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His Last Bow 

by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle 

 

An Epilogue of Sherlock Holmes 

https://americanliterature.com/author/sir-arthur-conan-doyle
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His Last Bow was published in The Strand Magazine, September, 1917. It was one of fifty-six short stories 

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

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

Stories and WWI Literature. 

 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

some malignant fiend looking down in the darkness. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

in his political career. 

Von Bork laughed. 

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

https://americanliterature.com/mystery-stories
https://americanliterature.com/mystery-stories
https://americanliterature.com/world-war-one-literature
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"I don't know about that," said the other thoughtfully. "They have strange limits and one must learn to observe 

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

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

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

simply must be observed." 

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

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

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

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

minister. The conversation was amazingly indiscreet." 

Von Bork nodded. "I've been there," said he dryly. 

"Exactly. Well, I naturally sent a resume of the information to Berlin. Unfortunately our good chancellor is a 

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

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

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

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

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

it." 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

taken and tested did he turn his sunburned aquiline face to his guest. 
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"Some of my papers have gone," said he. "When my wife and the household left yesterday for Flushing they 

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

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

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

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

"And Belgium?" 

"Yes, and Belgium, too." 

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

recover from such a humiliation." 

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

"But her honor?" 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"She must think of her future." 

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

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

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

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

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

he puffed sedately at his cigar. 

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

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

considerable manipulation of the lock he swung open the heavy door. 
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"Look!" said he, standing clear, with a wave of his hand. 

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

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

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

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

was bristling with papers and plans. 

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

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

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

"Naval Signals" was printed. 

"But you have a good dossier there already." 

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

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

Altamont all will be well to-night." 

The Baron looked at his watch and gave a guttural exclamation of disappointment. 

"Well, I really can wait no longer. You can imagine that things are moving at present in Carlton Terrace and 

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

name no hour?" 

Von Bork pushed over a telegram. 

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

Altamont. 

"Sparking plugs, eh?" 

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

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

Sparking plugs are naval signals." 
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"From Portsmouth at midday," said the secretary, examining the superscription. "By the way, what do you 

give him?" 

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

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

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

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

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

"Oh, an Irish-American?" 

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

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

here any moment." 

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

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

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

high glasses upon a salver. 

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

"No, thanks. But it looks like revelry." 

"Altamont has a nice taste in wines, and he took a fancy to my Tokay. He is a touchy fellow and needs 

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

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

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

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

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

the way, who is that?" 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

in the opposite direction. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

long vigil. 

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

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

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

"The signals?" 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

you keep your papers in that?" 

"Why not?" 

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

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

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

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

"But the lock?" 

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

"Search me," said the American. 

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

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

"Well, well, that's fine." 

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

chose for the word and figures?" 

"It's beyond me." 

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

The American's face showed his surprise and admiration. 

"My, but that was smart! You had it down to a fine thing." 
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"Yes, a few of us even then could have guessed the date. Here it is , and I'm shutting down to-morrow 

morning." 

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

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

over the water." 

"But you're an American citizen?" 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"The man was mad." 

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

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

" 

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

"What about Steiner?" 

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

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

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

Von Bork was a strong, self-contained man, but it was easy to see that the news had shaken him. 
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"How could they have got on to Steiner?" he muttered. "That's the worst blow yet." 

"Well, you nearly had a worse one, for I believe they are not far off me." 

"You don't mean that!" 

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

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

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

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

Von Bork flushed crimson. 

"How dare you speak in such a way!" 

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

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

away." 

Von Bork sprang to his feet. 

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

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

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

Von Bork had mastered his anger. 

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

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

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

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

"What about the dough?" he asked. 

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

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

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

give it up without gettin' my wad." 

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

"you want the money before you give up the book." 

"Well, mister, it is a business proposition." 

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

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

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

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

examine that parcel before you pick the money up." 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"It is a good wine, Holmes." 

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

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

help the palate." 

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

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

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

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

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

here when first I took the matter up. Ah, Martha, you will be glad to hear that all is well." 
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The pleasant old lady had appeared in the doorway. She curtseyed with a smile to Mr. Holmes, but glanced 

with some apprehension at the figure upon the sofa. 

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

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

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

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

to-night." 

"It was the secretary, sir." 

"I know. His car passed ours." 

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

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

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

"Very good, sir." 

"I suppose you have everything ready to leave." 

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

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

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

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

country." 

"Then they are of no use." 

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

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

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

to the mine-field plans which I have furnished. But you, Watson"--he stopped his work and took his old friend 
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by the shoulders--"I've hardly seen you in the light yet. How have the years used you? You look the same 

blithe boy as ever." 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

books in a small farm upon the South Downs." 

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

the volume from the table and read out the whole title, Practical Handbook of Bee Culture, with Some 

Observations upon the Segregation of the Queen. "Alone I did it. Behold the fruit of pensive nights and 

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

"But how did you get to work again?" 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

swore. 

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

stopped from pure exhaustion. "Hullo! Hullo!" he added as he looked hard at the corner of a tracing before 
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putting it in the box. "This should put another bird in the cage. I had no idea that the paymaster was such a 

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

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

amazement and hatred at his captor. 

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

shall get level with you!" 

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

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

and keep bees upon the South Downs." 

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

furious eyes. 

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

Chicago had no existence in fact. I used him and he is gone." 

"Then who are you?" 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Von Bork sat up in amazement. 

"There is only one man," he cried. 

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

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

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

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

faster." 

Von Bork clutched at his own throat in despair. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

wedged in beside him. 

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

made. "Should I be guilty of a liberty if I lit a cigar and placed it between your lips?" 

But all amenities were wasted upon the angry German. 

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

treatment it becomes an act of war." 

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

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

and outrageous." 

"Absolutely," said Holmes. 

"Kidnapping a German subject." 
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"And stealing his private papers." 

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

the village--" 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

he can." 

 

His Last Bow was featured as The Short Story of the Day on Mon, Aug 02, 2021 

 

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

https://americanliterature.com/short-story-of-the-day
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VIA OTHER PRESS 

Eduardo Arroyo’s Dreamy, Abstract Illustrations of Ulysses 

A Sneak Peek at a New Edition of James Joyce’s Classic 

By Literary Hub 

 

January 27, 2022 

In the late 1980s, Eduardo Arroyo suffered a serious illness that made him fear for his life. His recovery took 

a long time. More than once, he declared that what helped him overcome this ordeal was to work on the 

illustrations for Joyce’s Ulysses. The project’s purpose was to commemorate the fiftieth anniversary of 

Joyce’s death, in 1991. However, the reluctance of the author’s grandson, Stephen Joyce, to approve the 

project prevented it from happening. He argued that his grandfather didn’t want the novel ever to be 

illustrated, though he never showed any document proving that claim. What’s more, Joyce himself had asked 

Picasso and Matisse to illustrate it, but neither took on the task. Matisse preferred to illustrate The Odyssey, 

which deeply offended Joyce. 

Consequently, the possibility of seeing the text next to his illustrations in a volume was, during these final 

years, one of Arroyo’s dearest projects. He continued working on it, with help in its early stages by the writer 

https://otherpress.com/product/ulysses-9781635420265/
https://lithub.com/author/literary-hub/
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Julián Ríos, leading to the most ambitious editorial project of the artist’s career: 134 color illustrations and 

almost 200 in black and white. 

In 2011—seventy years after Joyce’s death—his work entered the public domain, and a new possibility 

emerged. Eduardo Arroyo and Galaxia Gutenberg resumed work, and in 2018 we met in the artist’s studio in 

Madrid to see the layout of the first chapters. After twenty-five years, Arroyo’s pieces were finally coming to 

life next to Joyce’s novel. 

But what really brought Eduardo joy during the last years of his life was learning in July 2018 that Judith 

Gurewich and her publishing house Other Press were enthusiastically joining the project. Arroyo’s dream was 

now closer to reality than ever before: his paintings and drawings would be alongside the original text by 

James Joyce, a writer who had accompanied him throughout his life. 

This adventure concludes with the happy coincidence that, finally, Ulysses illustrated by Eduardo Arroyo has 

now been published on the 100th anniversary of its first Parisian edition—something that would have 

delighted the artist, we are sure of it. 

–Joan Tarrida, Publisher, Galaxia Gutenberg Barcelona, November 2020 

* 
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__________________________________ 

 

Ulysses: An Illustrated Edition by James Joyce, with illustrations by Eduardo Arroyo, is available via Other 

Press. All images courtesy of Other Press. 

https://lithub.com/eduardo-arroyos-dreamy-abstract-illustrations-of-ulysses/  

https://otherpress.com/product/ulysses-9781635420265/
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Antarctic research links warming to fish decline 

Drop in sea ice connected with decline in larvae of key forage fish 

 
 

Researchers at the Palmer LTER site conduct a net tow from the icebreaker Laurence M. Gould. 

• Credit and Larger Version 

 

February 23, 2022 

A long-term study in the Southern Ocean reveals a correlation among warming waters, decreased sea ice and 

reduced abundance of Antarctic silverfish. These small fish are important prey for penguins, seals and other 

marine life. 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_images.jsp?cntn_id=304509&org=NSF
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The study was published in the journal Communications Biology. Lead author Andrew Corso of the Virginia 

Institute of Marine Science says, "This is the first statistically significant relationship reported between sea ice 

and the long-term abundance of any Antarctic fish species. With continued regional warming, these fish could 

disappear from the region entirely, triggering major changes in the marine ecosystem." 

Co-authors on the study are Deborah Steinberg and Eric Hilton of VIMS, along with Sharon Stammerjohn at 

the University of Colorado Boulder. 

The study is based on an analysis of more than 7,000 larval fish specimens collected over 25 years (1993–

2017) as part of the NSF-funded Palmer Long-Term Ecological Research program. The Palmer LTER is an 

ongoing investigation of the effects of climate change on the ocean food web along the west coast of the 

Antarctic Peninsula. 

"The West Antarctic Peninsula is one of the fastest-warming areas on Earth, so studies there are important to 

helping us understand the ecosystem's response to change," says Karla Heidelberg, a program director in 

NSF's Office of Polar Programs. 

Steinberg adds that "the study area is one of the most rapidly warming regions on Earth, with increases in air 

and water temperatures leading to substantial reductions in sea-ice coverage over the last half century." From 

1945 to 2009, the mean winter air temperature in the region rose by 10.8 degrees Fahrenheit (6 degrees 

Celsius), while the annual duration of sea ice decreased by almost two months. 

--  NSF Public Affairs, researchnews@nsf.gov 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304509&utm_medium=em

ail&utm_source=govdelivery 

  

https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://doi.org/10.1038/s42003-022-03042-3
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://www.vims.edu/newsandevents/topstories/2022/ant_silverfish.php
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://www.vims.edu/newsandevents/topstories/2022/ant_silverfish.php
https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1440435
https://pal.lternet.edu/
mailto:researchnews@nsf.gov
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304509&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304509&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
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The Trouble with Immortality 

Stories about immortality are present in many cultures throughout time. How cultures perceive immortality—

as a blessing or a curse—can differ widely. 

 

Four Immortals Saluting Longevity 

  

via Wikimedia Commons 

By: Livia Gershon  

  

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Shang_Xi-Four_Immortals_Salute_Longevity.jpg
https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/livia-gershon/
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February 22, 2022 

  

 3 minutes 

 Share Tweet Email Print 

Jeff Bezos’s bid to fight aging through the new company Altos Labs has started off yet another round of 

discussion about wealthy tech guys dreaming of cheating death. But they’re not the only ones with that dream. 

As Chinese literature scholar Fontaine Lien writes, immortality is a theme of stories across many cultures. 

She looks specifically at the different views on the subject found in European Gothic stories and fantastical 

Chinese literature from the Six Dynasties period (220-589 CE). 

The early nineteenth century English and French Gothic and “Gothic-adjacent” literature that Lien looks at 

follows a Christian tradition of viewing earthly immortality with suspicion. In these stories, people may seek 

eternal life using elixirs, or by striking a bargain with the devil. The outcome is inevitably not what they 

hoped for. In fact, physical immortality often stands in stark contrast to spiritual immortality after death. 

In Mary Shelley’s “The Mortal Immortal,” for example, the character Winzy drinks an elixir of immortality 

and is initially thrilled with the result. But, after three centuries of life, he comes to wish that he could die, to 

“set at liberty the life imprisoned within, and so cruelly prevented from soaring from this dim earth to a 

sphere more congenial to its immortal essence.” 

Some characters become xian through years of meditation, with magical elixirs, or by going into the 

mountains and finding a xian to teach them. 

In the Gothic stories, those who gain immortality may also receive special powers. Yet they typically become 

melancholy and cut off from humankind. Following the tradition of the Wandering Jew, cursed to walk the 

earth forever, they end up frustrated and bored. 

In contrast to Christianity, Lien writes, Taoism allows for many different views of life and death, including 

some that see earthly immortality as a worthy goal and something that humans naturally strive for. Many 

Chinese stories, books, and movies feature xian, figures who, in Taoist texts, possess spiritual qualities that 

allow for the transcendence of mortality. 

In the Six Dynasties zhiguai literature—“records of the strange”—that Lien examines, immortality is a 

common theme. Some characters become xian through years of meditation, with magical elixirs, or by going 

into the mountains and finding a xian to teach them. In many stories, a disciple proves unworthy, and his 

teacher sends him away or punishes him. 

https://www.facebook.com/dialog/share?app_id=419334385204394&display=popup&href=https%3A%2F%2Fdaily.jstor.org%2Fthe-trouble-with-immortality%2F&redirect_uri=https%3A%2F%2Fdaily.jstor.org%2Fthe-trouble-with-immortality%2F
http://twitter.com/intent/tweet?url=https%3A%2F%2Fdaily.jstor.org%2Fthe-trouble-with-immortality%2F&text=The+Trouble+with+Immortality&via=JSTOR_Daily
mailto:?subject=The%20Trouble%20with%20Immortality&body=Stories%20about%20immortality%20are%20present%20in%20many%20cultures%20throughout%20time.%20How%20cultures%20perceive%20immortality%E2%80%94as%20a%20blessing%20or%20a%20curse%E2%80%94can%20differ%20widely.%20%0D%0A%0D%0A%20Read%20More:%20https%3A%2F%2Fdaily.jstor.org%2Fthe-trouble-with-immortality%2F
javascript:window.print()
https://theconversation.com/jeff-bezos-is-looking-to-defy-death-this-is-what-we-know-about-the-science-of-ageing-175379
https://www.jstor.org/stable/10.5325/pacicoasphil.53.1.0068?mag=the-trouble-with-immortality
https://daily.jstor.org/mary-shelleys-obsession-with-the-cemetery/
https://daily.jstor.org/the-trouble-with-immortality/?utm_term=The%20Trouble%20with%20Immortality&utm_campaign=jstordaily_02242022&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/the-trouble-with-immortality/?utm_term=The%20Trouble%20with%20Immortality&utm_campaign=jstordaily_02242022&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
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In these stories, xian often have magical powers such as walking through walls or standing in light without 

casting a shadow. Unlike the Gothic European literature, these stories don’t present immortality as an 

essentially lonely state. While they generally portray transcendence as requiring the abandonment of worldly 

ties, xian aren’t necessarily recluses. They are often playful and friendly, and many take on multiple disciples 

or visit with mortals. 

While the Gothic stories tend to reinforce the view that mortality is a morally desirable part of life, and that 

earthly life is only meaningful if it has an end, the tales suggest that transcendence of mortality is a morally 

appropriate goal—though one only available to those who renounce worldly things. Jeff Bezos, take note. 

 

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

 Share Tweet Email Print 

Have a correction or comment about this article? 

Please contact us. 

healthmythologyPacific Coast Philology 

 

Resources 

https://about.jstor.org/privacy/
http://www.jstor.org/contact-us/
https://bit.ly/30jM88p
https://www.facebook.com/dialog/share?app_id=419334385204394&display=popup&href=https%3A%2F%2Fdaily.jstor.org%2Fthe-trouble-with-immortality%2F&redirect_uri=https%3A%2F%2Fdaily.jstor.org%2Fthe-trouble-with-immortality%2F
http://twitter.com/intent/tweet?url=https%3A%2F%2Fdaily.jstor.org%2Fthe-trouble-with-immortality%2F&text=The+Trouble+with+Immortality&via=JSTOR_Daily
mailto:?subject=The%20Trouble%20with%20Immortality&body=Stories%20about%20immortality%20are%20present%20in%20many%20cultures%20throughout%20time.%20How%20cultures%20perceive%20immortality%E2%80%94as%20a%20blessing%20or%20a%20curse%E2%80%94can%20differ%20widely.%20%0D%0A%0D%0A%20Read%20More:%20https%3A%2F%2Fdaily.jstor.org%2Fthe-trouble-with-immortality%2F
javascript:window.print()
https://daily.jstor.org/contact-us?%5bfrom_url%5d
https://daily.jstor.org/tag/health/
https://daily.jstor.org/tag/mythology/
https://daily.jstor.org/pub_tag/pacific-coast-philology/


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 594  april  2022 

 

38 
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research behind our articles for free on JSTOR. 

Defying Death 

By: Fontaine Lien 

Pacific Coast Philology, Vol. 53, No. 1, Pacific Coast Philology (2018), pp. 68-91 

Penn State University Press on behalf of the Pacific Ancient and Modern Language Association (PAMLA) 
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Coral reefs' 'taste' and 'smell' provide insights into a dynamic ecosystem 

Hundreds of new molecules recently discovered by research team 

 
 

Reefscape of the Mo'orea backreef 

• Credit and Larger Version 

 

February 23, 2022 

Coral reefs are hotspots of biodiversity and are very productive, with a vast number of organisms interacting 

simultaneously. Now, scientists have discovered hundreds of new molecules in these tropical reefs. The 

research was supported by the U.S. National Science Foundation and took place at NSF's Moorea Coral Reef 

Long-Term Ecological Research site. 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_images.jsp?cntn_id=304510&org=NSF
https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1026851&HistoricalAwards=false
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The compounds -- modified amino acids, vitamins and steroids -- comprise the "smell" or "taste" of corals and 

algae in reefs, and will help scientists understand food web dynamics and the chemical ecology of these 

ecosystems. 

The study, led by researchers at the Scripps Institution of Oceanography, University of Hawai'i at Mānoa and 

other institutions, was published in Proceedings of the National Academy of Sciences. 

Although corals are fixed to the seafloor, these organisms interact via chemicals dissolved in water. The 

chemicals' quantity, energy content and structural diversity have been a mystery to biologists. 

Until now, the researchers say, they did not have the analytical capabilities to study the thousands of different 

molecules that make up the coral reef "exometabolome." 

In the reefs surrounding Mo'orea in French Polynesia, the team collected specimens from two reef-building 

corals (boulder coral and cauliflower coral), one calcified red alga (crustose coralline algae), one brown alga, 

and one algal turf (a mix of microscopic filamentous algae). Then the researchers isolated and analyzed the 

molecules each organism releases into the seawater during photosynthesis in the daytime and at night when 

photosynthesis ceases. 

The biologists found that these organisms release hundreds of different compounds which ultimately 

influence the chemistry of the seawater. The compounds determine nutrient concentrations and the 

availability of vitamins and minerals essential to the plants and animals that inhabit coral reefs. 

--  NSF Public Affairs, researchnews@nsf.gov 

 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304510&utm_medium=em

ail&utm_source=govdelivery 
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How Film Ads Were Part of the Fight Against Segregation 

In the Jim Crow era, Black film theaters were left out of the “first-run” distribution channels. Theater owners 

used creativity to attract their audiences. 

 

A promotional image for Moon Over Harlem, 1939 

  

By: Ashawnta Jackson  

Being able to see your image in popular culture is valuable. But what if there are huge barriers to doing so? 

Black Americans in the Jim Crow era knew that all too well, used to being considered, at best, an afterthought 

in many aspects of American culture. That exclusion often led to the creation of businesses that welcomed 

and actively embraced Black consumers. And as media historian Ellen C. Scott explains, movie theaters 

https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/ashawnta-jackson/
https://daily.jstor.org/how-black-owned-record-stores-helped-create-community/


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 594  april  2022 

 

42 

that catered to Black patrons were an important part of that movement. These businesses, Scott 

writes, “creatively convert[ed] these venues into a reflection of the communities in which they stood.”  

Segregation meant that the physical space of movie theaters was separated by race, but it also meant that the 

types of movies shown were different. Black-designated theaters—those “placed in segregated Black 

neighborhoods in the North and South,” Scott explains— were the most common place for Black people to 

see films. But because they were for Black patrons, they faced difficulties in getting first-run movies from 

distributors. This delay, Scott writes, “led to a gap in film knowledge between Black and white communities,” 

and meant that “very different filmfare gained prominence on the screens of the Black movie houses 

nationwide.” But there were theater owners who fought back against their “second-run” status. Some argued 

that because they weren’t actually competing against whites-only theaters, that should qualify them as first-

run theaters. But the most common way that this inequity was handled was to make “an empowering, 

dignified—often indignant—vision of Black people derived from the community itself.” 

Films with all-Black casts that were “treated as B-films by first- run theaters,” found crowds of 

admirers at Black theaters. 

Black-designated theater owners began to think creatively, and used the lack of new films as a way to make 

their businesses a part of the community. For example, some theater owners offered their audiences the 

decision-making power about whether to screen controversial films like Emperor Jones or Song of the 

South. Others hosted double-features of older, easier to get films, and advertised them in ways that would 

appeal to the community. An advertised “All-Poitier Double Bill!,” for example, featured 1957 films Band of 

Angels and Edge of the City, rather than his Oscar-nominated performance in 1958’s The Defiant Ones. They 

also curated what could be thought of as mini film festivals, grouping together films thematically like the 

“dream films” Cabin in the Sky and The Wizard of Oz. These theaters also screened foreign films, which were 

both cheaper and featured Black actors. Films with all-Black casts that were “treated as B-films by first- run 

theaters,” found crowds of admirers at Black theaters. In most cases, these theater owners “made an effort to 

find films that challenged racial stereotypes.” 

Weekly Newsletter 

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

Subscribe
 

Privacy Policy   Contact Us 

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

The way these films were advertised also shifted. Advertising mainly in Black media, the ads for these movies 

foregrounded the Black actors. These ads, Scott argues, “centralized African American narrative presence and 
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subjectivity.” They often emphasized racial themes in the films that were largely absent from ads in 

mainstream press. In fact, Scott writes, these themes were downplayed, as were Black actors, “to 

accommodate widespread white racial bias.” In contrast, Black-designated theaters and Black press celebrated 

these themes and actors, and purposely spoke to Black experiences. Where other media spoke volumes by 

what it excluded, these ads and theaters filled those spaces in ways that “actively and purposely undermine[d] 

the racism of the Hollywood films.” 

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

by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle 

 

She was a writing medium. This is what she wrote:-- 

I can remember some things upon that evening most distinctly, and others are like some vague, broken 

dreams. That is what makes it so difficult to tell a connected story. I have no idea now what it was that had 

taken me to London and brought me back so late. It just merges into all my other visits to London. But from 

the time that I got out at the little country station everything is extraordinarily clear. I can live it again--every 

instant of it. 

I remember so well walking down the platform and looking at the illuminated clock at the end which told me 

that it was half-past eleven. I remember also my wondering whether I could get home before midnight. Then I 

remember the big motor, with its glaring headlights and glitter of polished brass, waiting for me outside. It 

was my new thirty-horse-power Robur, which had only been delivered that day. I remember also asking 

Perkins, my chauffeur, how she had gone, and his saying that he thought she was excellent. 

"I'll try her myself," said I, and I climbed into the driver's seat. 

"The gears are not the same," said he. "Perhaps, sir, I had better drive." 

"No; I should like to try her," said I. 

And so we started on the five-mile drive for home. 

My old car had the gears as they used always to be in notches on a bar. In this car you passed the gear-lever 

through a gate to get on the higher ones. It was not difficult to master, and soon I thought that I understood it. 

It was foolish, no doubt, to begin to learn a new system in the dark, but one often does foolish things, and one 

has not always to pay the full price for them. I got along very well until I came to Claystall Hill. It is one of 

the worst hills in England, a mile and a half long and one in six in places, with three fairly sharp curves. My 

park gate stands at the very foot of it upon the main London road. 

We were just over the brow of this hill, where the grade is steepest, when the trouble began. I had been on the 

top speed, and wanted to get her on the free; but she stuck between gears, and I had to get her back on the top 

again. By this time she was going at a great rate, so I clapped on both brakes, and one after the other they 

gave way. I didn't mind so much when I felt my footbrake snap, but when I put all my weight on my side-

https://americanliterature.com/author/sir-arthur-conan-doyle
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brake, and the lever clanged to its full limit without a catch, it brought a cold sweat out of me. By this time we 

were fairly tearing down the slope. The lights were brilliant, and I brought her round the first curve all right. 

Then we did the second one, though it was a close shave for the ditch. There was a mile of straight then with 

the third curve beneath it, and after that the gate of the park. If I could shoot into that harbour all would be 

well, for the slope up to the house would bring her to a stand. 

