreview.org/collections/all/epoch/19th-century
https://publicdomainreview.org/collections/all/epoch/20th-century
https://publicdomainreview.org/tags/art
https://publicdomainreview.org/tags/aesthetics
https://publicdomainreview.org/tags/ukiyo-e
https://publicdomainreview.org/tags/education
https://publicdomainreview.org/tags/drawing
https://publicdomainreview.org/tags/arts-and-crafts-movement
https://archive.org/details/compositionserie00dowa/page/n6/mode/1up
https://publicdomainreview.org/collections/source/internet-archive


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 592  march  2022 

 

100 

 

More Internet Archive content on PDR (628) 

 

•  

 

More Wellesley College Library content on PDR (2) 

 

 

UNDERLYING WORK RIGHTS PD Worldwide  

 
DIGITAL COPY RIGHTS No Additional Rights  

 

https://publicdomainreview.org/collection/dow-composition 

  

https://publicdomainreview.org/collections/source/internet-archive
https://publicdomainreview.org/collections/source/internet-archive
https://publicdomainreview.org/collections/source/wellesley-college-library
https://publicdomainreview.org/collections/source/wellesley-college-library
https://publicdomainreview.org/collections/source/wellesley-college-library
https://publicdomainreview.org/collections/source/wellesley-college-library
https://publicdomainreview.org/rights-labelling-on-our-site#pd-worldwide
https://publicdomainreview.org/rights-labelling-on-our-site#no-additional-rights
https://publicdomainreview.org/collection/dow-composition
https://publicdomainreview.org/collections/source/internet-archive
https://publicdomainreview.org/collections/source/wellesley-college-library
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As the makers of “Fannie Lou Hamer’s America” celebrate the film’s debut on PBS, they are 

working hard to build up and sustain a new generation of visual storytellers from the 

Mississippi Delta.  

Story by Josina Guess 

 

February 22, 2022 

5 
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Carledia Jones seemed quiet that summer day in 2018 while her group at Sunflower County Film 

Academy brainstormed project ideas. Then she asked if it was OK to tell a story. That was the whole 

reason they were there, recalls academy co-founder Joy Davenport — to encourage students to find their 

voice and speak their truth. 

 

Jones shared how she and some friends were recently driving through the rich part of town.  There’s not much 

for teenagers to do in Indianola, Mississippi, and they thought it would be fun to look at the big houses. Some 

white homeowners came out and began to question the Black teens. Jones and her friends drove away but 

realized they were being followed. One of the cars cut them off at a turnaround and the driver said they’d 

called the police. Jones and her friends were confused — they were simply driving and suddenly being 

cornered and accused. They managed to drive away just as another car was approaching, but Jones was still 

shaken by the incident as she recounted it to her film classmates.  
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The class decided to film a reenactment of Jones’ experience and include it in their capstone project, “Find 

Your Voice.” The group had been learning about the Civil Rights movement and documentary filmmaking, 

making connections between then and now. “I couldn’t have asked for more,” Davenport says. “For them to 

be so honest and open with us and to say, ‘This was something that was painful, but we want to share about 

what it was really like.’ That’s the goal.”  

Jones’ story was an example of the “now,” and students’ interviews with community elders gave a sense of 

what it was like “then.” Many of them knew their aunts, uncles, or grandparents had been involved in the 

Civil Rights movement but had never asked for their experiences with the Student Nonviolent Coordinating 

Committee (SNCC), Congress of Racial Equality (CORE), or the National Association for the Advancement 

of Colored People (NAACP). Fannie Lou Hamer was not just a historical figure for the elders in their 

community. They worked alongside her in the freedom struggle. A struggle that continues. 

 

 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=VcmwX2UXG04
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=VcmwX2UXG04
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At the Emmett Till Interpretive Center in Sumner, Mississippi, high school students in the 2021 Sunflower 

County Film Academy program learn about the Civil Rights Movement as they develop skills in documentary 

filmmaking and conducting oral history interviews. 

Inspired by SNCC Freedom Schools, the Sunflower County Film Academy teaches Mississippi Delta high 

school students about Fannie Lou Hamer’s life and legacy and the history of documentary filmmaking, along 

with hands-on skills in video production. The students are given a small stipend as they work together over a 

five-week period to write, direct, produce, and edit a film.     
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Instructor Pablo Correa loves to see the pride in students’ faces as they learn the craft of filmmaking. After 

about the first week into the program, the students had made a short film, and seeing the participants engaged, 

smiling, paying attention to details, and eager to learn more gave Correa a sense of satisfaction.  

The 2018 class held a screening for friends and family at the B.B. King Museum in Indianola. “I cried then,” 

Davenport says, “and I’m fixin’ to cry now.” 
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INSTRUCTOR PABLO CORREA AND STUDENTS KEYSHAWN BRISON, KEYSHAUN MEEKS, AND 

KEZIAH D. ALLEN WATCH "FIND YOUR VOICE" AT THE 2019 CROSSROADS FILM FESTIVAL IN 

JACKSON, MISSISSIPPI. 

“Find Your Voice” was accepted in the 2019 Crossroads Film Festival in Jackson, Mississippi. Although all 

were invited, only three students — Keyshaun Meeks, Keziah D. Allen, and Keyshawn Brison — were able to 

come. “Just looking at their faces watching themselves on the big screen in a crowded movie theater,” Correa 

says, “it was priceless.”  
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“Minorities and women are underrepresented in IT fields because they don’t see themselves as the masters of 

this technology; they basically take orders from this technology,” explains Correa, who serves as program 

director and assistant professor of the Digital Media and Communication program at the University of St. 

Joseph in West Hartford, Connecticut. “We wanted to bridge the gap of this digital divide and … help them 

see themselves as capable enough to be represented in an IT field and to find themselves in these jobs in the 

future.”  

  

Correa’s Ph.D. studies at Florida State University connected him with Davenport and the “Fannie Lou 

Hamer’s America” project. When Correa was growing up in Fort Lauderdale, Florida, and dreaming about 

filming rap videos for his friends, he didn’t know what a Ph.D. was. When he went back to school at age 30, 

he realized there is a whole world of media opportunities beyond big Hollywood productions.  

R.J. Fitzpatrick graduated from Delta State University in 2017 with a degree in digital media. While looking 

for a job, he was doing volunteer work for a woman who introduced him to Correa and Davenport. The team 
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was so excited to meet a young filmmaker from Ruleville, Hamer’s hometown, they took a break from 

filming to go out and meet him. Working on “Fannie Lou Hamer’s America” and as an instructor at the 

Sunflower academy has allowed Fitzpatrick to stay in the Delta and give other young people inspiration for 

their futures. 

 

 “I love Mississippi. I love the Mississippi Delta in particular because it’s where I’m from, because of the 

history,” Fitzpatrick says, but he always thought he would need to leave Mississippi to pursue his career as a 

filmmaker. “I never thought … that I would be able to grow and develop here. I beat the odds, I guess. When 

I tell someone I’m going to live off my art, you get a lot of people saying that’s not going to work.” He loves 

showing that it is not only possible for himself, but also for the program participants.  
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~ Watch the Film ~ 

Just as the summer 2018 program was drawing to a close, Lonnie Holley and Cyrus Moussavi asked 

Davenport for help in creating a music video for Holley’s piece “I Snuck Off the Slave Ship.” Davenport says 

she was busy with Sunflower, so the only way it could work was if they could hire some of her students to 

help. Eight students shot footage, and when the short film appeared at the Sundance Film Festival in 2019, 

their names appeared in  the credits. Fitzpatrick says Sundance is an obvious highlight, but his greatest joy is 

in knowing that former academy participants are stepping into leadership roles.   

Keyshaun Meeks enjoyed his experience so much that first summer, he came back in 2021 as an assistant 

instructor. He is following in Fitzpatrick’s footsteps and pursuing a degree in media at Delta State University 

and will teach in the 2022 program. 

