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Microplastic pollution lingers in rivers for years before entering oceans 

Water dynamics can trap lightweight microplastics that otherwise might float 

 
 

Microplastics study sites included the Severn River, downstream from Birmingham, England. 

• Credit and Larger Version 

 

Microplastics can deposit and linger in riverbeds for as long as seven years before washing into the ocean, a 

new study has found. The research was supported in part by the U.S. National Science Foundation. 

Because rivers are in near-constant motion, researchers previously assumed that lightweight microplastics 

quickly flowed through rivers, rarely interacting with riverbed sediments.  

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_images.jsp?cntn_id=304463&org=NSF
https://nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1734300&HistoricalAwards=false
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Now, scientists at Northwestern University and other institutions have found that hyporheic exchange -- a 

process in which surface water mixes with water in the riverbed -- can trap lightweight microplastics that 

otherwise might be expected to float. 

The study was published in the journal Science Advances. It marks the first assessment of microplastics 

accumulation and residence times in freshwater systems, from sources of plastic pollution throughout the 

entire water stream. The new model describes processes that influence particles, including hyporheic 

exchange, and focuses on hard to measure but abundant microplastics at 100 micrometers in size and smaller. 

"Most of what we know about plastics pollution is from the oceans because it's very visible there," said 

Northwestern's Aaron Packman, one of the authors of the study. "Now we know that small plastic particles, 

fragments and fibers can be found nearly everywhere. Our work shows that a lot of microplastics from urban 

wastewater end up depositing near the river's source and take a long time to be transported downstream to 

oceans." 

To conduct the study, the scientists developed a new model to simulate how individual particles enter 

freshwater systems, settle and then later remobilize and redistribute.  

The model is the first to include hyporheic exchange processes, which play a significant role in retaining 

microplastics within rivers. Although it is well-known that the hyporheic exchange process affects how 

natural organic particles move and flow through freshwater systems, the process is rarely considered in 

microplastic accumulation. 

Using the new model, the researchers found that microplastic pollution resides the longest at the source of a 

river or stream, known as the headwaters. In headwaters, microplastic particles moved at an average rate of 

five hours per kilometer. But during low-flow conditions this movement slowed to a creep -- taking up to 

seven years to move just one kilometer. In these conditions, organisms are more likely to ingest microplastics 

in the water, potentially degrading ecosystem health. 

"Scientists are just learning to predict where these tiny remnants of the synthetics industry are hidden in 

riverbeds, and how long they will stay around," said Justin Lawrence, a program director in NSF's Division of 

Earth Sciences. "These findings beg the question of what other unknowns rivers conceal, and what the 

consequences are for life in rivers and streams." 

--  NSF Public Affairs, researchnews@nsf.gov 

 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304463&utm_medium=em

ail&utm_source=govdelivery 

https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://news.northwestern.edu/stories/2022/01/microplastic-pollution-linger-in-rivers-for-years-before-entering-oceans/
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://www.science.org/doi/10.1126/sciadv.abi9305
mailto:researchnews@nsf.gov
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304463&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304463&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
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Not Just Nuclear 

Families Are Elders Long Buried and Generations Yet Unborn 

By Edwidge Danticat 

 

https://www.plough.com/en/authors/d/edwidge-danticat
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The author in 1973, age four, with the uncle and aunt who raised her Photographs courtesy of the 

author 

 

Sometimes I think my mother and father are parenting me from the grave. A few weeks ago, I dreamt that I 

was pushing a mini-hatchback up a steep hill, with my mom and dad on either side of me, helping. In the 

dream, both my parents are the ages they were when they died: my father sixty-nine and my mother eighty-

four years old. After Sisyphean effort was exerted toward getting the car to the top of the hill, the three of us 

celebrated by contemplating the magnificent view of a beautiful green meadow below. 

It was close to the sixth anniversary of my mother’s death and I often found myself grieving for her in my 

dreams. The Sisyphean twist, though, was new. Though Sisyphus, the dishonorable king of Corinth, twice 

cheated death, it turned out that he couldn’t cheat life. The punishment for all his murdering and angering the 

gods was being condemned, day after day, to roll a boulder up a hill, only to have it constantly roll down 

again. 

The day after I had this dream, my seventy-eight-year-old uncle, my father’s younger brother, wandered out 

of his house in the early morning hours, alone and bewildered. A neighbor spotted him and alerted my cousin, 

his daughter. Suddenly – perhaps not so suddenly – he was living, it seemed, the same day over and over 

again. My uncle’s past and present seemed to have merged. The future was blurred, or had possibly faded 

altogether. An entire segment of our family history, of which only he had been the caretaker, was no longer 

available, to us or to him. 

Growing up in a multigenerational Haitian family, I never thought of it as “nuclear.” For all the term’s other 

meanings, either relating to atoms or energy generation, or even war, when applied to families it seemed 

limiting. My parents and uncle agreed. Families, they believed, expand like ripples in a pond. Besides, 

migration forces you to remake your family as well as yourself. Family is not only made up of your living 

relatives either. It is elders long buried and generations yet unborn, with stories as bridges, and dreams as 

potential portals. 

The idea of my parents communicating from a great distance is not new to me. When my mother and father 

moved to the United States from Haiti in the 1970s, both to escape a brutal dictatorship and to look for work, 

they left me and my younger brother behind, in the care of another uncle and his wife. From the time I was 

four till I was twelve, my parents and I communicated via letters, a weekly phone call, and cassette tapes 

carried by friends and acquaintances between Brooklyn and Port-au-Prince. I was one of half a dozen children 

whom my aunt and uncle cared for while our parents were working in other countries. This is what family 

was supposed to do, to help with things you couldn’t always do on your own, including raising your children. 

This is what many families are still doing: while mothers and fathers are incarcerated, or held in immigration 

detention centers, or fighting opioid or other addictions, family members fill the gap. 
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Family, as my now-silenced uncle used to say, is whoever is left when everyone else is gone. It is whoever is 

cleaning up at the end of the party or the funeral repast. It is that person whose one nod might comfort you 

more than hundreds of words from someone else. Family members share and carry your memories with you. 

 

Massé Mansour, Untitled, acrylic, 2017 All artwork by Massé Mansour. Used by permission. 

I feel an immeasurable sense of loss when I think of how family members are disappearing from my uncle’s 

mind. Day by day he has fewer and fewer faces left on which to project his lifetime of memories. I keep 

wondering if he dreams, and what he might be dreaming about. His own dead parents and siblings? His 

childhood home in the mountains of southern Haiti? His years spent as a factory worker, cab driver, and car-

service owner in New York City? His five sons and daughters? The Bible verses he has recited throughout his 

life? The final years he’d imagined as a proud grandfather embraced by a large brood of grandchildren, 

possibly even great-grandchildren? 
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Perhaps his dreams are vivid, like movies of his own making, but he’s probably also experienced 

hallucinations and night terrors. Like a lot of dementia patients, he might also be suffering from sundowning, 

evening agitation and restlessness, when familiar shadows grow mysterious. Could he be confused at 

sunrising, too, driven by dreams into the street, at dawn? To speak of “sundowning” and “sunrising,” though, 

assigns him much more agency than he appears to have, as if he were Phaethon, dragging the sun behind him 

across the sky. 

When my parents were dying – my father of pulmonary fibrosis and my mother of ovarian cancer – it was 

their bodies that failed them. During their final days, they were both able to communicate and get plenty off 

their chests, as they liked to say. My mother might call a loved one and settle a dispute, explain, or apologize. 

My father would reminisce or advise, telling long stories from which he hoped my brothers and I would learn 

important lessons, to pass on to our children and they to theirs. 

 

Massé Mansour, Uncertainties, acrylic, 2017 
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One of my father’s stories was about knowing when to leave. When my father was a young man in Haiti, he 

worked in a shoe store often frequented by the henchmen of the dictatorship. These paramilitary men, 

the tonton macoutes, would walk into the store, grab the best shoes off the shelf, and walk away, and there 

was nothing either my father or his boss could do about it. My father got a knot in his stomach whenever one 

of these men walked in, fearing that one day he might feel compelled to resist and get shot. That’s when he 

decided he not only had to leave his job at the shoe store, but leave Haiti in order for his family to have a 

more stable and peaceful life. 

One of my mother’s stories was about regrets. After my mother left my younger brother and me in Haiti, she 

constantly felt like a terrible mother who had abandoned her children. Eventually though, she felt she was 

mothering us from afar. Whenever she was eating, she told me, she wondered whether we were eating. 

Whenever she was about to go to sleep, she asked herself where and how we were going to sleep. She marked 

her days by our imagined routines, syncing them as much as possible with hers. The only thing that sustained 

her throughout our eight years apart was her dream of being reunited with us some day. This was one of the 

reasons both she and my father worked two jobs each, at times, to make our lives and the lives of our two US-

born brothers a lot easier than theirs had ever been. 

My uncle might no longer recall his early struggle days. He might no longer remember his fear of snow, or his 

many slips and falls on black ice. He might not fully remember the births of his children or the death of his 

wife. 

Family legacies, my father used to say, are not only about traditions and values passed on from generation to 

generation. They are also about the actions we take or choose not to take. In the mountain village where my 

uncle and father were born, a single deed could mark or stain your family’s reputation for generations, placing 

you in a hierarchy that, if only enforced by gossip or shame, might still decide the fate of your progeny. I am 

not sure that’s still true, but my father held on to that notion until his death, in part because it was taught to 

him by his father, who had learned it from his father. This is why they had to leave the ancestral village and 

move to the capital, my father would say. Though neither he nor his siblings had committed shameful acts, 

they longed to start over in a new place where the generational burden was less weighty. Their new beginning 

was meant to be a reboot, though, not an erasure. 
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Massé Mansour, Maternal Longing, acrylic, 2018 
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The author, age eight, with her brother and cousin 

In the midst of all types of losses, our family has come to experience our most painful moments as 

opportunities to celebrate as well as to mourn. One of my most gut-wrenching memories with my uncle is of 

seeing him soon after his wife died giving birth to his youngest daughter. Though he was heartbroken, he also 

looked relieved that out of that terrible tragedy had emerged a beautiful little girl. 
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When he was finally allowed to bring his daughter home, my parents and I went to visit them. My tiny infant 

cousin was curled up in her crib, sucking her index and middle finger intently as though she were nursing. My 

parents and I looked down at her in amazement. She looked so fragile that we were afraid to pick her up. 

“Go ahead,” my uncle told me, as if reading my thoughts. “She’s not going to break. She has life in her.” 

In Haitian Creole, he said, “Li gen la vi nan li,” which he also meant in a spiritual sense. There is life in her, 

not something we were necessarily taking for granted. My uncle might also have said, “She has come a long 

way to be here. She has traveled very far to reach us.” 

I picked up my baby cousin and held her close. Her eyes kept fluttering as she half giggled and smiled. My 

uncle was right. There was plenty of life, and spirit, in her. She had been at that intangible crossroads where 

she entered this world as her mother abruptly exited. She was filled with both joy and pain. 

Family legacies, my father used to say, are about the actions we take or choose not to take. Family legacies 

are not only about traditions passed on  from generation to generation. 

In Aztec mythology, women who die during childbirth are considered fallen warriors. These women are also 

believed to travel with the sun throughout the latter part of the day, settling into sundown. My baby cousin’s 

sunrise was filled with stories of battles and triumph. Though her presence was also an absence, she 

represented as much what we had gained as lost. And my uncle had been there to witness it all. 

That night, holding his daughter, my uncle told us he felt as though he had gone into the jaws of hell and 

yanked her out. It was something that he was also willing to do over and over again if needed, he said. 

Perhaps this is what my parents were trying to tell me in that dream the night before my uncle left his house 

that morning, at dawn. Maybe my parents were reminding me that they too, like my uncle, will always be 

with me, even when bodies and minds are beyond reach. These days, I have no choice but to hold on to all of 

them with all my might. That is, after all, what families do. 

 

https://www.plough.com/en/topics/justice/social-justice/immigration/not-just-

nuclear?utm_medium=email&utm_source=Plough+-

+English&utm_campaign=Weeklywelcome1&utm_source=Plough+-+English&utm_campaign=92f441d0af-

EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2021_11_19_04_04&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_4cbb94afa4-92f441d0af-

297194400  

  

https://multoghost.wordpress.com/2015/07/26/mexican-monstresses-the-cihuateteo/
https://www.plough.com/en/topics/justice/social-justice/immigration/not-just-nuclear?utm_medium=email&utm_source=Plough+-+English&utm_campaign=Weeklywelcome1&utm_source=Plough+-+English&utm_campaign=92f441d0af-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2021_11_19_04_04&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_4cbb94afa4-92f441d0af-297194400
https://www.plough.com/en/topics/justice/social-justice/immigration/not-just-nuclear?utm_medium=email&utm_source=Plough+-+English&utm_campaign=Weeklywelcome1&utm_source=Plough+-+English&utm_campaign=92f441d0af-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2021_11_19_04_04&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_4cbb94afa4-92f441d0af-297194400
https://www.plough.com/en/topics/justice/social-justice/immigration/not-just-nuclear?utm_medium=email&utm_source=Plough+-+English&utm_campaign=Weeklywelcome1&utm_source=Plough+-+English&utm_campaign=92f441d0af-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2021_11_19_04_04&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_4cbb94afa4-92f441d0af-297194400
https://www.plough.com/en/topics/justice/social-justice/immigration/not-just-nuclear?utm_medium=email&utm_source=Plough+-+English&utm_campaign=Weeklywelcome1&utm_source=Plough+-+English&utm_campaign=92f441d0af-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2021_11_19_04_04&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_4cbb94afa4-92f441d0af-297194400
https://www.plough.com/en/topics/justice/social-justice/immigration/not-just-nuclear?utm_medium=email&utm_source=Plough+-+English&utm_campaign=Weeklywelcome1&utm_source=Plough+-+English&utm_campaign=92f441d0af-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2021_11_19_04_04&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_4cbb94afa4-92f441d0af-297194400
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Love Story 

By Erika L. Sánchez 

Issue no. 218 (Fall 2016) 

In a field of broken antlers,  

I’m holy 

as the grass  

where a deer has slept. 