Perkins behaved splendidly. I should like that to be known. He was perfectly cool and alert. I had thought at 

the very beginning of taking the bank, and he read my intention. 

"I wouldn't do it, sir," said he. "At this pace it must go over and we should have it on the top of us." 

Of course he was right. He got to the electric switch and had it off, so we were in the free; but we were still 

running at a fearful pace. He laid his hands on the wheel. 

"I'll keep her steady," said he, "if you care to jump and chance it. We can never get round that curve. Better 

jump, sir." 

"No," said I; "I'll stick it out. You can jump if you like." 

"I'll stick it with you, sir," said he. 

If it had been the old car I should have jammed the gear-lever into the reverse, and seen what would happen. I 

expect she would have stripped her gears or smashed up somehow, but it would have been a chance. As it 

was, I was helpless. Perkins tried to climb across, but you couldn't do it going at that pace. The wheels were 

whirring like a high wind and the big body creaking and groaning with the strain. But the lights were brilliant, 

and one could steer to an inch. I remember thinking what an awful and yet majestic sight we should appear to 

anyone who met us. It was a narrow road, and we were just a great, roaring, golden death to anyone who came 

in our path. 

We got round the corner with one wheel three feet high upon the bank. I thought we were surely over, but 

after staggering for a moment she righted and darted onwards. That was the third corner and the last one. 

There was only the park gate now. It was facing us, but, as luck would have it, not facing us directly. It was 

about twenty yards to the left up the main road into which we ran. Perhaps I could have done it, but I expect 

that the steering-gear had been jarred when we ran on the bank. The wheel did not turn easily. We shot out of 

the lane. I saw the open gate on the left. I whirled round my wheel with all the strength of my wrists. Perkins 

and I threw our bodies across, and then the next instant, going at fifty miles an hour, my right wheel struck 

full on the right-hand pillar of my own gate. I heard the crash. I was conscious of flying through the air, and 

then--and then----! 
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When I became aware of my own existence once more I was among some brushwood in the shadow of the 

oaks upon the lodge side of the drive. A man was standing beside me. I imagined at first that it was Perkins, 

but when I looked again I saw that it was Stanley, a man whom I had known at college some years before, and 

for whom I had a really genuine affection. There was always something peculiarly sympathetic to me in 

Stanley's personality; and I was proud to think that I had some similar influence upon him. At the present 

moment I was surprised to see him, but I was like a man in a dream, giddy and shaken and quite prepared to 

take things as I found them without questioning them. 

"What a smash!" I said. "Good Lord, what an awful smash!" 

He nodded his head, and even in the gloom I could see that he was smiling the gentle, wistful smile which I 

connected with him. 

I was quite unable to move. Indeed, I had not any desire to try to move. But my senses were exceedingly alert. 

I saw the wreck of the motor lit up by the moving lanterns. I saw the little group of people and heard the 

hushed voices. There were the lodge-keeper and his wife, and one or two more. They were taking no notice of 

me, but were very busy round the car. Then suddenly I heard a cry of pain. 

"The weight is on him. Lift it easy," cried a voice. 

"It's only my leg!" said another one, which I recognised as Perkins's. "Where's master?" he cried. 

"Here I am," I answered, but they did not seem to hear me. They were all bending over something which lay 

in front of the car. 

Stanley laid his hand upon my shoulder, and his touch was inexpressibly soothing. I felt light and happy, in 

spite of all. 

"No pain, of course?" said he. 

"None," said I. 

"There never is," said he. 

And then suddenly a wave of amazement passed over me. Stanley! Stanley! Why, Stanley had surely died of 

enteric at Bloemfontein in the Boer War! 

"Stanley!" I cried, and the words seemed to choke my throat--"Stanley, you are dead." 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 594  april  2022 

 

47 

He looked at me with the same old gentle, wistful smile. 

"So are you," he answered. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/sir-arthur-conan-doyle/short-story/how-it-happened   
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Researchers develop new method to screen Alzheimer's treatment efficacy 

Results could lead to novel approach to developing therapeutics 

 
 

New Alzheimer's treatment screening targets lesser-known endotypes. 

• Credit and Larger Version 

 

February 22, 2022 

Researchers at the University of California San Diego, funded by the U.S. National Science Foundation, 

analyzed disease mechanisms in human neurons to determine the cause of the low success rate of drugs used 

in Alzheimer's treatment. The findings could result in groundbreaking treatments and improved patient 

outcomes, the scientists said. The team published its research in Alzheimer's & Dementia: The Journal of the 

Alzheimer's Association. 
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Current treatments for Alzheimer's were developed to target amyloid plaques, long thought to be the primary 

cause of neuron death and the onset of the debilitating condition. "But this approach has not led to a cure or 

improved dementia in patients," said the study's senior author, Shankar Subramaniam. 

Other disease mechanisms, or endotypes, are affected, including the degradation of neurons, neuron gene 

suppression and synaptic connection loss. The screening process examines a wider range of endotypes. 

"This is a new test for measuring whether an Alzheimer's drug works,” said Subramaniam. “When drugs 

interact with human neurons, what endotypes do the drugs fix, and what endotypes do they not fix in the 

process? This method screens drugs on actual patient cells. The power of this is that you can do precision 

medicine and have a good model system to study Alzheimer's." 

The researchers screened two experimental Alzheimer's drugs designed to reduce or prevent amyloid plaque 

growth and found that the drugs were only partially effective. 

"Now we have a prescription for what endotypes to target during drug screening," said Subramaniam. "What 

we are seeing is that fixing amyloid plaque formation does not reverse the disease. Once neurons de-

differentiate into non-neurons, they lose their synaptic connections, which leads to loss of memory and 

cognition and as a consequence, dementia." 

The researchers plan to test the drug screening method on synthetic tissue modeled after the human brain and 

will continue to develop potential Alzheimer's therapeutics. "We want to take this a step further to screen 

drugs on more realistic tissues, not just neurons in a dish," said Subramaniam. 

--  NSF Public Affairs, researchnews@nsf.gov 
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Plant disease outbreaks may be curbed by periodic wildfires 

Researchers surveyed vegetation plots in 35-year study 

 
 

Savanna bur oaks during a spring burn at the Cedar Creek Long-Term Ecological Research site. 

• Credit and Larger Version 

 

February 24, 2022 

Wildfires have made headlines worldwide in recent years. Evidence points to wildfires increasing in 

frequency and intensity across vulnerable ecosystems as climate change impacts grow more evident. But 

periodic wildfires in ecosystems adapted to them can help inhibit plant disease outbreaks, according 

to research by scientists affiliated with the U.S. National Science Foundation Cedar Creek Ecosystem Long-

Term Ecological Research site in Minnesota. 
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Interactions between disturbances like fire and disease are likely to impact whether an ecosystem changes 

state, such as from a woodland to a grassland. But such interactions have rarely been studied over long 

periods. 

Researchers surveyed vegetation plots at Cedar Creek for 35 years as part of a fire frequency experiment that 

has been maintained for more than a half-century. The temperate oak savanna–forest ecotone that comprises 

the plots recently experienced an outbreak of a fungal pathogen called oak wilt. 

In the absence of disease, tree population sizes were strongly influenced by fire frequency, with unburned 

plots transitioning from savanna to forest, while intermediately and frequently burned plots remained savanna. 

However, oak wilt rapidly reversed the effect of fire exclusion, increasing mortality by 765% in unburned 

forests while having relatively minor effects in frequently burned savannas. 

The savannas include two main tree species: Quercus ellipsoidalis (red oak group; northern pin oak) and Q. 

macrocarpa (white oak group; bur oak). At Cedar Creek, oak wilt, or Bretziella fagacearum, has spread 

rapidly in the last decade, leading to exponential increases in tree mortality, particularly of red oaks. 

Trends in tree populations changed strikingly from 2010 to 2018, with rapid declines in tree biomass in 

several plots, coinciding with the outbreak of oak wilt. 

Disease invasion decreased tree biomass, increased light penetration and grass cover, and shifted tree 

populations from being dominated by fire‐resistant adults to fire‐sensitive saplings, especially in the unburned 

plots. The results are published in Ecology Letters. 

--  NSF Public Affairs, researchnews@nsf.gov 
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The Man in the Macintosh: One of Literature’s Great Mysteries 

Investigating One of Ulysses' Shady Characters 

By Tyler Malone 

 

June 16, 2016 

I. 

The reason mystery novels are satisfying is simple: we want to know who did it. Not only do we want to 

know who did it, but we want to know what it is that they did, how they came to do it, and why, and when, 

and where. Mysteries have a nice arc. They take us, in the most basic sense, from a lack of knowledge to 

some fulfillment of knowledge. They give us an answer. They fill the void with uncomplicated facts: “It was 

Colonel Mustard in the conservatory with the candlestick.” 

https://lithub.com/author/tyler-malone/
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The problem with that classic mystery story arc is that it’s often not how real life works out. Life rarely gives 

an uncomplicated answer. Sure, sometimes we solve a crime or figure out a riddle or discover something 

about the universe, but often those answers only open up more questions. As E. E. Cummings once wrote, 

“Always the beautiful answer who asks a more beautiful question.” Because just when you think you’ve 

figured something out, just when the world stands explained, always something turns up you never dreamt of. 

A fissure pops up and disrupts the seemingly perfect latticework you’ve erected. 

  

 

Loading Ad  

II. 

James Joyce’s Ulysses is full of such fissures. At every turn, around every corner of Dublin’s cobblestone 

streets, in every interaction Leopold Bloom has or avoids, in everything he does and in everything he dreams, 

as he wanders the city on June 16th, 1904, little gaps open up, and riddles, mysteries, ambiguities tumble out. 

Amongst this seeming infinity of minute mysteries in the text, there is perhaps no greater mystery than the 

question of the identity of the so-called “man in the macintosh.” In the 94 years since the book’s publication, 

Joyce scholars have written innumerable words arguing for and against various answers to this question. 
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But before we get to the attempts at an answer, let’s remind ourselves of the enigma’s particulars. The man in 

the macintosh is mentioned or alluded to numerous times throughout the pages of Ulysses. He first appears in 

the Hades episode, where Bloom attends Dignam’s funeral with eleven other mourners. Just as the 

gravediggers are about to lower the coffin into the grave, Bloom notices another presence: “Now who is that 

lankylooking galoot over there in the macintosh? Now who is he I’d like to know? Now, I’d give a trifle to 

know who he is. Always someone turns up you never dreamt of.” This lankylooking galoot’s presence, Bloom 

notes, turns the dozen mourners into a group of 13 (“Death’s number,” Bloom thinks, even if he admits it’s a 

“silly superstition”). 

“Where the deuce did he pop out of?” Bloom wonders. “He wasn’t in the chapel, that I’ll swear.” The ghostly 

presence, at first, seems like it could possibly all be in Bloom’s head—since much of the novel plays out in 

the stream of his consciousness—but a few pages later, Hynes, a newspaper reporter who had previously 

appeared in Joyce’s short story “Ivy Day in the Committee Room,” and who is writing down the names of the 

funeral attendees for the purpose of publication in the Telegraph, asks Bloom if he saw “that fellow in the, 

fellow was over there in the…” To which Bloom responds, “Macintosh. Yes, I saw him.” Hynes scribbles 

down the name “M’Intosh,” because he assumes that Bloom was giving him the man’s name rather than 

describing him by his clothing. Hynes’ misidentifications, of course, won’t end there. Bloom will see his 

name written in the paper as Boom by day’s end (next to M’Intosh’s “name,” in the Eumeus episode). 

In The Wandering Rocks, a few episodes after the Hades funeral procession, we see potentially the same 

macintoshed man: “a pedestrian in a brown macintosh, eating dry bread, passed swiftly and unscathed across 

the viceroy’s path.” Then, in the Sirens episode, Bloom, under the influence of a siren’s song, in one of many 

chains of free associations, questions: “Wonder who was that chap at the grave in the brown mackin.” His 

next mention, in the Cyclops episode, gives us a new clue (or perhaps a misdirection?) when we read, “The 

man in the brown macintosh loves a lady who is dead.” What exactly that episode’s narrator knows to make 

him claim that the lankylooking galoot loves a lady who is dead is a mystery within a mystery. In Nausicaa, 

Bloom once again thinks of “that fellow today at the graveside in the brown macintosh” and claims he has 

“corns on his kismet.” In the Oxen in the Sun episode, the mystery man enters again, and may actually be the 

one who starts the fire in that chapter—especially since, in the following chapter, the Circe episode, amongst 

the chaotic phantasmagoria of Nighttown, the man in the macintosh “springs up through a trapdoor” and 

“points an elongated finger at Bloom,” accusing him of being “Leopold M’Intosh, the notorious fireraiser.” 

The final mention of the man in the macintosh arrives in the penultimate chapter, the Ithaca episode, which 

takes the form of a catechism of questions and answers. One question reads: “What selfinvolved enigma did 

Bloom risen, going, gathering multicoloured multiform multitudinous garments, voluntarily apprehending, 

not comprehend?” The answer is tellingly in the form of a question: “Who was M’Intosh?” 

I remember when I first read Ulysses, in college, I felt an urgent need to unravel this enigma, to know the man 

in the macintosh’s identity, to come to some conclusion. Even if I couldn’t convince everyone else of the 

answer, I at least wanted to find the answer that seemed most right to me. 

Now who is he I’d like to know… 
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III. 

“Do we know who he is?” Vladimir Nabokov once asked his students in a lecture on Joyce. “I think we do.” It 

was Nabokov’s argument that “the man in the brown macintosh who passes through the dream of the book is 

no other than the author himself.” Nabokov explained that the telltale clue comes in the Scylla and Charybdis 

episode, where Stephen is discussing Shakespeare in the library and “affirms that Shakespeare himself is 

present in his, Shakespeare’s, works. Shakespeare, he says, tensely: ‘He has hidden his own name, a fair 

name, William, in the plays, a super here, a clown there, as a painter of old Italy set his face in a dark corner 

of his canvas…’ and this is exactly what Joyce has done.” In this reading, Joyce becomes a sort of proto-

Hitchcock, making a cameo in his own art. Of course, this argument of Nabokov’s is very Nabokovian. 

(Don’t we, unfortunately, often come to the conclusions that best comform to our preconceived world view?) 

Nabokov himself often introduced manifestations of his own authorial presence into his novels. Let us not 

forget that Vivian Darkbloom, who appears in both Lolita and Ada, or Ardor, and Blavdak Vinomori, who 

appears in King, Queen, Knave, both have names which are anagrams of the author’s own. 

While it is certainly possible that “Bloom glimpses his maker!”—as Nabokov exclaimed—I’m left 

wondering, to what end? Is one of literature’s greatest mysteries nothing more than some metafictional gag? 

Why make a cameo in your own novel, especially when a character in that novel, Stephen Dedalus, is already 

also clearly based on you? But if not Joyce, then who else might that lankylooking galoot be? Well, Bloom 

may have glimpsed his other maker, of course: God. I’ve seen that argument made. (If God can be “a shout in 

the street,” as Stephen Dedalus claims, why can’t he be a man in a macintosh?) Or, if not God himself, 

perhaps the mysterious figure is God in the form of Jesus. (He is the thirteenth, amongst twelve disciples, 

after all.) There are numerous other religious interpretations I’ve seen throughout the years: Is he Joseph? Is 

he Lazarus? Is he the Wandering Jew? Is he a Jewish messiah? Is he the Devil? 

If not the Devil, maybe he is merely the embodiment of Death? Maybe he is Hades? There are a number of 

these mythological interpretations. One of the possibilities is that he is Hermes. Hermes is a god of liminal 

states, a messenger between worlds, so he does fit this strange, ambiguous raincoat-wearer rather well. 

Another mythological possibility is that he represents Theoclymenos in the book’s Homeric connections. 

Theoclymenos is the one in the Odyssey who predicts that the suitors of Penelope will all die. They laugh at 

his predictions, thinking he is crazy, but Theoclymenos is proven right. Is the macintosh a bad joke along 

these lines? The man wears a macintosh because he is predicting rain, even though no one else is dressed for 

it. They all think it odd to be wearing a macintosh, but in the end, he is right, and seems to be the only one in 

Dublin properly dressed for the day? 

I’ve also read theories that the man in the macintosh is Irish poet James Clarence Mangan, and others that 

argue he may be Irish nationalist politician Charles Stewart Parnell. 

One of the more prevalent theories is that the man in the macintosh, who you’ll remember, according to the 

narrator of the Cyclops episode, “loves a lady who is dead,” is Mr. Duffy from the Dubliners story “A Painful 
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Case.” Readers of that story will know that there’s no denying Duffy loves a lady who is dead. Duffy is a 

reclusive man, an “outcast from life’s feast,” who fell in love with Mrs. Sinico, a married woman, but spurned 

her when she showed him affection. She is struck by a train and killed in what may have been a successful 

suicide attempt. If not Duffy, it could also be her widower, Mr. Sinico. Interestingly, Bloom, elsewhere in the 

Hades episode, remembers attending Mrs. Sinico’s funeral at the very cemetery in which the Hades episode 

takes place. Maybe that lankylooking galoot is one of these two men, there to pay his respects to his dead 

love? 

There are still other characters in Ulysses who are possible candidates for the man in the macintosh. Some 

have argued he’s a man named Wetherup. Some claim another candidate is the man wearing the sandwich 

board “Y” in the HELY’S advertisement. Some think that the man in the macintosh is an arsonist who sets the 

blaze in the Oxen in the Sun episode. It’s also quite possible that he is the ghost of Rudolph Bloom, Leopold’s 

father. If whoever the man in the macintosh is literally should correspond metaphorically with Theoclymenos 

from the Odyssey, and we’re asking ourselves, “Who could predict the weather and would know to wear a 

raincoat?” we are told in the Circe episode that Bloom’s father “was a regular barometer” because of his 

sciatica. And as Hamlet plays a major role in Joyce’s text, it may not be too much of a stretch to concede the 

possibility of a ghost-father’s appearance, especially as the Hades episode itself, with its gravediggers, has 

further Hamlet reverberations. 

“Who’s there?” 

  

IV. 

Joyce once claimed, “I’ve put in so many enigmas and puzzles that it will keep the professors busy for 

centuries over what I meant, and that’s the only way of ensuring one’s immortality.” Enough time hasn’t 

passed to prove his statement true—as we’re only now coming up on the first century since the publication 

of Ulysses—but if it keeps trending the way it has, the novel’s mysteries will continue to make readers argue 

for the foreseeable future. 

Though there are any number of interpretations as to who the man in the macintosh could be, there are really 

three ways of looking at the riddle. The first is to think that maybe Joyce hasn’t given the man in the 

macintosh any identity, but has instead given us a palimpsest on which we can write whatever identity we 

want; the second is to think that maybe Joyce has made the man in the macintosh some sort of Frankenstein’s 

monster, intentionally stitching in numerous possible identities; and the third is to think that maybe Joyce 

really does only have just one answer to the riddle, that maybe we’re supposed to have figured it out by now. 

Yet even when we narrow the possibilities down to these three avenues, I still find myself unable to pick a 

camp. The one I would think I would agree with the least, that assumes there is only one right answer, is as 

vital a part of the conversation as the other two. Without thinking that there may be one possible explanation, 

we would no longer need to search for new ones. We could just throw up our hands and say, “Well, the man 
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in the macintosh is whomever you want him to be.” I think it’s important that the search continues, but I think 

it’s equally important to concede that the ambiguity will be continuous as well. The human impulse is to 

search, but there is a counter-impulse there too, perhaps more hidden but equally human, one that appreciates 

mystery, one that relishes uncertainty, one that courts doubt. The man in the macintosh is a synecdoche of 

Ulysses and our frustration in attempting an interpretation of the character is a microcosmic display of the 

messiness of all textual exegesis. 

The man in the macintosh isn’t my favorite mystery in literature because it pushes me to answer it; nor is it 

my favorite mystery in literature because it admits to being unanswerable. It is my favorite mystery because it 

challenges me to accept it for what it is—an enigma. While on the one hand it goads readers into attempting 

an answer, over time, instead of gnawing at me, or in addition to gnawing at me, it began to perfectly embody 

everything I love about art and remind me why I came to literature in the first place—not for answers, but for 

possibilities; not to be preached to, but to be cracked open. The man in the macintosh remains my favorite 

mystery in literature, precisely because it remains. To quote Simon Dedalus, Stephen’s father, “It’s as 

uncertain as a child’s bottom.” There’s a hope for an answer always, but equally an admission that no answer 

will satisfy, no answer could possibly end the question. The uncertainty, the mystery, the doubt is what keeps 

me coming back to Ulysses. It’s why I’m never not reading it. 

BloomsdayghostsHamletLeopold BloommysteriesStephen Dedalusthe man in the macintoshTyler 

MaloneUlyssesVladimir Nabokov 

 

 

Tyler Malone 

Tyler Malone is a writer based in Southern California. He is the founder and Editor-in-Chief of The 

Scofield as well as a Contributing Editor at Literary Hub. His writing has appeared in the Los Angeles Times, 

Lapham’s Quarterly, the LA Review of Books, and elsewhere. 
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Researchers create grippers capable of grabbing and lifting delicate objects 

Kirigami-inspired technique results in a gentle, precise grip 

 
 

Research engineers create precise, flexible robotic grippers. 

• Credit and Larger Version 

 

February 24, 2022 

U.S. National Science Foundation engineers based at North Carolina State University have developed flexible 

robotic grippers that can lift delicate items without damage and have the precision to grab a single strand of 

hair. The breakthrough has a host of applications for soft robotics, biomedical technologies and wound care, 

the researchers said. The team published its results in Nature Communications. 

Using kirigami, an art that involves folding and cutting two-dimensional sheets of material to form three-

dimensional shapes, the researchers developed a technique that involves cutting parallel slits across the 

material to create a three-dimensional structure. 

"We have defined and demonstrated a model that allows users to work backward," said Yaoye Hong, one of 

the authors of the paper. "If users know what curved, 3D structure they need, they can use our approach to 

determine the boundary shape and pattern of slits in the 2D material." 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_images.jsp?cntn_id=304518&org=NSF
https://nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=2005374&HistoricalAwards=false
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://news.ncsu.edu/2022/01/kirigami-robotic-grippers/
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://www.nature.com/articles/s41467-022-28187-x
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"Our technique is simpler than previous techniques for converting 2D materials into curved 3D structures and 

allows designers to create customized structures from 2D materials,” said co-author Jie Yin. “Our technique 

can be used to create tools capable of grasping and moving even extremely fragile objects. 

“Our grippers essentially surround an object and then lift it – similar to the way we cup our hands around an 

object. This allows us to 'grip' and move even delicate objects without sacrificing precision. Think of smart 

bandages or monitoring devices capable of bending and moving with your knee or elbow." 

The researchers are now integrating this technique into soft robotics technologies to address industrial 

challenges. They’re also exploring how this technique could be used to create devices that could be used to 

apply warmth to the human knee for therapeutic purposes. 

"This is a great example of how theoretical mechanics research can be used to push the geometrical and 

functional bounds of what we think might be possible in morphing engineering materials,” said Nakhiah 

Goulbourne, a program director in NSF’s Directorate for Engineering. 

--  NSF Public Affairs, researchnews@nsf.gov 

 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304518&utm_medium=em

ail&utm_source=govdelivery 
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Hiding The Radiation of the Atomic Bombs 

The atomic bombing of Hiroshima and Nagasaki by the U.S. came with censorship and obfuscation about the 

effects of the radiation on those who were exposed. 

 

The radioactive plume from the bomb dropped on Nagasaki City, as seen from 9.6 km away, in Koyagi-jima, 

Japan, August 9, 1945. 

  

Getty 

By: Matthew Wills  

  

https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/matthew-wills/
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After the atomic bombings of Hiroshima and Nagasaki in August 1945, the U.S. attempted to suppress 

information about radioactivity—the very thing that made these new bombs different from all weapons of war 

before them. The tremendous explosive power of the A-bombs was stressed, even celebrated, but officials 

worked hard to keep people ignorant of the terrible effects of radiation poisoning, effects which seem to have 

surprised many who worked on the bombs and ordered their use. 

Scholar Janet Farrell Brodie explores how officials tried to “limit public understanding” of these poisonous 

after-effects. She approaches this history through the lens of agnotology, the study of the cultural production 

of ignorance and/or doubt, the ways “lack of knowledge has been fomented, cultivated, and maintained.” 

Hiding the reality of radioactivity was an early use of strategies that have since become commonplace, 

helping to undermining trust in institutions, both public and private. 

The first Japanese responders to the bombings had no idea what was sickening people. They initially thought 

that a chemical or germ warfare device had accompanied or been a part of the bombing. (American officials 

were extremely worried about being labeled war criminals for using chemical or biological weapons.) By the 

end of that August, Japanese doctors and scientists realized they were dealing with “radiation sickness” or 

“roentgen disease.” Yet Japanese case notes, biopsies, slides, and other pieces of evidence were confiscated 

by U.S. occupation authorities—some of it kept classified for decades. 

In the ten months after the Nagasaki blast, the Times had 15 articles mentioning radiation, nine of them 

minimizing it, the rest more ambiguous. 