In 2019, the Sunflower County Film Academy took a break as the production team worked on final edits and 

funding for “Fannie Lou Hamer’s America.” In 2020, they couldn’t meet in person because of Covid-19. 

They reconvened in the summer of 2021 at the Emmett Till Interpretive Center in Sumner, Mississippi. That 

class of 22 students produced “An Army Rising Up,” incorporating oral histories along with their own voices 

and reflections on life in the Mississippi Delta, Fannie Lou Hamer, and Emmett Till. 

https://bittersoutherner.com/lonnie-holley-one-mans-trash-is-anothers-salvation
https://www.emmett-till.org/
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=wStTWStNKcE
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~ Watch the Trailer ~ 

After the 2018 workshop, Davenport began undergoing gender transition. The 2019 Sundance festival was the 

first time she publicly used the name Joy. “I’m from the South,” Davenport says. “I know that trans people 

are not necessarily treated like serious people; at best we’re not treated like serious people. When I started 

transitioning, I was very worried that I would not be welcome back in Mississippi or that I would not be able 

to command the attention of a room of high schoolers, but we’re planning our 2022 workshop and we’re 

talking to folks and it’s fine, so far; no one is batting an eye, everyone’s cool. Part of my journey has been 

conquering that fear. 

“I trust the people I’m working with,” Davenport adds. “I trust Fannie Lou Hamer’s wisdom, which is, if 

you’re telling the truth, you’ve got nothing to hide, nothing to be afraid of. That was the whole reason I 

transitioned, to begin with. I had this experience in Mississippi with people who can’t just go home and be 

closeted. If we are talking about finding our voice, we’re talking about living our truth, we’re talking about 

documenting our experience, I’m a hypocrite not to be real about this.” 

This summer, the Sunflower County Film Academy will gather in Cleveland, Mississippi. “I’d love to see the 

program grow and for students to have continued access to equipment so that they can get better at it as they 

go,” Correa says. “There are always students that we end up turning down because we just don’t have the 

budget or the capacity — the lack of resources make it difficult.”  The inaugural program was launched with 
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support from the W.K. Kellogg Foundation. Since then, they have raised, and continue to seek, support from 

various sources. 

“We want this program to succeed beyond our own conception of it. If I get hit by a bus tomorrow,” 

Davenport says, “I want this program to exist.”  

Visit Sunflower County Film Academy to learn more and to help sponsor the academy’s mission. Applications 

for summer 2022 will open soon. 

 

 

Josina Guess is a senior writer for The Bitter Southerner and a student in the Narrative Nonfiction MFA 

program at the University of Georgia. She is a contributor to the forthcoming Bigger Than Bravery: Black 

Resilience and Reclamation in a Time of Pandemic, edited by Valerie Boyd. 

Header graphic based on illustration by Abbie Giuseppe. 

https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2022/fannie-lou-hamer-mississippi-sunflower-film-

academy?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=2%2F22%20-

%20Fannie%20Lou%20Hamer%20Week%20%28YvACuh%29&_kx=b-

mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx 

https://www.fannielouhamersamerica.com/sunflower-county-film-academy
https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2022/fannie-lou-hamer-mississippi-sunflower-film-academy?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=2%2F22%20-%20Fannie%20Lou%20Hamer%20Week%20%28YvACuh%29&_kx=b-mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx
https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2022/fannie-lou-hamer-mississippi-sunflower-film-academy?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=2%2F22%20-%20Fannie%20Lou%20Hamer%20Week%20%28YvACuh%29&_kx=b-mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx
https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2022/fannie-lou-hamer-mississippi-sunflower-film-academy?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=2%2F22%20-%20Fannie%20Lou%20Hamer%20Week%20%28YvACuh%29&_kx=b-mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx
https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2022/fannie-lou-hamer-mississippi-sunflower-film-academy?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=2%2F22%20-%20Fannie%20Lou%20Hamer%20Week%20%28YvACuh%29&_kx=b-mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx
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Achieving Perspective: Trailblazing Astronomer Maria Mitchell and the Poetry of the Cosmic Perspective 

(David Byrne Reads Pattiann Rogers) 

B Y M ARIA POPOVA  

This is the third of nine installments in the 2021/2022 animated season of The Universe in Verse in 

collaboration with On Being, celebrating the wonder of reality through stories of science winged with poetry. 

Here are Chapter 1 (the evolution of life and the birth of ecology, with Emily Dickinson) and Chapter 

2 (Henrietta Leavitt, Edwin Hubble, and the human hunger to know the cosmos, with Tracy K. Smith). 

T HE ANIMAT ED UNIVE RSE IN VER SE:  CH AP T E R T HREE 

 

https://www.themarginalian.org/the-universe-in-verse/
https://onbeing.org/universe-in-verse/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/02/04/universe-in-verse-animated-episode-1/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/02/11/universe-in-verse-animated-hubble/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/02/11/universe-in-verse-animated-hubble/
https://www.themarginalian.org/the-universe-in-verse/
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Portrait of Maria Mitchell, 1840s. (Maria Mitchell Museum. Photograph: Maria Popova) 
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America’s first professional female astronomer, she was also the first woman employed by the federal 

government for a “specialized non-domestic skill.” After discovering her famous comet, she was hired as 

“computer of Venus,” performing complex mathematical calculations to help sailors navigate the globe — a 

one-woman global positioning system a century and a half before Einstein’s theory of relativity made GPS 

possible. 

When Maria Mitchell began teaching at Vassar College as the only woman on the faculty, the college 

handbook mandated that neither she nor her female students were allowed outside after nightfall — a 

somewhat problematic dictum, given she was hired to teach astronomy. She overturned the handbook and 

overwrote the curriculum, creating the country’s most ambitious science syllabus, soon copied by other 

universities — including the all-male Harvard, which had long dropped its higher mathematics requirement 

past the freshman year. 

Maria Mitchell’s students went on to become the world’s first class with academic training in what we now 

call astrophysics. They happened to all be women. 

Maria Mitchell, standing at telescope, with her students at Vassar 

Science was one of Maria Mitchell’s two great passions. The other was poetry. 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2013/10/01/october-1-1847-miss-mitchells-comet/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1451018460/braipick-20
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At her regular “dome parties” inside the Vassar College Observatory, which was also her home, students and 

occasional esteemed guests — Julia Ward Howe among them — gathered to play a game of writing 

extemporaneous verses about astronomy on scraps of used paper: sonnets to the stars, composed on the back 

of class notes and calculations. 

Mitchell taught astronomy until the very end of her long life, when she confided in one of her students that 

she would rather have written a great poem than discovered a great comet. But scientific discovery is what 

gave her the visibility to blaze the way for women in science and enchant generations of lay people the poetry 

of the cosmic perspective. 

Art from What Miss Mitchell Saw 

It was this living example that became Maria Mitchell’s great poem, composed in the language of being — as 

any life of passion and purpose ultimately becomes. 

“Mingle the starlight with your lives,” she often told her students, “and you won’t be fretted by trifles.” 

And yet here we are, our transient lives constantly fretted by trifles as we live them out in the sliver of 

spacetime allotted us by chance. 

To be human is to live suspended between the scale of glow-worms and the scale of galaxies, to live with our 

creaturely limitations without being doomed by them — we have, after all, transcended them to unravel the 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2017/12/21/reflection/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/10/01/what-miss-mitchell-saw/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/10/01/what-miss-mitchell-saw/
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molecular mystery of the double helix and compose the Benedictus and land a mechanical prosthesis of our 

curiosity on Mars. We have dreamt these things possible, then made them real — proof that we are a species 

of limitless imagination along the forward vector of our dreams. But we are also a species continually 

blinkered — sometimes touchingly, sometimes tragically — by our own delusions about the totality around 

us. Our greatest limitation is not that of imagination but that of perspective — our lens is too easily contracted 

by the fleeting urgencies of the present, too easily blurred by the hopes and fears of our human lives. 

Two centuries ago, Maria Mitchell — a key figure in Figuring — understood this with uncommon poetry of 

perspective. 