And still, this is the hell  

we make together, 

the pleasure  

of tangled violins. 

Each night I inhale  

my own wings 

when my skin 

remembers asters. 

Understand this: the pull  

of my womb, 

why we fuck in a field  

of dandelions. 

How loathsome is that? 

A woman who cuts her name 

into a cypress. 

But the story always begins  

with a lie, doesn’t it? 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=549a866a38&e=d538c8f2e0
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https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=549a866a38&e=d538c8f2e0 

A dark room full of birds 

where I slapped the bread  

from your hands 

and drowned  

in a bowl of water. 

So much magical thinking  

in that swallow 

of summer the women  

in my dreams 

never came with their mouths  

open. 

Blame my salted brain, 

or the fever tree that fingers 

the sky with questions. 

Listen— 

you can hear my heart beat  

with the humiliation. 

  

If you enjoyed this poem, why not read … 

• “Love” by Radmila Lazić, from issue no. 213 (Summer 2015), in honor of Valentine’s Day? 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=549a866a38&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=549a866a38&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=a70fdaf636&e=d538c8f2e0
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Are satellite galaxies “aligned” against the current cosmological paradigm? 

ASTROPHYSICS 

Figure 1. Snapshot of one of the biggest, and most detailed cosmological simulations, the EAGLE 

simulation. In this picture, we can see how matter and dwarf galaxies violently merge to create a more 

massive system. The massive galaxies that we observe nowadays formed via this process. Credit: 

EAGLE collaboration. 

ByTomás Ruiz-Lara   

Imagine you are enjoying a peaceful summer evening at the shore of the Mediterranean Sea. Not far from 

you, some kids are piling up sand with a shovel. They do not care about the shape the pile is taking, so one 

https://mappingignorance.org/category/science/astrophysics/
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/02/14/are-satellite-galaxies-aligned-against-the-current-cosmological-paradigm/#author
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would expect just an amorphous pile of sand. To your astonishment, that is not the case, a long and neat wall 

is surprisingly built. Of course, this is just a silly example, but what would you think if I tell you that 

something ‘similar’ is happening in our Cosmic Vicinity? 

According to the current cosmological paradigm, the lambda cold dark matter (ΛCDM) model, matter is 

distributed in the Universe forming a sponge-like net characterised by walls and filaments (regions where 

matter abounds), as well as voids (regions depleted of matter). Indeed, this is exactly what we observe, which 

is one of the main predictions from this model. But this is just the beginning. As this large scale structure 

forms over time, galaxies are born in the densest parts through the violent merging and accretion of smaller 

systems, the dwarf galaxies (see figure 1). In this scenario, some dwarf galaxies have already been disrupted 

and their debris now form part of massive galaxies. However, some others still survive, orbiting their massive 

host galaxy. 

Two of these massive galaxies are the Andromeda galaxy and our own galaxy, the Milky Way. These 

galaxies, as expected, harbor a myriad of dwarf galaxies around them. However, they seem peculiar… let’s go 

back to my silly example. If kids throw randomly sand in a pile, that pile would not acquire a well-defined 

shape, but rather an amorphous shape. Similarly, if matter and dwarf galaxies are accreted to a central galaxy 

violently with no privileged direction, the surviving dwarf galaxies should not be ordered in space, but 

chaotically distributed. In fact, this is another prediction from the ΛCDM cosmological model, dwarf galaxies 

around massive systems should display a nearly isotropic distribution (similar properties no matter where you 

look). However, both galaxies, not only host dwarf galaxies that are distributed in a plane, they also rotate 

around the same axis (as planets do around the Sun)!1 2 

Given the cosmological implications of these findings, more and more effort is put to try to shed some light 

on the topic. In a recent study recently published by the Astrophysical Journal (ApJ), a group of scientists 

from the Leibniz Institute for Astrophysics, analysed the motions around the Andromeda galaxy of two of its 

most important satellites, NGC185 and NGC147 3. Both dwarf galaxies, located right in the plane, had 

uncertain movements that have been precisely measured now by this team. Both systems clearly rotate with 

the rest of satellites in the so-called Great Plane of Andromeda (see Figure 2). As evidence piles up, an 

important question arises: Is the current cosmological model wrong? 

Some scientists venture to say that our cosmic neighbourhood is atypical, and thus, should not be used to test 

cosmology. But, what would happen if we move away from our local neighbourhood? This is the question 

that motivated, some years ago, a group of astrophysicists to explore the satellite population of a (not-so-

local) giant elliptical galaxy, Centaurus A 4. What did they discover? What do you think? Once again, its 

dwarf satellites orbit orderly, forming a plane of satellites. After all, it seems that corotating satellite systems 

are more common in the universe than we thought. Fortunately, we have models. We can simulate toy 

universes within computers. What do cosmological simulations tell us about this problem? 

Well, at first sight, the situation seems to worsen. Comparisons with the IllustrisTNG simulation (one of the 

vast simulations of large-volume universes able to simulate dwarfs orbiting massive galaxies) show that 

galaxies hosting planes of satellites are indeed rare, only 1 in 1000 show similar characteristics to what has 

been observed already three times, in the Milky Way, Andromeda, and Centaurus A 

https://mappingignorance.org/2022/02/14/are-satellite-galaxies-aligned-against-the-current-cosmological-paradigm/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email#note-9194-1
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/02/14/are-satellite-galaxies-aligned-against-the-current-cosmological-paradigm/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email#note-9194-2
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/02/14/are-satellite-galaxies-aligned-against-the-current-cosmological-paradigm/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email#note-9194-3
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/02/14/are-satellite-galaxies-aligned-against-the-current-cosmological-paradigm/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email#note-9194-4
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Figure 2. Observed distribution of satellite galaxies around the Andromeda galaxy. In blue, galaxies 

approaching to us; in red, galaxies receding from us relative to Andromeda. We can clearly see how these 

dwarf galaxies form a plane and show signs of coherent rotation. Credits: Pawlowski et al. 2021. 

. 

Fortunately, there appears to be light at the end of the tunnel. As better and more detailed simulations appear 

(all within the ΛCDM paradigm) with better prescriptions on how to simulate visible matter (as well as dark 

matter) planes of satellites are starting to become more common as well in simulations 5. We said that, 

https://mappingignorance.org/2022/02/14/are-satellite-galaxies-aligned-against-the-current-cosmological-paradigm/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email#note-9194-5
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according to ΛCDM, matter is distributed in walls and filaments, right? Well, those walls are indeed planar 

structures and accreted satellites should follow such large scale structure. If this ordered accretion is 

maintained through time and at a sustainable pace (not extremely violent), then you can end up with a host 

galaxy surrounded by a plane of co-rotating satellites (as observed in the Milky Way, Andromeda, and 

Centaurus A). 

So, after all, it seems that our precious ΛCDM cosmological model, that is able to reproduce so many 

observational aspects, will survive this tough test as well. In fact, we can consider this model as one of the 

huge achievements of modern astrophysics. However, it is (and it will be) constantly being challenged,… so 

far, mission accomplished! Let’s see what new challenges and tests ΛCDM will have to endure! 
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Memory Cave  

Yusef Komunyakaa 

 

A tallow worked into a knot 

of rawhide, with a ball of waxy light 

tied to a stick, the boy 

scooted through a secret mouth 

of the cave, pulled by the flambeau 

in his hand. He could see 

the gaze of agate eyes 

& wished for the forbidden 

plains of bison & wolf, years 

from the fermented honey 

& musty air. In the dried 

slag of bear & bat guano, 

the initiate stood with sleeping 

gods at his feet, lost 

in the great cloud of their one 

breath. Their muzzles craved 

touch. How did they learn 

to close eyes, to see into 

the future? Before the Before: 

mammon was unnamed & mist 

hugged ravines & hillocks. 

The elders would test him 

beyond doubt & blood. Mica 

lit the false skies where 

stalactite dripped perfection 

into granite. He fingered 

icons sunlight & anatase 

never touched. Ibex carved 

on a throwing stick, reindeer 

worried into an ivory amulet, 

& a bear’s head. Outside, 

the men waited two days 

for him, with condor & bovid,  

& not in a thousand years 

would he have dreamt a woman 

standing here beside a man, 

saying, “This is as good  

as the stag at Salon Noir 
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& the polka-dotted horses.” 

The man scribbles Leo loves 

Angela below the boy’s last bear 

drawn with manganese dioxide 

& animal fat. This is where 

sunrise opened a door in stone 

when he was summoned to drink 

honey wine & embrace a woman 

beneath a five-pointed star. 

Lying there beside the gods 

hefty & silent as boulders, 

he could almost remember 

before he was born, could see 

the cliff from which he’d fall. 

  

From issue no. 42 (Fall 1997) 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=53571e46d0&e=d538c8f2e0 
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Georgia textile mills produce three-fourths of the world’s carpet and rugs, and denim for iconic American 

brands. Do they poison local water in the process? 

Story by J.R. Sullivan | Photos by Rachel Priest 

A year and a half ago, Montoya Smith stopped drinking water from her faucet. She stopped cooking 

with it, too, or letting her teenage daughter do the same. She couldn’t trust it. Smith lives in the mountains of 

rural northwest Georgia, in a town called Summerville, an hour’s drive south of Chattanooga. Situated 

alongside a 24,800-acre wildlife area, and accessible only by two-lane country highways, the city has a 

population of about 4,650 and possesses certain small-town charms: a downtown strip with clothing stores 
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and restaurants, a park near the county courthouse, barbecue joints, a few well-watered baseball diamonds. 

Smith’s family has lived in the area for generations. “I’m kin to half of Summerville,” she told me recently, 

sitting at a concrete picnic table, sunglasses atop her head. She moved away a few times over the years, she 

said, but always came back. “This is home. This is where everything is.” 

 

MONTOYA SMITH, PHOTO BY J.R. SULLIVAN 
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Smith’s fondness for Summerville soured in January of last year, after the Georgia Environmental Protection 

Division (EPD) notified city officials that, according to tests conducted by the state and the Environmental 

Protection Agency (EPA), the town’s drinking water contained unsafe levels of per- and polyfluoroalkyl 

substances, or PFASs — a family of synthetic compounds that, according to the EPA, can cause cancer, 

immune system problems, and developmental harm to fetuses and infants, among other health issues. Upon 

learning of the water tests, the Summerville government issued a public advisory, urging residents not to 

drink the local tap water. At first, Smith didn’t understand the problem. She’d never heard anyone talk about 

water issues in Summerville. Still, she, and nearly everyone else in town, began filling up jugs of clean water 

from a tanker truck parked next to city hall, brought in by the city and state. “We never saw that coming,” 

said Sarah Millican, a Summerville high school junior. “I drank the water my whole life growing up, and they 

never made a huge deal out of 

it.” 

 

A class-action lawsuit filed in February of this year alleges that fault for Summerville’s water contamination, 

which affects a total of about 9,000 people, chiefly belongs to Mount Vernon Mills, a factory about 5 miles 

upstream from town. One of the nation’s largest producers of blue-jean material, Mount Vernon manufactures 

denim for companies including Carhartt, Levi Strauss, and Wrangler. “Most of the people here work at Mount 

Vernon,” Smith said. She used to work there, too, inspecting and repairing fabric. “I loved it,” she said. She 

made $14 an hour, decent pay for the area. She was surprised to learn that the mill that has long supported 

Summerville — it opened in 1845 and employs some 1,600 people — has also contaminated its water. 
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According to Georgia EPD findings, since 1992 nearly 8,000 tons of PFASs have entered the Raccoon Creek 

Watershed, Summerville’s primary water source, and nearly all of it originated from Mount Vernon Mills. 

In 2020, tests by the EPA and the Georgia EPD found unsafe levels of per- and polyfluoroalkyl substances in 

Raccoon Creek. The “forever chemicals” can cause a wide array of health issues if consumed. Summerville 

issued an advisory in January of that year encouraging residents not to drink the local tap water. Photo by 

Rachel Priest 

The Summerville class action is one of several recent complaints filed over PFAS water pollution in 

northwest Georgia, a hub of textile manufacturing since the late 19th century. Roughly three-quarters of the 

world’s carpets and rugs are produced in Dalton, a city of 33,500 people, 40 miles from Summerville. In 

2019, Rome, another adjacent town, sued more than 30 mills in and around Dalton, alleging that the water- 

and stain-proofing chemicals used in their manufacturing processes had contaminated two rivers from which 

the city drew its drinking water.  