“Although the world quickly learned a few details—that some kind of “atomic plague” related to the atomic 

bomb was causing death and illness in the two bombed cities, U.S. authorities in Japan and at home moved 

quickly to contain deeper knowledge about the radiation and its effects.” 

Between the Hiroshima (August 6) and Nagasaki (August 9) attacks, for instance, the New York Times ran 

132 news items about the bombings “but omitted or obscured anything about radiation.” In the ten months 

after the Nagasaki blast, the Times had 15 articles mentioning radiation, nine of them minimizing it, the rest 

more ambiguous. J. Robert Oppenheimer of the Manhattan Project, as an example, was quoted as saying 

“there is every reason to believe that there was no appreciable radioactivity on the ground in Hiroshima.” 

Censorship and lies were only partially successful. The story of the poisonous effects of radioactivity 

unleashed by the A-bombs inevitably leaked out. Massive radiation contamination by A-bomb testing in the 

Pacific, which affected soldiers, test animals, and naval ships, added to the inevitable revelation of the grim 

realities of the nuclear age. 

And when it became impossible to fully censor the story, misdirection came into play. Upbeat messaging 

“about the medical and biological benefits to be gained from radiation” and the “peaceful uses” of atomic 

power attempted to paper over the horrible burns, painful sickness, agonizing deaths, and genetic mutations 

caused by radioactivity. 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/43919818?mag=hiding-the-radiation-of-the-atomic-bombs
https://daily.jstor.org/hiding-the-radiation-of-the-atomic-bombs/?utm_term=Hiding%20The%20Radiation%20of%20the%20Atomic%20Bombs&utm_campaign=jstordaily_02242022&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/hiding-the-radiation-of-the-atomic-bombs/?utm_term=Hiding%20The%20Radiation%20of%20the%20Atomic%20Bombs&utm_campaign=jstordaily_02242022&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
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Brodie’s synopsis of the efforts undertaken by officials could be used as a generic description of any number 

of once-secret stories, governmental and corporate, since: “Officials censored, suppressed, and distorted 

information through campaigns of misinformation and campaigns of reassurance.” 
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Bombs and the Bikini Atoll 

Lina Zeldovich 

  

 October 13, 2020 

The haute beachwear known as the bikini was named after a string of islands turned into a nuclear wasteland 

by atomic bomb testing. 

All this secrecy had consequences. Survivors were stigmatized and received no recognition or financial 

assistance from the Occupation (until 1952) or the Japanese government (until 1954). The U.S. study set up in 

1946 to measure long-term effects of the bombing was specifically not allowed to provide medical treatment. 

Those affected by radiation from Nevada test sites, and bomb-production and storage facilities in the U.S., 

were similarly ignored. As Brodie writes, “secrecy, extraordinary levels of classification, lies, denial, and 

deception became the chief legacy of the initial impulse to censor radiation information.” 
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Oxford University Press 

 

https://daily.jstor.org/hiding-the-radiation-of-the-atomic-

bombs/?utm_term=Hiding%20The%20Radiation%20of%20the%20Atomic%20Bombs&utm_campaign=jstor

daily_02242022&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email  

  

https://www.jstor.org/stable/43919818?mag=hiding-the-radiation-of-the-atomic-bombs
https://daily.jstor.org/hiding-the-radiation-of-the-atomic-bombs/?utm_term=Hiding%20The%20Radiation%20of%20the%20Atomic%20Bombs&utm_campaign=jstordaily_02242022&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/hiding-the-radiation-of-the-atomic-bombs/?utm_term=Hiding%20The%20Radiation%20of%20the%20Atomic%20Bombs&utm_campaign=jstordaily_02242022&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/hiding-the-radiation-of-the-atomic-bombs/?utm_term=Hiding%20The%20Radiation%20of%20the%20Atomic%20Bombs&utm_campaign=jstordaily_02242022&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
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The Kept and the Killed 

By Erica X Eisen 

Of the 270,000 photographs commissioned by the US Farm Security Administration to document the Great 

Depression, more than a third were “killed”. Erica X Eisen examines the history behind this hole-punched 

archive and the unknowable void at its center. 

PUBLISHED 

January 26, 2022 

 

https://publicdomainreview.org/contributors#erica-x-eisen
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Untitled photograph by Carl Mydans, 1935, possibly depicting a farm in Prince George's County, Maryland. 

One of the so-called "killed negatives" that were hole punched by FSA staff to indicate that they should not be 

printed — Source. 

The first killed negative I encounter is of a field. It’s a Carl Mydans shot, and a drought has reduced the land 

to a flat, cracked expanse out of which only a few tenacious scraggles of crabgrass have managed to sprout. 

Nothing notable here, no action, no grand geometries — except that the center of the negative has been 

pierced by a perfect circle, as though in counterpoint to the sprocket holes running along the photo’s edge. 

Briefly I imagine that this circle is what has doomed the land, a well into which all the precious waters must 

have run. Months after coming across the photograph, it is that void, more than any peripheral scenery, which 

remains anchored in my memory — that and the caption describing the picture as “killed”. 

Begun as part of the alphabet soup of Franklin D. Roosevelt’s New Deal policies, the Farm Security 

Administration (FSA), under the aegis of which Mydans’ ill-fated photo was taken, had been tasked with 

resettling struggling farmers onto more fertile ground, providing education about agricultural science, and 

giving loans for the purchase of land, feed, and livestock. Arguably its most enduring legacy today, however, 

is the hundreds of thousands of photographs the agency1 produced to document the plight of destitute farmers, 

many of whom were trapped in an inescapable pit of debt made deeper still by the environmental devastation 

of the Dust Bowl. The project’s head, Roy Emerson Stryker (1893–1975), would shop his favorites around, 

going from newsroom to newsroom “with pictures under his arm”, as Dorothea Lange would later recall, in an 

attempt to secure placements in major papers.2 Stryker had encyclopedic ambitions: tasked with the mission 

of “introducing America to Americans”, the FSA’s photography wing would soon see its remit balloon far 

past images of rural poverty to encompass everything from aerial shots of utopian building projects 

to Kodachrome still lifes — all of which could find a home within what Stryker called simply the File.3 

https://www.loc.gov/pictures/item/2017713853/
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/the-kept-and-the-killed#fn1
https://www.aaa.si.edu/collections/interviews/oral-history-interview-dorothea-lange-11757
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/the-kept-and-the-killed#fn2
https://www.loc.gov/item/2017877752/
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/the-kept-and-the-killed#fn3
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A log sheet from the Farm Security Administration, tracking which newspapers and periodicals published 

Dorothea Lange’s Migrant Mother in the late 1930s — Source. 

Yet despite the File’s colossal scope, there were still images that Stryker deemed unfit for inclusion. These 

photographs had to be, in his parlance, “killed” — marked for exclusion, usually with a merciless hole-punch 

through the middle. By the time the project came to a close, the FSA’s photographers had captured some 

270,000 images, of which a staggering 100,000 were killed.4 These include work by pioneering Black 

filmmaker and photographer Gordon Parks; by Russell Lee, who would go on to document the internment of 

Japanese Americans during the Second World War; by Marion Post Wolcott, the FSA’s first full-time female 

photographer. They also include images of which not even a punctured trace survives. Stryker only used the 

hole-punch method on 35mm negatives; when presented with sheet film he felt was unsuitable, he simply 

discarded it.5

 

Untitled photograph by John Vachon, 1938, possibly related to a series captioned “Ball team at Irwinville 

Farms, Georgia” — Source. 

https://www.loc.gov/resource/ds.13307/
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/the-kept-and-the-killed#fn4
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/the-kept-and-the-killed#fn5
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/the-kept-and-the-killed#fn5
https://www.loc.gov/item/2017717281/
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Stryker’s career had a ping-pong trajectory: he dropped out of the Colorado School of Mines to become a 

rancher before being shipped off to fight in World War I, then returned to the U.S. and studied economics at 

Columbia. There, he researched utopian socialism with Rexford Tugwell, a professor whose emphasis on the 

pedagogical and psychological impact of visual aids left an impression on Stryker. After Tugwell became part 

of Roosevelt’s “Brain Trust” of key advisers, he called upon his former student to join him in Washington and 

head up the photography arm of the Resettlement Administration, which, in 1937, was folded into the Farm 

Security Administration.6 Though not a photographer himself, Stryker nevertheless had a clearly defined 

sense of the medium as an instrument of social action and knew what he liked and did not like in an image. 

He would often send his photographers into the field armed with pages-long scripts detailing what exactly he 

wanted them to capture, itemized lists that sometimes approached aphoristic form: “The baseball diamond as 

an important part of our general landscape”; “Pressed clothes”; “The wall decorations in homes as an index to 

the different income groups and their reactions”; “Old tires piles”; “(What will happen to the roadside 

hamburger stand?)”; “Pictures of men, women, and children who appear as if they really believed in the 

U.S.”7 

 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/the-kept-and-the-killed#fn6
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/the-kept-and-the-killed#fn7
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Untitled photograph by Theodor Jung, 1936, of the “interior of rehabilitation client's cabin" in Jackson, Ohio 

— Source. 

 

Untitled photograph by Carl Mydans, 1935, of "meat testing" in Prince George's County, Maryland 

— Source. 

Stryker’s editorial philosophy occasionally brought him into conflict with the photographers he employed. 

His refusal to use the captions Lange painstakingly composed for her own images greatly frustrated her 

(despite praising Migrant Mother as the pinnacle of the FSA photography program’s output, Stryker would 

fire Lange on three separate occasions).8 Photographer Edwin Rosskam remarked bitterly that Stryker’s hole-

punching habit “was barbaric to me. . . I'm sure that some very significant pictures have in that way been 

killed off, because there is no way of telling, no way, what photograph would come alive when”.9 Another 

FSA staffer, Ben Shahn, referred to Stryker’s style as “a little bit dictatorial”: 

https://www.loc.gov/resource/fsa.8a14195/
https://www.loc.gov/item/2017714284/
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/the-kept-and-the-killed#fn8
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/the-kept-and-the-killed#fn9
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He ruined quite a number of my pictures. . . . Some of them were incredibly valuable. He didn't understand at 

the time. . . . Later on, during the war . . . I went to look for [a] negative and he[‘d] punched a hole through 

it. Well, I shot my mouth off about that. But, I didn't know what was done with a lot of my negatives, naturally. 

He learned, then, not to do that, you see, because this was an invaluable document of what life was like in 

1935 and when I was looking for it in 1943 or '44 it didn't exist anymore.10 

A chastened Stryker eventually granted veto power to photographers over which of their images would be 

killed. 

By the time he took a job at the Pittsburgh Photography Library in the 1950s, Stryker had transitioned to 

indicating killed negatives by having them pasted onto cards marked with an incongruously cutesy blue star. 

Sometimes, however, the old temptation for more abrasive methods seemed to take hold — other cards were 

branded by a special KILL stamp. In still other cases the destroying angel seems to have taken Stryker over 

completely and caused him to slash across the doomed images in marker.11 Even those pictures that he 

favored were not immune from these kinds of interventions: squiggles, lines, and written notes instructed his 

employees to crop and straighten, addenda that sometimes smudged and marred the photo Stryker was trying 

to perfect.12 

 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/the-kept-and-the-killed#fn10
https://www.researchgate.net/figure/Esther-Bubley-Pa-n-t-a-l-i-s-f-a-m-i-l-y-19-5-0-N-e-g-a-t-ive-n-u-m-b-e-r-142-5_fig4_265237029
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/the-kept-and-the-killed#fn11
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/the-kept-and-the-killed#fn12
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Untitled photograph by Theodor Jung, 1935, possibly related to a series captioned “Farmland, hillside type, 

thoroughly worked, Garrett County, Maryland” — Source. 

 

 

https://www.loc.gov/item/2017727629/
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Beaumont Newhall’s photograph of Roy Stryker (far right) reviewing photographs with Russell Lee, Arthur 

Rothstein, and John Vachon (leftmost), ca. 1938 — Source. 

Most of the negatives Stryker killed, by all accounts, were redundancies nixed in favor of a similar image 

with stronger composition, clearer focus, and facial expressions better comporting with the themes of 

suffering and endurance he sought to draw out of the FSA’s subjects. Shot through, these unloved alternates 

have become almost more interesting than their perfect twins. In contrast to the carefully captioned File 

images, killed negatives have no names attached, often no notes on provenance: what little we know about 

them is only by analogy to those photos that were saved, clues about location gleaned from landscapes, 

clothing, faces. As such, the killed photos demand a more active viewer, one willing to piece together, to 

parse, to consign some things to the realm of the curious and unknowable. 

Did Stryker give much thought as to where to put the hole through when he made his killings? These voids 

obliterate the hand of a little boy in fringed gloves who stares back calmly at his shooter; they slice through 

the pavement of an unnamed street where a pair of identical twins walks on unawares. They run like a 

sniper’s bullet through the legs of a man bending over to pick a fruit, whizz past the ear of a cop. A black 

hole tarnishes the pale lapel of a floppy-bonneted woman as she looks the other way; it hovers over a man’s 

head like a grim fate narrowly avoided. In one rare example, a vicious flurry of perforations strafes an entire 

family of Arkansas sharecroppers as the mother tends to her youngest. The void slates houses for 

destruction, theaters, water pumps, a cotton bale straining at the corset of its ties. It hangs aloft and lightless 

over a Chocowinity field like a sun negated. The same person is killed and killed again, from one picture to 

the next. When one views these photos as a series, the holes begin to feel like a vengeful god too terrible to 

figure. Once capturing social history, these images now seem to conjure that moment just prior to disaster: 

before the hole shatters the glass, pops the tire, forces the horse to give one final whinny, kick out uselessly, 

and fall to the earth. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Stryker-FSA-Photographers.jpg
https://www.loc.gov/item/2017747122/
https://www.loc.gov/item/2017747126/
https://www.loc.gov/item/2017717087/
https://www.loc.gov/item/2017716928/
https://www.loc.gov/resource/fsa.8a09739/
https://www.loc.gov/item/2017747129/
https://www.loc.gov/item/2017720766/
https://www.loc.gov/item/2017716935/
https://www.loc.gov/item/2017716958/
https://www.loc.gov/item/2017716984/
https://www.loc.gov/item/2017717063/
https://www.loc.gov/item/2017717103/
https://www.loc.gov/item/2017722890/
https://www.loc.gov/item/2017722888/
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Untitled photograph by John Vachon, 1938, taken on Roanoke Farms, Enfield, North Carolina — Source. 

https://www.loc.gov/item/2017717087/
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Untitled photograph by Arthur Rothstein, 1935, related to a series of images captioned “Sharecropper’s wife 

and children, Arkansas” — Source. 

https://www.loc.gov/item/2017720766/
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Untitled photograph, unknown photographer and date — Source. 

https://www.loc.gov/item/2017730099/
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Negative and positive view of an untitled photograph by Carl Mydans, 1935, possibly related to a series of 

images captioned: “Transients clearing land. Prince George's County, Maryland” — Source. 

https://www.loc.gov/resource/fsa.8a00531/
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Untitled photograph, unknown photographer and date — Source. 

Punning on the pinhole history of early photographic technologies like the camera obscura, Roland Barthes 

used the word punctum (literally, “sting, speck, cut, little hole”) to name the disarming effect of certain 

images. “A photograph’s punctum”, he wrote, “is that accident which pricks me (but also bruises me, is 

poignant to me)”.13 In the killed negatives, we find Barthes’ dictum literalized: it is the little hole or holes 

themselves that arrest our eyes and imagination. The strange contradiction at the heart of the killed negatives 

— as the very existence of this essay attests — is that in an important sense they weren’t killed: the hole-

punched photos remain in the Library of Congress, preserved by Stryker himself, and the Pittsburgh 

Photography Library images deemed unfit for the archives have instead come to comprise their own separate 

archive in the same building, a sort of Salon des Refusés. Allen Benson writes that the “entombment” of these 

images “produces a contradictory effect, a desire to look, to open the killed storage boxes and inspect the 

remains”.14 When we do look, we find that, whatever the organic center of the original photo’s gravity may 

be, the void has usurped it and become, suddenly, the focal point. In the subtle but unmistakable way that 

Stryker’s puncture marks reveal the three-dimensional negative from which each two-dimensional image is 

https://www.loc.gov/item/2017714608/
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/out-from-behind-this-mask
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/the-kept-and-the-killed#fn13
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/the-kept-and-the-killed#fn14
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printed, they call our attention to the fact that a photograph is a physical object and a fragile one at that. And 

yet at the same time it’s difficult not to feel a visceral reel as a hole slices through the head of a child, the face 

of a young mother. Stryker’s rejects present us with a push-pull of mimesis: the scenes become less real even 

as they become more emotionally immediate. 

 

Untitled photograph by Carl Mygans, 1936, of homesteaders’ children in Penderlea, North Carolina 

— Source. 

https://www.loc.gov/item/2017716041/
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Untitled photograph by Russell Lee, 1937, of a “young Indian mother and baby”, at Blueberry Camp, near 

Little Fork, Minnesota — Source. 

If we wish to examine what images Stryker thought ultimately worthy of keeping, we must also consider the 

question of what images he thought were worth taking in the first place. Groups like Latinos and Native 

Americans, for instance, are underrepresented in the File.15 In a 1937 letter to Lange while she was on 

assignment photographing tenant farmers in Texas, Stryker advised her to “take both black and white, but 

place the emphasis on the white tenants, since we know that these will receive much wider use”.16 That latter 

part was indeed borne out by the fact that exhibitions and newspapers more readily selected white images 

from the File than non-white.17 More broadly, the FSA’s focus on the madonna, the stoic striver, elevated a 

certain class of “deserving poor” above those who were beyond the bounds both of being photographed and 

receiving material aid.18 For the government, of course, these two things were tightly interwoven: the purpose 

of the FSA’s photography program, after all, was to drum up support for the New Deal among an American 

public that had long viewed poverty as a moral stain. In the course of resettling white tenant farmers in the 

Mississippi Delta, the FSA forcibly uprooted Black families throughout the region — families whose 

suffering, it appears, did not rate high enough to make it into the File.19 When I viewed Stryker’s negatives 

together, they seemed to be posing questions not just about the work of the FSA but about the future of the 

country they sought to document: both “who should get a farm loan?” and “who cuts a heroic enough figure 

to advertise them?” Not only “whose grief do we recognize?”, but also “whose grief is deserving of succor?” 

Who will be kept and who will be killed? Who will survive in America — and what image of this land will 

these survivors bear into the future? 

Public Domain Works 

• Farm Security Administration / Office of War Information, Black-and-White Negative 

Collection 

1935-1944 

o Library of Congress 

o Library of Congress (killed negatives only) 

IMAGES 

• Farm Security Administration / Office of War Information, Color Photograph Collection 

1939-1944 

o Library of Congress 

https://www.loc.gov/resource/fsa.8a21932/
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/the-kept-and-the-killed#fn15
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/the-kept-and-the-killed#fn16
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/the-kept-and-the-killed#fn17
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/the-kept-and-the-killed#fn18
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/the-kept-and-the-killed#fn19
https://www.loc.gov/collections/fsa-owi-black-and-white-negatives/about-this-collection/
https://www.loc.gov/search/?c=150&q=%22Negative+has+a+hole+punch+made+by+FSA+staff+%22
https://www.loc.gov/collections/fsa-owi-color-photographs/about-this-collection/
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IMAGES 

Further Reading 

• The Likes of Us: America in the Eyes of the Farm Security Administration 

By Stu Cohen 

This book collects work from nine Farm Security Administration photography excursions – Walker Evans in 

Louisiana and Alabama, Ben Shahn in West Virginia, Dorothea Lange in California, and others — uniting 

them with Roy Stryker’s shooting scripts, letters, and other relevant archival documents. What emerges, 

beyond the images themselves, is a complex and vital overview of the FSA at work and how the work 

evolved and matured under Stryker’s guidance. 

More Info and Buy 

 

• Dorothea Lange: A Life Beyond Limits 

By Linda Gordon 

Using Lange’s life to anchor a moving social history of twentieth-century America, Gordon masterfully re-

creates bohemian San Francisco, the Depression, and the Japanese-American internment camps. 

Accompanied by more than one hundred images ― many of them previously unseen and some formerly 

suppressed ― Gordon has written a sparkling, fast-moving story that testifies to her status as one of the most 

gifted historians of our time. 

More Info and Buy 

 

• Ground: A Reprise of Photographs from the Farm Security Administration 

By Bill McDowell 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/1567923402/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/1567923402/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/039333905X/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/039333905X/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/1942084129/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
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In Ground, Bill McDowell has assembled a series of "killed" negatives from the FSA archives, many of 

which have never before been published. McDowell has poetically organized the photographs in Ground 

according to how and what they represent. While the book's images document 1930s agriculture and 

landscapes, they also have been chosen for the manner in which their black hole (created by Roy Stryker's 

hole punch) abstracts its subjects. This provides the photographs a temporal duality in which they present the 

post-Depression era through a contemporary filter. 

More Info and Buy 

 

Books link through to Amazon who will give us a small percentage of sale price (ca. 4.5%). Discover more 

recommended books in our dedicated PDR Recommends section of the site. 

Erica X Eisen’s work has appeared in The Washington Post, The Guardian, The Baffler, n+1, The Boston 

Review, AGNI, and elsewhere. She received her bachelor’s degree in History of Art & Architecture from 

Harvard University with a focus on Japanese art and her MA in Buddhist Art History & Conservation from 

The Courtauld Institute of Art. She is an editor at Hypocrite Reader. Her writing can be found 

at www.ericaxeisen.com. 

 

 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/the-kept-and-the-killed 

  

https://www.amazon.com/dp/1942084129/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://publicdomainreview.org/shop/pdr-recommends
http://hypocritereader.com/
https://www.ericaxeisen.com/
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/the-kept-and-the-killed
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My Friend the Murderer 

by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle 

 

MY FRIEND THE MURDERER. 

"Number 43 is no better, Doctor," said the head-warder, in a slightly reproachful accent, looking in round the 

corner of my door. 

"Confound 43!" I responded from behind the pages of the Australian Sketcher. 

"And 61 says his tubes are paining him. Couldn't you do anything for him?" 

"He is a walking drug-shop," said I. "He has the whole British pharmacopœia inside him. I believe his tubes 

are as sound as yours are." 

"Then there's 7 and 108, they are chronic," continued the warder, glancing down a blue slip of paper. "And 28 

knocked off work yesterday—said lifting things gave him a stitch in his side. I want you to have a look at 

him, if you don't mind, Doctor. There's 31 too—him that killed John Adamson in the Corinthian brig—he's 

been carrying on awful in the night, shrieking and yelling, he has, and no stopping him neither." 

"All right, I'll have a look at him afterward," I said, tossing my paper carelessly aside, and pouring myself a 

cup of coffee. "Nothing else to report, I suppose, warder?" 

The official protruded his head a little further into the room. "Beg pardon, Doctor," he said, in a confidential 

tone, "but I notice as 82 has a bit of a cold, and it would be a good excuse for you to visit him and have a chat, 

maybe." 

The cup of coffee was arrested half-way to my lips as I stared in amazement at the man's serious face. 

"An excuse?" I said. "An excuse? What the deuce are you talking about, McPherson? You see me trudging 

about all day at my practice, when I'm not looking after the prisoners, and coming back every night as tired as 

a dog, and you talk about finding an excuse for doing more work." 

https://americanliterature.com/author/sir-arthur-conan-doyle
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"You'd like it, Doctor," said Warder McPherson, insinuating one of his shoulders into the room. "That man's 

story's worth listening to if you could get him to tell it, though he's not what you'd call free in his speech. 

Maybe you don't know who 82 is?" 

"No, I don't, and I don't care either," I answered, in the conviction that some local ruffian was about to be 

foisted upon me as a celebrity. 

"He's Maloney," said the warder, "him that turned Queen's evidence after the murders at Bluemansdyke." 

"You don't say so?" I ejaculated, laying down my cup in astonishment. I had heard of this ghastly series of 

murders, and read an account of them in a London magazine long before setting foot in the colony. I 

remembered that the atrocities committed had thrown the Burke and Hare crimes completely into the shade, 

and that one of the most villainous of the gang had saved his own skin by betraying his companions. "Are you 

sure?" I asked. 

"Oh, yes, it's him right enough. Just you draw him out a bit, and he'll astonish you. He's a man to know, is 

Maloney; that's to say, in moderation;" and the head grinned, bobbed, and disappeared, leaving me to finish 

my breakfast and ruminate over what I had heard. 

The surgeonship of an Australian prison is not an enviable position. It may be endurable in Melbourne or 

Sydney, but the little town of Perth has few attractions to recommend it, and those few had been long 

exhausted. The climate was detestable, and the society far from congenial. Sheep and cattle were the staple 

support of the community; and their prices, breeding, and diseases the principal topic of conversation. Now as 

I, being an outsider, possessed neither the one nor the other, and was utterly callous to the new "dip" and the 

"rot" and other kindred topics, I found myself in a state of mental isolation, and was ready to hail anything 

which might relieve the monotony of my existence. Maloney, the murderer, had at least some distinctiveness 

and individuality in his character, and might act as a tonic to a mind sick of the commonplaces of existence. 