 

A century after Maria Mitchell returned her borrowed stardust to the 

universe that made it, the poet Pattiann Rogers extended a kindred invitation to perspective, untrifling the 

tender moments that make a life worth living. 

Published in her collection Firekeeper (public library), it is read for us here by the ever-optimistic David 

Byrne, with original art by his ever-perspectival longtime collaborator Maira Kalman and original music by 

the symphonic-spirited Jherek Bischoff. 

ACHIEVING PERSPECTIVE 

by Pattiann Rogers 

https://www.themarginalian.org/tag/maria-mitchell/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/11/01/figuring/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1571314210/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/firekeeper-selected-poems/oclc/1154359922&referer=brief_results
https://www.themarginalian.org/2020/05/14/one-fine-day-david-byrne-brooklyn-youth-chorus-national-sawdust/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/06/22/maira-kalman-darling-baby/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2020/11/29/american-utopia-maira-kalman-david-byrne/
https://www.patreon.com/jherekbischoff
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1571314210/braipick-20
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Straight up away from this road, 

Away from the fitted particles of frost 

Coating the hull of each chick pea, 

And the stiff archer bug making its way 

In the morning dark, toe hair by toe hair, 

Up the stem of the trillium, 

Straight up through the sky above this road right now, 

The galaxies of the Cygnus A cluster 

Are colliding with each other in a massive swarm 

Of interpenetrating and exploding catastrophes. 

I try to remember that. 

And even in the gold and purple pretense 

Of evening, I make myself remember 

That it would take 40,000 years full of gathering 

Into leaf and dropping, full of pulp splitting 

And the hard wrinkling of seed, of the rising up 

Of wood fibers and the disintegration of forests, 

Of this lake disappearing completely in the bodies 

Of toad slush and duckweed rock, 

40,000 years and the fastest thing we own, 

To reach the one star nearest to us. 

And when you speak to me like this, 

I try to remember that the wood and cement walls 

Of this room are being swept away now, 

Molecule by molecule, in a slow and steady wind, 

And nothing at all separates our bodies 

From the vast emptiness expanding, and I know 

We are sitting in our chairs 

Discoursing in the middle of the blackness of space. 

And when you look at me 

I try to recall that at this moment 

Somewhere millions of miles beyond the dimness 

Of the sun, the comet Biela, speeding 

In its rocks and ices, is just beginning to enter 

The widest arc of its elliptical turn. 

Previously on The Universe in Verse: Chapter 1 (the evolution of flowers and the birth of ecology, with Emily 

Dickinson); Chapter 2 (Henrietta Leavitt, Edwin Hubble, and the age of space telescopes, with Tracy K. 

Smith). 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/02/18/achieving-

perspective/?mc_cid=576c35865d&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/02/04/universe-in-verse-animated-episode-1/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/02/11/universe-in-verse-animated-hubble/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/02/18/achieving-perspective/?mc_cid=576c35865d&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/02/18/achieving-perspective/?mc_cid=576c35865d&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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Pinocchio 

by C. Collodi 

 

 

C. Collodi created the legendary character, Pinocchio, The Tale of a Puppet. Originally titled The Story of a 

Marionette, but most commonly simply called Pinocchio, was originally published in 1880 in the first Italian 

magazine for children. It is about an old carpenter, Geppetto's clever invention of a puppet who has 

adventures as a real boy. The beloved character, the talking cricket (long before Disney's version named him 

Jiminy) and a fairy can help, but cannot keep him entirely out of harm's way. His assailants include a cast of 

assassins, a fox, a cat, and a dog. He turns into a donkey and is swallowed by a dog-fish. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/c-collodi
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Numerous adaptations have delighted generations of children since its original creation by Collodi, most 

memorable, Walt Disney's Pinocchio. It remains one of Disney's greatest movies, released in 1940. 

We've chosen the 1916 edition featuring beautiful illustrations by Alice Carsey. Enjoy rediscovering its magic 

by reading this classic children's story with your favorite child. 

Chapter I - The Piece of Wood that Laughed and Cried Like a Child 

 

There was once upon a time a piece of wood in the shop of an old carpenter named Master Antonio. 

Everybody, however, called him Master Cherry, on account of the end of his nose, which was always as red 

and polished as a ripe cherry. 

No sooner had Master Cherry set eyes on the piece of wood than his face beamed with delight, and, rubbing 

his hands together with satisfaction, he said softly to himself: 

"This wood has come at the right moment; it will just do to make the leg of a little table." 

He immediately took a sharp axe with which to remove the bark and the rough surface, but just as he was 

going to give the first stroke he heard a very small voice say imploringly, "Do not strike me so hard!" 

He turned his terrified eyes all around the room to try and discover where the little voice could possibly have 

come from, but he saw nobody! He looked under the bench—nobody; he looked into a cupboard that was 

always shut—nobody; he looked into a basket of shavings and sawdust—nobody; he even opened the door of 

the shop and gave a glance into the street—and still nobody. Who, then, could it be? 

"I see how it is," he said, laughing and scratching his wig, "evidently that little voice was all my imagination. 

Let us set to work again." 

And, taking up the axe, he struck a tremendous blow on the piece of wood. 

"Oh! oh! you have hurt me!" cried the same little voice dolefully. 

This time Master Cherry was petrified. His eyes started out of his head with fright, his mouth remained open, 

and his tongue hung out almost to the end of his chin, like a mask on a fountain. As soon as he had recovered 

the use of his speech he began to say, stuttering and trembling with fear: 

http://movies.disney.com/pinocchio
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"But where on earth can that little voice have come from that said 'Oh! oh!'? Is it possible that this piece of 

wood can have learned to cry and to lament like a child? I cannot believe it. This piece of wood is nothing but 

a log for fuel like all the others, and thrown on the fire it would about suffice to boil a saucepan of beans. 

How then? Can anyone be hidden inside it? If anyone is hidden inside, so much the worse for him. I will settle 

him at once." 

So saying, he seized the poor piece of wood and commenced beating it without mercy against the walls of the 

room. 

Then he stopped to listen if he could hear any little voice lamenting. He waited two minutes—nothing; five 

minutes—nothing; ten minutes—still nothing! 

"I see how it is," he then said, forcing himself to laugh, and pushing up his wig; "evidently the little voice that 

said 'Oh! oh!' was all my imagination! Let us set to work again." 

Putting the axe aside, he took his plane, to plane and polish the bit of wood; but whilst he was running it up 

and down he heard the same little voice say, laughing: 

"Stop! you are tickling me all over!" 

This time poor Master Cherry fell down as if he had been struck by lightning. When he at last opened his eyes 

he found himself seated on the floor. 

His face was changed, even the end of his nose, instead of being crimson, as it was nearly always, had 

become blue from fright. 

Chapter II - Master Cherry Gives the Wood Away 
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At that moment some one knocked at the door. 

"Come in," said the carpenter, without having the strength to rise to his feet. 

A lively little old man immediately walked into the shop. His name was Geppetto, but when the boys of the 

neighborhood wished to make him angry they called him Pudding, because his yellow wig greatly resembled 

a pudding made of Indian corn. 

Geppetto was very fiery. Woe to him who called him Pudding! He became furious and there was no holding 

him. 

"Good-day, Master Antonio," said Geppetto; "what are you doing there on the floor?" 

"I am teaching the alphabet to the ants." 

"Much good may that do you." 
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"What has brought you to me, neighbor Geppetto?" 

"My legs. But to tell the truth. Master Antonio, I came to ask a favor of you." 

"Here I am, ready to serve you," replied the carpenter, getting on his knees. 

"This morning an idea came into my head." 

"Let us hear it." 

"I thought I would make a beautiful wooden puppet; one that could dance, fence, and leap like an acrobat. 

With this puppet I would travel about the world to earn a piece of bread and a glass of wine. What do you 

think of it?" 

"Bravo, Pudding!" exclaimed the same little voice, and it was impossible to say where it came from. 