“Chemical companies worked with the carpet industry to use the rivers as an industrial sewer,” said Jeff 

Friedman, a Birmingham-based environmental attorney who’s representing the cities of Rome and 

Summerville. “And now people are paying the price for years and years of pollution.” 

The full extent of the contamination remains unclear, but Atlanta’s NBC affiliate, WXIA-TV, has identified 

nearly 20 locations in multiple rivers throughout north Georgia that have high levels of PFASs. Ann Harris 

worked in the Georgia carpet industry for nearly two decades before becoming an independent clean-water 

watchdog. She regularly visited carpet-dyeing facilities. Of the chemicals and wastewater, she told me, “They 

put them in a creek nearby. Everybody did it.”  

Developed by 3M and DuPont in the late 1930s, PFASs were for decades used widely in furniture, food 

packaging, and assorted household products — most famously Scotchgard and Teflon. Nicknamed “forever 

chemicals,” since they resist degrading in nature, PFASs pose health risks nearly in perpetuity once they enter 

a river or a stream, unless they’re cleaned up, a difficult and expensive task. In the 1960s and ’70s, DuPont 

and 3M scientists discovered that PFASs could cause liver damage and build up in the blood of people and 

animals. In 1981, DuPont realized that two of seven children whose mothers worked in its Teflon division 

were born with birth defects. Such revelations remained company secrets, however, until the 1990s, when 

lawsuits filed against DuPont brought them to light. (The 2019 movie “Dark Waters,” starring Mark Ruffalo, 

recounts one such suit.) 

 

Nicknamed “forever chemicals,” since they resist degrading in nature, PFASs pose health risks nearly in 

perpetuity once they enter a river or a stream, unless they’re cleaned up, a difficult and expensive task. 

 

https://www.11alive.com/article/news/investigations/the-reveal/rome-contaminated-water-investigation/85-273c7fdd-1097-4b26-b3cf-0242231762a4
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Over the last two decades, companies have gradually phased out PFASs. But many water- and stain-proofing 

treatments applied to carpet, jeans, and other textiles still contain the chemicals. This is allowed under federal 

law, since the EPA doesn’t regulate PFASs, despite their well-known health hazards, present even at small 

exposures. In 2016, however, the EPA did issue a non-enforceable advisory, urging utilities and public health 

departments to monitor drinking water and alert the public should PFAS levels exceed 70 parts per trillion. 

Summerville’s drinking water had as many as 98 parts per trillion. Rome’s levels were slightly 

higher. 

 

PFASs contaminate more than 2,300 locations in 49 states, according to data analyzed by the nonprofit 

Environmental Working Group. In the years since the original DuPont suits were filed in 1999, civil cases 

have been brought against polluters across the country. In 2018, 3M agreed to pay $850 million to help clean 

up PFAS-contaminated water in the Twin Cities east metro area. In April of this year, 3M and the Georgia-

Pacific paper company settled another major case, involving PFAS pollution in Michigan, for a reported 

$11.9 million. But in Georgia, and in the South in general, Summerville is “one of the first communities, and 

certainly one of the first small communities, faced with correcting this problem,” said Harry Harvey, the 

city’s mayor, and a retired teacher and principal. “I think there will probably be others.” (Mount Vernon Mills 

declined to comment for this story, but in a recent legal filing, the company claimed that it hasn’t used PFASs 

since 2017 and argued that, under Georgia law, it has no duty to ensure water quality downstream from its 

facility; in an email, 3M said it “acted responsibly in connection with products containing PFASs and will 

vigorously defend our record of environmental stewardship.”) 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 595  may  2022 

 

27 

 

 

A class-action lawsuit filed in February 2021 alleges that fault for Summerville’s water contamination lies 

chiefly with Mount Vernon Mills, a factory that manufactures denim for Carhartt, Levi Strauss, and 

Wrangler, among others. Photos by Rachel Priest 

With carbon filters — the same technology used in Brita pitchers — Summerville has dropped the PFASs in 

its water below the EPA advisory limit, to about 40 parts per trillion, according to the mayor; the city stopped 

providing its residents with alternate water sometime late last summer. But emergency carbon filtration is 

more a stopgap than a permanent fix, and a costly one. The city of Rome estimates it has already spent 

millions of dollars on emergency purification efforts. Mayor Harvey said that he expects Summerville to 

spend millions, too. 

Through the class-action lawsuit filed in February, Summerville residents hope to force Mount Vernon Mills, 

3M, and the other defendants to build the community a new water-treatment facility, one capable of removing 

PFASs with reverse osmosis, a superior purification technique to carbon filtration. But, Mayor Harvey said, 

“we have no guarantee that the manufacturers are going to pay for it, or that the lawsuits will work.” And, at 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 595  may  2022 

 

28 

any rate, a potential settlement or verdict is surely years away. Similar suits have dragged on from two years 

to nearly a decade. Meanwhile, the city, with its tiny tax base, lacks the funds to construct a new water-

treatment facility, forcing it to rely on emergency carbon filtration indefinitely and to explore digging wells as 

an alternative water source. Mayor Harvey insists that the water currently poses no threat to most citizens, 

with PFAS levels now below the EPA advisory limit. Still, “no matter what we do,” he said, “the water will 

still have some contaminants in it.” 

 

With carbon filters, Summerville has dropped the PFASs in its water below the EPA advisory limit, to about 

40 parts per trillion, according to Mayor Harry Harvey. Photo by Rachel Priest 

Summerville, and small towns in similar positions, might benefit from the fact that, in April, after decades of 

inaction, the EPA unveiled plans to address PFASs in earnest for the first time. President Joe Biden’s EPA 

administrator, Michael Regan, announced that the agency would strategize how to reduce PFAS pollution, 

and develop new national drinking-water standards. “The scope of PFAS contamination in the United States,” 

Regan wrote in a memo, “… makes our task to address these chemicals particularly challenging and urgent.” 

In June, as an initial step, the EPA proposed a new rule requiring all manufacturers to submit detailed reports 

about PFAS use and disposal. In late July, the U.S. House of Representatives passed a bill that would 

establish national drinking-water standards for PFASs, as well as provide some $200 million in funding to 
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upgrade wastewater treatment facilities. But the measure faces steep odds in the Senate, where a similar bill 

died last year. 

Until government action or litigation removes the chemicals from Raccoon Creek, Montoya Smith, for one, 

doesn’t plan to drink from her tap; several other Summerville residents told me much the same. Unemployed, 

Smith relies on food stamps to help pay for groceries and, for the foreseeable future, clean water for her and 

her daughter. “As long as they sell it in bottles and I can afford it,” she said, “I’m going to buy it and drink it.”  

Clarification, August 17, 2021: 

This piece has been updated to reflect that Summerville, which has a population of 4,650, provides water to a 

total of 9,000 people. Also, a previous version of this article misstated the location of the tanker truck. It was 

near city hall, not the sheriff’s office. 

 

 

J.R. Sullivan is an editor based in Nashville. He’s working on a book for Knopf about the Kingston coal-ash 

disaster. 

https://bittersoutherner.com/southern-perspectives/2021/rivers-of-doubt-the-north-georgia-water-crisis 

http://www.jr-sullivan.com/#/dirty-work
http://www.jr-sullivan.com/#/dirty-work
https://bittersoutherner.com/southern-perspectives/2021/rivers-of-doubt-the-north-georgia-water-crisis
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That Little Square Box 

by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle 

 

THAT LITTLE SQUARE BOX. 

"All aboard?" said the captain. 

"All aboard, sir!" said the mate. 

"Then stand by to let her go." 

It was nine o'clock on a Wednesday morning. The good ship Spartan was lying off Boston Quay with her 

cargo under hatches, her passengers shipped, and everything prepared for a start. The warning whistle had 

been sounded twice, the final bell had been rung. Her bowsprit was turned towards England, and the hiss of 

escaping steam showed that all was ready for her run of three thousand miles. She strained at the warps that 

held her like a greyhound at its leash. 

I have the misfortune to be a very nervous man. A sedentary literary life has helped to increase the morbid 

love of solitude which, even in my boyhood, was one of my distinguishing characteristics. As I stood upon the 

quarter-deck of the Transatlantic steamer, I bitterly cursed the necessity which drove me back to the land of 

my forefathers. The shouts of the sailors, the rattle of the cordage, the farewells of my fellow-passengers, and 

the cheers of the mob, each and all jarred upon my sensitive nature. I felt sad too. An indescribable feeling, as 

of some impending calamity, seemed to haunt me. The sea was calm, and the breeze light. There was nothing 

to disturb the equanimity of the most confirmed of landsmen, yet I felt as if I stood upon the verge of a great 

though indefinable danger. I have noticed that such presentiments occur often in men of my peculiar 

temperament, and that they are not uncommonly fulfilled. There is a theory that it arises from a species of 

second-sight—a subtle spiritual communication with the future. I well remember that Herr Raumer, the 

eminent spiritualist, remarked on one occasion that I was the most sensitive subject as regards supernatural 

phenomena that he had ever encountered in the whole of his wide experience. Be that as it may, I certainly 

felt far from happy as I threaded my way among the weeping, cheering groups which dotted the white decks 

of the good ship Spartan. Had I known the experience which awaited me in the course of the next twelve 

hours, I would even then at the last moment have sprung upon the shore, and made my escape from the 

accursed vessel. 

"Time's up!" said the captain, closing his chronometer with a snap, and replacing it in his pocket. "Time's up!" 

said the mate. There was a last wail from the whistle, a rush of friends and relatives upon the land. One warp 

was loosened, the gangway was being pushed away, when there was a shout from the bridge, and two men 

https://americanliterature.com/author/sir-arthur-conan-doyle
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appeared running rapidly down the quay. They were waving their hands and making frantic gestures, 

apparently with the intention of stopping the ship. "Look sharp!" shouted the crowd. "Hold hard!" cried the 

captain. "Ease her! stop her! Up with the gangway!" and the two men sprang aboard just as the second warp 

parted, and a convulsive throb of the engine shot us clear of the shore. There was a cheer from the deck, 

another from the quay, a mighty fluttering of handkerchiefs, and the great vessel ploughed its way out of the 

harbour, and steamed grandly away across the placid bay. 

We were fairly started upon our fortnight's voyage. There was a general dive among the passengers in quest 

of berths and luggage, while a popping of corks in the saloon proved that more than one bereaved traveller 

was adopting artificial means for drowning the pangs of separation. I glanced round the deck and took a 

running inventory of my compagnons de voyage. They presented the usual types met with upon these 

occasions. There was no striking face among them. I speak as a connoisseur, for faces are a specialty of mine. 

I pounce upon a characteristic feature as a botanist does on a flower, and bear it away with me to analyse at 

my leisure, and classify and label it in my little anthropological museum. There was nothing worthy of me 

here. Twenty types of young America going to "Yurrup," a few respectable middle-aged couples as an 

antidote, a sprinkling' of clergymen and professional men, young ladies, bagmen, British exclusives, and all 

the olla podrida of an ocean-going steamer. I turned away from them and gazed back at the receding shores of 

America, and, as a cloud of remembrances rose before me, my heart warmed towards the land of my 

adoption. A pile of portmanteaus and luggage chanced to be lying on one side of the deck, awaiting their turn 

to be taken below. With my usual love for solitude I walked behind these, and sitting on a coil of rope 

between them and the vessel's side, I indulged in a melancholy reverie. 

I was aroused from this by a whisper behind me. "Here's a quiet place," said the voice. "Sit down, and we can 

talk it over in safety." 

Glancing through a chink between two colossal chests, I saw that the passengers who had joined us at the last 

moment were standing at the other side of the pile. They had evidently failed to see me as I crouched in the 

shadow of the boxes. The one who had spoken was a tall and very thin man with a blue-black beard and a 

colourless face. His manner was nervous and excited. His companion was a short, plethoric little fellow, with 

a brisk and resolute air. He had a cigar in his mouth, and a large ulster slung over his left arm. They both 

glanced round uneasily, as if to ascertain whether they were alone. "This is just the place," I heard the other 

say. They sat down on a bale of goods with their backs turned towards me, and I found myself, much against 

my will, playing the unpleasant part of eavesdropper to their conversation. 

"Well, Muller," said the taller of the two, "we've got it aboard right enough." 

"Yes," assented the man whom he had addressed as Muller; "it's safe aboard." 

"It was rather a near go." 

"It was that, Flannigan." 
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"It wouldn't have done to have missed the ship." 

"No; it would have put our plans out." 

"Ruined them entirely," said the little man, and puffed furiously at his cigar for some minutes. 

"I've got it here," he said at last. 

"Let me see it." 

"Is no one looking?" 

"No; they are nearly all below." 

"We can't be too careful where so much is at stake," said Muller, as he uncoiled the ulster which hung over his 

arm, and disclosed a dark object which he laid upon the deck. One glance at it was enough to cause me to 

spring to my feet with an exclamation of horror. Luckily they were so engrossed in the matter on hand that 

neither of them observed me. Had they turned their heads they would infallibly have seen my pale face 

glaring at them over the pile of boxes. 

From the first moment of their conversation a horrible misgiving had come over me. It seemed more than 

confirmed as I gazed at what lay before me. It was a little square box made of some dark wood, and ribbed 

with brass. I suppose it was about the size of a cubic foot. It reminded me of a pistol-case, only it was 

decidedly higher. There was an appendage to it, however, on which my eyes were riveted, and which 

suggested the pistol itself rather than its receptacle. This was a trigger-like arrangement upon the lid, to which 

a coil of string was attached. Beside this trigger there was a small square aperture through the wood. The tall 

man, Flannigan, as his companion called him, applied his eye to this and peered in for several minutes with an 

expression of intense anxiety upon his face. 