When, therefore, I went upon my usual matutinal round, I turned the lock of the door which bore the convict's 

number upon it, and walked into the cell. 

The man was lying in a heap upon his rough bed as I entered, but, uncoiling his long limbs, he started up and 

stared at me with an insolent look of defiance on his face which augured badly for our interview. He had a 

pale set face, with sandy hair and a steelly-blue eye, with something feline in its expression. His frame was 

tall and muscular, though there was a curious bend in his shoulders, which almost amounted to a deformity. 

An ordinary observer meeting him in the street might have put him down as a well-developed man, fairly 

handsome, and of studious habits—even in the hideous uniform of the rottenest convict establishment he 

imparted a certain refinement to his carriage which marked him out among the inferior ruffians around him. 

"I'm not on the sick-list," he said, gruffly. There was something in the hard, rasping voice which dispelled all 

softer illusions, and made me realise that I was face to face with the man of the Lena Valley and 

Bluemansdyke, the bloodiest bushranger that ever stuck up a farm or cut the throats of its occupants. 
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"I know you're not," I answered. "Warder McPherson told me you had a cold, though, and I thought I'd look 

in and see you." 

"Blast Warder McPherson, and blast you, too!" yelled the convict, in a paroxysm of rage. "Oh, that's right," he 

added in a quieter voice; "hurry away; report me to the governor, do! Get me another six months or so—that's 

your game." 

"I'm not going to report you," I said. 

"Eight square feet of ground," he went on, disregarding my protest, and evidently working himself into a fury 

again. "Eight square feet, and I can't have that without being talked to and stared at, and—oh, blast the whole 

crew of you!" and he raised his two clinched hands above his head and shook them in passionate invective. 

"You've got a curious idea of hospitality," I remarked, determined not to lose my temper, and saying almost 

the first thing that came to my tongue. 

To my surprise the words had an extraordinary effect upon him. He seemed completely staggered at my 

assuming the proposition for which he had been so fiercely contending—namely, that the room in which he 

stood was his own." 

"I beg your pardon," he said; "I didn't mean to be rude. Won't you take a seat?" and he motioned toward a 

rough trestle, which formed the headpiece of his couch. 

I sat down, rather astonished at the sudden change. I don't know that I liked Maloney better under this new 

aspect. The murderer had, it is true, disappeared for the nonce, but there was something in the smooth tones 

and obsequious manner which powerfully suggested that the witness of the Queen, who had stood up and 

sworn away the lives of his companions in crime. 

"How's your chest?" I asked, putting on my professional air. 

"Come, drop it, Doctor, drop it!" he answered, showing a row of white teeth as he resumed his seat upon the 

side of the bed. "It wasn't anxiety after my precious health that brought you along here; that story won't wash 

at all. You came to have a look at Wolf Tone Maloney, forger, murderer, Sydney-slider, ranger, and 

Government peach. That's about my figure, ain't it? There it is, plain and straight; there's nothing mean about 

me." 

He paused as if he expected me to say something; but I remained silent, he repeated once or twice, "There's 

nothing mean about me." 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 594  april  2022 

 

87 

"And why shouldn't I?" he suddenly yelled, his eyes gleaming and his whole satanic nature reasserting itself. 

"We were bound to swing, one and all, and they were none the worse if I saved myself by turning against 

them. Every man for himself, say I, and the devil take the luckiest. You haven't a plug of tobacco, Doctor, 

have you?" 

He tore at the piece of "Barrett's" which I handed him as ravenously as a wild beast. It seemed to have the 

effect of soothing his nerves, for he settled himself down in the bed and reassumed his former deprecating 

manner. 

"You wouldn't like it yourself, you know, Doctor," he said: "it's enough to make any man a little queer in his 

temper. I'm in for six months this time for assault, and very sorry I shall be to go out again, I can tell you. My 

mind's at ease in here; but when I'm outside, what with the Government and what with Tattooed Tom, of 

Hawkesbury, there's no chance of a quiet life." 

"Who is he?" I asked. 

"He's the brother of John Grimthorpe; the same that was condemned on my evidence; and an infernal scamp 

he was too! Spawn of the devil, both of them! This tattooed one is a murderous ruffian, and he swore to have 

my blood after that trial. It's seven years ago, and he's following me yet; I know he is, though he lies low and 

keeps dark. He came up to me in Ballarat in '75: you can see on the back of my hand here where the bullet 

clipped me. He tried again in '76, at Port Philip, but I got the drop on him and wounded him badly. He knifed 

me in '79 though, in a bar at Adelaide, and that made our account about level. He's loafing round again now, 

and he'll let daylight into me—unless—unless by some extraordinary chance some one does as much for 

him." And Maloney gave me a very ugly smile. 

"I don't complain of him so much," he continued. "Looking at it in his way, no doubt it is a sort of family 

matter that can hardly be neglected. It's the Government that fetches me. When I think of what I've done for 

this country, and then of what this country has done for me, it makes me fairly wild—clean drives me off my 

head. There's no gratitude nor common decency left, Doctor!" 

He brooded over his wrongs for a few minutes, and then proceeded to lay them before me in detail. 

"Here's nine men," he said, "they've been murdering and killing for a matter of three years, and maybe a life a 

week wouldn't more than average the work that they've done. The Government catches them and the 

Government tries them, but they can't convict; and why?—because the witnesses have all had their throats 

cut, and the whole job's been very neatly done. What happens then? Up comes a citizen called Wolf Tone 

Maloney; he says, 'The country needs me, and here I am.' And with that he gives his evidence, convicts the 

lot, and enables the beaks to hang them. That's what I did. There's nothing mean about me! And now what 

does the country do in return? Dogs me, sir, spies on me, watches me night and day, turns against the very 

man that worked so very hard for it. There's something mean about that, anyway. I didn't expect them to 

knight me, nor to make me Colonial Secretary; but, damn it, I did expect that they would let me alone!" 
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"Well," I remonstrated, "if you choose to break laws and assault people, you can't expect it to be looked over 

on account of former services." 

"I don't refer to my present imprisonment, sir," said Maloney, with dignity. "It's the life I've been leading 

since that cursed trial that takes the soul out of me. Just you sit there on that trestle, and I'll tell you all about 

it; and then look me in the face and tell me that I've been treated fair by the police." 

I shall endeavour to transcribe the experience of the convict in his own words, as far as I can remember them, 

preserving his curious perversions of right and wrong. I can answer for the truth of his facts, whatever may be 

said for his deductions from them. Months afterward, Inspector H. W. Hann, formerly governor of the jail at 

Dunedin, showed me entries in his ledger which corroborated every statement. Maloney reeled the story off in 

a dull, monotonous voice, with his head sunk upon his breast and his hands between his knees. The glitter of 

his serpent-like eyes was the only sign of the emotions which were stirred up by the recollection of the events 

which he narrated. 

You've read of Bluemansdyke (he began, with some pride in his tone). We made it hot while it lasted; but 

they ran us to earth at last, and a trap called Braxton, with a damned Yankee, took the lot of us. That was in 

New Zealand, of course, and they took us down to Dunedin, and there they were convicted and hanged. One 

and all they put up their hands in the dock, and cursed me till your blood would have run cold to hear them, 

which was scurvy treatment, seeing that we had all been pals together; but they were a blackguard lot, and 

thought only of themselves. I think it is as well that they were hung. 

They took me back to Dunedin gaol, and clamped me into the old cell. The only difference they made was, 

that I had no work to do and was well fed. I stood this for a week or two, until one day the governor was 

making his rounds, and I put the matter to him. 

"How's this?" I said. "My conditions were a free pardon, and you're keeping me here against the law." 

He gave a sort of a smile. "Should you like very much to get out?" he asked. 

"So much," said I, "that unless you open that door I'll have an action against you for illegal detention." 

He seemed a bit astonished by my resolution. "You're very anxious to meet your death," he said. 

"What d'ye mean?" I asked. 

"Come here, and you'll know what I mean," he answered. And he led me down the passage to a window that 

overlooked the door of the prison. "Look at that!" said he. 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 594  april  2022 

 

89 

I looked out, and there were a dozen or so rough-looking fellows standing outside the street, some of them 

smoking, some playing cards on the pavement. When they saw me they gave a yell and crowded round the 

door, shaking their fists and hooting. 

"They wait for you, watch and watch about," said the governor. "They're the executive of the vigilance 

committee. However, since you are determined to go, I can't stop you." 

"D'ye call this a civilized land," I cried, "and let a man be murdered in cold blood in open daylight?" 

When I said this the governor and the warder and every fool in the place grinned, as if a man's life was a rare 

good joke. 

"You've got the law on your side," says the governor; "so we won't detain you any longer. Show him out, 

warder." 

He'd have done it, too, the black-hearted villain, if I hadn't begged and prayed and offered to pay for my board 

and lodging, which is more than any prisoner ever did before me. He let me stay on those conditions; and for 

three months I was caged up there with every larrikin in the township clamoring at the other side of the wall. 

That was pretty treatment for a man that had served his country! 

At last, one morning up came the governor again. 

"Well, Maloney," he said, "how long are you going to honor us with your society?" 

I could have put a knife into his cursed body, and would, too, if we had been alone in the bush; but I had to 

smile, and smooth him and flatter, for I feared that he might have me sent out. 

"You're an infernal rascal," he said; those were his very words, to a man that had helped him all he knew how. 

"I don't want any rough justice here, though; and I think I see my way to getting you out of Dunedin." 

"I'll never forget you, governor," said I; and, by God, I never will. 

"I don't want your thanks nor your gratitude," he answered; "it's not for your sake that I do it, but simply to 

keep order in the town. There's a steamer starts from the West Quay to Melbourne to-morrow, and we'll get 

you aboard it. She is advertised at five in the morning, so have yourself in readiness." 

I packed up the few things I had, and was smuggled out by a back door, just before daybreak. I hurried down, 

took my ticket under the name of Isaac Smith, and got safely aboard the Melbourne boat. I remember hearing 
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her screw grinding into the water as the warps were cast loose, and looking back at the lights of Dunedin as I 

leaned upon the bulwarks, with the pleasant thought that I was leaving them behind me forever. It seemed to 

me that a new world was before me, and that all my troubles had been cast off. I went down below and had 

some coffee, and came up again feeling better than I had done since the morning that I woke to find that 

cursed Irishman that took me standing over me with a six-shooter. 

Day had dawned by that time, and we were steaming along by the coast, well out of sight of Dunedin. I loafed 

about for a couple of hours, and when the sun got well up some of the other passengers came on deck and 

joined me. One of them, a little perky sort of fellow, took a good long look at me, and then came over and 

began talking. 

"Mining, I suppose?" says he. 

"Yes," I says. 

"Made your pile?" he asks. 

"Pretty fair," says I. 

"I was at it myself," he says; "I worked at the Nelson fields for three months, and spent all I made in buying a 

salted claim which busted up the second day. I went at it again, though, and struck it rich; but when the gold 

wagon was going down to the settlements, it was stuck up by those cursed rangers, and not a red cent left." 

"That was a bad job," I says. 

"Broke me—ruined me clean. Never mind, I've seen them all hanged for it; that makes it easier to bear. 

There's only one left—the villain that gave the evidence. I'd die happy if I could come across him. There were 

two things I have to do if I meet him." 

"What's that?" says I carelessly. 

"I've got to ask him where the money lies—they never had time to make away with it, and 

it's cachéd somewhere in the mountains—and then I've got to stretch his neck for him, and send his soul down 

to join the men that he betrayed." 

It seemed to me that I knew something about that caché, and I felt like laughing; but he was watching me, and 

it struck me that he had a nasty, vindictive kind of mind. 
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"I'm going up on the bridge," I said, for he was not a man whose acquaintance I cared much about making. 

He wouldn't hear of my leaving him, though. "We're both miners," he says, "and we're pals for the voyage. 

Come down to the bar. I'm not too poor to shout." 

I couldn't refuse him well, and we went down together; and that was the beginning of the trouble. What harm 

was I doing any one on the ship? All I asked for was a quiet life, leaving others alone and getting left alone 

myself. No man could ask fairer than that. And now just you listen to what came of it. 

We were passing the front of the ladies' cabin, on our way to the saloon, when out comes a servant lass—a 

freckled currency she-devil—with a baby in her arms. We were brushing past her, when she gave a scream 

like a railway whistle, and nearly dropped the kid. My nerves gave a sort of jump when I heard that scream, 

but I turned and begged her pardon, letting on that I thought I might have trod on her foot. I knew the game 

was up, though, when I saw her white face, and her leaning against the door and pointing. 

"It's him!" she cried; "It's him! I saw him in the court-house. Oh, don't let him hurt the baby!" 

"Who is it?" asked the steward and half a dozen others in a breath. 

"It's him—Maloney—Maloney, the murderer—oh, take him away—take him away!" 

I don't rightly remember what happened just at that moment. The furniture and me seemed to get kind of 

mixed, and there was cursing, and smashing, and some one shouting for his gold, and a general stamp round. 

When I got steadied a bit, I found somebody's hand in my mouth. From what I gathered afterwards, I 

concluded that it belonged to that same little man with the vicious way of talking. He got some of it out again, 

but that was because the others were choking me. A poor chap can get no fair-play in this world when once he 

is down—still, I think he will remember me till the day of his death—longer, I hope. 

They dragged me out on to the poop and held a damned court-martial - on me, mind you; me, that had thrown 

over my pals in order to serve them. What were they to do with me? Some said this, some said that; but it 

ended by the captain deciding to send me ashore. The ship stopped, they lowered a boat, and I was hoisted in, 

the whole gang of them hooting at me from over the bulwarks. I saw the man I spoke of tying up his hand 

though, and I felt that things might be worse. 

I changed my opinion before we got to land. I had reckoned on the shore being deserted, and that I might 

make my way inland; but the ship had stopped too near the Heads, and a dozen beach-combers and such like 

had come down to the water's edge and were staring at us, wondering what the boat was after. When we got to 

the edge of the surf the coxswain hailed them, and after singing out who I was, he and his men threw me into 

the water. You may well look surprised—neck and crop into ten feet of water, with sharks as thick as green 

parrots in the bush, and I heard them laughing as I floundered to the shore. 
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I soon saw it was a worse job than ever. As I came scrambling out through the weeds, I was collared by a big 

chap with a velveteen coat, and half-a-dozen others got round me and held me fast. Most of them looked 

simple fellows enough, and I was not afraid of them; but there was one in a cabbage-tree hat that had a very 

nasty expression on his face, and the big man seemed to be chummy with him. 

The dragged me up the beach, and then they let go their hold of me and stood round in a circle. 

"Well, mate," says the man with the hat, "we've been looking out for you some time in these parts." 

"And very good of you, too," I answers. 

"None of your jaw," says he. "Come, boys, what shall it be—hanging, drowning, or shooting? Look sharp!" 

This looked a bit too like business. "No you don't!" I said. "I've got Government protection, and it'll be 

murder." 

"That's what they call it," answered the one in the velveteen coat, as cheery as a piping crow. 

"And you're going to murder me for being a ranger?" 

"Ranger be damned!" said the man. "We're going to hang you for peaching against your pals; and that's an end 

of the palaver." 

They slung a rope round my neck and dragged me up to the edge of the bush. There were some big she-oaks 

and blue-gums, and they pitched on one of these for the wicked deed. They ran the rope over a branch, tied 

my hands, and told me to say my prayers. It seemed as if it was all up; but Providence interfered to save me. It 

sounds nice enough sitting here and telling about it, sir; but it was sick work to stand with nothing but the 

beach in front of you, and the long white line of surf, with the steamer in the distance, and a set of bloody-

minded villains round you thirsting for your life. 

I never thought I'd owe anything good to the police; but they saved me that time. A troop of them were riding 

from Hawkes Point Station to Dunedin, and hearing that something was up, they came down through the 

bush, and interrupted the proceedings. I've heard some bands in my time, Doctor, but I never heard music like 

the jingle of those traps' spurs and harness as they galloped out on to the open. They tried to hang me even 

then, but the police were too quick for them; and the man with the hat got one over the head with the flat of a 

sword. I was clapped on to a horse, and before evening I found myself in my old quarters in the city gaol. 
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The governor wasn't to be done, though. He was determined to get rid of me, and I was equally anxious to see 

the last of him. He waited a week or so until the excitement had begun to die away, and then he smuggled me 

aboard a three-masted schooner bound to Sydney with tallow and hides. 

We got far away to sea without a hitch, and things began to look a bit more rosy. I made sure that I had seen 

the last of the prison, anyway. The crew had a sort of an idea who I was, and if there'd been any rough 

weather, they'd have hove me overboard, like enough; for they were a rough, ignorant lot, and had a notion 

that I brought bad luck to the ship. We had a good passage, however, and I was landed safe and sound upon 

Sydney Quay. 

Now just you listen to what happened next. You'd have thought they would have been sick of ill-using me and 

following me by this time—wouldn't you, now? Well, just you listen. It seems that a cursed steamer started 

from Dunedin to Sydney on the very day we left, and got in before us, bringing news that I was coming. 

Blessed if they hadn't called a meeting—a regular mass meeting—at the docks to discuss about it, and I was 

marched right into it when I landed. They didn't take long about arresting me, and I listened to all the 

speeches and resolutions. If I'd been a prince there couldn't have been more excitement. The end of all was 

that they agreed that it wasn't right that New Zealand should be allowed to foist her criminals upon her 

neighbours, and that I was to be sent back again by the next boat. So they posted me off again as if I was a 

damned parcel; and after another eight-hundred-mile journey I found myself back for the third time moving in 

the place that I was started from. 

By the time I had begun to think that I was going to spend the rest of my existence travelling about from one 

port to another. Every man's hand seemed turned against me, and there was no peace or quiet in any direction. 

I was about sick of it by the time I had come back; and if I could have taken to the bush I'd have done it, and 

chanced it with my old pals. They were too quick for me, though, and kept me under lock and key; but I 

managed, in spite of them, to negotiate that caché I told you of, and sewed the gold up in my belt. I spent 

another month in gaol, and then they shipped me abroad a barque that was bound for England. 

This time the crew never knew who I was, but the captain had a pretty good idea, though he didn't let on to 

me that he had any suspicions. I guessed from the first that the man was a villain. We had a fair passage, 

except a gale or two off the Cape; and I began to feel like a free man when I saw the blue loom of the old 

country, and the saucy little pilot-boat from Falmouth dancing toward us over the waves. We ran down the 

Channel, and before we reached Gravesend I had agreed with the pilot that he should take me ashore with him 

when he left. It was at this time that the captain showed me that I was right in thinking him a meddling, 

disagreeable man. I got my things packed, such as they were, and left him talking earnestly to the pilot, while 

I went below for my breakfast. When I came up again we were fairly into the mouth of the river, and the boat 

in which I was to have gone ashore had left us. The skipper said the pilot had forgotten me; but that was too 

thin, and I began to fear that all my old troubles were going to commence once more. 

It was not long before my suspicions were confirmed. A boat darted out from the side of the river, and a tall 

cove with a long black beard came aboard. I heard him ask the mate whether they didn't need a mud-pilot to 

take them up the reaches, but it seemed to me that he was a man who would know a deal more about 

handcuffs than he did about steering, so I kept away from him. He came across the deck, however, and made 
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some remark to me, taking a good look at me the while. I don't like inquisitive people at any time, but an 

inquisitive stranger with glue about the roots of his beard is the worst of all to stand, especially under the 

circumstances. I began to feel that it was time for me to go. 

I soon got a chance, and made good use of it. A big collier came athwart the bows of our steamer, and we had 

to slacken down to dead slow. There was a barge astern, and I slipped down by a rope and was into the barge 

before any one had missed me. Of course I had to leave my luggage behind me, but I had the belt with the 

nuggets round my waist, and the chance of shaking the police off my track was worth more than a couple of 

boxes. It was clear to me now that the pilot had been a traitor, as well as the captain, and had set the detectives 

after me. I often wish I could drop across those two men again. 

I hung about the barge all day as she drifted down the stream. There was one man in her, but she was a big, 

ugly craft, and his hands were too full for much looking about. Toward evening, when it got a bit dusky, I 

struck out for the shore, and found myself in a sort of marsh place, a good many miles to the east of London. I 

was soaking wet and half dead with hunger, but I trudged into the town, got a new rig-out at a slop-shop, and 

after having some supper, engaged a bed at the quietest lodgings I could find. 

I woke pretty early—a habit you pick up in the bush—and lucky for me that I did so. The very first thing I 

saw when I took a look through a chink in the shutter was one of those infernal policemen, standing right 

opposite and staring up at the windows. He hadn't epaulettes nor a sword, like our traps, but for all that there 

was a sort of family likeness, and the same busybody expression. Whether they'd followed me all the time, or 

whether the woman that let me the bed didn't like the looks of me, is more than I have ever been able to find 

out. He came across as I was watching him, and noted down the address of the house in a book. I was afraid 

that he was going to ring at the bell, but I suppose his orders were simply to keep an eye on me, for after 

another good look at the windows he moved on down the street. 

I saw that my only chance was to act at once. I threw on my clothes, opened the window softly, and, after 

making sure that there was nobody about, dropped out onto the ground and made off as hard as I could run. I 

travelled a matter of two or three miles, when my wind gave out; and as I saw a big building with people 

going in and out, I went in too, and found that it was a railway station. A train was just going off for Dover to 

meet the French boat, so I took a ticket and jumped into a third-class carriage. 

There were a couple of other chaps in the carriage, innocent-looking young beggars, both of them. They 

began speaking about this and that, while I sat quiet in the corner and listened. Then they started on England 

and foreign countries, and such like. Look ye now, Doctor, this is a fact. One of them begins jawing about the 

justice of England's laws. "It's all fair and above-board," says he; "there ain't any secret police, nor spying, 

like they have abroad," and a lot more of the same sort of wash. Rather rough on me, wasn't it, listening to the 

damned young fool, with the police following me about like my shadow? 

I got to Paris right enough, and there I changed some of my gold, and for a few days I imagined I'd shaken 

them off, and began to think of settling down for a bit of rest. I needed it by that time, for I was looking more 
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like a ghost than a man. You've never had the police after you, I suppose? Well, you needn't look offended, I 

didn't mean any harm. If ever you had you'd know that it wastes a man away like a sheep with the rot. 

I went to the opera one night and took a box, for I was very flush. I was coming out between the acts when I 

met a fellow lounging along in the passage. The light fell on his face, and I saw that it was the mud-pilot that 

had boarded us in the Thames. His beard was gone, but I recognized the man at a glance, for I've a good 

memory for faces. 

I tell you, Doctor, I felt desperate for a moment. I could have knifed him if we had been alone, but he knew 

me well enough never to give me the chance. It was more then I could stand any longer, so I went right up to 

him and drew him aside, where we'd be free from all the loungers and theatre-goers. 

"How long are you going to keep it up?" I asked him. 

He seemed a bit flustered for a moment, but then he saw there was no use beating about the bush, so he 

answered straight— 

"Until you go back to Australia," he said. 

"Don't you know," I said, "that I have served the government and got a free pardon?" 

He grinned all over his ugly face when I said this. 

"We know all about you, Maloney," he answered. "If you want a quiet life, just you go back where you came 

from. If you stay here, you're a marked man; and when you are found tripping it'll be a lifer for you, at the 

least. Free trade's a fine thing, but the market's too full of men like you for us to need to import any!" 

It seemed to me that there was something in what he said, though he had a nasty way of putting it. For some 

days back I'd been feeling a sort of home-sick. The ways of the people weren't my ways. They stared at me in 

the street; and if I dropped into a bar, they'd stop talking and edge away a bit, as if I was a wild beast. I'd 

sooner have had a pint of old Stringybark, too, than a bucketful of their rotgut liquors. There was too much 

damned propriety. What was the use of having money if you couldn't dress as you liked, nor bust it properly? 

There was no sympathy for a man if he shot about a little when he was half-over. I've seen a man dropped at 

Nelson many a time with less row than they'd make over a broken window-pane. The thing was slow, and I 

was sick of it. 

"You want me to go back?" I said. 

"I've my order to stick fast to you until you do," he answered. 
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"Well," I said, "I don't care if I do. All I bargain is that you keep your mouth shut and don't let on who I am, 

so that I may have a fair start when I get there." 

He agreed to this, and we went over to Southampton the very next day, where he saw me safely off once 

more. I took a passage round to Adelaide, where no one was likely to know me; and there I settled, right 

under the nose of the police. Id been there ever since, leading a quiet life, but for little difficulties like the one 

I'm in for now, and for that devil, Tattooed Tom of Hawkesbury. I don't know what made me tell you all this, 

Doctor, unless it is that being lonely makes a man inclined to jaw when he gets a chance. Just you take 

warning from me, though. Never put yourself out to serve your country; for your country will do precious 

little for you. Just you let them look after their own affairs; and if they find difficulty in hanging a set of 

scoundrels, never mind chipping in, but let them alone to do as best they can. Maybe they'll remember how 

they treated me after I'm dead, and be sorry for neglecting me. I was rude to you when you came in, and 

swore a trifle promiscuous: but don't you mind me, it's only my way. You'll allow, though, that I have cause 

to be a bit touchy now and again when I think of all that's passed. You're not going, are you? Well, if you 

must, you must; but I hope you will look me up at odd times when you are going your rounds. Oh, I say, 

you've left the balance of that cake of tobacco behind you, haven't you? No; it's in your pocket—that's all 

right. Thank ye, Doctor, you're a good sort, and as quick at a hint as any man I've met. 