Hearing himself called Pudding, Geppetto became as red as a turkey-cock from rage and, turning to the 

carpenter, he said in a fury: 

"Why do you insult me?" 

"Who insults you?" 

"You called me Pudding!" 

"It was not I!" 

"Do you think I called myself Pudding? It was you, I say!" 

"No!" 

"Yes!" 

"No!" 

"Yes!" 
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And, becoming more and more angry, from words they came to blows, and, flying at each other, they bit and 

fought, and scratched. 

When the fight was over Master Antonio was in possession of Geppetto's yellow wig, and Geppetto 

discovered that the grey wig belonging to the carpenter remained between his teeth. 

"Give me back my wig," screamed Master Antonio. 

"And you, return me mine, and let us be friends again." 

The two old men having each recovered his own wig, shook hands and swore that they would remain friends 

to the end of their lives. 

"Well, then, neighbor Geppetto," said the carpenter, to prove that peace was made, "what is the favor that you 

wish of me?" 

"I want a little wood to make my puppet; will you give me some?" 

Master Antonio was delighted, and he immediately went to the bench and fetched the piece of wood that had 

caused him so much fear. But just as he was going to give it to his friend the piece of wood gave a shake and, 

wriggling violently out of his hands, struck with all of its force against the dried-up shins of poor Geppetto. 

"Ah! is that the courteous way in which you make your presents, Master Antonio? You have almost lamed 

me!" 

"I swear to you that it was not I!" 

"Then you would have it that it was I?" 

"The wood is entirely to blame!" 

"I know that it was the wood; but it was you that hit my legs with it!" 

"I did not hit you with it!" 

"Liar!" 
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"Geppetto, don't insult me or I will call you Pudding!" 

"Knave!" 

"Pudding!" 

"Donkey!" 

"Pudding!" 

"Baboon!" 

"Pudding!" 

On hearing himself called Pudding for the third time Geppetto, mad with rage, fell upon the carpenter and 

they fought desperately. 

When the battle was over, Master Antonio had two more scratches on his nose, and his adversary had lost two 

buttons off his waistcoat. Their accounts being thus squared, they shook hands and swore to remain good 

friends for the rest of their lives. 

Geppetto carried off his fine piece of wood and, thanking Master Antonio, returned limping to his house. 

Chapter III - Geppetto Names His Puppet Pinocchio 

 

Geppetto lived in a small ground-floor room that was only lighted from the staircase. The furniture could not 

have been simpler—a rickety chair, a poor bed, and a broken-down table. At the end of the room there was a 

fireplace with a lighted fire; but the fire was painted, and by the fire was a painted saucepan that was boiling 

cheerfully and sending out a cloud of smoke that looked exactly like real smoke. 

As soon as he reached home Geppetto took his tools and set to work to cut out and model his puppet. 

"What name shall I give him?" he said to himself; "I think I will call him Pinocchio. It is a name that will 

bring him luck. I once knew a whole family so called. There was Pinocchio the father, Pinocchia the mother, 

and Pinocchi the children, and all of them did well. The richest of them was a beggar." 
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Having found a name for his puppet he began to work in good earnest, and he first made his hair, then his 

forehead, and then his eyes. 

The eyes being finished, imagine his astonishment when he perceived that they moved and looked fixedly at 

him. 

Geppetto, seeing himself stared at by those two wooden eyes, said in an angry voice: 

"Wicked wooden eyes, why do you look at me?" 

No one answered. 

He then proceeded to carve the nose, but no sooner had he made it than it began to grow. And it grew, and 

grew, and grew, until in a few minutes it had become an immense nose that seemed as if it would never end. 

Poor Geppetto tired himself out with cutting it off, but the more he cut and shortened it, the longer did that 

impertinent nose become! 

The mouth was not even completed when it began to laugh and deride him. 

"Stop laughing!" said Geppetto, provoked; but he might as well have spoken to the wall. 

"Stop laughing, I say!" he roared in a threatening tone. 

The mouth then ceased laughing, but put out its tongue as far as it would go. 

Geppetto, not to spoil his handiwork, pretended not to see and continued his labors. After the mouth he 

fashioned the chin, then the throat, then the shoulders, the stomach, the arms and the hands. 

The hands were scarcely finished when Geppetto felt his wig snatched from his head. He turned round, and 

what did he see? He saw his yellow wig in the puppet's hand. 

"Pinocchio! Give me back my wig instantly!" 

But Pinocchio, instead of returning it, put it on his own head and was in consequence nearly smothered. 
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Geppetto at this insolent and derisive behavior felt sadder and more melancholy than he had ever been in his 

life before; and, turning to Pinocchio, he said to him: 

"You young rascal! You are not yet completed and you are already beginning to show want of respect to your 

father! That is bad, my boy, very bad!" 

And he dried a tear. 

The legs and the feet remained to be done. 

When Geppetto had finished the feet he received a kick on the point of his nose. 

"I deserve it!" he said to himself; "I should have thought of it sooner! Now it is too late!" 

He then took the puppet under the arms and placed him on the floor to teach him to walk. 

Pinocchio's legs were stiff and he could not move, but Geppetto led him by the hand and showed him how to 

put one foot before the other. 

When his legs became limber Pinocchio began to walk by himself and to run about the room, until, having 

gone out of the house door, he jumped into the street and escaped. 

Poor Geppetto rushed after him but was not able to overtake him, for that rascal Pinocchio leaped in front of 

him like a hare and knocking his wooden feet together against the pavement made as much clatter as twenty 

pairs of peasants' clogs. 

"Stop him! stop him!" shouted Geppetto; but the people in the street, seeing a wooden puppet running like a 

race-horse, stood still in astonishment to look at it, and laughed and laughed. 

At last, as good luck would have it, a soldier arrived who, hearing the uproar, imagined that a colt had 

escaped from his master. Planting himself courageously with his legs apart in the middle of the road, he 

waited with the determined purpose of stopping him and thus preventing the chance of worse disasters. 

When Pinocchio, still at some distance, saw the soldier barricading the whole street, he endeavored to take 

him by surprise and to pass between his legs. But he failed entirely. 

The soldier without disturbing himself in the least caught him cleverly by the nose and gave him to Geppetto. 

Wishing to punish him, Geppetto intended to pull his ears at once. But imagine his feelings when he could not 
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succeed in finding them. And do you know the reason? In his hurry to model him he had forgotten to make 

any ears. 

He then took him by the collar and as he was leading him away he said to him, shaking his head 

threateningly: 

"We will go home at once, and as soon as we arrive we will settle our accounts, never doubt it." 

At this information Pinocchio threw himself on the ground and would not take another step. In the meanwhile 

a crowd of idlers and inquisitive people began to assemble and to make a ring around them. 

Some of them said one thing, some another. 

"Poor puppet!" said several, "he is right not to wish to return home! Who knows how Geppetto, that bad old 

man, will beat him!" 

And the others added maliciously: 

"Geppetto seems a good man! but with boys he is a regular tyrant! If that poor puppet is left in his hands he is 

quite capable of tearing him in pieces!" 

It ended in so much being said and done that the soldier at last set Pinocchio at liberty and led Geppetto to 

prison. The poor man, not being ready with words to defend himself, cried like a calf and as he was being led 

away to prison sobbed out: 

"Wretched boy! And to think how I labored to make him a well-conducted puppet! But it serves me right! I 

should have thought of it sooner!" 

Chapter IV - The Talking-Cricket Scolds Pinocchio 
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While poor Geppetto was being taken to prison for no fault of his, that imp Pinocchio, finding himself free 

from the clutches of the soldier, ran off as fast as his legs could carry him. That he might reach home the 

quicker he rushed across the fields, and in his mad hurry he jumped high banks, thorn hedges and ditches full 

of water. 

Arriving at the house he found the street door ajar. He pushed it open, went in, and having fastened the latch, 

threw himself on the floor and gave a great sigh of satisfaction. 

But soon he heard some one in the room who was saying: 

"Cri-cri-cri!" 

"Who calls me?" said Pinocchio in a fright. 