"It seems right enough," he said at last. 

"I tried not to shake it," said his companion. 

"Such delicate things need delicate treatment. Put in some of the needful, Muller." 

The shorter man fumbled in his pocket for some time, and then produced a small paper packet. He opened 

this, and took out of it half a handful of whitish granules, which he poured down through the hole. A curious 

clicking noise followed from the inside of the box, and both the men smiled in a satisfied way. 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 595  may  2022 

 

33 

"Nothing much wrong there," said Flannigan. 

"Right as a trivet," answered his companion. 

"Look out! here's some one coming. Take it down to our berth. It wouldn't do to have any one suspecting 

what our game is, or, worse still, have them fumbling with it, and letting it off by mistake." 

"Well, it would come to the same, whoever let it off," said Muller. 

"They'd be rather astonished if they pulled the trigger," said the taller, with a sinister laugh. " Ha, ha! fancy 

their faces! It's not a bad bit of workmanship, I flatter myself." 

"No," said Muller. "I hear it is your own design, every bit of it, isn't it?" 

"Yes, the spring and the sliding shutter are my own." 

"We should take out a patent." 

And the two men laughed again with a cold, harsh laugh, as they took up the little brass-bound package and 

concealed it in Muller's voluminous overcoat. 

"Come down, and we'll stow it in our berth," said Flannigan. "We won't need it until to-night, and it will be 

safe there." 

His companion assented, and the two went arm-in-arm along the deck and disappeared down the hatchway, 

bearing the mysterious little box away with them. The last words I heard were a muttered injunction from 

Flannigan to carry it carefully, and avoid knocking it against the bulwarks. 

How long I remained sitting on that coil of rope I shall never know. The horror of the conversation I had just 

overheard was aggravated by the first sinking qualms of sea-sickness. The long roll of the Atlantic was 

beginning to assert itself over both ship and passengers. I felt prostrated in mind and in body, and fell into a 

state of collapse, from which I was finally aroused by the hearty voice of our worthy quartermaster. 

"Do you mind moving out of that, sir?" he said. "We want to get this lumber cleared off the deck." 

His bluff manner and ruddy, healthy face seemed to be a positive insult to me in my present condition. Had I 

been a courageous or a muscular man I could have struck him. As it was, I treated the honest sailor to a 

melodramatic scowl, which seemed to cause him no small astonishment, and strode past him to the other side 
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of the deck. Solitude was what I wanted—solitude in which I could brood over the frightful crime which was 

being hatched before my very eyes. One of the quarter-boats was hanging rather low down upon the davits. 

An idea struck me, and, climbing on the bulwarks, I stepped into the empty boat and lay down in the bottom 

of it. Stretched on my back, with nothing but the blue sky above me, and an occasional view of the mizzen as 

the vessel rolled, I was at least alone with my sickness and my thoughts. 

I tried to recall the words which had been spoken in the terrible dialogue I had overheard. Would they admit 

of any construction but the one which stared me in the face? My reason forced me to confess that they would 

not. I endeavoured to array the various facts which formed the chain of circumstantial evidence, and to find a 

flaw in it; but no, not a link was missing. There was the strange way in which our passengers had come 

aboard, enabling them to evade any examination of their luggage. The very name of "Flannigan" smacked of 

Fenianism, while "Muller" suggested nothing but Socialism and murder. Then their mysterious manner; their 

remark that their plans would have been ruined had they missed the ship; their fear of being observed; last, 

but not least, the clenching evidence in the production of the little square box with the trigger, and their grim 

joke about the face of the man who should let it off by mistake—could these facts lead to any conclusion 

other than that they were the desperate emissaries of some body, political or otherwise, and intended to 

sacrifice themselves, their fellow-passengers, and the ship, in one great holocaust? The whitish granules 

which I had seen one of them pour into the box formed no doubt a fuse or train for exploding it. I had myself 

heard a sound come from it which might have emanated from some delicate piece of machinery. But what did 

they mean by their allusion to to-night? Could it be that they contemplated putting their horrible design into 

execution on the very first evening of our voyage? The mere thought of it sent a cold shudder over me, and 

made me for a moment superior even to the agonies of sea-sickness. 

I have remarked that I am a physical coward. I am a moral one also. It is seldom that the two defects are 

united to such a degree in the one character. I have known many men who were most sensitive to bodily 

danger, and yet were distinguished for the independence and strength of their minds. In my own case, 

however, I regret to say that my quiet and retiring habits had fostered a nervous dread of doing anything 

remarkable, or making myself conspicuous, which exceeded, if possible, my fear of personal peril. An 

ordinary mortal placed under the circumstances in which I now found myself would have gone at once to the 

captain, confessed his fears, and put the matter into his hands. To me, however, constituted as I am, the idea 

was most repugnant. The thought of becoming the observed of all observers, cross-questioned by a stranger, 

and confronted with two desperate conspirators in the character of a denouncer, was hateful to me. Might it 

not by some remote possibility prove that I was mistaken? What would be my feelings if there should turn out 

to be no grounds for my accusation? No, I would procrastinate; I would keep my eye on the two desperadoes 

and dog them at every turn. Anything was better than the possibility of being wrong. 

Then it struck me that even at that moment some new phase of the conspiracy might be developing itself. The 

nervous excitement seemed to have driven away my incipient attack of sickness, for I was able to stand up 

and lower myself from the boat without experiencing any return of it. I staggered along the deck with the 

intention of descending into the cabin and finding how my acquaintances of the morning were occupying 

themselves. Just as I had my hand on the companion-rail, I was astonished by receiving a hearty slap on the 

back, which nearly shot me down the steps with more haste than dignity. 

"Is that you, Hammond?" said a voice which I seemed to recognise. 
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"God bless me," I said as I turned round, "it can't be Dick Merton! Why, how are you, old man?" 

This was an unexpected piece of luck in the midst of my perplexities. Dick was just the man I wanted; kindly 

and shrewd in his nature, and prompt in his actions, I should have no difficulty in telling him my suspicions, 

and could rely upon his sound sense to point out the best course to pursue. Since I was a little lad in the 

second form at Harrow, Dick had been my adviser and protector. He saw at a glance that something had gone 

wrong with me. 

"Hullo!" he said, in his kindly way, "what's put you about, Hammond? You look as white as a sheet. Mal de 

mer, eh?" 

"No, not that altogether," said I. "Walk up and down with me, Dick; I want to speak to you. Give me your 

arm." 

Supporting myself on Dick's stalwart frame, I tottered along by his side; but it was some time before I could 

muster resolution to speak. 

"Have a cigar," said he, breaking the silence. 

"No, thanks," said I. "Dick, we shall all be corpses to-night." 

"That's no reason against your having a cigar now," said Dick, in his cool way, but looking hard at me from 

under his shaggy eyebrows as he spoke. He evidently thought that my intellect was a little gone. 

"No," I continued; "it's no laughing matter, and I speak in sober earnest, I assure you. I have discovered an 

infamous conspiracy, Dick, to destroy this ship and every soul that is in her;" and I then proceeded 

systematically, and in order, to lay before him the chain of evidence which I had collected. "There, Dick," I 

said, as I concluded, "what do you think of that? and, above all, what am I to do?" 

To my astonishment he burst into a hearty fit of laughter. 

"I'd be frightened," he said, "if any fellow but you had told me as much. You always had a way, Hammond, of 

discovering mares' nests. I like to see the old traits breaking out again. Do you remember at school how you 

swore there was a ghost in the long room, and how it turned out to be your own reflection in the mirror? Why, 

man," he continued, "what object would any one have in destroying this ship? We have no great political guns 

aboard. On the contrary, the majority of the passengers are Americans. Besides, in this sober nineteenth 

century, the most wholesale murderers stop at including themselves among their victims. Depend upon it, you 

have misunderstood them, and have mistaken a photographic camera, or something equally innocent, for an 

infernal machine." "Nothing of the sort, sir," said I, rather touchily. "You will learn to your cost, I fear, that I 

have neither exaggerated nor misinterpreted a word. As to the box, I have certainly never before seen one like 
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it. It contained delicate machinery; of that I am convinced, from the way in which the men handled it and 

spoke of it." 

"You'd make out every packet of perishable goods to be a torpedo," said Dick, "if that is to be your only test." 

"The man's name was Flannigan," I continued. 

"I don't think that would go very far in a court of law," said Dick; "but come, I have finished my cigar. 

Suppose we go down together and split a bottle of claret. You can point out these two Orsinis to me if they are 

still in the cabin." 

"All right," I answered; "I am determined not to lose sight of them all day. Don't look hard at them, though; 

for I don't want them to think that they are being watched." 

"Trust me," said Dick; "I'll look as unconscious and guileless as a lamb;" and with that we passed down the 

companion and into the saloon. 

A good many passengers were scattered about the great central table, some wrestling with refractory carpet-

bags and rug-straps, some having their luncheon, and a few reading and otherwise amusing themselves. The 

objects of our quest were not there. We passed down the room and peered into every berth; but there was no 

sign of them. "Heavens!" thought I, "perhaps at this very moment they are beneath our feet, in the hold or 

engine-room, preparing their diabolical contrivance!" It was better to know the worst than to remain in such 

suspense. 

"Steward," said Dick, "are there any other gentlemen about?" 

"There's two in the smoking-room, sir," answered the steward. 

The smoking-room was a little snuggery, luxuriously fitted up, and adjoining the pantry. We pushed the door 

open and entered. A sigh of relief escaped from my bosom. The very first object on which my eye rested was 

the cadaverous face of Flannigan, with its hard-set mouth and unwinking eye. His companion sat opposite to 

him. They were both drinking, and a pile of cards lay upon the table. They were engaged in playing as we 

entered. I nudged Dick to show him that we had found our quarry, and we sat down beside them with as 

unconcerned an air as possible. The two conspirators seemed to take little notice of our presence. I watched 

them both narrowly. The game at which they were playing was "Napoleon." Both were adepts at it; and I 

could not help admiring the consummate nerve of men who, with such a secret at their hearts, could devote 

their minds to the manipulating of a long suit or the finessing of a queen. Money changed hands rapidly; but 

the run of luck seemed to be all against the taller of the two players. At last he threw down his cards on the 

table with an oath and refused to go on. 
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"No, I'm hanged if I do!" he said; "I haven't had more than two of a suit for five hands." 

"Never mind," said his comrade, as he gathered up his winnings; "a few dollars one way or the other won't go 

very far after to-night's work." 

I was astonished at the rascal's audacity, but took care to keep my eyes fixed abstractedly upon the ceiling, 

and drank my wine in as unconscious a manner as possible. I felt that Flannigan was looking towards me with 

his wolfish eyes to see if I had noticed the allusion. He whispered something to his companion which I failed 

to catch. It was a caution, I suppose, for the other answered rather angrily— 

"Nonsense! Why shouldn't I say what I like? Over-caution is just what would ruin us." 

"I believe you want it not to come off," said Flannigan. 

"You believe nothing of the sort," said the other, speaking rapidly and loudly. "You know as well as I do that 

when I play for a stake I like to win it. But I won't have my words criticised and cut short by you or any other 

man; I have as much interest in our success as you have—more, I hope." 

He was quite hot about it, and puffed furiously at his cigar for a few minutes. The eyes of the other ruffian 

wandered alternately from Dick Merton to myself. I knew that I was in the presence of a desperate man, that a 

quiver of my lip might be the signal for him to plunge a weapon into my heart; but I betrayed more self-

command than I should have given myself credit for under such trying circumstances. As to Dick, he was as 

immovable and apparently as unconscious as the Egyptian Sphinx. 

There was silence for some time in the smoking-room, broken only by the crisp rattle of the cards as the man 

Muller shuffled them up before replacing them in his pocket. He still seemed to be somewhat flushed and 

irritable. Throwing the end of his cigar into the spittoon, he glanced defiantly at his companion, and turned 

towards me. 

"Can you tell me, sir," he said, "when this ship will be heard of again?" 

They were both looking at me; but though my face may have turned a trifle paler, my voice was as steady as 

ever as I answered— 

"I presume, sir, that it will be heard of first when it enters Queenstown Harbour." 

"Ha, ha!" laughed the angry little man; "I knew you would say that. Don't you kick me under the table, 

Flannigan; I won't stand it. I know what I am doing. You are wrong, sir," he continued, turning to me; " 

utterly wrong." 
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"Some passing ship, perhaps," suggested Dick. 

"No, nor that either." 

"The weather is fine," I said; "why should we not be heard of at our destination?" 

"I didn't say we shouldn't be heard of at our destination. No doubt we shall in the course of time; but that is 

not where we shall be heard of first." 

"Where then?" asked Dick. 

"That you will never know. Suffice it that a rapid and mysterious agency will signal our whereabouts, and that 

before the day is out. Ha, ha!" and he chuckled once again. 

"Come on deck!" growled his comrade; "you have drunk too much of that confounded brandy-and-water. It 

has loosened your tongue. Come away!" and taking him by the arm he half led him, half forced him out of the 

smoking-room, and we heard them stumbling up the companion together, and on to the deck. 