A couple of months after narrating his experiences, Wolf Tone Maloney finished his term, and was released. 

For a long time I neither saw him nor heard of him; and he had almost slipped from my memory, until I was 

reminded, in a somewhat tragic manner, of his existence. I had been attending a patient some distance off in 

the country, and was riding back, guiding my tired horse among the boulders which strewed the pathway, and 

endeavouring to see my way through the gathering darkness, when I came suddenly upon a little wayside inn. 

As I walked my horse up toward the door, intending to make sure of my bearings before proceeding further, I 

heard the sound of a violent altercation within the little bar. There seemed to be a chorus of expostulation or 

remonstrance, above which two powerful voices rang out loud and angry. As I listened, there was a 

momentary hush, two pistol shots sounded almost simultaneously, and with a crash the door burst open and a 

pair of dark figures staggered out into the moonlight. They struggled for a moment in a deadly wrestle, and 

then went down together among the loose stones. I had sprung off my horse, and, with the help of half-a-

dozen rough fellows from the bar, dragged them away from one another. 

A glance was sufficient to convince me that one of them was drying fast. He was a thick-set burly fellow, 

with a determined cast of countenance. The blood was welling from a deep stab in his throat, and it was 

evident that an important artery had been divided. I turned away from him in despair, and walked over to 

where his antagonist was lying. He was shot through the lungs, but managed to raise himself up on his hand 

as I approached, and peered anxiously up into my face. To my surprise, I saw before me the haggard features 

and flaxen hair of my prison acquaintance, Maloney. 

"Ah, Doctor!" he said, recognizing me. "How is he? Will he die?" 

He asked the question so earnestly that I imagined he had softened at the last moment, and feared to leave the 

world with another homicide upon his conscience. Truth, however, compelled me to shake my head 

mournfully, and to intimate that the wound would prove a mortal one. 
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Maloney gave a wild cry of triumph, which brought the blood welling out from between his lips. "Here, 

boys," he gasped to the little group around him. "There's money in my inside pocket. Damn the expense! 

Drinks round. There's nothing mean about me. I'd drink with you, but I'm going. Give the Doc. my share, for 

he's as good——" Here his head fell back with a thud, his eye glazed, and the soul of Wolf Tone Maloney, 

forger, convict, ranger, murderer, and Government peach, drifted away into the Great Unknown. 

I cannot conclude without borrowing the account of the fatal quarrel which appeared in the columns of 

the West Australian Sentinel. The curious will find it in the issue of the 4th of October 1881:— 

"Fatal Affray.—W. T. Maloney, a well-known citizen of New Montrose, and proprietor of the Yellow Boy 

gambling saloon, has met with his death under rather painful circumstances. Mr. Maloney was a man who had 

led a checkered existence, and whose past history is replete with interest. Some of our readers may recall the 

Lena Valley murders, in which he figured as the principal criminal. It is conjectured that during the seven 

months that he owned a bar in that region, from twenty to thirty travellers were hocussed and made away 

with. He succeeded, however, in evading the vigilance of the officers of the law, and allied himself with the 

bushrangers of Bluemansdyke, whose heroic capture and subsequent execution are matters of history. 

Maloney extricated himself from the fate which awaited him by turning Queen's evidence. He afterward 

visited Europe, but returned to West Australia, where he has long played a prominent part in local matters. On 

Friday evening he encountered an old enemy, Thomas Grimthorpe, commonly known as Tattooed Tom of 

Hawkesbury. Shots were exchanged, and both were badly wounded, only surviving a few minutes. Mr. 

Maloney had the reputation of being not only the most wholesale murderer that ever lived, but also of having 

a finish and attention to detail in matters of evidence which has been unapproached by any European 

criminal. Sic transit gloriâ mundi!" 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/sir-arthur-conan-doyle/short-story/my-friend-the-murderer  

https://americanliterature.com/author/sir-arthur-conan-doyle/short-story/my-friend-the-murderer
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Ulysses: Good or Bad? 

21 Famous Writers and One Famous Psychoanalyst Weigh In 

By Emily Temple 

 

February 2, 2018 

This year marks the 100th anniversary of the first appearance of James Joyce’s Ulysses—it was first serialized 

in The Little Review between March 1918 and December 1920—and today is the 96th anniversary of its very 

first publication in book form, by Sylvia Beach. It’s also Joyce’s birthday, by the way, and no—that isn’t a 

coincidence. Ulysses is constantly named by writers and readers as a life- and mind-changing novel, and 

frequently tops lists of best-ever books. But it’s not as universally loved as it seems. In fact, many readers—

and even many big-name writers—dislike or even loathe Joyce’s masterpiece. How would I know this, you 

ask? Well, they said so. In the final tally of opinions, we’ve come up with a tie—11 for and 11 against—so 

you will have to decide for yourself how you feel. Whether or not you look at these one star Amazon reviews 

of the novel first is entirely your business. 

FOR: Ulysses, of course, is a divine work of art and will live on despite the academic nonentities who turn it 

into a collection of symbols or Greek myths. I once gave a student a C-minus, or perhaps a D-plus, just for 

applying to its chapters the titles borrowed from Homer while not even noticing the comings and goings of 

the man in the brown mackintosh. He didn’t even know who the man in the brown mackintosh was. Oh, yes, 

let people compare me to Joyce by all means, but my English is pat ball to Joyce’s champion game. 

https://lithub.com/author/emily-temple/
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–Vladimir Nabokov, in a 1965 interview 

AGAINST: Ulysses could have done with a good editor. . . .People are always putting Ulysses in the top 10 

books ever written, but I doubt that any of those people were really moved by it. . . . If you’re a writer in 

Dublin and you write a snatch of dialogue, everyone thinks you lifted it from Joyce. The whole idea that he 

owns language as it is spoken in Dublin is a nonsense. He didn’t invent the Dublin accent. It’s as if you’re 

encroaching on his area or it’s a given that he’s on your shoulder. It gets on my nerves. 

 

–Roddy Doyle, at a James Joyce birthday celebration in 2004 

FOR: I hold this book to be the most important expression which the present age has found; it is a book to 

which we are all indebted, and from which none of us can escape. These are postulates for anything that I 

have to say about it, and I have no wish to waste the reader’s time by elaborating my eulogies; it has given me 

all the surprise, delight, and terror that I can require, and I will leave it at that. 

–T. S. Eliot, in his 1923 essay “Ulysses, Order, and Myth“ 

AGAINST: Today writers want to impress other writers . . . One of the books that caused great harm was 

James Joyce’s Ulysses, which is pure style. There is nothing there. Stripped down, Ulysses is a twit. 

https://www.theguardian.com/uk/2004/feb/10/booksnews.ireland
http://people.virginia.edu/~jdk3t/eliotulysses.htm
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–Paulo Coelho, to a Brazilian newspaper in 2012 

FOR: Joyce has a most goddamn wonderful book. It’ll probably reach you in time. Meantime the report is 

that he and all his family are starving but you can find the whole celtic crew of them every night in Michaud’s 

where Binney and I can only afford to go about once a week. 

Gertrude Stein says Joyce reminds her of an old woman out in San Francisco. The woman’s son struck it rich 

in the Klondyke and the old woman went around writing her hands and saying ‘Oh my poor Joey! My poor 

Joey! He’s got so much money!’ The damned Irish, they have to moan about something or other, but you 

never heard of an Irishman starving. 

–Ernest Hemingway, in a 1922 letter to Sherwood Anderson 

AGAINST: I don’t like Hemingway. And I know I don’t love Ulysses as much as I am supposed to—but then 

again, I never cared even one-tenth so much for the Odyssey as I do for the Iliad. 

–Donna Tartt in the New York Times 

FOR: I managed to get my copy of Ulysses through safely this time. I rather wish I had never read it. It gives 

me an inferiority complex. When I read a book like that and then come back to my own work, I feel like a 

eunuch who has taken a course in voice production and can pass himself off fairly well as a bass or a baritone, 

but if you listen closely you can hear the good old squeak just the same as ever. 

–George Orwell, in a 1934 letter to Brenda Salkeld 

AGAINST: [I couldn’t finish] Ulysses. I needed a graduate thesis adviser to crack a whip over my head, and 

didn’t have one. 

–Jonathan Franzen, in an interview with the Guardian 

FOR: Ulysses is certainly the greatest novel in the English language, and one might argue for its being the 

greatest single work of art in our tradition. How significant, then, and how teasing, that this masterwork 

should be a comedy and that its creator should have explicitly valued the comic “vision” over the tragic—how 

disturbing to our predilection for order that, with an homage paid to classical antiquity so meticulous that it is 

surely a burlesque, Joyce’s exhibitionististicicity is never so serious as when it is most outrageously comic. 

Joyce might have been addressing his readers when he wrote to Nora in 1909: “Now … I want you to read 

over and over all I have written to you. Some of it is ugly, obscene, and bestial, some of it is pure and holy 

and spiritual: all of it is myself.” 

http://www1.folha.uol.com.br/internacional/en/culture/2012/08/1131885-ulysses-was-harmful-to-literature-says-coelho.shtml
http://www.nytimes.com/2013/10/20/books/review/donna-tartt-by-the-book.html
https://www.theguardian.com/books/2017/sep/22/jonathan-franzen-the-book-that-had-the-greatest-influence-on-my-writing-cs-lewiss-narnia-
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–Joyce Carol Oates, in a 1976 essay, “Jocoserious Joyce“ 

AGAINST: In spite of its very numerous qualities—it is, among other things, a kind of technical handbook, 

in which the young novelist can study all the possible and many of the quite impossible ways of telling a 

story—Ulysses is one of the dullest books ever written, and one of the least significant. This is due to the total 

absence from the book of any sort of conflict. 

–Aldous Huxley, writing in 1925 

FOR: Joyce really set my universe on its end. Reading Ulysses changed everything I thought about language, 

and everything I understood about what a book could do. I was on a train on the way to a boring temp job 

when I was about 25; I got on at Tottenham, north London, and opened the first page of Ulysses. When I got 

off at Liverpool Street in central London, I don’t think it is an exaggeration to say the entire course of my life 

had changed. Although he is viewed as terribly serious and cerebral, so much of the pleasure of reading Joyce 

is the fun he has and the risks he takes with language; there is nothing quite so enjoyable as the much-

maligned Joycean pun. 

–Eimear McBride, in the Guardian 

AGAINST: Overrated . . . Joyce’s Ulysses. Hands down. A professor’s book. Though I guess if you’re Irish it 

all makes sense. I put down most books, unfinished. Most books aren’t very good, and there’s no reason they 

should be. Whatever “talent” may be, it isn’t apportioned democratically. 

–Richard Ford in the New York Times 

FOR: I can think of books that made little explosions in my mind, showing me literary possibilities I hadn’t 

dreamed of until I read them. James Joyce’s Ulysses was one such book. 

–Salman Rushdie, in a recent interview with the Guardian  

AGAINST: Ulysses is a book which pours along for seven hundred and thirty-five pages, a stream of time of 

seven hundred and thirty-five days which all consist in one single and senseless every day of Everyman, the 

completely irrelevant 16th day of June 1904, in Dublin—a day on which, in all truth, nothing happens. The 

stream beings in the void and ends in the void. Is all of this perhaps one single, immensely long and 

excessively complicated Strindbergian pronouncement upon the essence of human life, and one which, to the 

reader’s dismay, is never finished? Perhaps it does touch upon the essence of life; but quite certainly it 

touches upon life’s ten thousand surfaces and their hundred thousand color gradations. As far as my glance 

reaches, there are in those seven hundred and thirty-five pages no obvious repetitions and not a single 

hallowed island where the long-suffering reader may come to rest. There is not a single place where he can 

seat himself, drunk with memories, and from which he can happily consider the stretch of the road he has 

https://celestialtimepiece.com/2015/03/16/jocoserious-joyce/
http://articles.latimes.com/2000/dec/17/books/bk-987/2
https://www.theguardian.com/books/2014/jun/06/my-hero-eimear-mcbride-james-joyce
http://www.nytimes.com/2012/06/24/books/review/richard-ford-by-the-book.html
https://www.theguardian.com/books/2018/jan/26/salman-rushdie-the-books-that-changed-me
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covered, be it one hundred pages or even less. If he could only recognize some little commonplace which had 

slipped in where it was not expected. But no! The pitiless and uninterrupted stream rolls by, and its velocity or 

precipitation grows in the last forty pages till it sweeps away even the marks of punctuation. It thus gives 

cruelest expressions to that emptiness which is both breath taking and stifling, which is under such tension, or 

is so filled to bursting, as to grow unbearable. This thoroughly hopeless emptiness is the dominant note of the 

whole book. It not only begins and ends in nothingness, but it consists of nothing but nothingness. It is all 

infernally nugatory. 

. . . 

The seven hundred and thirty-five pages that contain nothing by no means consist of blank paper but are 

closely printed. You read and read and read and you pretend to understand what you read. Occasionally you 

drop through ann air pocket into another sentence, but when once the proper degree of resignation has been 

reached you accustom yourself to anything. So I, too, read to page one hundred and thirty-five with despair in 

my heart, falling asleep twice on the way. 

–Carl Jung, in a 1932 review 

FOR: To live with the work and the letters of James Joyce was an enormous privilege and a daunting 

education. Yes, I came to admire Joyce even more because he never ceased working, those words and the 

transubstantiation of words obsessed him. He was a broken man at the end of his life, unaware 

that Ulysses would be the number one book of the twentieth century and, for that matter, the twenty-first. 

–Edna O’Brien, in The Atlantic 

AGAINST: I have read 200 pages [of Ulysses] so far—not a third; and have been amused, stimulated, 

charmed, interested, by the first 2 or 3 chapters—to the end of the cemetery scene; and then puzzled, bored, 

irritated and disillusioned by a queasy undergraduate scratching his pimples. And Tom, great Tom, thinks this 

is on par with War and Peace! An illiterate, underbred book it seems to me; the book of a self taught working 

man, and we all know how distressing they are, how egotistic, insistent, raw, striking, and ultimately 

nauseating. When one can have the cooked flesh, why have the raw? But I think if you are anaemic, as Tom 

is, there is a glory in blood. Being fairly normal myself I am soon ready for the classics again. 

–Virginia Woolf, in a 1922 diary entry 

FOR: [F]or all its appalling longueurs, Ulysses is a work of high genius. Its importance seems to me to lie, 

not so much in its opening new doors to knowledge—unless in setting an example to Anglo-Saxon writers of 

putting down everything without compunction—or in inventing new literary forms—Joyce’s formula is 

really, as I have indicated, nearly seventy-five years old—as in its once more setting the standard of the novel 

so high that it need not be ashamed to take its place beside poetry and drama. Ulysses has the effect at once of 

making everything else look brassy. Since I have read it, the texture of other novelists seems intolerably loose 

https://www.theatlantic.com/past/docs/unbound/interviews/ba2000-04-20.htm
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and careless; when I come suddenly unawares upon a page that I have written myself I quake like a guilty 

thing surprised. The only question now is whether Joyce will ever write a tragic masterpiece to set beside this 

comic one. 

–Edmund Wilson, in a 1922 review for the New Republic 

AGAINST: Take this Irishman Joyce, a sort of Zola gone to seed. Someone recently sent me a copy 

of Ulysses. I was told I must read it, but how can one plow through such stuff? I read a little here and there, 

but, oh my God! How bored I got! Probably Joyce thinks that because he prints all the dirty little words he is a 

great novelist. You know, of course, he got his ideas from Dujardin? . . . Ulysses is hopeless, it is absurd to 

imagine that any good end can be served by trying to record every single thought and sensation of any human 

being. That’s not art, that’s attempting to copy the London Directory.” 

–George Moore in conversation with a friend, as reported in Constellation of Genius: 1922 

FOR: I don’t want to get away from him. It’s male writers who have a problem with Joyce; they’re all “in the 

long shadow of Joyce, and who can step into his shoes?” I don’t want any shoes, thank you very much. Joyce 

made everything possible; he opened all the doors and windows. Also, I have a very strong theory that he was 

actually a woman. He wrote endlessly introspective and domestic things, which is the accusation made about 

women writers—there’s no action and nothing happens. Then you look at Ulysses and say, well, he was a girl, 

that was his secret. 

–Anne Enright in a 2008 interview with the Boston Globe 

AGAINST: I am sorry, but I am one of the people who can’t read Ulysses. Only bits. But I am glad I have 

seen the book, since in Europe they usually mention us together—James Joyce and D.H. Lawrence—and I 

feel I ought to know in what company I creep to immortality. I guess Joyce would look as much askance on 

me as I on him. We make a choice of Paola and Francesca floating down the winds of hell. 

–D. H. Lawrence, in a 1922 letter to S.S. Koteliansky. 

FOR: The fact is that every book changes our lives. But Kerouac kicked me around when I was 13. I was a 

suburban kid living in Dublin, and he peeled me open with On the Road. Several years later, when I was 21, I 

took a bicycle across the United States. I was looking for the ghost of Dean Moriarty. After that it was all 

Ferlinghetti, Brautigan, Kesey. And then I discovered who I should have known all along—Joyce. Fancy that, 

I had to go to America to find an Irish writer. I’ve been discovering and rediscovering him ever 

since. Ulysses is the most complete literary compendium of human experience. Every time I read it, it leaves 

me alert and raw. I recently had a chance to look at a rare first edition. When I cracked open the spine, a tiny 

piece of the page dropped out, no bigger than a tab of acid. Nobody was looking, not even Kerouac. So I put it 

on my finger and did what anyone else would do: I ate it. 

https://newrepublic.com/article/97668/ulysses
http://archive.boston.com/ae/books/articles/2008/02/27/for_this_writer_identity_is_subject_to_change/?page=full
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–Colum McCann in GQ 

AGAINST: There are two colossal fingerprints left by literary incompetence on Ulysses which show that a 

pedantic accuracy about the letter and an insensitivity about the spirit can lead him wildly astray even while 

he is still loyal to the classicism. It was M. Veléry Larbaud who first detected that the title of that great work 

was not just put in to make it more difficult, but that there exists a close parallelism between the incidents of 

the Odyssey and Ulysses: that Leopold Bloom is Ulysses, Stephen Dedalus is Telemachus, Marion Bloom is 

Penelope, the newspaper office is the Cave of the Winds, the brother is the Place fo the Dead, and so on. This 

recognition plunges Mr. Joyce’s devotees into profound ecstasies from which they never recover sufficiently 

to ask what the devil is the purpose that is served by these analogies. 

. . . 

Incoherence, that is to say the presentation of words in other than the order appointed by any logic of wrods 

not in sentence formation, is at least a real device and not just a condition, and while it also is suitable for the 

handling only of a special case, that special case is certainly contained in Ulysses. But unfortunately Mr. 

Joyce applies it to many things in Ulysses as well as that special case. 

–Rebecca West, “The Strange Case of James Joyce,” Bookman, 1928 

 

 

 

https://lithub.com/ulysses-good-or-bad/ 
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There are women who wait at the door until you arrive like you said you would. Women who stand at the 

screen with their elbows poking in at the wire like original tuning knobs made of fossilized walrus bone. 

There are women who wait at the door until your car rolls up in the yard, the engine cut, the headlights shut, 

the driver’s door cracking the air into two slices of brown bread. There are women who are known to stare 

from one pecan tree to another, all along the front walk, until the wobbly threshold is filled with the sound 

and the dirt of the shoes, of the one who left the war he was in to go fight a war he was not. There are women 

who arrive at the door early and stay later than anyone could dream in order to see who they have to see, first. 

Women who would rather be flunked or fired than miss the arrival of the one they have not seen, since the last 

time they saw her, without a baby in her arms, without a monkey on his back, without one dark piece of 

hammer hair crawling up his cheek like a new man. Ever & Present. She stands and waits at a woman’s 

specific tall attention, at the door with no peephole glass, waiting to say with her whole woman’s body: There 

is nothing more important than your arrival at my door, on this day, in this line of sight, at this hour, in this 

hot rain or midnight hour of sleet, in this moonshine, at this quicksilver ticking breath of regular stove clock 

and there is nothing you need to have in your arms and nothing you need say. Just fall here or step in. There 

are women who wait by the door like they were born by the door, like standing by the door and waiting in the 

frame of the door for a car light to pull in the yard is the only job they have ever had. These women shift from 

one foot to the other, lean on and into the dimpled wood of the front door never looking behind them to break 

the organ music of their waiting. They never move away from the door not even when the rooster and the 

hens start to squawk and move loud and frantic in the pen. They will not be distracted by the possibility of 

any backyard impending doom. They know the back door is not the front door where the number to the house 

wobbles every time the dimpled wood there opens and closes because that one missing nail is still missing. 

There are women who wait by the door who will not move from their waiting threshold and refuse to lend a 

hand, or an eye, to anything that is about to be slaughtered or lost back behind them — because the very 

reason they are at the front door, the very promise of what woke them up this morning, will any minute now 

appear in the future perfect, just like they always said they would, and that will make them, for the first time 

in a long time, slap the front of their velvet thighs because not one thing about the one who is finally standing 

there will have had to blow the horn or knock. 

 

Excerpted from Love Child’s Hotbed of Occasional Poetry: Poems & Artifacts by Nikky Finney. TriQuarterly 

Books/Northwestern University Press, 2020. Photo by Forrest Clonts 

https://bittersoutherner.com/poetry/2022/hotbed-11-nikky-finney   

https://bittersoutherner.com/poetry/2022/hotbed-11-nikky-finney
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The Long Afterlife of Freedman’s Village 

Freedman’s Village, created in Arlington, VA at the end of the Civil War, became a thriving community of 

Black residents as part of Reconstruction. 

 

Freedmans Village near Arlington Hights, Va., July 10th, 1865. 

  

via Wikimedia Commons 

By: Livia Gershon  

  

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Freedmans_Village_near_Arlington_Hights,_Va.,_July_10th,_1865._Genl._(ground)_Plan_No._9._-_NARA_-_305826.tif
https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/livia-gershon/
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February 23, 2022 

  

 3 minutes 

 Share Tweet Email Print 

Despite its short duration, the Reconstruction era transformed the nation in many ways. Historian Lindsey 

Bestebreurtje describes one example: the Black Virginia community known as Freedman’s Village. 

During the Civil War, Bestebreurtje writes, many people freed themselves from slavery at great personal risk, 

finding their way to “contraband camps” behind Union lines. Washington D.C., located close to the South, 

and with a strong pre-existing Black community, was a particularly attractive destination. 

To accommodate these newcomers, the War Department created Freedman’s Village in Virginia’s Arlington 

County—at the estate previously owned by the family of Confederate General Robert E. Lee. 

While most federal approaches to freedpeople centered on returning them to agricultural work, the 

institutions in Arlington prepared residents for skilled jobs. 

The Village was a planned community with roads, white-washed clapboard duplexes, vocational schools, and 

a hospital. It became a showplace where officials could demonstrate their care for the formerly enslaved to 

visiting foreign dignitaries. 

In reality, Bestebreurtje writes, Freedman’s Village represented a unique model. While most federal 

approaches to freedpeople centered on returning them to agricultural work, the institutions in Arlington 

prepared residents for skilled jobs. Many found work in the growing federal bureaucracy, supported by 

government anti-discrimination hiring policies. 

https://www.facebook.com/dialog/share?app_id=419334385204394&display=popup&href=https%3A%2F%2Fdaily.jstor.org%2Fthe-long-afterlife-of-freedmans-village%2F&redirect_uri=https%3A%2F%2Fdaily.jstor.org%2Fthe-long-afterlife-of-freedmans-village%2F
http://twitter.com/intent/tweet?url=https%3A%2F%2Fdaily.jstor.org%2Fthe-long-afterlife-of-freedmans-village%2F&text=The+Long+Afterlife+of+Freedman%E2%80%99s+Village&via=JSTOR_Daily
mailto:?subject=The%20Long%20Afterlife%20of%20Freedman%E2%80%99s%20Village&body=Freedman%27s%20Village%2C%20created%20in%20Arlington%2C%20VA%20at%20the%20end%20of%20the%20Civil%20War%2C%20became%20a%20thriving%20community%20of%20Black%20residents%20as%20part%20of%20Reconstruction.%20%0D%0A%0D%0A%20Read%20More:%20https%3A%2F%2Fdaily.jstor.org%2Fthe-long-afterlife-of-freedmans-village%2F
javascript:window.print()
https://daily.jstor.org/revisiting-reconstruction/
https://www.jstor.org/stable/26478281?mag=the-long-afterlife-of-freedmans-village
https://daily.jstor.org/the-long-afterlife-of-freedmans-village/?utm_term=The%20Long%20Afterlife%20of%20Freedman%27s%20Village&utm_campaign=jstordaily_02242022&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/the-long-afterlife-of-freedmans-village/?utm_term=The%20Long%20Afterlife%20of%20Freedman%27s%20Village&utm_campaign=jstordaily_02242022&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
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Freedman’s Village, Arlington, VA via Wikimedia Commons 

Residents of the Village opened churches and schools for children and adults. The chorus of the song “Uncle 

Sam’s School” reflected the enthusiasm for education: “Come bring your books and don’t be a fool, for Uncle 

Sam is rich enough to send us all to school.” 