"It is I!" 
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Pinocchio turned round and saw a big cricket crawling slowly up the wall. 

"Tell me, Cricket, who may you be?" 

"I am the Talking-Cricket, and I have lived in this room a hundred years or more." 

"Now, however, this room is mine," said the puppet, "and if you would do me a pleasure go away at once, 

without even turning round." 

"I will not go," answered the Cricket, "until I have told you a great truth." 

"Tell it me, then, and be quick about it." 

"Woe to those boys who rebel against their parents and run away from home. They will never come to any 

good in the world, and sooner or later they will repent bitterly." 

"Sing away, Cricket, as you please, and as long as you please. For me, I have made up my mind to run away 

tomorrow at daybreak, because if I remain I shall not escape the fate of all other boys; I shall be sent to school 

and shall be made to study either by love or by force. To tell you in confidence, I have no wish to learn; it is 

much more amusing to run after butterflies, or to climb trees and to take the young birds out of their nests." 

"Poor little goose! But do you not know that in that way you will grow up a perfect donkey, and that every 

one will make fun of you?" 

"Hold your tongue, you wicked, ill-omened croaker!" shouted Pinocchio. 

But the Cricket, who was patient and philosophical, instead of becoming angry at this impertinence, continued 

in the same tone: 

"But if you do not wish to go to school why not at least learn a trade, if only to enable you to earn honestly a 

piece of bread!" 

"Do you want me to tell you?" replied Pinocchio, who was beginning to lose patience. "Amongst all the trades 

in the world there is only one that really takes my fancy." 

"And that trade—what is it?" 
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"It is to eat, drink, sleep and amuse myself, and to lead a vagabond life from morning to night." 

"As a rule," said the Talking-Cricket, "all those who follow that trade end almost always either in a hospital or 

in prison." 

"Take care, you wicked, ill-omened croaker! Woe to you if I fly into a passion!" 

"Poor Pinocchio! I really pity you!" 

"Why do you pity me?" 

"Because you are a puppet and, what is worse, because you have a wooden head." 

At these last words Pinocchio jumped up in a rage and, snatching a wooden hammer from the bench, he threw 

it at the Talking-Cricket. 

Perhaps he never meant to hit him, but unfortunately it struck him exactly on the head, so that the poor 

Cricket had scarcely breath to cry "Cri-cri-cri!" and then he remained dried up and flattened against the wall. 

 

  



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 592  march  2022 

 

132 

Chapter V - The Flying Egg 

Night was coming on and 

Pinocchio, remembering that he had eaten nothing all day, began to feel a gnawing in his stomach that very 

much resembled appetite. 
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After a few minutes his appetite had become hunger and in no time his hunger became ravenous. 

Poor Pinocchio ran quickly to the fireplace, where a saucepan was boiling, and was going to take off the lid to 

see what was in it, but the saucepan was only painted on the wall. You can imagine his feelings. His nose, 

which was already long, became longer by at least three inches. 

He then began to run about the room, searching in the drawers and in every imaginable place, in hopes of 

finding a bit of bread. If it was only a bit of dry bread, a crust, a bone left by a dog, a little moldy pudding of 

Indian corn, a fish bone, a cherry stone—in fact, anything that he could gnaw. But he could find nothing, 

nothing at all, absolutely nothing. 

And in the meanwhile his hunger grew and grew. Poor Pinocchio had no other relief than yawning, and his 

yawns were so tremendous that sometimes his mouth almost reached his ears. And after he had yawned he 

spluttered and felt as if he were going to faint. 

Then he began to cry desperately, and he said: 

"The Talking-Cricket was right. I did wrong to rebel against my papa and to run away from home. If my papa 

were here I should not now be dying of yawning! Oh! what a dreadful illness hunger is!" 

Just then he thought he saw something in the dust-heap—something round and white that looked like a hen's 

egg. To give a spring and seize hold of it was the affair of a moment. It was indeed an egg. 

Pinocchio's joy was beyond description. Almost believing it must be a dream he kept turning the egg over in 

his hands, feeling it and kissing it. And as he kissed it he said: 

"And now, how shall I cook it? Shall I make an omelet? No, it would be better to cook it in a saucer! Or 

would it not be more savory to fry it in the frying-pan? Or shall I simply boil it? No, the quickest way of all is 

to cook it in a saucer: I am in such a hurry to eat it!" 

Without loss of time he placed an earthenware saucer on a brazier full of red-hot embers. Into the saucer 

instead of oil or butter he poured a little water; and when the water began to smoke, tac! he broke the egg-

shell over it and let the contents drop in. But, instead of the white and the yolk a little chicken popped out 

very gay and polite. Making a beautiful courtesy it said to him: 

"A thousand thanks, Master Pinocchio, for saving me the trouble of breaking the shell. Adieu until we meet 

again. Keep well, and my best compliments to all at home!" 

Thus saying, it spread its wings, darted through the open window and, flying away, was lost to sight. 
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The poor puppet stood as if he had been bewitched, with his eyes fixed, his mouth open, and the egg-shell in 

his hand. Recovering, however, from his first stupefaction, he began to cry and scream, and to stamp his feet 

on the floor in desperation, and amidst his sobs he said: 

"Ah, indeed, the Talking-Cricket was right. If I had not run away from home, and if my papa were here, I 

should not now be dying of hunger! Oh! what a dreadful illness hunger is!" 

And, as his stomach cried out more than ever and he did not know how to quiet it, he thought he would leave 

the house and make an excursion in the neighborhood in hopes of finding some charitable person who would 

give him a piece of bread. 

Chapter VI - Pinocchio's Feet Burn to Cinders 

 

It was a wild and stormy night. The thunder was tremendous and the lightning so vivid that the sky seemed on 

fire. 

Pinocchio had a great fear of thunder, but hunger was stronger than fear. He therefore closed the house door 

and made a rush for the village, which he reached in a hundred bounds, with his tongue hanging out and 

panting for breath like a dog after game. 

But he found it all dark and deserted. The shops were closed, the windows shut, and there was not so much as 

a dog in the street. It seemed the land of the dead. 

Pinocchio, urged by desperation and hunger, took hold of the bell of a house and began to ring it with all his 

might, saying to himself: 

"That will bring somebody." 

And so it did. A little old man appeared at a window with a night-cap on his head and called to him angrily: 

"What do you want at such an hour?" 

"Would you be kind enough to give me a little bread?" 

"Wait there, I will be back directly," said the little old man, thinking it was one of those rascally boys who 

amuse themselves at night by ringing the house-bells to rouse respectable people who are sleeping quietly. 
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After half a minute the window was again opened and the voice of the same little old man shouted to 

Pinocchio: 

"Come underneath and hold out your cap." 

Pinocchio pulled off his cap; but, just as he held it out, an enormous basin of water was poured down on him, 

soaking him from head to foot as if he had been a pot of dried-up geraniums. 

He returned home like a wet chicken, quite exhausted with fatigue and hunger; and, having no longer strength 

to stand, he sat down and rested his damp and muddy feet on a brazier full of burning embers. 

And then he fell asleep, and whilst he slept his feet, which were wooden, took fire, and little by little they 

burnt away and became cinders. 

Pinocchio continued to sleep and to snore as if his feet belonged to some one else. At last about daybreak he 

awoke because some one was knocking at the door. 

"Who is there?" he asked, yawning and rubbing his eyes. 

"It is I!" answered a voice. 

And Pinocchio recognized Geppetto's voice. 

Chapter VII - Geppetto Gives His Own Breakfast to Pinocchio 
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Poor Pinocchio, whose eyes were still half shut from sleep, had not as yet discovered that his feet were burnt 

off. The moment, therefore, that he heard his father's voice he slipped off his stool to run and open the door; 

but, after stumbling two or three times, he fell his whole length on the floor. 

And the noise he made in falling was as if a sack of wooden ladles had been thrown from a fifth story. 

"Open the door!" shouted Geppetto from the street. 