"Well, what do you think now?" I gasped, as I turned towards Dick. He was as imperturbable as ever. 

"Think!" he said; "why, I think what his companion thinks—that we have been listening to the ravings of a 

half-drunken man. The fellow stunk of brandy." 

"Nonsense, Dick! you saw how the other tried to stop his tongue." 

"Of course he did. He didn't want his friend to make a fool of himself before strangers. Maybe the short one is 

a lunatic, and the other his private keeper. It's quite possible." 

"Oh, Dick, Dick," I cried; "how can you be so blind? Don't you see that every word confirmed our previous 

suspicion?" 

"Humbug, man!" said Dick; "you're working yourself into a state of nervous excitement. Why, what the devil 

do you make of all that nonsense about a mysterious agent which would signal our whereabouts?" 

"I'll tell you what he meant, Dick," I said, bending forward and grasping my friend's arm. "He meant a sudden 

glare and a flash seen far out at sea by some lonely fisherman off the American coast. That's what he meant." 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 595  may  2022 

 

39 

"I didn't think you were such a fool, Hammond," said Dick Merton testily. "If you try to fix a literal meaning 

on the twaddle that every drunken man talks, you will come to some queer conclusions. Let us follow their 

example, and go on deck. You need fresh air, I think. Depend upon it, your liver is out of order. A sea-voyage 

will do you a world of good." 

"If ever I see the end of this one," I groaned, "I'll promise never to venture on another. They are laying the 

cloth, so it's hardly worth while my going up. I'll stay below and finish my smoke." 

"I hope dinner will find you in a more pleasant state of mind," said Dick; and he went out, leaving me to my 

thoughts until the clang of the great gong summoned us to the saloon. 

My appetite, I need hardly say, had not been improved by the incidents which had occurred during the day. I 

sat down, however, mechanically at the table, and listened to the talk which was going on around me. There 

were nearly a hundred first-class passengers, and as the wine began to circulate, their voices combined with 

the clash of the dishes to form a perfect Babel. I found myself seated between a very stout and nervous old 

lady and a prim little clergyman; and as neither made any advances, I retired into my shell, and spent my time 

in observing the appearance of my fellow-voyagers. I could see Dick in the dim distance dividing his 

attentions between a jointless fowl in front of him and a self-possessed young lady at his side. Captain Dowie 

was doing the honours at my end, while the surgeon of the vessel was seated at the other. I was glad to notice 

that Flannigan was placed almost opposite to me. As long as I had him before my eyes I knew that, for the 

time at least, we were safe. He was sitting with what was meant to be a sociable smile on his grim face. It did 

not escape me that he drank largely of wine—so largely that even before the dessert appeared his voice had 

become decidedly husky. His friend Muller was seated a few places lower down. He ate little, and appeared to 

be nervous and restless. 

"Now, ladies," said our genial captain, "I trust that you will consider yourselves at home aboard my vessel. I 

have no fears for the gentlemen. A bottle of champagne, steward. Here's to a fresh breeze and a quick 

passage! I trust our friends in America will hear of our safe arrival in twelve days, or a fortnight at the very 

latest." 

I looked up. Quick as was the glance which passed between Flannigan and his confederate, I was able to 

intercept it. There was an evil smile upon the former's thin lips. 

The conversation rippled on. Politics, the sea, amusements, religion, each was in turn discussed. I remained a 

silent though an interested listener. It struck me that no harm could be done by introducing the subject which 

was ever in my mind. It could be managed in an off-hand way, and would at least have the effect of turning 

the captain's thoughts in that direction. I could watch, too, what effect it would have upon the faces of the 

conspirators. 

There was a sudden lull in the conversation. The ordinary subjects of interest appeared to be exhausted. The 

opportunity was a favourable one. 
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"May I ask, captain," I said, bending forward, and speaking very distinctly, "what you think of Fenian 

manifestoes?" 

The captain's ruddy face became a shade darker from honest indignation. 

"They are poor cowardly things," he said, "as silly as they are wicked." 

"The impotent threats of a set of anonymous scoundrels," said a pompous-looking old gentleman beside him. 

"Oh, captain! " said the fat lady at my side, "you don't really think they would blow up a ship?" 

"I have no doubt they would if they could. But I am very sure they will never blow up mine." 

"May I ask what precautions are taken against them?" said an elderly man at the end of the table. 

"All goods sent aboard the ship are strictly examined," said Captain Dowie. 

"But suppose a man brought explosives aboard with him?" said I. 

"They are too cowardly to risk their own lives in that way." 

During this conversation Flannigan had not betrayed the slightest interest in what was going on. He raised his 

head now, and looked at the captain. 

"Don't you think you are rather underrating them?" he said. "Every secret society has produced desperate 

men—why shouldn't the Fenians have them too? Many men think it a privilege to die in the service of a cause 

which seems right in their eyes, though others may think it wrong." 

"Indiscriminate murder cannot be right in anybody's eyes," said the little clergyman. 

"The bombardment of Paris was nothing else," said Flannigan; "yet the whole civilised world agreed to look 

on with folded arms, and change the ugly word 'murder' into the more euphonious one of 'war.' It seemed right 

enough to German eyes; why shouldn't dynamite seem so to the Fenian?" 

"At any rate their empty vapourings have led to nothing as yet," said the captain. 
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"Excuse me," returned Flannigan, "but is there not some room for doubt yet as to the fate of the Dotterel? I 

have met men in America who asserted from their own personal knowledge that there was a coal torpedo 

aboard that vessel." 

"Then they lied," said the captain. "It was proved conclusively at the court-martial to have arisen from an 

explosion of coal-gas—but we had better change the subject, or we may cause the ladies to have a restless 

night;" and the conversation once more drifted back into its original channel. 

During this little discussion Flannigan had argued his point with a gentlemanly deference and a quiet power 

for which I had not given him credit. I could not help admiring a man who, on the eve of a desperate 

enterprise, could courteously argue upon a point which must touch him so nearly. He had, as I have already 

mentioned, partaken of a considerable quantity of wine; but though there was a slight flush upon his pale 

cheek, his manner was as reserved as ever. He did not join in the conversation again, but seemed to be lost in 

thought. 

A whirl of conflicting ideas was battling in my own mind. What was I to do? Should I stand up now and 

denounce them before both passengers and captain? Should I demand a few minutes' conversation with the 

latter in his own cabin, and reveal it all? For an instant I was half resolved to do it, but then the old 

constitutional timidity came back with redoubled force. After all there might be some mistake. Dick had heard 

the evidence, and had refused to believe in it. I determined to let things go on their course. A strange reckless 

feeling came over me. Why should I help men who were blind to their own danger? Surely it was the duty of 

the officers to protect us, not ours to give warning to them. I drank off a couple of glasses of wine, and 

staggered upon deck with the determination of keeping my secret locked in my own bosom. 

It was a glorious evening. Even in my excited state of mind I could not help leaning against the bulwarks and 

enjoying the refreshing breeze. Away to the westward a solitary sail stood out as a dark speck against the 

great sheet of flame left by the setting sun. I shuddered as I looked at it. It seemed like a sea of blood. A single 

star was twinkling faintly above our main-mast, but a thousand seemed to gleam in the water below with 

every stroke of our propeller. The only blot in the fair scene was the great trail of smoke which stretched away 

behind us like a black slash upon a crimson curtain. It seemed hard to believe that the great peace which hung 

over all Nature could be marred by a poor miserable mortal. 

"After all," I thought, as I gazed upon the blue depths beneath me, "if the worst comes to the worst, it is better 

to die here than to linger in agony upon a sick-bed on land." A man's life seems a very paltry thing amid the 

great forces of Nature. All my philosophy could not prevent my shuddering, however, when I turned my head 

and saw two shadowy figures at the other side of the deck, which I had no difficulty in recognising. They 

seemed to be conversing earnestly, but I had no opportunity of overhearing what was said; so I contented 

myself with pacing up and down, and keeping a vigilant watch upon their movements. 

It was a relief to me when Dick came on deck. Even an incredulous confidant is better than none at all. 

"Well, old man," he said, giving me a facetious dig in the ribs, " we've not been blown up yet." 
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"No, not yet," said I; "but that's no proof that we are not going to be." 

"Nonsense, man! " said Dick; "I can't conceive what has put this extraordinary idea into your head. I have 

been talking to one of your supposed assassins, and he seems a pleasant fellow enough; quite a sporting 

character, I should think, from the way he speaks." 

"Dick," I said, "I am as certain that those men have an infernal machine, and that we are on the verge of 

eternity, as if I saw them putting the match to the fuse." 

"Well, if you really think so," said Dick, half awed for the moment by the earnestness of my manner, "it is 

your duty to let the captain know of your suspicions." 

"You are right," I said; "I will. My absurd timidity has prevented my doing so sooner. I believe our lives can 

only be saved by laying the whole matter before him." 

"Well, go and do it now," said Dick; "but for goodness; sake don't mix me up in the matter." 

"I'll speak to him when he comes off the bridge," I answered; "and in the meantime I don't mean to lose sight 

of them." 

"Let me know of the result," said my companion; and with a nod he strolled away in search, I fancy, of his 

partner at the dinner-table. 

Left to myself, I bethought me of my retreat of the morning, and climbing on the bulwark I mounted into the 

quarter-boat, and lay down there. In it I could reconsider my course of action, and by raising my head I was 

able at any time to get a view of my disagreeable neighbours. 

An hour passed, and the captain was still on the bridge. He was talking to one of the passengers, a retired 

naval officer, and the two were deep in debate concerning some abstruse point in navigation. I could see the 

red tips of their cigars from where I lay. It was dark now—so dark that I could hardly make out the figures of 

Flannigan and his accomplice. They were still standing in the position which they had taken up after dinner. A 

few of the passengers were scattered about the deck, but many had gone below. A strange stillness seemed to 

pervade the air. The voices of the watch and the rattle of the wheel were the only sounds which broke the 

silence. 

Another half-hour passed. The captain was still upon the bridge. It seemed as if he would never come down. 

My nerves were in a state of unnatural tension, so much so that the sound of two steps upon the deck made me 

start up in a quiver of excitement I peered over the side of the boat, and saw that our suspicious passengers 

had crossed from the other side and were standing almost directly beneath me. The light of a binnacle fell full 

upon the ghastly face of the ruffian Flannigan. Even in that short glance I saw that Muller had the ulster, 
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whose use I knew so well, slung loosely over his arm. I sank back with a groan. It seemed that my fatal 

procrastination had sacrificed two hundred innocent lives. 

I had read of the fiendish vengeance which awaited a spy. I knew that men with their lives in their hands 

would stick at nothing. All I could do was to cower at the bottom of the boat and listen silently to their 

whispered talk below. 

"This place will do," said a voice. 

"Yes, the leeward side is best." 

" I wonder if the trigger will act?" 

"I am sure it will." 

"We were to let it off at ten, were we not?" 

"Yes, at ten sharp. We have eight minutes yet." There was a pause. Then the voice began again— 

"They'll hear the drop of the trigger, won't they?" 

"It doesn't matter. It will be too late for any one to prevent its going off." 

"That's true. There will be some excitement among those we have left behind, won't there?" 

"Rather! How long do you reckon it will be before they hear of us?" 

"The first news will get in in about twenty-four hours." 

"That will be mine." 

"No, mine." 

"Ha, ha! we'll settle that." 

There was a pause here. Then I heard Muller's voice in a ghastly whisper, "There's only five minutes more." 
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How slowly the moments seemed to pass! I could count them by the throbbing of my heart. 

"It'll make a sensation on land," said a voice. 

"Yes, it will make a noise in the newspapers." 

I raised my head and peered over the side of the boat. There seemed no hope, no help. Death stared me in the 

face, whether I did or did not give the alarm. The captain had at last left the bridge. The deck was deserted, 

save for those two dark figures crouching in the shadow of the boat Flannigan had a watch lying open in his 

hand. 

"Three minutes more," he said. "Put it down upon the deck." 

"No, put it here on the bulwarks." 

It was the little square box. I knew by the sound that they had placed it near the davit, and almost exactly 

under my head. 

I looked over again. Flannigan was pouring something out of a paper into his hand. It was white and 

granular—the same that I had seen him use in the morning. It was meant as a fuse, no doubt, for he shovelled 

it into the little box, and I heard the strange noise which had previously arrested my attention. 

"A minute and a half more," he said. "Shall you or I pull the string?" 

"I will pull it," said Muller. 

He was kneeling down and holding the end in his hand. Flannigan stood behind with his arms folded, and an 

air of grim resolution upon his face. 

I could stand it no longer. My nervous system seemed to give way in a moment. 

"Stop!" I screamed, springing to my feet. "Stop, misguided and unprincipled men!" 

They both staggered backwards. I fancy they thought I was a spirit, with the moonlight streaming down upon 

my pale face. 

I was brave enough now. I had gone too far to retreat. 
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"Cain was damned," I cried, "and he slew but one; would you have the blood of two hundred upon your 

souls?" 

"He's mad!" said Flannigan. "Time's up! Let it off, Muller." 

I sprang down upon the deck. 

"You shan't do it!" I said. 

"By what right do you prevent us?" 

"By every right, human and divine." 

"It's no business of yours. Clear out of this!" 

"Never!" said I. 