Following the war, the federal government quickly closed most contraband camps. But Freedman’s Village 

continued to flourish. More churches sprang up. So did fraternal organizations like the Grand United Order of 

Odd Fellows, which hosted social events, provided burial services, and organized mutual aid funds. Some 

residents bought their homes from the government, and others built new houses and farms. 

But, Bestebreurtje writes, as the federal government wavered in its support for Reconstruction, its 

relationship with Freedman’s Village changed. By the 1870s, some in the government were disingenuously 

referring to its residents as “squatters.” 

In the 1880s, federal actors and land developers pushed Congress to close the community so the land could be 

used for other purposes. Many white Arlingtonians joined the effort, eager to reduce local Black political 

power. White politicians and newspapers mischaracterized the community as impoverished and dependent on 

government aid. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Freedman%27s_Village,_Arlington,_Va._34829v.jpg
https://daily.jstor.org/why-ulysses-s-grant-was-more-important-than-you-think/
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Despite forceful pushback from the highly organized Village community, in 1887, the federal government 

began evicting residents. Although many had bought their homes, the government now insisted that the 

Village had been created with the understanding that residents must “move when required.” 

Bestebreurtje writes that some residents delayed their departure, and some received compensation for the 

seizure of their homes, but by 1900 they had all moved away. 

Still, many former residents remained in the local area, becoming part of strong working- and middle-class 

communities in Arlington. Some built new homes in the clapboard style of Freedman’s Village. Institutions 

like the Odd Fellows continued from new locations. The community built at the Village didn’t disappear, but 

became the foundation for new kinds of support and mutual aid in the twentieth century. The land itself 

is now occupied by the Arlington National Cemetery. 

 

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

 Share Tweet Email Print 

Have a correction or comment about this article? 

Please contact us. 

Black HistoryReconstructionLandscape Architecture MagazineThe Virginia Magazine of History and Biograp

hy 

 

Resources 

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

research behind our articles for free on JSTOR. 

Beyond the Plantation 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/44674274?mag=the-long-afterlife-of-freedmans-village
https://bit.ly/30jM88p
https://www.facebook.com/dialog/share?app_id=419334385204394&display=popup&href=https%3A%2F%2Fdaily.jstor.org%2Fthe-long-afterlife-of-freedmans-village%2F&redirect_uri=https%3A%2F%2Fdaily.jstor.org%2Fthe-long-afterlife-of-freedmans-village%2F
http://twitter.com/intent/tweet?url=https%3A%2F%2Fdaily.jstor.org%2Fthe-long-afterlife-of-freedmans-village%2F&text=The+Long+Afterlife+of+Freedman%E2%80%99s+Village&via=JSTOR_Daily
mailto:?subject=The%20Long%20Afterlife%20of%20Freedman%E2%80%99s%20Village&body=Freedman%27s%20Village%2C%20created%20in%20Arlington%2C%20VA%20at%20the%20end%20of%20the%20Civil%20War%2C%20became%20a%20thriving%20community%20of%20Black%20residents%20as%20part%20of%20Reconstruction.%20%0D%0A%0D%0A%20Read%20More:%20https%3A%2F%2Fdaily.jstor.org%2Fthe-long-afterlife-of-freedmans-village%2F
javascript:window.print()
https://daily.jstor.org/contact-us?%5bfrom_url%5d
https://daily.jstor.org/tag/black-history/
https://daily.jstor.org/tag/reconstruction/
https://daily.jstor.org/pub_tag/landscape-architecture-magazine/
https://daily.jstor.org/pub_tag/the-virginia-magazine-of-history-and-biography/
https://daily.jstor.org/pub_tag/the-virginia-magazine-of-history-and-biography/
https://www.jstor.org/stable/26478281?mag=the-long-afterlife-of-freedmans-village
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By: LINDSEY BESTEBREURTJE 

The Virginia Magazine of History and Biography, Vol. 126, No. 3 (2018), pp. 334-365 

Virginia Historical Society 

Ethnic Landscapes Come to Light 

By: Everett L. Fly and La Barbara Wigfall Fly 

Landscape Architecture Magazine, Vol. 77, No. 4 (JULY/AUGUST 1987), pp. 34-39 

American Society of Landscape Architects 

 

https://daily.jstor.org/the-long-afterlife-of-freedmans-

village/?utm_term=The%20Long%20Afterlife%20of%20Freedman%27s%20Village&utm_campaign=jstorda

ily_02242022&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email 

  

https://www.jstor.org/stable/44674274?mag=the-long-afterlife-of-freedmans-village
https://daily.jstor.org/the-long-afterlife-of-freedmans-village/?utm_term=The%20Long%20Afterlife%20of%20Freedman%27s%20Village&utm_campaign=jstordaily_02242022&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/the-long-afterlife-of-freedmans-village/?utm_term=The%20Long%20Afterlife%20of%20Freedman%27s%20Village&utm_campaign=jstordaily_02242022&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/the-long-afterlife-of-freedmans-village/?utm_term=The%20Long%20Afterlife%20of%20Freedman%27s%20Village&utm_campaign=jstordaily_02242022&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 594  april  2022 

 

112 

It Walks, by  Hannah Weiner 

 

 

 

 

It walks.   

That is,   

it puts one foot in front of another   

and moves in the direction of its face,   

which is in the front of it,   

and in the direction its eyes are looking,   

if its eyes are in its face. 

While it walks   

it can look at scenery,   

or think, if it thinks,   

or just move closer to an ant   

or a new job   

or a piece of log to sit on   

in between the walking. 

Then it sits:   

it lowers its ass, which is the hind part,   

onto the log,   

if it has an ass.   

Because if it doesn't   

it lies. 

That is,   

its entire body rests upon the log   

and all its legs fold under   

or spread out   

or go in the air   

depending on how its legs are attached,   

and where. 

And arms,   

if it has arms,   

which are legs   

that are not needed to walk on. 
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If it has arms   

and legs   

and an ass   

it can ride a bicycle! 

Then the scenery goes by much faster   

if it is looking at scenery,   

and it gets where it is going faster   

if it is going somewhere. 

Faster:   

it can do it more often   

between sunrise and sunset   

or between sunset and sunrise   

if it does it at night.   

That is,   

if it can do what it is doing   

on a bicycle. 

  

From issue no. 42 (Winter–Spring 1968) 

 

 

If you enjoyed this poem, why not read “Spoke” by Hannah Weiner, published in issue no. 86 (Winter 1982)? 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=9b07212b51&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=b83da7c259&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=ae11b7f535&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=9b07212b51&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=9b07212b51&e=d538c8f2e0
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‘THE MEXICAN AMERICAN EXPERIENCE IN TEXAS’ TAKES A DEEP LOOK AT OUR 

SORDID STATE HISTORY 

Martha Menchca’s new book examines events that have shaped the lives of so many in the Lone Star State. 

by MARTHA MENCHACA 

FEBRUARY 11, 2022, 12:57 PM, CST 

At once, the plight of Mexican Americans in Texas is both a figment of distant history and a bloodstain on the 

current day. It’s just like the old adage: To understand the present, one must look to the past. That’s what 

inimitable Latina author Martha Menchaca has done in her latest book, The Mexican American Experience in 

Texas. The title was released last month by The University of Texas Press and serves as a thorough retelling 

of critical events that have shaped the cultural identity in Texas all the way back to the state’s earliest days. It 

shouldn’t surprise you that her research is replete with details of discrimination and disinformation—nor 

should it surprise you that Republican elected officials are still at it today.     

In perhaps the most harrowing section of her book, Menchaca writes of several extrajudicial killings carried 

out by the Texas Rangers. (The Rangers, who today represent the state’s elite criminal investigation unit, 

have a long but little-known history of brutality against folks who they deem to have the wrong skin color.) 

One of the most troubling incidents reported by Menchaca involves suspected Mexican bandidos accused of 

rustling cattle from King Ranch. The Rangers rounded them up, shot them, “and hung their bodies from the 

public square in Brownsville.” They were not given the benefit of a trial, she writes. The passage is excerpted 

below. —Christopher Collins 

 

THE TEXAS RANGERS AND THE U.S.-MEXICO BORDER 

In 1875, during Reconstruction, Governor Richard Coke commissioned several companies of Texas Rangers 

to patrol the U.S.-Mexico border, and an era of abusive policing began. Their main mandate was to protect the 

border from Mexican bandits who entered Texas to steal cattle, but their policing practices became seriously 

corrupt. Wealthy Anglo-American settlers who had purchased Spanish and Mexican land grants along the 

border used the state’s police force to advance their economic interests against the Mexican population. Major 

John B. Jones commanded the Frontier Battalion, consisting of six companies of seventy-five men each. They 

were responsible for patrolling El Paso County. Captain  L. H. McNelly was placed in command of the 

Special Force of Texas Rangers, a smaller unit of forty men responsible for maintaining law and order in 

South Texas between the Nueces River and the Rio Grande. The Rangers indiscriminately attacked people, 

instilling terror in Mexican communities. Mexicans were shot or arrested merely because they were suspected 

of being bandidos or because they were accused of protecting cattle rustlers. 

https://www.texasobserver.org/author/martha-menchaca/
https://www.texasobserver.org/republicans-gerrymandered-maps-turn-back-time-in-texas/
https://www.texasobserver.org/a-new-history-tears-down-the-myth-of-the-texas-rangers/
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In South Texas, many Rangers were on the payrolls of Anglo-American cattle barons and helped them steal 

cattle from Mexican ranchers. Richard King, an American entrepreneur, had become the wealthiest rancher in 

the region. It was rumored that King exerted significant influence on the Rangers, paying them to arrest 

Mexicans who questioned his authority. The Rangers had a camp on the King Ranch. Mexicans were often 

arrested for allegedly stealing cattle from the ranch. Several incidents were so grave that the attacks on 

Mexican communities came to the attention of  Congress and investigations were made. On June 12, 

1875,  the Rangers captured thirteen Mexican cowboys near Brownsville and accused them of cattle rustling. 

Rather than giving them the opportunity to defend themselves in court, the Rangers shot them and then hung 

their corpses in the public square in Brownsville. The Rangers were later accused by Mexican Americans and 

news reporters of using public hangings to instill fear in Mexican American communities. Newspapers across 

the United States reported that after the federal government investigated the affair, the Mexican cowboys 

were found not to be rustlers, but cowboys returning from a stock-buying trip in North Texas. When the cattle 

were inspected for stolen brands, most were found to be unbranded, proving that the cowboys were not 

thieves. 

McNelly’s Special Forces were also known for committing brutalities across the border, and in Mexico they 

were considered outlaws with licenses to kill. In 1875, McNelly and his Rangers crossed the border without 

federal authorization and attacked the Mexican village of Cachuttas. On their return to the United States, they 

alleged that Juan Flores Salinas, the mayor of Camargo was at fault for not allowing them to pursue the 

bandits that had stolen cattle from the King Ranch. The conflict began after the Rangers set up camp at 

Cachuttas and Flores ordered them to leave. When they refused, he returned with one hundred men, and the 

conflict exploded. McNelly’s Rangers reported that they fought back, and after overpowering the villagers, 

eighty  Mexicans were dead, including  Flores. The  Rangers then retrieved the stolen cattle and pursued the 

alleged thieves hiding in nearby villages. The Rangers collected four hundred cattle and returned to the King 

Ranch. The Mexican government complained, and the U.S. Department of War investigated the incident, 

finding that of the cattle taken from Mexico, 250 were unbranded and that only a few had a King Ranch 

brand. 

McNelly was admonished for his actions by the Secretary of War, but the governor of Texas did not suspend 

his commission. The incident caused bad feelings between the Mexican government and the State of Texas. It 

also alerted the U.S. government to maintain oversight of the Texas Rangers when it came to international 

affairs, and the War Department was put in charge of investigating all matters dealing with Texas Rangers 

crossing the border. After the Cachuttas affair, the U.S. government could not ignore major international 

incidents. Therefore, when Major John B. Jones, commander of the Frontier Battalion in El Paso County, 

became embroiled in the most explosive crime committed against a Mexican American community in Texas, 

the federal government was forced to intervene and to maintain federal surveillance over unjust state policing. 

President Rutherford B. Hayes began an investigation of what became known as the Salt War Riots, after 

federal troops reported that Texas Rangers were committing atrocities against the civilians of El Paso County 

and the Mexican communities across the border. 

SUPPORT INDEPENDENT JOURNALISM 

Do you think free access to journalism like this is important? The Texas Observer is known for its fiercely 

independent, uncompromising work— which we are pleased to provide to the public at no charge in this 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 594  april  2022 

 

116 

space. We rely on the generosity of our readers who believe that this work is important. You can chip in for as 

little as 99 cents a month. If you support this mission, we need your help. 

LEARN MORE 

MARTHA MENCHACA is a professor of anthropology at the University of Texas at Austin. She is the 

author of Recovering History, Constructing Race: The Indian, Black, and White Roots of Mexican Americans 

and Naturalizing Mexican Immigrants: A Texas History. 

 

https://www.texasobserver.org/the-mexican-american-experience-in-texas-takes-a-deep-look-at-a-our-sordid-

state-history/?goal=0_975e2d1fa1-57914dac1c-34691563&mc_cid=57914dac1c&mc_eid=719d1b7f9f 

  

https://www.texasobserver.org/join/?utm_source=bottom+page+ask&utm_medium=site&utm_campaign=ongoing&utm_id=membership
https://www.texasobserver.org/author/martha-menchaca/
https://www.texasobserver.org/the-mexican-american-experience-in-texas-takes-a-deep-look-at-a-our-sordid-state-history/?goal=0_975e2d1fa1-57914dac1c-34691563&mc_cid=57914dac1c&mc_eid=719d1b7f9f
https://www.texasobserver.org/the-mexican-american-experience-in-texas-takes-a-deep-look-at-a-our-sordid-state-history/?goal=0_975e2d1fa1-57914dac1c-34691563&mc_cid=57914dac1c&mc_eid=719d1b7f9f
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January freeze dates becoming the norm for many northern US lakes 

Climate change is driving later freeze dates and earlier thaws in lakes 

 
 

January freeze dates are becoming the norm for many northern U.S. lakes. 

• Credit and Larger Version 

 

February 17, 2022 

When Lake Monona in Madison, Wisconsin, froze over a few days after New Year's Eve, it marked the 

beginning of ice season, a time of year when, once the ice gets thick enough, the bodies of water in this lake-

rich city become host to a variety of outdoor pursuits. 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_images.jsp?cntn_id=304473&org=NSF


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 594  april  2022 

 

118 

Winter is a time when the lakes are open to all, no sailboat, speedboat nor pontoon needed. From walking a 

dog on the lakes' frozen surface to ice fishing, skating or boating, people's relationship with the lakes changes. 

But this January's freeze date was a sign of another change underway, according to scientists at the University 

of Wisconsin-Madison and the U.S. National Science Foundation's North Temperate Lakes Long-Term 

Ecological Research site. 

Climate change is driving later freezes and earlier thaws for bodies of freshwater across the Northern 

Hemisphere. Scientists have been keeping track of those dates for some 170 years -- long enough to see trends 

in lake ice "seasons." 

Since researchers started keeping records, the number of days lakes spend covered in ice each winter has 

shrunk by a month. While it was once common for lakes to freeze in mid-December and hold ice until April, 

the more common story now is a January freeze date and March thaw. 

The official freeze date for Lake Monona this year was January 3, with Lake Mendota following suit four 

days later on January 7. Those dates don't rank in the top 10 latest freeze dates on record, but they are more 

than two weeks later than the median freeze date of December 20. 

Since record keeping began in 1852, the median freeze date of Madison's lakes has been December 20. But 

that number can be misleading. While many freeze dates in the first several decades of ice records are earlier, 

the last few decades reveal a very different picture of what a "normal" ice season now looks like. 

Half the freeze dates on Lake Mendota over the last 30 years have been in January. Over the last decade, eight 

of Lake Mendota's freeze dates were later than the December 20 median, including seven in January. Before 

2010, there wasn't a single decade in the lake ice data when most freeze dates were in January. 

Lakes around the world are rapidly losing their winter ice, scientists have found. Some regions may soon 

enter a period when ice-free winters become the norm and dangerous, unstable ice conditions become more 

common during freeze-and-thaw cycles. 

--  NSF Public Affairs, researchnews@nsf.gov 

 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304473&utm_medium=em

ail&utm_source=govdelivery 

  

https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://blog.limnology.wisc.edu/2022/01/12/january-freeze-dates-becoming-the-norm-for-madison-lakes/
https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=2025982&HistoricalAwards=false
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://lternet.edu/site/north-temperate-lakes-lter/
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://lternet.edu/site/north-temperate-lakes-lter/
mailto:researchnews@nsf.gov
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304473&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304473&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
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Shape of melting ice depends on water temperature 

Scientists discovered that ice formations are shaped by external forces 

 
 

Shapes of melted ice that form in cold, intermediate and warmer temperatures of ambient water. 

• Credit and Larger Version 

 

February 17, 2022 

Mathematicians and physicists at New York University have discovered that ice formations are shaped by 

external forces, such as water temperature. The research may offer another means for gauging factors that 

cause ice to melt. The study is supported by the U.S. National Science Foundation. 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_images.jsp?cntn_id=304475&org=NSF
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://www.nyu.edu/about/news-publications/news/2022/january/scientists-uncover-how-the-shape-of-melting-ice-depends-on-water.html
https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1646339&HistoricalAwards=false
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"The shapes and patterning of ice are sensitive indicators of the environmental conditions at which it melted, 

allowing us to 'read' the shape to infer factors such as the ambient water temperature," said Leif Ristroph, co-

author of a paper published in Physical Review Letters. 

"Our work helps us understand how melting induces unusual flow patterns that in turn affect melting, which is 

one of the many complexities affecting the ice on our planet," added co-author Alexandra Zidovska. Other co-

authors are Scott Weady and Josh Tong. 

The researchers studied the melting of ice in water and how water temperature affects the eventual shapes and 

patterning of ice. They created ultra-pure ice, free of bubbles and other impurities. The team recorded the 

melting of ice submerged into water tanks in a cold room, similar to a walk-in refrigerator whose temperature 

is controlled and varied. 

"We focused on the cold temperatures -- 0 to 10 degrees Celsius -- at which ice in natural waters typically 

melts, and we found a surprising variety of shapes that formed," said Ristroph. 

At very cold temperatures -- those under about 5 degrees C -- the pieces take on the shape of a spike or 

pinnacle pointing downward like an icicle, but perfectly smooth with no ripples. 

For temperatures above approximately 7 C, the same basic shape forms, but upside down -- a spike pointing 

upward. For in-between temperatures, the ice has wavy and rippled patterns melted into its surface. Similar 

patterns, called scallops, are found on icebergs and other ice surfaces in nature. 

--  NSF Public Affairs, researchnews@nsf.gov 

 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304475&utm_medium=em

ail&utm_source=govdelivery 

  

https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://journals.aps.org/prl/abstract/10.1103/PhysRevLett.128.044502
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://journals.aps.org/prl/abstract/10.1103/PhysRevLett.128.044502
mailto:researchnews@nsf.gov
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304475&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304475&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
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The Order of Things: Jennifer Croft on Translating Olga Tokarczuk 

What It Took to Render The Books of Jacob Into English 

By Jennifer Croft 

 

February 1, 2022 

Olga Tokarczuk’s twelfth book, the novel The Books of Jacob, first published in Poland in 2014 to great 

acclaim and considerable controversy, kicks off in 1752 in Rohatyn, in what is now western Ukraine, and 

winds up in a cave near Korolówka, now eastern Poland, where a family of local Jews has hidden from the 

Holocaust. Between mid-18th-century Rohatyn and mid-20th-century Korolówka, Olga traverses the 

Habsburg and Ottoman Empires and the Polish-Lithuanian Commonwealth in search of the manifold secrets 

of Jacob Frank, a highly charismatic real historical figure, beloved and despised by his contemporaries, the 

leader of a wildly heretical Jewish sect that converted in different moments to both Catholicism and Islam. 

The novel is divided into seven books: The Book of Fog, The Book of Sand, The Book of the Road, The 

Book of the Comet, The Book of Metal and Sulfur, The Book of the Distant Country and The Book of Names. 

https://lithub.com/author/jennifer-croft/
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It is the second book that most concerns us now. It opens as follows: 

Bywa, że Bóg męczy się swoją światłością i ciszą, mdli go od nieskończoności. Wtedy, jak ogromna, 

wszechwrażliwa ostryga, której ciało, tak nagie i delikatne, czuje najmniejsze drganie cząsteczek światła, 

kurczy się w sobie i zostaje po nim trochę miejsca, gdzie od razu z zupełnie niczego pojawia się świat. 

Najpierw świat przypomina pleśń, jest delikatny i biały, ale rośnie szybko, pojedyncze nitki łączą się ze sobą, 

tworząc mocne poszycie. W końcu twardnieje i odtąd zaczyna nabierać kolorów. Towarzyszy temu niski, 

ledwie słyszalny dźwięk, ponura wibracja, która wprawia atomy w niespokojne drżenie. Z tego właśnie ruchu 

powstają cząsteczki, a potem ziarnka piasku i krople wody, które dzielą świat na pół. 

Teraz jesteśmy po stronie piasku. 

This section of the book—the novel doesn’t have chapters in a traditional sense—is titled “O tym, jak ze 

zmęczenia Boga powstaje świat,” which, taking a certain poetic license—a license it is imperative I take, lest 

I fall prey to Robert Frost’s 1959 definition of translation as “that which is lost out of both prose and verse”—

means something along the lines of “Of how it was the world was born of God’s exhaustion.” A somewhat 

scandalous suggestion on the part of Olga’s narrator that only gets bolder as we continue to read. 

“Bywa, że Bóg męczy się swoją światłością i ciszą, mdli go od nieskończoności,” that first paragraph starts. 

“It happens, that God tires of his brightness and quiet, he sickens of infinity.” That is as close to a literal, 

word-for-word translation as I can muster without breaking all the rules of English grammar. For now, I have 

left the original Polish punctuation, even though the Polish conventions surrounding punctuation differ 

significantly from the ones we have in English. The Google version of this opening is: “It happens that God is 

tired of his light and silence, fainting him from infinity.” My own first sentence: “Every now and then, God 

wearies of his own luminous silence, and infinity starts to make him a little bit sick.” 

The words of the text are the embodiment of its past. Its sentences, on the other hand, lead the way into its 

future. 

“Every” echoes the Polish “bywa,” meaning “it happens,” or “it so happens,” implying “sometimes”: the 

third-person singular present tense of the frequentative imperfective form of “to be.” In Polish, this first word 

lends a somewhat folksy feel to a first sentence that soon vaults into the metaphysical. God tires or is tiring—

Polish does not have a present continuous tense like English or Spanish, so the translator must choose based 

on context clues—of his (own) light or brightness and quiet or silence. The word for quiet or silence is the 

usual word: “cisza.” The word for light or brightness, meanwhile, is the usual word for light—światło—

plus an -ść ending that raises the register a bit. This word, literally “lightness,” often comes up in the context 

of religion, and more particularly, the Catholic faith that predominates in Poland. It is used, for instance, in 

the so-called Prayer for the Eternal Rest: 

Eternal rest grant unto them, 

O Lord, and let perpetual light 

shine upon them. May the souls 
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of all the faithful departed, through 

the mercy of God, rest in peace. 

Where it says “perpetual light” in English (“lux perpetua” in Latin), in Polish it says “światłość.” Yet this 

“perpetual” is part of the word’s unfathomable background, and I also can’t use it in my translation because it 

is too close to what comes next: “mdli go od nieskończoności,” literally “sickens him from infinity.” 

The words “światło”—“light”—and “światłość”—lightness or perpetual light—both contain the word 

“świat,” which is “world.” This will become very important in a moment. 

“Every now and then, God wearies of his own luminous silence, and infinity starts to make him a little bit 

sick.” The trochaic meter of the opening clause is in keeping with the structure of Polish—in which the stress 

is always on the penultimate syllable of the word—and the particular rolling rhythm of Olga’s writing. The 

words “wearies” and “luminous” are relatively formal, elevated—as is shifting from noun to adjective, a not 

uncontroversial choice—while “starts to make him a little bit sick” is informal, in keeping with the deckle 

edge of Olga’s sentence, which is both humorous and profound. 

One drawback to my version is that it weighs in at a whopping twenty-one words, versus the original’s 

modest thirteen. Because English does not have grammatical case, we need prepositions like “with”; because 

English can’t abide a run-on sentence, we need to add an “and”; to mark an infinitive, we require a “to.” 

Translations of Slavic languages into English are generally about thirty percent longer than their originals. 