"Dear papa, I cannot," answered the puppet, crying and rolling about on the ground. 

"Why can't you?" 

"Because my feet have been eaten." 

"And who has eaten your feet?" 
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"The cat," said Pinocchio, seeing the cat, who was amusing herself by making some shavings dance with her 

forepaws. 

"Open the door, I tell you!" repeated Geppetto. "If you don't, when I get into the house you shall have the cat 

from me!" 

"I cannot stand up, believe me. Oh, poor me! poor me! I shall have to walk on my knees for the rest of my 

life!" 

Geppetto, believing that all this lamentation was only another of the puppet's tricks, thought of a means of 

putting an end to it, and, climbing up the wall, he got in at the window. 

He was very angry and at first he did nothing but scold; but when he saw his Pinocchio lying on the ground 

and really without feet he was quite overcome. He took him in his arms and began to kiss and caress him, and 

to say a thousand endearing things to him, and as the big tears ran down his cheeks he said, sobbing: 

"My little Pinocchio! how did you manage to burn your feet?" 

"I don't know, papa, but it has been such a dreadful night that I shall remember it as long as I live. It 

thundered and lightened, and I was very hungry, and then the Talking-Cricket said to me: 'It serves you right; 

you have been wicked and you deserve it,' and I said to him: 'Take care, Cricket!' and he said: 'You are a 

puppet and you have a wooden head,' and I threw the handle of a hammer at him, and he died, but the fault 

was his, for I didn't wish to kill him, and the proof of it is that I put an earthenware saucer on a brazier of 

burning embers, but a chicken flew out and said: 'Adieu until we meet again, and many compliments to all at 

home': and I got still more hungry, for which reason that little old man in a night-cap, opening the window, 

said to me: 'Come underneath and hold out your hat,' and poured a basinful of water on my head, because 

asking for a little bread isn't a disgrace, is it? and I returned home at once, and because I was always very 

hungry I put my feet on the brazier to dry them, and then you returned, and I found they were burnt off, and I 

am always hungry, but I have no longer any feet! Oh! oh! oh! oh!" And poor Pinocchio began to cry and to 

roar so loudly that he was heard five miles off. 

Geppetto, who from all this jumbled account had only understood one thing, which was that the puppet was 

dying of hunger, drew from his pocket three pears and, giving them to him, said: 

"These three pears were intended for my breakfast, but I will give them to you willingly. Eat them, and I hope 

they will do you good." 

"If you wish me to eat them, be kind enough to peel them for me." 
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"Peel them?" said Geppetto, astonished. "I should never have thought, my boy, that you were so dainty and 

fastidious. That is bad! In this world we should accustom ourselves from childhood to like and to eat 

everything, for there is no saying to what we may be brought. There are so many chances!" 

"You are no doubt right," interrupted Pinocchio, "but I will never eat fruit that has not been peeled. I cannot 

bear rind." 

So good Geppetto peeled the three pears and put the rind on a corner of the table. 

Having eaten the first pear in two mouthfuls, Pinocchio was about to throw away the core, but Geppetto 

caught hold of his arm and said to him: 

"Do not throw it away; in this world everything may be of use." 

"But core I am determined I will not eat," shouted the puppet, turning upon him like a viper. 

"Who knows! there are so many chances!" repeated Geppetto, without losing his temper. 

And so the three cores, instead of being thrown out of the window, were placed on the corner of the table, 

together with the three rinds. 

Having eaten, or rather having devoured the three pears, Pinocchio yawned tremendously, and then said in a 

fretful tone: 

"I am as hungry as ever!" 

"But, my boy, I have nothing more to give you!" 

"Nothing, really nothing?" 

"I have only the rind and the cores of the three pears." 

"One must have patience!" said Pinocchio; "if there is nothing else I will eat a rind." 

And he began to chew it. At first he made a wry face, but then one after another he quickly disposed of the 

rinds: and after the rinds even the cores, and when he had eaten up everything he clapped his hands on his 

sides in his satisfaction and said joyfully: 
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"Ah! now I feel comfortable." 

"You see, now," observed Geppetto, "that I was right when I said to you that it did not do to accustom 

ourselves to be too particular or too dainty in our tastes. We can never know, my dear boy, what may happen 

to us. There are so many chances!" 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/c-collodi/book/pinocchio/summary 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/c-collodi/book/pinocchio/summary
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Antarctic ice's deep past shows it could be more vulnerable to warming 

Scientists document the evolution of Antarctica's ice sheets 20 million years ago 

 
 

Scientists have documented the evolution of Antarctica's ice sheets. 

• Credit and Larger Version 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_images.jsp?cntn_id=304452&org=NSF
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In a study published in the journal Nature, University of South Florida researcher Amelia Shevenell and her 

colleagues documented the evolution of Antarctica's ice sheets some 20 million years ago. The research is 

supported by the U.S. National Science Foundation. 

During this period, called the Early Miocene, Earth experienced both warm and cold climates. Atmospheric 

concentrations of carbon dioxide were like those expected by 2100, if greenhouse gas emissions continue at 

the present rate. During warm Miocene climates, sea level rose by up to 60 meters (197 feet) -- the equivalent 

of melting all the ice currently on the Antarctic continent. 

Until now, the contributions of the larger East Antarctic Ice Sheet, or EAIS, and the smaller West Antarctic 

Ice Sheet, or WAIS, to past global sea levels were uncertain. 

The research was conducted as part of International Ocean Discovery Program Expedition 374 to the Ross 

Sea in Antarctica. IODP Expedition 374 recovered some 1.5 kilometers (nearly 1 mile) of mud from the ocean 

floor, which scientists are analyzing to reconstruct Antarctica's ice sheet evolution over the last 20 million 

years. 

The study, led by Imperial College London researcher Jim Marschalek, shows that the WAIS, the smaller and 

more climatically sensitive of today's Antarctic ice sheets, existed and contributed significantly to global sea 

level 8 million years earlier than previously known. 

The research also reveals that the young WAIS was highly erosive, which lowered the elevation of the land 

beneath the WAIS below sea level, increasing its vulnerability to climate and ocean changes. The study 

provides essential data for climate models, which are used to accurately predict future global sea levels as 

Earth warms and Antarctica's ice sheets melt. 

"Understanding past climate conditions and the behavior of Antarctica's ice sheets is essential to predicting 

how much and how fast sea levels will rise in the future," said Shevenell. "What's happening in Antarctica 

now and in the past may not seem important in our everyday lives. But the West Antarctic Ice Sheet is 

contributing to global sea level rise, and its contributions are increasing as Earth warms. If this part of 

Antarctica were to melt completely, global sea levels would rise about 15 feet, which would displace millions 

of people worldwide." 

--  NSF Public Affairs, researchnews@nsf.gov 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304452&utm_medium=em

ail&utm_source=govdelivery 

  

https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://www.nature.com/articles/s41586-021-04148-0
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://www.usf.edu/marine-science/news/2021/study-of-antarctic-ices-deep-past-shows-it-could-be-more-vulnerable-to-warming.aspx
https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1326927&HistoricalAwards=false
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://www.iodp.org/
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?http://publications.iodp.org/preliminary_report/374/
mailto:researchnews@nsf.gov
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304452&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304452&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
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Researchers identify coral reef 'bright spots' 

'Dark spots' are likely to lose significant coral cover 

 
 

Reefs in Micronesia are "bright spots" where corals are expected to fare better in climate change. 

• Credit and Larger Version 

 

February 14, 2022 

Marine heatwaves are threatening coral reefs around the world. A new study led by researchers at Florida 

Tech has identified coral reef "bright spots" that will likely maintain relatively high coral cover through 

climate change, as well as "dark spots" that are likely to lose significant coral cover. 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_images.jsp?cntn_id=304454&org=NSF
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The findings, from research led by Florida Tech scientist Rob van Woesik, were published in the 

journal Global Change Biology. The study is based on an extensive look at thousands of sites around the 

globe. The research was supported by the U.S. National Science Foundation and conducted in part by the 

organization Reef Check using a standard method. 