"Confound the fellow! There's too much at stake to stand on ceremony. I'll hold him, Muller, while you pull 

the trigger." 

Next moment I was struggling in the herculean grasp of the Irishman. Resistance was useless; I was a child in 

his hands. 

He pinned me up against the side of the vessel, and held me there. 

"Now," he said, "look sharp. He can't prevent us." 

I felt that I was standing on the verge of eternity. Half-strangled in the arms of the taller ruffian, I saw the 

other approach the fatal box. He stooped over it and seized the string. I breathed one prayer when I saw his 

grasp tighten upon it. Then came a sharp snap, a strange rasping noise. The trigger had fallen, the side of the 

box flew out, and let off—two grey carrier-pigeons! 

Little more need be said. It is not a subject on which I care to dwell. The whole thing is too utterly disgusting 

and absurd. Perhaps the best thing I can do is to retire gracefully from the scene, and let the sporting 

correspondent of the New York Herald fill my unworthy place. Here is an extract clipped from its columns 

shortly after our departure from America:— 
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"Pigeon-flying Extraordinary.—A novel match has been brought off, last week, between the birds of John H. 

Flannigan, of Boston, and Jeremiah Muller, a well-known citizen of Ashport. Both men have devoted much 

time and attention to an improved breed of bird, and the challenge is an old-standing one. The pigeons were 

backed to a large amount, and there was considerable local interest in the result. The start was from the deck 

of the Transatlantic steamship Spartan, at ten o'clock on the evening of the day of starting, the vessel being 

then reckoned to be about a hundred miles from the land. The bird which reached home first was to be 

declared the winner. Considerable caution had, we believe, to be observed, as British captains have a 

prejudice against the bringing off of sporting events aboard their vessels. In spite of some little difficulty at 

the last moment, the trap was sprung almost exactly at ten o'clock. Muller's bird arrived in Ashport in an 

extreme state of exhaustion on the following afternoon, while Flannigan's has not been heard of. The backers 

of the latter have the satisfaction of knowing, however, that the whole affair has been characterised by 

extreme fairness. The pigeons were confined in a specially invented trap, which could only be opened by the 

spring. It was thus possible to feed them through an aperture in the top, but any tampering with their wings 

was quite out of the question. A few such matches would go far towards popularising pigeon-flying in 

America, and form an agreeable variety to the morbid exhibitions of human endurance which have assumed 

such proportions during the last few years." 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/sir-arthur-conan-doyle/short-story/that-little-square-box 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/sir-arthur-conan-doyle/short-story/that-little-square-box
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VIA YALE UNIVERSITY PRESS 

James Joyce: Genius, Jerk 

Tim Parks on the Man Behind the Books 

By Tim Parks 

 

In 1902, departing on a first trip to Paris, James told his brother and confidant Stanislaus that should he die 

during the trip, his poetry and prose “epiphanies” must be sent to all the great libraries of the world, including 

the Vatican. 

Nor, as his parents fought and the family sank into poverty, did Joyce hesitate to contact major figures in the 

literary world: Ibsen, George Russell, W.B. Yeats, and Lady Augusta Gregory, among others. But even as he 

made these important contacts, the young man courted rejection; a long letter to Ibsen on his 73rd birthday 

closes with the idea that the great playwright had “only opened the way” and that “higher and holier 

http://yalebooks.com/book/9780300215366/life-and-work
https://lithub.com/author/tim-parks/
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enlightenment lies—onward.” It was implicit that Joyce himself would be the bearer of that enlightenment. 

Having arranged an interview with Yeats, he spent most of the conversation criticizing the older writer, 

remarking on leaving that “I have met you too late. You are too old.” It was always Joyce’s way to have 

others understand that he was the more important. 

The habit of forcing himself into the limelight while simultaneously inviting exclusion is another facet that 

would emerge in his writing. None of Joyce’s major publications—Dubliners, A Portrait, Ulysses, Finnegans 

Wake—was completed before being offered for publication. Each had first chapters, or sections, published at 

early stages of writing, and all these early publications ran into trouble with editors or censors, either for their 

avant-garde style or for supposedly obscene content. However, the effect on Joyce was never to back off as 

the book developed, but rather to raise the stakes and push the offense to the limit. For this integrity he has 

been much praised, yet the biographies suggest that this habit of exasperated provocation was standard in all 

Joyce’s relationships, even those with his life partner, Nora, and his favorite brother, Stanislaus. 

Did Joyce leave Ireland, as A Portrait and consequent legend would have it, because he needed to go abroad 

to develop his writing and escape the competing demands of Catholicism and republicanism? “Living in 

Ireland had lost all meaning for Joyce,” Bowker tells us rather grandly, this at a moment when the young 

author had already completed a slim volume of poems, had published two of the stories that were to make 

up Dubliners, and was getting on with his novel Stephen Hero with the enthusiastic but attentive criticism of 

Stanislaus. He had also published reviews and was showing a rare talent for provoking ire and admiration 

with vicious satires of the Dublin literati. All this at age 22. It’s hard to imagine, then, that living in Ireland 

meant nothing to Joyce. Reading through the sequence of events before his departure, it is evident that Nora 

was crucial. 

Joyce’s mother had died in 1903, depriving the family of its main element of stability. The following June, 

James met Nora Barnacle. Up to this point his sexual experience had been mostly with prostitutes, who have 

the merit that they do not betray you, criticize your ideas, or make you wait long for satisfaction. However, in 

March 1904 a venereal infection had obliged him to become more wary. Now Joyce meets an attractive 

uneducated, sexually willing girl who has fled a severe father in Galway and is alone and unprotected, 

working as a chambermaid in Dublin. The story is love at first sight; nevertheless, Joyce is too ashamed of his 

scarcely literate beloved to introduce her to intellectual, middle-class friends or to a father who has quite other 

aspirations for him.  

To be with Nora in Ireland would mean a battle with his father and a drastic loss of image; but how long 

would a girl be faithful if her man continued to treat her as a mistress rather than a partner? Eloping just five 

months after they met, Joyce could enjoy an intensely erotic cohabitation with Nora while presenting himself 

back in Dublin, sincerely no doubt, as an intellectual who simply had to escape the “rabblement” that was the 

Irish literary world. On the day of departure, Nora, who had no experience of travel, was sent ahead to board 

the ferry alone, while Joyce enjoyed a proper sending off at the dockside from all his family and friends, who 

were to remain unaware of her presence. When his father found out, he was furious. Three years later he 
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wrote: 

 

I need not tell you how your miserable mistake affected my already well crushed feelings, but then maturer 

thoughts took more the form of pity than anger, when I saw a life of promise crossed and a future that might 

have been brilliant blasted in one breath. 

And Joyce was pitiable. Writing was not easier in Europe. From Paris to Zurich to Trieste and the remote Pola 

on the northern Adriatic, he struggled to find work as a language teacher, struggled to survive the boredom of 

language teaching, struggled to find rooms to rent, struggled to pay the rent, struggled to find people who 

would lend him money, struggled to keep Nora, who understood nothing, knew no one, and was soon 

pregnant, in good spirits. Communication with Ireland and publishers was slow and discouraging. Editors 

were willing to publish if he would compromise a little with the “obscenity” and disrespectful political 

opinions. He would not. The more depressed he became, the more he spent what cash remained on drink. 

Conscientiously, Bowker records every disappointed request for work, every move from one drab flat to 

another. A first child was named George after James’s younger brother who had died three years before. Such 

was the loyalty to home. Nora fell into depression. Bent on “the spiritual liberation of [his] country,” Joyce 

wrote to his Aunt Josephine for advice and went to prostitutes again. Desperate for company, he invited 

Stanislaus to join them, then exploited him quite shamelessly, taking his help and language-school earnings 

for granted. On a whim he went to Rome, got a job in a bank, hated everything, then returned to Trieste and 

Stanislaus’s charity. A second child, Lucia, was born. Only 25, and already a patriarch, Joyce suffered 

declining health, his eyesight in particular. At this point it was clear that expatriation has slowed down his 

career. 
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In 1909 Joyce returned, twice, to Ireland, once alone, once with George, now usually called Giorgio, but not 

with Nora. On the first of these occasions he was told that Nora had betrayed him with a friend before their 

departure from Dublin and wrote her hysterical letters of accusation. Included in full by Ellmann, given only 

in snippets by Bowker, they show Joyce’s readiness to feel betrayed and his intense fear of the loss of 

personal prestige he believed it involved. Later, persuaded that the story of Nora’s unfaithfulness was a lie 

(hence an act of treachery by his enemies), he first wrote to her asking forgiveness for the earlier letters, then 

fantasizing a ferocious eroticism: “I wish to be lord of your body and soul,” he announced. A situation had 

developed where life with Nora was essential, but only possible far away from Ireland, where she was 

unhappy and work difficult. To keep her company in the trap they had fallen into, Joyce brought back to 

Trieste two younger Joyce sisters from Dublin, first Eva, then Eileen. Later they would all be joined, at some 

expense for shipping, by the Joyce family portraits, as the author pursued his reconstruction of Dublin away 

from Dublin with himself as head of the community. It was at this point, in 1913, that Ezra Pound entered his 

life and everything changed. 

Pound was seeking “markedly modern stuff ” to publish in a small literary review, and Yeats had suggested 

that Joyce might provide it. This was a time when literature was becoming more and more an object of 

academic study; psychology was problematized, likewise narrative and representation; an aesthetic of 

difficulty and deep-coded meaning was coming into vogue. Joyce, with his extraordinary sensitivity to 

language, his belief that an appropriate use of words could somehow bridge the gap between belonging and 

not belonging, which was also the distance between Trieste and Dublin (“Joyce seemed to think that words 

were omnipotent,” Huxley later remarked), was the right man at the right moment. His claim to be socialist 

and the fact that he wrote about the common people rather than the literary classes was welcome, while his 

habit of doing so in ways that were strenuously experimental was even more so: right-thinking intellectual 

readers found themselves simultaneously with the people and above them. On Joyce’s birthday in 1914 The 

Egoist began serialization of A Portrait, later described by the Sunday Express as “the most infamously 

obscene book in ancient or modern literature.” Three years later, the editor and patron of The Egoist, the 

wealthy, quiet, left-wing activist Harriet Weaver, made a first gift of money to Joyce. Over the next twenty 

years, she would spend, quite literally, a fortune on him, making it her mission to allow his genius to flower. 

If you have an enduring image of yourself as “a stag at bay,” which is also your image of the betrayed, 

humiliated Parnell, and perhaps too of your exhausted and drunken father, then success may be more 

disorientating than struggle. Perhaps the only thing to do with it will be to use it as a stepping-stone to greater 

calamity. Taking the family to neutral Zurich during the First World War, the 31-year-old Joyce received 

financial support from the Royal Literary Fund and the British Treasury Fund. He did what he could to drink 

it away and spoiled his relationship with the British authorities by engaging in a futile argument over a small 

sum of money with a consulate employee, Henry Carr. Moving to Paris after the war, he spent the larger and 

larger incomes now settled on him by Harriet Weaver in extravagant accommodation, restaurant bills, 

magnanimous tips, and of course drink. 

To meet the adult Joyce on the street in these years was to be asked to run an errand for him. To know him a 

little was to be asked for a loan. To be his friend was to be asked to read to him, type for him, and discuss his 

work at length. To be his publisher was to be pressed to bring out his work in an impossibly short time so as 

to coincide with his birthday or the anniversary of the day he met Nora. To be his partner was to be asked to 

satisfy his wildest erotic fantasies. If you ran a first errand, you would be asked to run a second, longer one. If 
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you lent money you would be asked to lend more. If you survived the discussions of Ulysses, which were of 

course fascinating, then came the discussions of Finnegans Wake. If you agreed to publish his work on the 

given day, you were faced with hundreds of last-minute revisions. If you satisfied his erotic fantasies, he 

might then ask you to flirt with someone else; that too was exciting. To be Joyce’s child, meantime, was to 

live absolutely in his shadow, to change home, school, country, language as was convenient for him. All this 

was acceptable because James Joyce was, as his father and Stanislaus and Pound and so many others had told 

him, a genius. 

And he was. 

In The Dead (written in 1907) he had depicted a young intellectual powerfully attached to a community that 

he feels he has no place in, a man who takes center stage at a Christmas party but gives a speech that he 

knows will irritate everyone. Returning home he seeks erotic consolation with his wife only to discover she is 

pining for a boyfriend who died long ago, a boy who had committed to her totally in a way he cannot. 

Abandoned, isolated, with no way forward, his static melancholy is transformed into a haunting vision of his 

whole country as a graveyard frozen to stillness under snow. The moment of greatest loneliness and loss of 

direction is the moment when the wholeness of the community is most beautifully and forlornly invoked. 

In A Portrait (1907-14), a young man in a treacherous society that makes impossible demands on him saves 

himself by assuming the position that we have come to think of as the artist’s: he who observes, but from 

outside. This move is presented as an affirmation of quasi-religious commitment to renewing the nation’s 

conscience, an idea that will enchant young intellectuals throughout the 20th century and that gains credence 

from the intensity of the book’s lyrical evocations and the brilliance of its innovative narrative style. 

Exiles (1915) never won Joyce acclaim yet marks a turning point in his development, a watershed between 

work that is entirely accessible and widely loved and writing that was much more adventurous and obscure. 