But it’s mostly my decision to start with “every now and then” that tips the scales, and I will have to see if I 

can compensate for that with something pithier over the course of the next few lines. 

So now we know from the section title—“Of how it was the world was born of God’s exhaustion”—and the 

first sentence of the main body of the text that our narrator has determined to rebel against any story of 

creation with which we might have been familiar, in order to suggest instead that God has weaknesses and 

failings—that God might even suffer from as humiliating a complaint as ordinary boredom. And as if that 

weren’t enough, she will now go on to suggest that the world, a world, presumably our world, is a product of 

that sad malady—that humanity is nothing more than a diversion, the result of some irritation and an almost 

animal reaction to the same. 

Language can’t be separated from the people who create and connect with one another through it. 

This is where the connection between the Polish words pertaining to “light” (“światło” and/or “światłość”) 

and “world” (“świat”) makes itself felt. While there is not a way to reproduce this resonance identically, I got 

lucky with English, which connects “world” with “word.” I have tried to take advantage of this stroke of luck 

throughout this vast and treasure-laden tome. 

For the connection between light and this particular version of the creation of the world is in no way arbitrary. 

Olga’s provocative rendering is drawn from a much older provocation, first arising in Isaac Luria’s version of 
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Kabbalah, the most influential and resistant strain of Jewish mysticism. Unlike earlier kabbalists, Luria treated 

creation not as a positive event, but as a negative one. Before creation, divine light filled every available 

space, meaning that in order to create the world, God had to endure the process of tzimtzum, a Hebrew word 

that attained special power in Lurianic Kabbalah, where it became a term for God’s self-diminishing, or 

shrinking, to make room. 

“Without contraction, there is no creation, as everything is Godhead,” writes Gershom Scholem, the German-

born scholar who revolutionized the study of Kabbalah. “Therefore, already in its earliest origins, the creation 

is a kind of exile, in that it involves God removing Himself from the center of His essence to His secret 

places.” Scholem (a close friend of Walter Benjamin, whom we will come to in a moment) will be a guiding 

light for Olga throughout The Books of Jacob, which is after all a chronicle of exile and the quest to undo that 

original absence and every removal that came after. 

But let’s get back to the sentence in question for now. “Wtedy, jak ogromna, wszechwrażliwa ostryga, której 

ciało, tak nagie i delikatne, czuje najmniejsze drganie cząsteczek światła, kurczy się w sobie i zostaje po nim 

trochę miejsca, gdzie od razu z zupełnie niczego pojawia się świat.” “Then, like an enormous, all-sensing 

oyster, whose body, so naked and delicate, feels the smallest vibration of particles of light, contracts inside 

itself and there remains after it a little space, where right away out of absolutely nothing there appears a 

world.” The Google version: “Then, like a huge, all-sensitive oyster, whose body, so naked and delicate, feels 

the slightest twitching of light particles, it shrinks in itself and leaves a little space after it, where the world 

immediately appears from nothing.” 

Slavic languages do not have articles, definite or indefinite. English requires them; ending this sentence with 

“there appears world” is not an option unless intelligibility is not something we care about. The translator 

must intuit, then, the definiteness or indefiniteness of a noun from its context; in this case, although we may 

already suspect that the world in question is our world—and thus a definite, specific world—what the 

preceding sentence tells us is that this happens “every now and then.” In which case, each time it happens, “a” 

new world is created, freshly nacred and luminous and bored. 

Let us not forget the oyster. The Polish word for “oyster” is feminine, so every adjective that applies to it in 

the original describes a feminine being—no doubt not a coincidence in the work of a proudly feminist writer 

like Olga Tokarczuk. The oyster is first of all “ogromna,” which I always like to translate as “enormous,” due 

to the confluence of sounds between the two words. It is “wszechwrażliwa,” which is a highly unusual 

compound word made up of “wrażliwa,” sensitive, and the prefix “wszech,” which appears in slightly more 

common adjectives like “wszechmocna,” omnipotent, or “wszechwiedząca,” omniscient, suggesting “omni” 

as the appropriate divine prefix in the English translation: “omnisensitive.” 

Preserving Polish word order in English necessarily makes for less fluid sentences, and it sometimes results in 

complete incomprehensibility. 

Thus the oyster is enormous and omnisensitive. Now for its body. Its body, so naked and delicate, feels—or 

can detect—the slightest tremor in particles of light, scrunches up into itself, and—now the sentence switches 
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subjects—there remains after it a little space, where at once from completely nothing appears a world. Or, 

perhaps, we maintain the same subject in the translation: it leaves a tiny space where a world immediately 

appears, out of nowhere. Where a world comes to be out of absolutely nothing. It leaves a tiny space for a 

world to arise or emerge or come about or be born. 

What to do with this final clause? 

The “theres” in “there remains after it a little space” and “there appears a world” are not there in the original; 

English requires we add something to help smooth out the different syntax. But these filler “theres” are 

clunky and don’t exactly suit the scene. “Appears a world” is as impossible in English as “there appears 

world”: not in fact impossible, but enough of a departure from what Anglophones expect that it must 

necessarily shift the reader’s focus from what to how: rather than experiencing Olga’s context, the reader will 

experience a disruption of the English language, which might distract her completely from the molluscoid god 

of Books of Jacob, propelling her into a consideration of how English works and why. 

This consideration might well not be in vain, and we can return to such disruptions as indeed strategies for 

provoking larger reflections, but let us agree for now that my goal in this translation is instead to beautifully 

render Olga’s ideas. Part of an idea is how it’s ordered. And of all the questions that have come up in this 

paragraph so far, having to do with rhythm, register, and the balance of sanctity or profundity and humor, the 

trickiest one is this one. 

Let’s think about syntax, why it’s hard to translate (why there are mixed opinions in translation studies about 

how to handle it), why it matters and possible ways to move forward. 

The word “syntax” comes from the Ancient Greek “σύνταξις,” meaning “coordination”: “syn,” or “together,” 

and “táxis,” or “ordering.” Today, in English, it designates the “set of rules and principles in a language 

according to which words, phrases, and clauses are arranged to create well-formed sentences,” or “the ways in 

which a particular word or part of speech can be arranged with other words or parts of speech.” These are, 

respectively, the ethical and intersubjective aspects of the word. 

For words are similar to selves in constitutive qualities and behavior and can be productively considered 

according to categories proposed for understanding the nature of selfhood in a range of philosophical works, 

among them Oneself as Another by Paul Ricoeur and Kathleen Blamey, Sources of the Self by Charles Taylor 

and After Virtue by Alasdair MacIntyre. Though very different from one another in style and purpose, all 

three of these texts wind up speaking of selves as comprised of three facets: the narrative, the intersubjective 

and the ethical. 

A self is narrative because it must see itself in terms of a life story. It finds those terms in conceptual 

apparatuses such as language and time. It conceives of the former by way of the latter and expresses the latter 

by way of the former. Each self’s life story contains causes and effects, arising from a beginning and leading 

to an end. 
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Kate Briggs points out that “literary translation, as a labour of changing words, and changing the orders of 

words, is always and from the outset wrong.” 

A self is intersubjective, or “transpersonal,” as Taylor says, because it cannot achieve its telos without the 

collaboration of other selves, whether these selves function as helpmeets or as obstacles to be overcome along 

the self’s “journey.” Nor can the self conceive of itself as such except in conjunction with and in 

contradistinction to its others. 

Finally, a self is ethical because it grounds its sense of selfhood in judgments of value. Self-esteem depends 

on the degree to which the self lives well and for others in justice, as Riceour points out particularly. “To 

know who I am,” writes Taylor, “is a species of knowing where I stand.” Metaphorically, “where I stand” 

refers here to what I consider to be right and wrong with regard to my behavior and that of others, while also 

harking back to the historical positioning of the self in its society, in relation to other selves, and what its roles 

as a member of that society are. 

For a word, narrative identity is etymology: the origins and evolution over time of the word. The ethical facet 

of a word is what values it holds, meaning what its definition is. This facet is the easiest to swap out from one 

language to the next, even when it requires several words to translate one. But while “wskazówka” 

may mean something like “clue” in Polish, and “pista” may (partly) mean something like “clue” in Spanish—

that is, may hold similar semantic values—their histories and narrative identities, and thus their connotations, 

will be completely different. 

A word’s intersubjective facet is how it behaves in a phrase and how it interacts with its neighbors. You can 

try to stop time, and you can try to prevent time from doing something (like advancing), and maybe these 

attempts will be equivalent, but how they play out in a sentence will differ enough to change the rhythm of the 

text. 

For Riceour, ethics means “living well with and for others in just institutions.” MacIntyre, meanwhile, argues 

that modern selves are adrift, unlike pre-modern selves, who “inherit a particular space within an interlocking 

set of social relationships; lacking that space, they are nobody, or at best a stranger or an outcast. To know 

oneself as such a social person is however not to occupy a static and fixed position.” 

Very few words function well on their own. The ones that do are mostly interjections and emphatic particles, 

like the German “doch,” or the Argentine “che.” The vast majority of words, however, must coexist in a 

manner that is productive (of meaning, for example) with other words, in institutions called grammatical 

sentences; in grammars that haven’t crumbled over time, the noun’s role is clear from its case, as we have 

discussed. Precisely because of this, the position of a Polish noun in a sentence is not fixed. 

In Slavic languages, because the endings of nouns change depending on their purpose in a sentence, word 

order varies considerably more than it does in English, where we can only know what the subject of the 

sentence is, versus its object, by following the order in which they appear. “Jennifer Croft eats pizza” is a 

really different sentence in English than “Pizza eats Jennifer Croft” (although what a way to go!). But imagine 
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if we did have a full case system in English, and the accusative case of a noun, which indicates a noun being 

acted upon, generated an ending of “#.” Then we could say “Pizza# eats Jennifer Croft,” or “Jennifer Croft 

eats pizza#,” and the only thing that would change would be what gets emphasized, and what we know when. 

I come up for air or clamber out of the water, and holding onto the original is like striving to maintain all the 

moisture on my skin as the sun lifts it away from me drop by drop. 

What we know when is extremely important to narrative; if we were told in the first sentence of Daphne du 

Maurier’s Rebecca what had really happened to Maxim de Winter’s wife, and how, and why, and what would 

become of Manderley, would we even keep reading? The reader has to live the process of apprehension, 

experience a world in an order, not all at once. The Polish phrase “gdzie od razu z zupełnie niczego pojawia 

się świat” is not the same as “gdzie świat pojawia się z zupełnie niczego od razu,” just as “Along Comes 

Mary” is not the same as “Mary Comes Along.” In the former, the emphasis is on the specialness of Mary, the 

unexpectedness of her, her out-of-nowhereness. 

And the rhythm is different. Think of the anonymous children’s rhyme: 

Itsy bitsy spiderClimbed up the waterspout; 

Down came the rain 

And washed the spider out; 

Out came the sun 

And dried up all the rain; 

And the itsy bitsy spider 

Climbed up the spout again. 

“The rain came down” would have massively less effect than “down came the rain” does. “Down came the 

rain” starts with deluge; “out came the sun” offers an unanticipated twist. We might have been expecting 

something else after “out came”: the stain? The blame? 

It’s microsuspense, and it happens so fast we might not even think we notice, but it affects our reading all the 

same. It accumulates over the course of the story; it is the tiny space left by an oyster-author for the 

emergence of a world. 

Since if I say: “like an enormous, omnisensitive oyster, its body, so naked and delicate, feels the slightest 

tremble in the particles of light, scrunches up inside itself, leaving just enough space for a world to come 

completely out of nowhere, at once,” then the reader encounters world before nowhere and before at once—

and in that case, why are nowhere and at once even there? 

The principal quality of suspense is finitude; we are always aware of its imminent end, which permits us to 

cherish it. Microsuspense is even more precious due to the proximity of the full stop: soon we will know, and 

from that point forward, we will never unknow—a gain that feels more like a loss. 
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Recent writing on translation has emphasized the unique creative practices of individual translators. 

Whenever I translate, I first immerse myself in the original as though taking a dip in a lovely cove, far from 

the eyes of anyone, where the water’s always warm. (I hope it does not undermine all that I have said so far to 

confess that in life I am not a good swimmer, and that I have never gone swimming in a cove.) By immersing 

myself, I can feel weightless as the body of the work suspends me—my preoccupations, much of my 

subjectivity, which merely acts as a filter—and I can allow the images generated by the words of the original 

to wash over me, feel them all around me, form them afresh in my cleared head. 

This sort of suspension is temporary, too. I come up for air or clamber out of the water, and holding onto the 

original is like striving to maintain all the moisture on my skin as the sun lifts it away from me drop by drop. 

Now the words of the original find their reflections on the surface of the ocean, as if my translations of them 

were inevitable, even though others would opt for other words. Now I rearrange the original’s sentences, 

letting them conform to the different conditions of the shore. I rearrange them with a mind to move on from 

here soon, with my next destination in my sights. 

Kate Briggs points out that “literary translation, as a labour of changing words, and changing the orders of 

words, is always and from the outset wrong.” But she, like me, believes that that’s not what translation is. 

In Slavic languages, because the endings of nouns change depending on their purpose in a sentence, word 

order varies considerably more than it does in English. 

When it comes to verbal disposition and disordering, we might look back at an essay we have mentioned 

already. Although it arose out of his own translation practice, in the century since its original publication, 

Walter Benjamin’s “Task of the Translator” introduction has flummoxed and bewildered readers concerned 

with the practice of translation by carrying notions of poetry, magic and spirit even further to enter into the 

territory of the messianic, of a pure language likely to be reconstituted on the day of humanity’s salvation, a 

pure language we can only get a glimpse of now thanks to translation, which acts as afterlife to the original 

and in so doing keeps up the connections—which are mostly concealed by communication, or the desire to 

communicate—between the mortal languages of man. 

Not that helpful when you’re trying to wrangle a paragraph of Polish into English. 

Translator Chantal Wright notes: “In fact, Benjamin’s text feels calculated to produce this tension, marked as 

it is by syntactic and lexical idiosyncrasy, by re-definitions of terms and by slippery signifiers.” 

On the other hand, maybe Benjamin is the only one who can help here, as we struggle to seize Olga’s slippery 

oyster god. 

For Samuel Weber’s innovative book Benjamin’s -abilities posits as follows: 
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When Benjamin writes that the specifically poetical signification cannot be identified simply with what is 

meant, with the meaning of the phrase, but rather has to do with “how the meant is bound to the way of 

meaning in the determinate word,” he indicates both that the semantic dimension of meaning plays a role 

in binding the way of meaning to particular words, and that the configuration of such binding is not itself 

determined semantically. Rather, it is syntactical. For what is decisive is how an object or concept is bound to 

an individual word, and through it, to a particular way of being-meant. And this idea of being bound to or up 

with individual words depends on a spatial arrangement that can be designated both as syntactical and as 

singular. 

What this boils down to is not exclusively mysterious. Benjamin calls for word-for-word translation, for 

keeping the syntax of the original intact in the translation, even at “the risk of madness,” as Weber rightly 

notes. 

The Slavic languages order their words differently from the Germanic and the Romance languages. 

Preserving Polish word order in English necessarily makes for less fluid sentences, and it sometimes results in 

complete incomprehensibility. This predicament becomes more dire when the distance between languages is 

increased. 

Chamini Abesiriwardhane Kulathunga translates from Sinhala into English. Sinhala is, like English, an Indo-

European language, but it is a member of the Indo-Aryan branch of the family, at a significant historical from 

the European branch. Kulathunga translates the opening of Tennyson Perera’s 1967 Cogwheel Buddha, the 

first novel ever banned in Sri Lanka, as follows: “Somebody once said that the Maitree Buddha would be 

enlightened under the giant tamarind tree at the public library. That somebody was a drunk, and his statement 

has remained deep-seated in my mind.” Translated word for word, these two sentences (“මහජන 

පුස්තකාලයේ දැවැන්ත සියඹලා ගස යටදී මමත්රී බුදු හාමුදුරුයවෝ බුදු වනු ඇතැයි කිසිවකු 

කියනු මට ඇසී ඇත. බීගත් අයයකු විසින් කරන ලද ඒ ප්රකාශය මයේ සිත තුල කිඳා බැස ගියාක් 

වැන්න.”) become: “Public library (in) huge tamarind (tree) under Maitree Buddha attain enlightenment that 

someone saying me heard. Drunken someone by made that statement my mind inside sunken deep like.” 

Again, Sinhala is still related to English, albeit distantly. Many of the world’s languages bear no known 

relation to ours. What happens, then, in a translation that’s determined to preserve the syntax of a language 

such as Amdolese or Aymara, Japanese or Javanese, Wolof or Zuni? 

For a word, narrative identity is etymology: the origins and evolution over time of the word. The ethical facet 

of a word is what values it holds, meaning what its definition is. 

“But a relation to language in which syntax—the sequential arrangement of words—takes precedence over 

the time-and-space transcending rules of grammar and semantics; in which the ways of meaning, their 

distribution and relations, have priority over what is meant—this would be a language that seems to approach 

what Benjamin ‘means’ by ‘pure language,’” Weber suggests. If this is what we’re going to do, then Olga’s 

sentence in English reads as follows: “Then, like an enormous, omnisensitive oyster, whose body, so naked 
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and delicate, feels the slightest tremble in the particles of light, scrunches up inside itself and remains after it a 

bit of space, where at once from completely nothing emerges world.” 

This is probably largely intelligible, but I would argue that the way of meaning here’s completely wrong. 

What has been removed are the people: Olga and myself. All that’s left is bare language—yet language is a 

human innovation, the thing that humans made that made us human. 

The sentence “Drunken someone by made that statement my mind inside sunken deep like,” on the other 

hand, tells us almost nothing about what’s going on, or what’s about to happen, within the novel Cogwheel 

Buddha. If it does make inroads into the pure language that awaits us when all individual languages finally 

fall away—which may as well be some future version of AI, an evolved-to-be-functional Google Translate—

it nonetheless so obscures the “semantic dimension of meaning” that it would be hard for us to glimpse such 

possibility. It also razes all of the more elusive elements of literary works, such as atmosphere and tone. 

With a couple of careful modifications, a syntactically disruptive translation might make visible the structure 

of a daily language readers take for granted, might make people aware of convention in such a way as to even 

enhance the power of individual words stripped of obvious connections, as if spotlit—but such careful 

modification would be directed by human intention, and Benjamin’s appeal to the translator is that she not 

have any goal in mind. 

Language can’t be separated from the people who create and connect with one another through it. I don’t 

share Benjamin’s faith in a pure language to come. But I do think he’s right that it is syntax that ushers the 

original work into its “afterlife,” as he calls it. 

The words of the text are the embodiment of its past. Its sentences, on the other hand, lead the way into its 

future, and in so doing, they also pass through the vast, dynamic labyrinth of the translator’s imagination. 

Chantal Wright roundly ignores Benjamin’s “call for syntactic fusion.” Susan Bernofsky, the wonderful 

translator of German literature into English, writes this about her process of revision in translation: 

Sometimes the best translation is one whose syntactical structure bears little resemblance to that of the 

original. At the same time, it is important to be conscious of the order in which information arrives. Every 

sentence is a journey that begins with a particular phrase or image and takes the reader somewhere. So what 

does the itinerary of a particular sentence look like, and where does it lead? 

This strikes me as an extraordinarily helpful modification to Benjamin’s suggestion: try, when possible, to 

keep the original end—the destination the author appointed as the sentence-journey’s goal. 

In which case, here’s my version of the whole opening of Book II of The Books of Jacob, The Book of Sand: 
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Every now and then, God wearies of his own luminous silence, and infinity starts to make him a little bit sick. 

Then, like an enormous, omnisensitive oyster, its body—so naked and delicate—feels the slightest tremble in 

the particles of light, scrunches up inside itself, leaving just enough space for the emergence—at once and out 

of nowhere—of a world. The world comes quick, though at first it resembles mold, delicate and pale, but soon 

it grows, and individual fibres connect, creating a powerful surrounding tissue. Then it hardens; then it starts 

to take on colours. This is accompanied by a low, barely audible sound, a gloomy vibration that makes the 

anxious atoms quake. And it is from this motion that particles come into being, and then grains of sand and 

drops of water, which divide the world in two. 

We find ourselves now on the side of sand. 

To the extent that the map can change the territory by determining an undetermined space or feature, by 

designating its use or at least suggesting it by name, I have likely both narrowed and expanded Olga’s original 

text in my translation here. I did not succeed in cutting down the size of any of the other sentences of this 

opening paragraph, though I’m not convinced of the necessity of such perfect matching. What I hope to have 

generated is microsuspense: the desire to keep reading, the drive to turn the page. 

__________________________________ 

 

The Books of Jacob by Olga Tokarczuk (translated by Jennifer Croft) is available now from Riverhead. 

https://www.penguinrandomhouse.com/books/622518/the-books-of-jacob-by-olga-tokarczuk-translated-by-jennifer-croft/
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Jennifer Croft 

Jennifer Croft is the recipient of Fulbright, PEN, and National Endowment for the Arts grants, and her 

translations from Polish, Spanish, and Ukrainian have appeared in The New York Times, n+1, Electric 

Literature, BOMB, Guernica, The New Republic and elsewhere. She is a Founding Editor of The Buenos 

Aires Review. She won a Man Booker International prize for her translation of Olga Tokarczuk. Her 

memoir, Homesick is now available from Unnamed Press. 

 

https://lithub.com/the-order-of-things-jennifer-croft-on-translating-olga-tokarczuk/ 
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Cod ‘supergenes’ reveal how they are evolving in response to overfishing 

BIOLOGY • EVOLUTION • GENETICS 

ByInvited Researcher February 23, 2022 0 comments 

Author: Tom Cameron, Senior Lecturer in Ecology, University of Essex 

Credit: Travel Faery / shutterstock 

Cod “supergenes” have shed light on how they respond to overfishing, and these supergenes could make them 

more resilient to other environmental changes. That’s according to a new study published by scientists in 

Norway. This could be good news, in that cod have genetic architecture in place that will permit them to 

respond to climate change – but for now this is rather speculative. 

https://mappingignorance.org/category/science/biology/
https://mappingignorance.org/category/science/evolution/
https://mappingignorance.org/category/science/genetics/
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/02/23/cod-supergenes-reveal-how-they-are-evolving-in-response-to-overfishing/#author
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/02/23/cod-supergenes-reveal-how-they-are-evolving-in-response-to-overfishing/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email#comments
https://www.pnas.org/cgi/doi/10.1073/pnas.2114904119
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For those of us who study how fish species evolve under strong selective pressure from commercial fishing, 

cod has been a poster species. For instance scientists have previously found that cod in the north west Atlantic 

showed signs of reproducing at a smaller size or younger age before numbers collapsed. 

The latest study examined the current and historical genome (the complete set of genetic instructions 

contained in an organism’s DNA) of cod. The scientists were particularly interested in areas of highly-

conserved “supergenes” and what they can tell us about these ecologically critical but heavily exploited 

marine predators. 

Supergenes are not extra individual genes as such. Rather they are combinations of genetic material that are 

more conserved through the generations. Often they are strongly coupled or linked and are responsible for a 

set of traits in an organism that are very important such as linking growth rates with reproduction capacity. 

Freshly caught cod from the North Sea. Credit: Ingrid Maasik / shutterstock 

The authors found three supergenes conserved in the cod off Norwegian shores. And the three supergenes 

were found in different relative abundance in two distinct cod populations: inshore and offshore. This 

https://pubmed.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/15118724/
https://images.theconversation.com/files/446499/original/file-20220215-15-7akxq2.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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reinforces what we know about cod in the north east Atlantic and is a good thing, since if the cod were all one 

breeding population they would be more vulnerable to overexploitation. 

An interesting consequence of this research is that the scientists can combine their genomics approaches with 

knowledge from old stories and pictures, and records of fish bones and fishing equipment found at 

archeological sites, in order to reconstruct the likely population sizes of cod through history. Recent studies 

on several fish species have shown the true baseline of their abundance in seas around Europe is likely 

underappreciated. Indeed, this new analysis suggests the overexploitation of cod reduced their abundance 

many hundreds of years before modern commercial fishing began, and the signature of overexploitations is 

etched in their genome. 

How human predators change their prey 

Across lots of different species, it is now well recognised that populations are constantly changing, and this 

includes evolved changes to their body size, shape or traits like growth rate being observed in just a few 

generations with significant consequences for how population numbers fluctuate. 

Scientists recently updated a large data set that now compiles more than 7,000 examples of contemporary 

changes to biological traits in wild populations. The researchers examined whether observed trait changes 

such as a shift in average body size were short term and reversible, or whether they were more permanent 

evolved responses to some change in the local environment such as increasing temperature or an introduced 

predator. 

Their data clearly showed that the largest and fastest rates of trait change were associated with predation – for 

example when a predator picks off the slowest, smallest, largest or least camouflaged individuals in a wild 

population – leading to directional change to being smaller, larger, or faster. These rates of change were 

especially fast when that predator was human. 

Theories of human caused harvest-induced evolution are now well established, and there are many good 

examples where selective harvest of fish and game species has caused long term change, for example by 

influencing behaviour, body shape or size and growth rates to sexual maturity. I have carried out laboratory 

based research which has demonstrated both the probability that harvest-induced evolution can occur, but also 

the likely impact such permanent genetic change can have on things like population size or resulting yields. 