"While coral reefs continue to be threatened by climate change, our study sought to locate reefs around the 

world that may survive such temperature stressors, in the hope that we could turn those 'bright spot' reefs into 

sanctuaries, or climate change refuges," said van Woesik. 

"We have developed maps of future coral cover based on climate change projections," said co-author Shannon 

Sully. "Local managers can use them as decision-support tools for conservation efforts." 

The reason some sites are bright spots and some are dark spots is still being determined, but the study 

suggests that larger-scale, coordinated management efforts could ensure that reefs with the greatest chance of 

survival receive specific conservation focus. 

The researchers identified reefs in Indonesia, Malaysia, the central Philippines, New Caledonia, Fiji and 

French Polynesia that could be localities for multinational networks of protected areas. 

--  NSF Public Affairs, researchnews@nsf.gov 

 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304454&utm_medium=em

ail&utm_source=govdelivery 
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Hansel and Gretel 

by The Brothers Grimm 

 

Hansel and Gretel is one of our Favorite Fairy Tales. The original German spelling of "Grethel" has been 

changed to "Gretel" in this text. 

 

 

Hard by a great forest dwelt a poor wood-cutter with his wife and his two children. The boy was called Hansel 

and the girl Gretel. He had little to bite and to break, and once when great scarcity fell on the land, he could 

no longer procure daily bread. Now when he thought over this by night in his bed, and tossed about in his 

anxiety, he groaned and said to his wife, "What is to become of us? How are we to feed our poor children, 

when we no longer have anything even for ourselves?" "I'll tell you what, husband," answered the woman, 

"Early to-morrow morning we will take the children out into the forest to where it is the thickest, there we 

will light a fire for them, and give each of them one piece of bread more, and then we will go to our work and 

leave them alone. They will not find the way home again, and we shall be rid of them." "No, wife," said the 

man, "I will not do that; how can I bear to leave my children alone in the forest?—-the wild animals would 

soon come and tear them to pieces." "O, thou fool!" said she, "Then we must all four die of hunger, thou 

https://americanliterature.com/author/the-brothers-grimm
https://americanliterature.com/fairy-tales-guide
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mayest as well plane the planks for our coffins," and she left him no peace until he consented. "But I feel very 

sorry for the poor children, all the same," said the man. 

The two children had also not been able to sleep for hunger, and had heard what their step-mother had said to 

their father. Gretel wept bitter tears, and said to Hansel, "Now all is over with us." "Be quiet, Gretel," said 

Hansel, "do not distress thyself, I will soon find a way to help us." And when the old folks had fallen asleep, 

he got up, put on his little coat, opened the door below, and crept outside. The moon shone brightly, and the 

white pebbles which lay in front of the house glittered like real silver pennies. Hansel stooped and put as 

many of them in the little pocket of his coat as he could possibly get in. Then he went back and said to Gretel, 

"Be comforted, dear little sister, and sleep in peace, God will not forsake us," and he lay down again in his 

bed. When day dawned, but before the sun had risen, the woman came and awoke the two children, saying 

"Get up, you sluggards! we are going into the forest to fetch wood." She gave each a little piece of bread, and 

said, "There is something for your dinner, but do not eat it up before then, for you will get nothing else." 

Gretel took the bread under her apron, as Hansel had the stones in his pocket. Then they all set out together on 

the way to the forest. When they had walked a short time, Hansel stood still and peeped back at the house, and 

did so again and again. His father said, "Hansel, what art thou looking at there and staying behind for? Mind 

what thou art about, and do not forget how to use thy legs." "Ah, father," said Hansel, "I am looking at my 

little white cat, which is sitting up on the roof, and wants to say good-bye to me." The wife said, "Fool, that is 

not thy little cat, that is the morning sun which is shining on the chimneys." Hansel, however, had not been 

looking back at the cat, but had been constantly throwing one of the white pebble-stones out of his pocket on 

the road. 

When they had reached the middle of the forest, the father said, "Now, children, pile up some wood, and I 

will light a fire that you may not be cold." Hansel and Gretel gathered brushwood together, as high as a little 

hill. The brushwood was lighted, and when the flames were burning very high, the woman said, "Now, 

children, lay yourselves down by the fire and rest, we will go into the forest and cut some wood. When we 

have done, we will come back and fetch you away." 

Hansel and Gretel sat by the fire, and when noon came, each ate a little piece of bread, and as they heard the 

strokes of the wood-axe they believed that their father was near. It was not, however, the axe, it was a branch 

which he had fastened to a withered tree which the wind was blowing backwards and forwards. And as they 

had been sitting such a long time, their eyes shut with fatigue, and they fell fast asleep. When at last they 

awoke, it was already dark night. Gretel began to cry and said, "How are we to get out of the forest now?" But 

Hansel comforted her and said, "Just wait a little, until the moon has risen, and then we will soon find the 

way." And when the full moon had risen, Hansel took his little sister by the hand, and followed the pebbles 

which shone like newly-coined silver pieces, and showed them the way. 

They walked the whole night long, and by break of day came once more to their father's house. They knocked 

at the door, and when the woman opened it and saw that it was Hansel and Gretel, she said, "You naughty 

children, why have you slept so long in the forest?—-we thought you were never coming back at all!" The 

father, however, rejoiced, for it had cut him to the heart to leave them behind alone. 
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Not long afterwards, there was once more great scarcity in all parts, and the children heard their mother 

saying at night to their father, "Everything is eaten again, we have one half loaf left, and after that there is an 

end. The children must go, we will take them farther into the wood, so that they will not find their way out 

again; there is no other means of saving ourselves!" The man's heart was heavy, and he thought "it would be 

better for thee to share the last mouthful with thy children." The woman, however, would listen to nothing 

that he had to say, but scolded and reproached him. He who says A must say B, likewise, and as he had 

yielded the first time, he had to do so a second time also. 

The children were, however, still awake and had heard the conversation. When the old folks were asleep, 

Hansel again got up, and wanted to go out and pick up pebbles as he had done before, but the woman had 

locked the door, and Hansel could not get out. Nevertheless he comforted his little sister, and said, "Do not 

cry, Gretel, go to sleep quietly, the good God will help us." 

Early in the morning came the woman, and took the children out of their beds. Their bit of bread was given to 

them, but it was still smaller than the time before. On the way into the forest Hansel crumbled his in his 

pocket, and often stood still and threw a morsel on the ground. "Hansel, why dost thou stop and look round?" 

said the father, "go on." "I am looking back at my little pigeon which is sitting on the roof, and wants to say 

good-bye to me," answered Hansel. "Simpleton!" said the woman, "that is not thy little pigeon, that is the 

morning sun that is shining on the chimney." Hansel, however, little by little, threw all the crumbs on the 

path. 

The woman led the children still deeper into the forest, where they had never in their lives been before. Then 

a great fire was again made, and the mother said, "Just sit there, you children, and when you are tired you may 

sleep a little; we are going into the forest to cut wood, and in the evening when we are done, we will come 

and fetch you away." When it was noon, Gretel shared her piece of bread with Hansel, who had scattered his 

by the way. Then they fell asleep and evening came and went, but no one came to the poor children. They did 

not awake until it was dark night, and Hansel comforted his little sister and said, "Just wait, Gretel, until the 

moon rises, and then we shall see the crumbs of bread which I have strewn about, they will show us our way 

home again." When the moon came they set out, but they found no crumbs, for the many thousands of birds 

which fly about in the woods and fields had picked them all up. Hansel said to Gretel, "We shall soon find the 

way," but they did not find it. They walked the whole night and all the next day too from morning till evening, 

but they did not get out of the forest, and were very hungry, for they had nothing to eat but two or three 

berries, which grew on the ground. And as they were so weary that their legs would carry them no longer, 

they lay down beneath a tree and fell asleep. 