Austerely Ibsenite in construction, this unhappy play confronts head-on, without any of the lexical richness, 

stylistic experimentation, or sentimental evocation of Ireland so appreciated in his other writing, a love 

triangle, or rather rectangle. A couple, Richard and Bertha, blatantly based on James and Nora, return to 

Ireland with their eight-year-old son after nine years in Italy and promptly involve themselves again with 

Richard’s best friend Robert, and Robert’s refined cousin and ex-girlfriend, Beatrice. Robert has been trying 

to lure the uneducated Bertha into betraying Richard (whose avant-garde writing she can’t understand) but 

though interested and playing along, she has been referring their meetings and even kisses to her husband, 

who, sexually excited by the situation, will not make it clear to her whether he really cares about an eventual 

betrayal or not. At the same time, Richard is pursuing a more literary and intellectual romance with the 

Dantesque Beatrice. 

In scenes of tortuously self-regarding rhetoric, Richard insists on having everything out in the open; Robert is 

appalled by the fact that communications he thought had been secret were not; Bertha is upset that her 

duplicity with Robert has been revealed to him at her expense. Eventually all four characters reach a position 

of total impasse, in which they try saying everything and its opposite without avail. Robert and Beatrice are 

still eager to start their romances with Bertha and Richard but unable to force matters. Bertha seems ready to 

save her marriage but won’t renounce the relationship with Robert if her husband won’t assert his 
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determination to keep her. Claiming he is just giving everyone else their freedom, Richard himself remains in 

a state of complete indecision, which curiously allows him to manipulate the other three. This is A Portrait of 

the Artist at a Rather Later State of Development. Bowker, like Ellmann, gives us details of the historical 

relationships it was based on, revealing once again Joyce’s tendency to push those close to him toward the 

betrayal he seems to both fear and feed off. 

Stalemate is a hard thing to dramatize, and Exiles is not a successful play; we have the narrative impasse 

typical of Joyce’s fiction without the compensating lyricism or playfulness. Joyce, however, cared immensely 

about the play and constantly sought to have it produced. For Nora, who must have found it the most easily 

readable thing her husband had written, it was no doubt a shock; inviting the audience to construe this as the 

author’s marriage, the play became a betrayal of trust in her regard of the very kind it sought to dramatize, 

and similarly impossible to condemn because justified by the ideal of honesty. 

If impasse is accepted, how can one go on? This is the moment when Joyce’s work shifts from solemn to 

comic, when Stephen Dedalus’s ability, in A Portrait, to pick up on some odd word association in order to 

detach himself from domestic conflict blossoms into a vast encyclopedic evasion of the dramatic point, 

sometimes hilarious, sometimes whimsical and sentimental, sometimes verging on the obscene, sometimes 

incomprehensible. Jung would say at once of Ulysses (1922) that it displayed a schizophrenic use of 

language—discontinuities, coded messages, superimposition of different levels of discourse, every kind of 

imitation, pastiche, and distraction—such that the predicaments of the two Joycean alter egos at the core of 

the novel, Stephen’s troubled relationship with his father, Bloom’s difficulty responding to his wife’s 

betrayal, are all but submerged under quantities of wordplay, extraneous information, and mythical parallel. 

Years later the anthropologist Gregory Bateson, one of the first to suggest that mental illness might arise from 

special problems of communication in the family, concluded that schizophrenics withdraw into coded, 

broken, often poetic language because they find themselves in a blocked and conflicted environment where 

any firm statement will lead to trouble. Writing the even more arcane and densely coded prose of Finnegans 

Wake, Joyce would refer to his style as the “J J Safety Pun Factory.” 

But Joyce’s, as Jung pointed out, was a willed language, developed with the author’s considerable creative 

powers and marshaling all his prodigious reading, not the helpless refuge of the patient. Indeed, it was the 

controlled use of such language, Jung thought, that had perhaps saved the author’s sanity. Be that as it may, 

Joyce now began to accompany his texts with explanations and glossaries. He loved to set his many helpers 

puzzles and quizzes. Bowker reports Joyce reworking paragraphs because he feared they were too accessible. 

The secretive coding of the writing was becoming as important as what was encoded. And of course, the more 

intellectual and visibly literary the work, the more its erotic fantasies (another product of frustration) could be 

justified to the censor. Paralleled with the exploits of the mythical Nausicaa and described to the suggestive 

accompaniment of a firework display in the pastiched prose of popular magazines for young ladies, an 

adolescent girl’s exposure of her knickers to the masturbating Bloom was not the same thing as a 

straightforward account of the same. 

Written in Zurich and Paris, during and immediately after the First World War, while Nora and the children 

were asked to change language from Italian to German, then German to French, Ulysses was serialized in the 

New York-based Little Review but published in 1922 by the small Parisian bookstore Shakespeare & 

Company, this to avoid censorship problems. Remarkably, Joyce was granted a 45 percent royalty. 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 595  may  2022 

 

53 

Enthusiastically promoted, the book sold well by mail order. In addition to writing frequent begging letters to 

Harriet Weaver, Joyce could now send his children to Shakespeare & Company to ask for advances against 

royalties. Again Bowker reports the drunken evenings, expensive meals, expensive hotel rooms and 

apartments (usually kept in states of some disorder). 

  

From Life and Work: Writers, Readers, and the Conversations between Them by Tim Parks, Reproduced by 

permission. Published by Yale University Press in June 2016.  

CatholicismDublinEzra PoundGeorge RussellIbsenJ J Safety pun FactoryJames JoyceLady Augusta 

GregoryNora BarnacleParisreadersThe EgoistTim ParksTriesteW. B. YearswritersZurich 

 

 

 

Tim Parks 

Born in England, Tim Parks moved to Italy in 1981 and has lived there ever since. His acclaimed books about 

Italy include Italian Ways, A Season with Verona, Italian Neighbors, and An Italian Education. He has been 

shortlisted for the Booker Prize, and has won the Somerset Maugham Award, the Betty Trask Prize, the John 

Llewellyn Rhys Prize, the John Florio Prize, and the Calvino Prize. He is a regular contributor to the New 

York Review of Books. He lives in Italy. 
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Ulysses: A History in Covers 

The Many Lives of a High-Modern Classic 

By Literary Hub 

 

June 16, 2015 

Ulysses, in its 93 years on this earth, has gone from controversial to canonical, from depravity manifest to 

touchstone of sophistication. What Virginia Woolf once decried as the “illiterate, underbred book… of a self-

taught working man” is now regarded as the exemplar of high modernism. In the process of arriving at this 

https://lithub.com/author/literary-hub/
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lofty cultural position, Ulysses has endured many slights, inhabited many forms, and worn many, many 

covers. An overview follows: 

 

The Little Review, 1918-1920 

Ulysses was first published between 1918 and 1920 in serial form by The Little Review, an American literary 

magazine. Despite a lengthy endorsement avowing Joyce’s artistic value penned by H.G. Wells, it so deeply 

offended the American public that its publishers were arrested for obscenity. All copies of the Review were 

removed from circulation, fines were incurred, and Ulysses was banned in the United States for the next 14 

years. 

https://s26162.pcdn.co/wp-content/uploads/2015/06/Little_Review.jpg
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Shakespeare and Company, 1922 

Ulysses was given second life by Shakespeare and Company after a distraught Joyce appealed to Sylvia 

Beach. A champion of Joyce’s work, Beach detested “the spectacle of ignorant men solemnly deciding 

whether the work of some great writer is suitable for the public to read or not” and worked to have 1,000 

copies of the manuscript published in Paris. Although she was nearly bankrupted by the process, she both 

believed in Ulysses’ artistic merit and in the success its notoriety would bring to her business. 
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Odyssey Press, 1933 

While bookstores in America were still being persecuted for illegally selling the Shakespeare edition, Beach 

had the German Albatross Press take over the book’s European publishing; they established an imprint called 

the Odyssey Press for this purpose. To avoid legal problems, they inscribed this editon’s back page with a 

note reading, “Not to be introduced into the British Empire or the U.S.A.” This is considered to be the most 

accurate representation of Joyce’s authorial intent and contains corrections by Stuart Gilbert, who had claimed 

the title of “the official Joycean.” 

https://s26162.pcdn.co/wp-content/uploads/2015/06/Odyssey-Press-1932.jpg
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Random House, 1934 

In 1933, Random House received the rights to publish Ulysses in America and subsequently contested its 

illegality. Presiding Judge John M. Woolsey overturned the ban and praised Ulysses for its literary value, 

stating that “Joyce has attempted… with astonishing success to show how the screen of consciousness with its 

ever-shifting kaleidoscopic impressions carries, as it were on a plastic palimpsest, not only what is in the 

focus of each man’s observation of the actual things abut him, but also in a penumbral zone residua of past 

impressions, some recent and some drawn up by association from the domain of the subconscious.” 

Joyce received a $45,000 advance which, according to the letters of Janet Flanner, “he failed to announce to 

[Sylvia Beach] and of which… he never even offered her a penny.” The edition was designed by Ernst Reichl, 

http://www.newyorker.com/books/page-turner/books-and-their-makers-sylvia-beach-and-james-joyce
https://s26162.pcdn.co/wp-content/uploads/2015/06/1934-random-house.jpg
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a typographer and graphic designer who designed more than 2,000 books for such literary luminaries as 

Gertrude Stein, Joyce Carol Oates, and Kurt Vonnegut. 

 

Henri Matisse Illustrated Edition, 1935 

The American publisher George Macey offered Henri Matisse $5,000 to create accompanying illustrations for 

a special edition of Ulysses. Matisse chose six figures from Homer’s Odyssey and created six soft-ground 

etchings, as well as 20 lithographic drawings made as studies for the etchings. 1,500 editions were printed, 

250 of which were signed by both Joyce and Matisse. 

https://s26162.pcdn.co/wp-content/uploads/2015/06/Matisse-1935.jpg
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The Bodley Head, 1936 

A thousand copies, designed by Eric Gill, were published of the first English edition of Ulysses. Joyce 

expressed disappointment in the printing, in which he found “an incomprehensible amount of errors.” After 

the initial published versions of the book were sold, The Bodley Head released an inexpensive trade copy of 

the book including many of Joyce’s corrections that was reissued several times. 

https://s26162.pcdn.co/wp-content/uploads/2015/06/The-Bodley-Head-1984.jpg
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Random House, 1946 

https://s26162.pcdn.co/wp-content/uploads/2015/06/Random-House-1946.png
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Vintage Press, 1961 

The first U.S. paperback edition to be released. 

https://s26162.pcdn.co/wp-content/uploads/2015/06/Vintage-Press-1961.jpg
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Gabler Edition, 1984 

Professor Hans Walter Gabler, a James Joyce scholar, formed a committee in order to resolve the several 

hundred to five thousand errors present in any given edition of Ulysses. Deciding that all previous editions 

were corrupt, Gabler endeavored to reconstruct the text using Joyce’s original, often handwritten, copies. 

Although he was “breaking new ground” through his use of computers to complete the manuscript, several 

experts found his methodology to be deeply unsound. This great controversy created a schism that has left 

Joyce scholars divided to this day. 

http://www.nybooks.com/articles/archives/1988/dec/08/the-new-ulysses-the-hidden-controversy/
https://s26162.pcdn.co/wp-content/uploads/2015/06/Gabler-Edition-1984.jpg
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Penguin Books, 1986 

https://s26162.pcdn.co/wp-content/uploads/2015/06/5331224290_7d7b40478f.jpg
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Lilliput Press, 1997 

This edition “liberates the text…and makes it possible for the first time for the general reader to relish every 

nuance and beauty of Joyce’s masterpiece,” at least according to its marketing sheet. Rejected by both 

scholars and Joyce descendants, it was discontinued after The Joyce Estate successfully sued editor Danis 

Rose for copyright infringement. Only 900 copies of the original 1,000 remain. 

  

http://www.nybooks.com/articles/archives/1997/sep/25/making-the-wrong-joyce/
https://s26162.pcdn.co/wp-content/uploads/2015/06/lilliput-press-ulysses.jpg
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One Peace Books, 2012 

One Peace Books reprinted several classic 20th-century novels reimagined as Japanese manga. The text has 

been animated, significantly shortened, and comically paraphrased. Keeping Joyce’s name on the cover is 

perhaps inaccurate and probably would have offended him, given the enormous volume of corrections he 

made in published versions of the novel throughout his lifetime. Unfortunately for Joyce and the estate that 

formerly controlled the original manuscript, the copyright for Joyce’s novels expired in 2011, releasing all 

texts into the public domain. Revising Joyce’s erudite prose and wandering sentences does make it a much 

more readable—and therefore unrecognizable—edition. 

 

https://lithub.com/ulysses-a-history-in-covers/ 

https://s26162.pcdn.co/wp-content/uploads/2015/06/9781935548195_p0_v1_s260x420.jpg
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It’s Bloomsday All Over the World! 

On June 16th, Everywhere You Go is a Small Corner of Joyce's Dublin 

By Karl Whitney 

 

June 16, 2016 

Did James Joyce’s Ulysses take place merely in Joyce’s imagination, or did any of it actually happen at all? 

Perhaps that sounds like a silly question, but it’s one that you can disappear down the rabbit hole trying to 

answer. Did the people who appear in the author’s landmark modernist novel actually exist? The answer: 

perhaps. Or, to put it another way: yes. Or another: no. 