This field of study is not without controversy, but it is now generally accepted that we should take 

evolutionary selection pressure into account when we utilise wild animals and plants for resources. As new 

scientific approaches and opportunities to examine the genome of wild animals emerge, we may find more 

supergenes and the stories they can tell us of how organisms respond to the world they live in.  

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

https://www.nature.com/articles/srep29269
https://www.nature.com/articles/srep29269
https://onlinelibrary.wiley.com/doi/full/10.1111/mec.16299
https://onlinelibrary.wiley.com/doi/full/10.1002/ece3.2164
https://onlinelibrary.wiley.com/doi/10.1111/ele.12107
https://onlinelibrary.wiley.com/doi/10.1111/ele.12107
https://theconversation.com/
https://theconversation.com/cod-supergenes-reveal-how-they-are-evolving-in-response-to-overfishing-177091
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Cod in the 

north east Atlantic were in decline even before modern fishing. 

Sodeland et al (2022) / PNAS, CC BY-SA 

 

https://mappingignorance.org/2022/02/23/cod-supergenes-reveal-how-they-are-evolving-in-response-to-

overfishing/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email 

https://www.pnas.org/content/119/8/e2114904119/tab-figures-data
http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-sa/4.0/
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/02/23/cod-supergenes-reveal-how-they-are-evolving-in-response-to-overfishing/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/02/23/cod-supergenes-reveal-how-they-are-evolving-in-response-to-overfishing/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email
https://images.theconversation.com/files/446496/original/file-20220215-21-bici20.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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Awake in Nanjing 

By Xi Chuan 

Issue no. 213 (Summer 2015) 

the instant the sky wakes my eyes are shut I’m listening to the rainfall huh   huh huh listening to half a 

lifetime of rainfall isn’t romantic 

the sound of rainfall approaching unites with the sound of a solitary car 

the car going away pushes the sound of rainfall away but maybe it’s not pushed   away so much as letting up 

like someone’s existence maybe it’s not the person disappearing so much as   lightening 

imagine raindrops hitting the ground umbrellas raincoats scenery soaked 

one two three four five six construction sites of silent scaffolding cranes no   workers climbing up or down 

or all around 

a shop owner figures umbrellas and raincoats will sell in weather like this 

strange 

light rain from the country falling on hard heads in the city 

apricot blossoms in the light rain peeping through a window at a poetaster   sipping tea this is my image of 

Jiangnan 

this is the Jiangnan of the scholarly landlord and the peasant in concert with   the maxim that houses of gold 

and jade-like faces are contained within   books 

but are the Jiangnan of the small-business owner and the day laborer still   Jiangnan the capitalist’s Jiangnan 

is definitely not Jiangnan since jade-like faces no longer seek shelter in books 

why don’t the birds sing is it the morning’s fault or the birds’ fault 

don’t they know I’m searching with ears of the blind 

in Beijing the birds start singing at four a.m. but here what time do the birds   start singing this is a 

Shakespearean question 

or else the birds have signed an agreement not to sing 

Meng Haoran died about 1,300 years ago and for 1,300 years the little poem  he wrote about birds singing 

has lived in his stead 

that’s a long time for an American but won’t impress an Egyptian 

Meng Haoran was used to a life of sharp mountains and clear waters so we   can infer how sharp and clear 

he looked 

but we can’t imagine how he could make a living as a poet without representing   advanced social 

productive forces 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=30481b4807&e=d538c8f2e0
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it wasn’t strange for him to get something off his chest from time to time   and tell it to the river 

is this why he stood apart from the crowd how trading up on his grievances   he associated with Wang Wei 

and Li Bai 

but Wang Wei and Li Bai never acknowledged each other when they were   both in Chang’an they looked 

down on each other 

the river flows on night and day oh the river flows by my bedside oh this is   too much 

I’ll withdraw it 

the river flows by the door of my hotel in Nanjing or Jinling or the ancient   capital of the Six Dynasties 

is this a hotel or an inn or is this a guesthouse or is it a resort 

to friends on the phone it’s a resort it’s an inn to me 

what’s the difference the ancients only lived in inns and wrote poems on walls 

but in the Republican era Fang Hongjian got a girl in bed only to find a dirty   ditty on the wall behind the 

pillow 

written yesterday 

girls girls though red lanterns are still raised over the river Qinhuai at night   there are no more seductress 

spirits just snack food 

on a clean white bed lie four white pillows I use only two 

body comfortable erection comfortable I’m in my yesterday not in my day   before I’m not in 

in the symmetrical room in the mirror is another me are you the me I’m   symmetrical with 

the red light in the left lower corner of the black TV screen is on to show the   power is on like the Young 

Pioneers showing they’re ready at any minute 

use me 

a press on the remote control and it’s the world of media 

I open an eye and then shut it 

who will die today whose nude photos released which factory explode 

which police department will commit brutality today which bridge collapse   which politician detained 

at 7:20 I hear the birds singing that’s incredibly late am I in some deep ravine 

in the split sense of reality in my mind the birds started singing hours ago 

I’ve never told anyone that the birds in my mind come from Jingting Mountain   not far from here 
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Li Bai saw the birds on Jingting Mountain all fly away but never learned   where those birds went they flew 

into my mind and won’t stop chirping 

they’ve divided into sixteen competing camps and decided to hash it out in   my mind 

hashing it out they have no idea they’re singing for the rising sun 

while the birds singing outside do their best to satisfy Meng Haoran’s   eavesdropping 

as if the world outside the window weren’t the real world only the world   where accidents happen is the 

real world 

a world where accidents don’t happen can’t convince people of its reality like   Baudrillard’s simulacrum 

can be unsure sometimes 

so someone who jumped off a roof was caught by someone on the street   stretching his arms 

the one who stretched his arms to save him was crushed into paraplegia the   townspeople were so moved by 

the appeals in the newspaper they   donated money and goods 

and the one who’d been saved refused to make a donation the turmoil in his   mind the night before he 

jumped 

and the shocked parents of the one who was saved thought there’d be calm   and peace in the world 

sounds of people in the hallway the bacteria in the carpet eat up all the   sounds of footsteps 

at 7:25 

the residue of a dream 

Xia said the water in the pool was too cold so she got out put on a shirt and   went back in 

the manager told her to get out he said you can’t wear shirts in the pool if   you’re cold you’ll have to put on 

three swimsuits 

at 7:27 

the residue of a dream 

Feng hears someone knocking at the door asks who is it on the other side   someone says in a husky voice 

it’s me well good guy or bad guy 

Feng asks what is it and on the other side someone says in a husky voice I’m   not sure 

is a dream the past 

if a dream isn’t the past why does the past try to keep up with dreams 

I hear a toilet flush I’m alive others are alive too 

the water-treatment plant in the vicinity of the Yangtze might make a   difference of thirty percent 
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but to piss directly into the Yangtze I won’t do that like Mencius ate meat   but kept clear of the kitchen 

it’s a little hypocritical it’s the hypocrisy necessary for civilized behavior 

if I can lie in bed looking at the Yangtze I will hypocritically and happily give   thanks to both legal life and 

illegal life 

outside the inn at night there must be Chinese sturgeons swimming by in   the Yangtze but what kind of fish 

is this 

such a grand name such a mundane name who conferred it is it an endangered   species 

why isn’t the giant panda called the Chinese bear 

the sand barges on the Yangtze ride low in the water paint blotchy not a   single boat is new 

the women baring their breasts to the water at stern and bow all women’s   women not a single one ugly 

Du Shiniang threw her treasure chest into the water 

of all the pretty flowers on the banks not one blooms because of this of all   the cheery lanterns not one goes 

out because of it 

thus eastward do the torrents of the river flow 

last year I took a trip here and gazed at the river from the Yuejiang Tower it’s   reconstructed all wrong 

I pretended I was the painter Gong Xian gazing at the openness of the river 

I tried to pretend I was the poet Gao Qi ascending Rain-Flower Terrace to see   the river emerge from ten 

thousand peaks but I couldn’t get it right 

the Yangtze changed its course from Rain-Flower Terrace you can’t see the   river as it was in the Ming 

dynasty 

from my bed I can’t see the river either which means I’m not Emperor   Kangxi I can’t see all under heaven 

I can’t see the teeming multitudes in Guangzhou I can’t see the teeming   multitudes in Chongqing 

I may as well accept my fate as an ordinary man at least I have nothing to do   with the plight of the empire 

reading the paper reading online news worrying about everything under   heaven it doesn’t do shit read short 

stories instead 

my grammar-school teachers my high school teachers they ruined me for life   they trained me to be an 

observer 

an observing peach or plum tree doesn’t even need to blossom 

the paulownia trees in the city have been felled the property developers have   friends in city government 

if I were the next mayor I’d have all the Republican-era paulownias replanted   back where they were but 

this is impossible 
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so I don’t make that kind of friends 

I don’t drink my dad doesn’t drink my grandpa didn’t drink 

so I can easily open my eyes at 7:30 my bleary brain just lets in the light 

I look at the ceiling obviously in luxurious European style but it’s made of plaster 

who gives a shit about mountains of plaster wealth so lofty it’s scary 

who gives a shit about the three beef patties that fell on my head yesterday   who gives a shit about a 

modicum of fame 

accomplishment comes too easily for engineers accomplishment comes too   easily for masters of arts and 

crafts 

who gives a shit about liking to pretend not to be so vulgar it’s vulgar who   gives a shit about average talent 

but even that isn’t easy 

but who gives a shit 

power and influence were of supreme importance to Han Feizi but Zhuangzi   didn’t give a shit about them 

my brain is wide awake buzzing for my soul to wake up 

which is greater that which can be understood in history or that which   cannot be understood 

how can refined taste be propagated in a crass age 

propagating refined taste means propagating the seeds of the collapse of the   country take the Northern 

Song dynasty for example the new tycoons   aren’t buying it 

ugh the discontent you can’t speak freely and the complaints you won’t make   out loud 

I should get up and shower bedhead makes people think you have nightmares   every night but that’s not the 

case 

I should lose some weight my teeth need brushing I have bad breath when   I get up 

Han Yu wrote a poem about losing his teeth it must have been before he   turned fifty 

at 7:35 who wound me up like a watch to make me take such good care of myself 

last night I flipped every switch I couldn’t figure out how to turn off one   light so I left it on until now 

sounds from last night’s banquet still linger 

two men hugging each other they drank so much two tongues fattened   by alcohol 

one said I just went to Frankfurt look at my bag the other said I just went to   Paris look at my shoes 
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they were talking about package tours to Europe man see ten countries in   nine days 

Confucius traveled through the central states if he’d kept that pace there’d   have been no degeneration of 

the rites under heaven 2,500 years ago 

but running through Europe just proves there’s nothing to see there 

or else proves they come from a lately developed country it’s not easy for   them to relax 

but it’s nothing like spending time in Jiangnan and watching the river flow 

from different angles 

when Emperor Kangxi came it must have been a real campaign 

it’s almost Dragon Boat Festival 

Dragon Boat Festival doesn’t mean anything in any country it only means   something in Jiangnan and 

Jiangnan is this area beneath my bed 

it was the kingdom of Wu but was it also the kingdom of Chu 

I have friends from Chu I have no friends from Wu I do have some friends   from Jiangnan but right now 

I’m on my own 

how far into the distance stretch the roads inn after inn along this road   reduplicating themselves to the end 

of the sky 

I toss off the blanket slide my feet into two paper slippers 

a deep breath 

and I stand up 

—Translated by Lucas Klein 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=30481b4807&e=d538c8f2e0 
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VIA WHITE LION PUBLISHING 

James Joyce’s Dublin, a Microcosm of the World 

The Streets in Ulysses Are the Streets of the Everyman 

By Sarah Baxter 

 

March 15, 2019 

The pub is warm and beery. Grog glasses—drained, foam stained—scatter sticky veneer. Red-wine lips, 

hoppy breath, a slurry of slurring; laughter like gunfire, craic-ing off the wood panels, mirror walls and ranks 

of whiskey bottles. Bar talk is of theology and adultery, literature and death, soap and sausages. Everything 

https://www.quartoknows.com/books/9781781318102/Literary-Places.html
https://lithub.com/author/sarahbaxter/
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and nothing, discussed or daydreamed over a quick cheese sandwich. A nothing old day. But the stuff of 

life—infinitesimal yet essential—all the same . . . 

James Joyce’s Ulysses—variously considered the most momentous, accomplished, infuriating and unreadable 

book in the English language—is the ordinary made extraordinary. It’s a modernist reworking of 

Homer’s Odyssey, but while the Ancient Greek poem tells of Odysseus’ incident-packed return from the 

Trojan War, Joyce makes an epic out of a single, unremarkable day. 

Ulysses follows Leopold Bloom, a Jewish ad canvasser for The Freeman’s Journal, as he wanders around 

Dublin on June 16, 1904. He attends a funeral, goes to the pub, ducks into a museum (to avoid the man 

sleeping with his wife), pleasures himself by Sandymount Strand, enters the red-light district. The novel is a 

chaotic stream of consciousness, performing stylistic acrobatics to try to render the human experience. But it 

is grounded in the streets of Dublin. Joyce, writing from self-exile in Paris, slavishly researched the 

physicality of the city. Though he seldom returned, he remained tethered: “When I die,” he once said, “Dublin 

will be written in my heart.” 

At the turn of the century the city was changing. The well-to-do had moved to the suburbs as the overcrowded 

center decayed. Dublin had some of Europe’s worst slums; almost one in every four children died before their 

first birthday. A Celtic Revival was promoting Irish culture and language while in politics the Irish 

Parliamentary Party was pressing for Home Rule (rather than independence). But more radical movements 

were fermenting, and the Great War (1914–1918), Easter Rising (1916) and IRA violence were imminent. 

Though published in 1922, the “action” of Ulysses predates this tumult. Joyce concerns himself, not with the 

struggles of nations but rather the little battles an Everyman faces, everyday. Dublin becomes a microcosm of 

the world. 

Joyce’s geographic diligence makes it possible to trace Bloom’s footsteps. Start at No. 7 Eccles Street, 

Bloom’s home, where he fries kidneys and contemplates his wife’s infidelity. The building was knocked 

down in the 1960s but a plaque marks the spot and the original doorway is preserved within a fine townhouse 

on North Great George’s Street, now the James Joyce Centre. 
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O’Connell Street lies around the corner, a fashionable address in Georgian times, though faded by the 1900s, 

and damaged during the Easter Rising. No more the horse-drawn cabs and clanking trams; a stroll down its 

leafy central mall these days is accompanied by car din and a mishmash of architectural styles. Bloom 

wouldn’t have passed Joyce, who now leans nonchalantly in bronze at the corner with North Earl Street, but 
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he did note the monument to Irish leader Daniel O’Connell—”the hugecloaked Liberator’s form”—which 

stares across the River Liffey. 

Bloom buys Banbury cakes to feed the wheeling gulls as he walks over the wide span of O’Connell Bridge, 

the divide between dingier north Dublin and the more affluent south. This crossing takes you and Bloom into 

the heart of Dublin, home to the Bank of Ireland (originally the Irish Parliament building), prestigious Trinity 

College (where Catholic Joyce didn’t go), the National Library (where he frequently did). It leads to narrow, 

shop-lined Grafton Street, still gay with awnings, where locals and outsiders alike still come for the craic—

Dublin’s social essence. 

Bloom is hungry when he hits Duke Street. His first choice, The Burton—establishment of “pungent 

meatjuice, slop of greens”—is no more. But Davy Byrnes pub, a traditional boozer, first opened in 1889, still 

serves Gorgonzola sandwiches and glasses of Burgundy (Bloom’s lunch of choice), providing a tangible taste 

of Joyce’s sometimes indigestible masterpiece. 

 

From Literary Places. Used with permission of White Lion Publishing. Copyright © 2019 by Sarah Baxter. 

https://lithub.com/james-joyces-dublin-a-microcosm-of-the-world/  

  

https://www.quartoknows.com/books/9781781318102/Literary-Places.html
https://lithub.com/james-joyces-dublin-a-microcosm-of-the-world/


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 594  april  2022 

 

147 

Next-generation grids capture detailed brain signals 

Researchers develop groundbreaking electrocorticography sensor 

 
 

High-resolution sensors record detailed brain-signal information. 

• Credit and Larger Version 

 

February 16, 2022 

A team of U.S. National Science Foundation engineers, surgeons and medical researchers based at 

the University of California San Diego has developed brain sensors that record electrical signals directly from 

the surface of the human brain in high resolution. 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_images.jsp?cntn_id=304462&org=NSF
https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1728497&HistoricalAwards=false
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://ucsdnews.ucsd.edu/pressrelease/new-sensor-grids-record-human-brain-signals-in-record-breaking-resolution
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The thin, flexible devices are composed of densely packed grids of 1,024 or 2,048 embedded 

electrocorticography, or ECoG, sensors. Standard ECoG grids typically have 16 to 64 sensors; custom-made 

research-grade grids have 256 sensors. 

High-resolution recordings of electrical signals from the surface of the brain could improve surgeons' ability 

to excise brain tumors, treat epilepsy and create opportunities for brain-computer interfaces. The team 

published the research in Science Translational Medicine. 

Recording brain signals at such high resolution could minimize damage to healthy brain tissue during invasive 

surgeries, and help surgeons more precisely locate diseased or damaged areas of the brain. High-resolution 

ECoG grids could also lead to a more profound understanding of brain activity and function and improve 

treatment protocols and outcomes. 

The technology could be adapted for use in implanted devices to help treat neurodegenerative conditions like 

Parkinson's disease that benefit from electrical stimulation, and improve surgeries to remove brain tumors or 

treat drug-resistant epilepsy. Efforts are underway to prepare the grids for use in clinical trials. 

--  NSF Public Affairs, researchnews@nsf.gov 

 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304462&utm_medium=em

ail&utm_source=govdelivery 

  

https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://www.science.org/doi/10.1126/scitranslmed.abj1441
mailto:researchnews@nsf.gov
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What birds have inherited from dinosaurs 

BIOLOGY • EVOLUTION 

ByInvited Researcher February 16, 2022 0 comments 

Author: Darla K. Zelenitsky, Associate Professor, Dinosaur paleobiology, University of Calgary 

An artist reconstruction of a baby oviraptorid in its egg. Credit: Julius Csotonyi 

Oviraptorosaurs are a group of birdlike dinosaurs that were part of the ancestral dinosaur lineage that later 

gave rise to birds. Oviraptorosaurs walked on two legs, had a powerful toothless beak and were covered in 

feathers. 

One of the first known species, Oviraptor philoceratops, was discovered in the 1920s when a skeleton was 

uncovered alongside a nest of eggs in Cretaceous rocks of Mongolia’s Gobi Desert. Paleontologists at the 

time assumed that the animal had died while attempting to raid the nest of another dinosaur — the name 

means “egg thief.” 

https://mappingignorance.org/category/science/biology/
https://mappingignorance.org/category/science/evolution/
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/02/16/an-exquisitely-preserved-egg-reveals-what-birds-have-inherited-from-dinosaurs/#author
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/02/16/an-exquisitely-preserved-egg-reveals-what-birds-have-inherited-from-dinosaurs/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email#comments
https://www.britannica.com/animal/Oviraptorosauria
https://www.britannica.com/animal/Oviraptorosauria
https://core.ac.uk/download/pdf/18225666.pdf
https://core.ac.uk/download/pdf/18225666.pdf
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It wasn’t until the mid-1990s, thanks to another discovery, that it was realized that the Oviraptor had actually 

been preserved in the act of tending to its own eggs. Since then, several important discoveries of 

oviraptorosaur eggs and nests have helped paleontologists reconstruct the reproductive and nesting habits of 

these unusual and birdlike dinosaurs. 

In 2021, the latest such discovery revealed an exquisitely preserved skeleton of an oviraptorosaur curled in its 

egg. Our group of scientists from Canada, China and the United Kingdom led the study of this 70 million-

year-old fossil from China, known as Baby Yingliang. 

Baby Yingliang 

Baby Yingliang is the first skeleton of a baby dinosaur showing precisely how the embryo was curled in its 

egg. Although the remains of other embryos have been found inside eggs before, their embryonic positions 

were uncertain because these skeletons were disarticulated or missing many bones. 

During our study of the oviraptorosaur fossil, we recognized a trait that was long considered unique to birds 

that relates to how the embryo is tucked in the egg before hatching. In Baby Yingliang, the back is hunched in 

the blunt end of the egg and its head is lying on the abdomen with the tail curled along the opposite pointed 

end. The legs and feet are so folded up that they are lying on either side of the head and upper body. The 

embryo is positioned much like a chick that is only a few days from hatching. 

Bird embryos, however, are known to tuck even further than what we found in Baby Yingliang. Immediately 

before hatching, the head moves under the wing where it rests on the shoulder, a position that helps ensure 

successful pipping and escape from the egg. Perhaps Baby Yingliang would have fully tucked like a bird if it 

had lived a little bit longer — its overall pose still suggests that such embryonic postures first evolved in 

dinosaurs before being passed down to birds. 

Brooding behaviours 

There are also other egg-related features that birds have inherited from dinosaurs like oviraptorosaurs. These 

include the architecture of eggshell layers, the shape of the egg (one end is more pointed), the pigments that 

cause egg colour and an open nest style. Even a nesting behaviour called brooding where the parent sits on 

top of the eggs, long-thought to be practised only by birds, first evolved in these dinosaurs. 

In a stunning fossil discovery about 25 years ago, and a few like it since, the skeleton of an oviraptorosaur 

parent was found crouched on top of its eggs in a bird-like fashion. 

What’s interesting is that oviraptorosaurs arranged their eggs in the nest in a unique manner noticeably 

different from birds. The eggs, often with over 30 in a nest, were arranged in two or three stacked rings, and 

were oriented like the spokes of a bike tire. If these dinosaurs used body heat to incubate their eggs like 

https://doi.org/10.1126/science.266.5186.779
https://doi.org/10.1016/j.isci.2021.103516
https://doi.org/10.1016/j.isci.2021.103516
https://doi.org/10.1038/s41586-018-0646-5
https://doi.org/10.1038/s41586-018-0646-5
https://doi.org/10.1371/journal.pone.0142829
https://doi.org/10.1206/3899.1
https://doi.org/10.1206/3899.1
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today’s brooding birds, the particular layout may have been crucial to expose all eggs to the parent’s body in 

the central space of the ring. 

The few brooding oviraptorosaur fossils that have been discovered so far are all from smaller species at 

around 100 kilograms or less, no bigger than the size of an ostrich. The species to which Baby Yingliang 

belonged would also have been about this size — the 17 centimetre egg weighed half a kilogram in life and 

was from an egg cluster just over half a metre across. Giant oviraptorosaurs, which are quite rare, were 

considerably larger, as were their eggs and nests. 

A fossilized giant oviraptorosaur nest from China. Credit: Kohei Tanaka 

Giant eggs, giant nest 

In 2017, I was part of a team that studied another embryonic skeleton, known as Baby Louie. The skeleton 

was found with a group of eggs belonging to a new species of giant oviraptorosaur, which we 

https://doi.org/10.1038/nature05849
https://doi.org/10.1038/ncomms14952
https://images.theconversation.com/files/442767/original/file-20220126-17-1hnp9eg.JPG?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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An artist reconstruction of 

Baby Yingliang. Credit: Lida Xing / Shoulin Animation 

named Beibeilong. As the largest known dinosaur eggs, they were over 45 centimetres long and weighed 

more than five kilograms each. Based on their size, the female would have weighed over 1,100 kilograms and 

the nest diameter was some two metres across. 

https://doi.org/10.1038/ncomms14952
https://doi.org/10.1038/ncomms14952
https://doi.org/10.1038/ncomms14952
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Assuming Beibeilong behaved like other oviraptorosaur species, an obvious question was: How did this 

behemoth sit on the nest without crushing the eggs? 

In 2018, with another research team, we examined the eggs and nests of oviraptorosaur species ranging from 

50 kilograms to the size of Beibeilong. We found that the eggshell of the Beibeilong-sized eggs was, at two 

millimetres thick, likely not strong enough to withstand the animal’s entire weight. 

Interestingly, we noticed that while nearly all oviraptorosaur species laid a ring of eggs with an open central 

space, the size of that space was relatively larger in giant species like Beibeilong. This suggested that giant 

species were constructing their egg ring differently from smaller species so there was plenty of space in the 

centre to take the brunt of the body weight, also likely reducing their contact with the eggs. 

Of birds and dinosaurs 

Birds acquired many of their seemingly unique features from dinosaurs. Recent discoveries of fossilized eggs 

and nests have revealed birdlike characteristics in oviraptorosaurs associated with reproduction. 

Several features related to their eggs, including brooding behaviours, are now known to have been passed 

down from dinosaurs, like oviraptorosaurs, to birds. The latest discovery, Baby Yingliang, uniquely preserves 

the embryonic position inside its egg, one that is remarkably similar to that of a bird embryo close to hatching.

 

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

article. 
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