It was now three mornings since they had left their father's house. They began to walk again, but they always 

got deeper into the forest, and if help did not come soon, they must die of hunger and weariness. When it was 

mid-day, they saw a beautiful snow-white bird sitting on a bough, which sang so delightfully that they stood 

still and listened to it. And when it had finished its song, it spread its wings and flew away before them, and 

they followed it until they reached a little house, on the roof of which it alighted; and when they came quite 

up to little house they saw that it was built of bread and covered with cakes, but that the windows were of 

clear sugar. "We will set to work on that," said Hansel, "and have a good meal. I will eat a bit of the roof, and 

thou, Gretel, canst eat some of the window, it will taste sweet." Hansel reached up above, and broke off a 
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little of the roof to try how it tasted, and Gretel leant against the window and nibbled at the panes. Then a soft 

voice cried from the room, 

"Nibble, nibble, gnaw, 

Who is nibbling at my little house?" 

The children answered, 

"The wind, the wind, 

The heaven-born wind," 

and went on eating without disturbing themselves. Hansel, who thought the roof tasted very nice, tore down a 

great piece of it, and Gretel pushed out the whole of one round window-pane, sat down, and enjoyed herself 

with it. Suddenly the door opened, and a very, very old woman, who supported herself on crutches, came 

creeping out. Hansel and Gretel were so terribly frightened that they let fall what they had in their hands. The 

old woman, however, nodded her head, and said, "Oh, you dear children, who has brought you here? Do come 

in, and stay with me. No harm shall happen to you." She took them both by the hand, and led them into her 

little house. Then good food was set before them, milk and pancakes, with sugar, apples, and nuts. Afterwards 

two pretty little beds were covered with clean white linen, and Hansel and Gretel lay down in them, and 

thought they were in heaven. 

The old woman had only pretended to be so kind; she was in reality a wicked witch, who lay in wait for 

children, and had only built the little house of bread in order to entice them there. When a child fell into her 

power, she killed it, cooked and ate it, and that was a feast day with her. Witches have red eyes, and cannot 

see far, but they have a keen scent like the beasts, and are aware when human beings draw near. When Hansel 

and Gretel came into her neighborhood, she laughed maliciously, and said mockingly, "I have them, they shall 

not escape me again!" Early in the morning before the children were awake, she was already up, and when 

she saw both of them sleeping and looking so pretty, with their plump red cheeks, she muttered to herself, 

"That will be a dainty mouthful!" Then she seized Hansel with her shrivelled hand, carried him into a little 

stable, and shut him in with a grated door. He might scream as he liked, that was of no use. Then she went to 

Gretel, shook her till she awoke, and cried, "Get up, lazy thing, fetch some water, and cook something good 

for thy brother, he is in the stable outside, and is to be made fat. When he is fat, I will eat him." Gretel began 

to weep bitterly, but it was all in vain, she was forced to do what the wicked witch ordered her. 

And now the best food was cooked for poor Hansel, but Gretel got nothing but crab-shells. Every morning the 

woman crept to the little stable, and cried, "Hansel, stretch out thy finger that I may feel if thou wilt soon be 

fat." Hansel, however, stretched out a little bone to her, and the old woman, who had dim eyes, could not see 

it, and thought it was Hansel's finger, and was astonished that there was no way of fattening him. When four 

weeks had gone by, and Hansel still continued thin, she was seized with impatience and would not wait any 

longer. "Hola, Gretel," she cried to the girl, "be active, and bring some water. Let Hansel be fat or lean, to-

morrow I will kill him, and cook him." Ah, how the poor little sister did lament when she had to fetch the 

water, and how her tears did flow down over her cheeks! "Dear God, do help us," she cried. "If the wild beasts 
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in the forest had but devoured us, we should at any rate have died together." "Just keep thy noise to thyself," 

said the old woman, "all that won't help thee at all." 

Early in the morning, Gretel had to go out and hang up the cauldron with the water, and light the fire. "We 

will bake first," said the old woman, "I have already heated the oven, and kneaded the dough." She pushed 

poor Gretel out to the oven, from which flames of fire were already darting. "Creep in," said the witch, "and 

see if it is properly heated, so that we can shut the bread in." And when once Gretel was inside, she intended 

to shut the oven and let her bake in it, and then she would eat her, too. But Gretel saw what she had in her 

mind, and said, "I do not know how I am to do it; how do you get in?" "Silly goose," said the old woman, 

"The door is big enough; just look, I can get in myself!" and she crept up and thrust her head into the oven. 

Then Gretel gave her a push that drove her far into it, and shut the iron door, and fastened the bolt. Oh! then 

she began to howl quite horribly, but Gretel ran away, and the godless witch was miserably burnt to death. 

Gretel, however, ran like lightning to Hansel, opened his little stable, and cried, "Hansel, we are saved! The 

old witch is dead!" Then Hansel sprang out like a bird from its cage when the door is opened for it. How they 

did rejoice and embrace each other, and dance about and kiss each other! And as they had no longer any need 

to fear her, they went into the witch's house, and in every corner there stood chests full of pearls and jewels. 

"These are far better than pebbles!" said Hansel, and thrust into his pockets whatever could be got in, and 

Gretel said, "I, too, will take something home with me," and filled her pinafore full. "But now we will go 

away." said Hansel, "that we may get out of the witch's forest." 

When they had walked for two hours, they came to a great piece of water. "We cannot get over," said Hansel, 

"I see no foot-plank, and no bridge." "And no boat crosses either," answered Gretel, "but a white duck is 

swimming there; if I ask her, she will help us over." Then she cried, 

"Little duck, little duck, dost thou see, 

Hansel and Gretel are waiting for thee? 

There's never a plank, or bridge in sight, 

Take us across on thy back so white." 

The duck came to them, and Hansel seated himself on its back, and told his sister to sit by him. "No," replied 

Gretel, "that will be too heavy for the little duck; she shall take us across, one after the other." The good little 

duck did so, and when they were once safely across and had walked for a short time, the forest seemed to be 

more and more familiar to them, and at length they saw from afar their father's house. Then they began to run, 

rushed into the parlour, and threw themselves into their father's arms. The man had not known one happy hour 

since he had left the children in the forest; the woman, however, was dead. Gretel emptied her pinafore until 

pearls and precious stones ran about the room, and Hansel threw one handful after another out of his pocket to 

add to them. Then all anxiety was at an end, and they lived together in perfect happiness. My tale is done, 

there runs a mouse, whosoever catches it, may make himself a big fur cap out of it. 
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Hansel and Gretel was featured as The Short Story of the Day on Fri, Feb 25, 2022 

 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/the-brothers-grimm/fairy-tale/hansel-and-gretel 

  

https://americanliterature.com/short-story-of-the-day
https://americanliterature.com/author/the-brothers-grimm/fairy-tale/hansel-and-gretel
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Rae Armantrout 

 

 

The News 

 

We wanted to tell someone everything 

(or everyone something)— 

how large and limp 

the leaves were 

in the half-sun, 

but what is “half-sun,” 

finally? 

  

* 

  

We’d been “relaxing 

protections” 

in our sleep again, 

it seemed. 

Now we were fewer. 

  



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 592  march  2022 

 

151 

* 

  

Some imagined Saint Peter 

as a special concierge 

or a supercomputer 

listening— 

did he listen?— 

to what he must  

already know, 

hearing only 

ones and zeros, 

pluses and minuses. 

  

* 

  

Was that at least something? 

  

* 

  

Over and over, 

first one tall stalk 

and then its twin 
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dips westward 

and recovers 

That’s my story 

and I’m sticking with it. 

 

From issue no. 231 (Winter 2019) 

 

 

If you enjoyed this poem, why not read Rae Armantrout’s Art of Poetry interview, 

from issue no. 231 (Winter 2019)? Or, read a selection of news-related writing out 

from behind the paywall in this week’s Redux, featuring work by Elias Khoury, 

Stephen Minot, Patricia Smith, and more? 

  

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=5cd15f2f37&e=d538c8f2e0 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=a91f27a3b8&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=c729a0381b&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=97448df072&e=d538c8f2e0