Joyce, who never returned to his home city of Dublin after 1912, assembled his cast of characters from 

memory, from the highly specific fact-checking enquiries he included in letters to his aunt, and from Thom’s 

https://lithub.com/author/karl-whitney/
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Directory, a street-by-street index of who lived where in Dublin. Ulysses gives you a utopian Dublin that 

never existed, and can never exist. Perhaps that’s why, every June 16th—the date on which the “action” 

of Ulysses happens (I hope I don’t do the book a disservice by summarizing it briefly in this way: people 

walking around, thinking and masturbating)—reading the book and re-enacting the movements of its 

characters can seem so seductive: a portal into a pliable fictive universe in which you can imagine yourself as 

a character in a book for a few hours. 

It might seem obvious, but Bloomsday did not take place. Ulysses presents a simulacrum of a city, filled with 

an array of walking, talking simulacra bearing the names of real people that, on my more paranoid days under 

Dublin’s overcast skies, put me in mind of the identity-grabbing space impostors that grow in cabbage patches 

in Don Siegel’s film Invasion of the Body Snatchers. Fact-based fiction is a form of zombie puppetry. What 

could be a worse fate than being fixed in fiction for all time, especially if Joyce thought you were an asshole? 

(Vivien Igoe’ new book, The Real People of Joyce’s Ulysses, uncovers “the biographies of scores of people 

that had been previously deemed to be fictional.”) 

Nevertheless, for many of those not depicted in Ulysses, and that includes me and, I’m fairly sure, most 

people reading this article, the temptation of stepping into the work is great, perhaps because we can step out 

again—safe in the knowledge that we’ll never know what Joyce might have thought of us. 

Bloomsday really got going as a concept in Dublin in 1954, with the alcohol-fueled cavalcade that included 

Patrick Kavanagh and Flann O’Brien traipsing around the city to visit, and in at least one instance urinate 

near, some of the novel’s key sites. Subsequently, Bloomsday has ballooned into a six-day festival that, this 

year, includes a public interview with the novelists Michael Chabon and Ayelet Waldman, to be held in a 

theatre at Joyce’s old school. Other Bloomsday attractions include events at the Martello Tower featured in 

the opening episode of Ulysses that’s now a Joyce museum, and readings at the pharmacy visited by Leopold 

Bloom. 

So far, so inevitable. But what’s interesting about Bloomsday is how it has spread to become a global 

phenomenon. You don’t have to be in a dank Dublin bar to listen to someone in Edwardian costume stumble 

over the phrase “ineluctable modality of the visible”–now you can hear it in similarly dank pubs in other time 

zones too. This growth of Bloomsday as an exportable cultural phenomenon reflects the internationalism of 

Joyce, and the book—it was written in Trieste, Zurich and Paris between 1914 and 1921, and published in 

English in Paris in 1922. Ulysses is a work of world literature as well as of Irish literature, so no surprise that 

its commemoration has spread beyond Ireland. A cold caught on a breezy O’Connell Street in early June can 

be remedied on a baking Spanish beach on Bloomsday. 

On the beach in Fuengirola, to be more specific, where this year Roger Cummiskey will organize the sixth 

annual Bloomsday Bathe, and participants will read from Ulysses in their own language—Roger told me that 

in the past people have read in Swedish, English, Spanish, Thai, Danish, German and Finnish; a multimedia 

event in Athens that will be simultaneously broadcast in Beirut; a series of events in Philadelphia, PA; a 

festival in Trieste, where Joyce lived, worked and wrote some of Ulysses; the Henrik Ibsen museum in Oslo 

(the young Joyce mailed overwrought, admiring letters to the Norwegian playwright) will host a number of 

lectures and the premiere of a new play about Joyce; there’ll be a James Joyce-style walk in Shanghai; in 

http://www.ucdpress.ie/display.asp?isbn=9781910820063
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=A0gNNWHmj9Q
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=A0gNNWHmj9Q
http://bloomsdayfestival.ie/events/the-bloomsday-interview-michael-chabon-ayelet-waldman/
http://jamesjoycetower.com/
http://sweny.ie/
http://sweny.ie/
http://artrogersstore.blogspot.co.uk/2016/04/bloomsday-2016.html
http://bloomsdayfestival.ie/international-events/
http://bloomsdayfestival.ie/international-events/
https://www.rosenbach.org/learn/events/bloomsday-festival-2016
http://www.museojoycetrieste.it/
http://www.museojoycetrieste.it/
http://www.irishsociety.no/cultural-events/oslo-bloomsday-celebrations-2016/
http://www.irishsociety.no/cultural-events/oslo-bloomsday-celebrations-2016/


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 595  may  2022 

 

69 

Auckland, New Zealand, Lucy Lawless of Xena fame will perform some of Joyce’s work; and, at Symphony 

Space in New York the 35th annual Bloomsday on Broadway will take place. In England there will be 

readings in a bar in Newcastle-Upon-Tyne, and the Cambridgeshire village of Melbourn will hold an episode-

by-episode reading of the book, with local sites standing in for Dublin locations (an excerpt from the opening 

episode, for example, will be read at a car repair shop). 

How has Ulysses, so precise in its geographical and chronological setting, become universalized in this way? 

Why not Samuel Beckett’s Murphy, in which a character head-butts the backside of a statue of mythical Irish 

hero Cúchulainn at Dublin’s General Post Office, or Flann O’Brien’s At Swim-Two-Birds, in which characters 

from cowboy novels set in the working-class district of Ringsend come alive and roam the city? 

Perhaps it’s because Ulysses, which for much of its length breaks dramatically from the realism of Joyce’s 

earlier work, continues to be received as a realist text, which means that its relentlessly put back in its place. 

It’s as if the realist ghost won’t be exorcised, and returns to stalk the streets of Dublin, and elsewhere, every 

Bloomsday. 

It could be that the urge towards putting Joyce in his place is to do with his current position as a figurehead of 

international Irishness, a filthy, swearing, drunken—yet heritage-compatible and beloved, if not loveable—

genius. (A number of Bloomsday events around the world are part funded by the Irish Department of Foreign 

Affairs.) You like pubs? He’s a pub man. You like music? Sure, didn’t he used to sing. You like dressing up? 

He wore clothes too! You can read the bits you like, and ignore the obscure stuff. 

The remodeling of Joyce into a heritage figure was no doubt a difficult conversion, something akin to Bono’s 

highly symbolic efforts in the 1980s to turn a Martello Tower of the kind featured in Ulysses into a home—

you knock the ceiling out, put in a glass roof, but eventually you find you can’t live there. Despite your best 

efforts, Joyce remains curiously unhomely. Joyce’s Dublin is interesting to visit, but not one you’d want to 

inhabit for too long. 

So maybe there’s something else going on with these imaginative explorations of Joyce’s Dublin (two 

Dublins, really: the Dublin he lived in, and the one he fictionalized). In the 1950s the Paris-based avant-garde 

group the Lettrist International, later to become the Situationist International, explored the streets of Paris 

using maps of other cities as a guide. The idea was to overturn the over-habituation one experienced in a 

familiar city and to imagine urban space in a different way—to confuse another city into you. 

While it’s typically shorn of this avant-garde framing, there seems to me some of this potential in Bloomsday. 

There’s a double edge to the way Ulysses is reimagined as both comforting and discomforting. Reading Joyce 

as an urban writer, imagining the processes which went into the writing of the book, retracing the steps of his 

characters: these are not necessarily inherently conservative acts. There’s a reassurance in establishing a 

geographic connection with the past, an attempt to see what someone saw; but there’s also the jolt of the 

unfamiliar. You come to realize that while Joyce’s Dublin maintains a strange, uncanny relationship with 

contemporary Dublin, they’re not the same place. 

http://bloomsdayfestival.ie/international-events/
http://symphonyspace.org/event/8898/Literature/bloomsday-on-broadway-xxxv
http://melbourncambridge.org/bloomsday-festival/
http://melbourncambridge.org/bloomsday-festival/
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I’m not immune to a Joycean pilgrimage. In 2013, as research for my book about the city, I spent a day 

visiting each of the twenty addresses at which Joyce had lived in Dublin, leaving me with aching legs and a 

notebook filled with descriptions of redbrick houses. What I found was a city that had been slowly nudged 

away from complete identification with Joyce. Some of the houses in which he had lived were gone; others 

had changed numbers, meaning that number 7 on a certain street was now number 5. My journey ended at the 

Sandycove Tower, Joyce’s last address before leaving Dublin in 1904, and the building from which Stephen 

Dedalus is banished at the beginning of Ulysses. 

A little while later I returned to meet Robert Nicholson, the curator of the tower’s Joyce Museum and the 

author of The Ulysses Guide. We climbed the stairs, passing through a recreation of the room in which Joyce 

had stayed—the same one in which Dedalus narrowly dodged a bullet in the middle of the night—and reached 

the roof of the building. Nicholson raised the flag of the Irish province of Munster, powder blue decorated 

with three gold crowns, and told me it had been selected because it was the only flag mentioned in Ulysses. 

The Irish sea shimmered all around us in the bright light of the morning, and Nicholson pointed south along 

the coast, telling me that the line in Ulysses where Buck Mulligan and Dedalus look from that vantage point 

“towards the blunt cape of Bray Head that lay on the water like the snout of a sleeping whale” was an 

interesting one, because you can’t actually see Bray Head from there at all. But maybe Joyce could. 

  

BloomsdayBonoDublinJames JoyceJune 16ParisRobert NicholsonUlysses 

 

 

 

Karl Whitney 

Karl Whitney is the author of Hidden City: Adventures and Explorations in Dublin (Penguin). His writing has 

appeared in the London Review of Books, the Guardian, and JSTOR Daily. 

 

https://lithub.com/its-bloomsday-all-over-the-world/ 

http://newisland.ie/product/the-ulysses-guide/
https://lithub.com/tag/bloomsday/
https://lithub.com/tag/bono/
https://lithub.com/tag/dublin/
https://lithub.com/tag/james-joyce/
https://lithub.com/tag/june-16/
https://lithub.com/tag/paris/
https://lithub.com/tag/robert-nicholson/
https://lithub.com/tag/ulysses/
https://lithub.com/author/karl-whitney/
https://lithub.com/author/karl-whitney/
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The Adventure of the Bruce-Partington Plans 

by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle 

 

In the third week of November, in the year 1895, a dense yellow fog settled down upon London. From the 

Monday to the Thursday I doubt whether it was ever possible from our windows in Baker Street to see the 

loom of the opposite houses. The first day Holmes had spent in cross-indexing his huge book of references. 

The second and third had been patiently occupied upon a subject which he hand recently made his hobby--the 

music of the Middle Ages. But when, for the fourth time, after pushing back our chairs from breakfast we saw 

the greasy, heavy brown swirl still drifting past us and condensing in oily drops upon the window- panes, my 

comrade's impatient and active nature could endure this drab existence no longer. He paced restlessly about 

our sitting- room in a fever of suppressed energy, biting his nails, tapping the furniture, and chafing against 

inaction. 

"Nothing of interest in the paper, Watson?" he said. 

In was aware that by anything of interest, Holmes meant anything of criminal interest. There was the news of 

a revolution, of a possible war, and of an impending change of government; but these did not come within the 

horizon of my companion. I could see nothing recorded in the shape of crime which was not commonplace 

and futile. Holmes groaned and resumed hs restless meanderings. 

"The London criminal is certainly a dull fellow," said he in the querulous voice of the sportsman whose game 

has failed him. "Look out this window, Watson. See how the figures loom up, are dimly seen, and then blend 

once more into the cloud-bank. The thief or the murderer could roam London on such a day as the tiger does 

the jungle, unseen until he pounces, and then evident only to his victim." 

"There have," said I, "been numerous petty thefts." 

Holmes snorted his contempt. 

"This great and sombre stage is set for something more worthy than that," said he. "It is fortunate for this 

community that I am not a criminal." 

"It is, indeed!" said I heartily. 

"Suppose that I were Brooks or Woodhouse, or any of the fifty men who have good reason for taking my life, 

how long could I survive against my own pursuit? A summons, a bogus appointment, and all would be over. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/sir-arthur-conan-doyle
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It is well they don't have days of fog in the Latin countries--the countries of assassination. By Jove! here 

comes something at last to break our dead monotony." 

It was the maid with a telegram. Holmes tore it open and burst out laughing. 

"Well, well! What next?" said he. "Brother Mycroft is coming round." 

"Why not?" I asked. 

"Why not? It is as if you met a tram-car coming down a country lane. Mycroft has his rails and he runs on 

them. His Pall Mall lodgings, the Diogenes Club, Whitehall--that is his cycle. Once, and only once, he has 

been here. What upheaval can possibly have derailed him?" 

"Does he not explain?" 

Holmes handed me his brother's telegram. 

Must see you over Cadogen West. Coming at once. 

Mycroft. 

"Cadogen West? I have heard the name." 

"It recalls nothing to my mind. But that Mycroft should break out in this erratic fashion! A planet might as 

well leave its orbit. By the way, do you know what Mycroft is?" 

I had some vague recollection of an explanation at the time of the Adventure of the Greek Interpreter. 

"You told me that he had some small office under the British government." 

Holmes chuckled. 

"I did not know you quite so well in those days. One has to be discreet when one talks of high matters of state. 

You are right in thinking that he under the British government. You would also be right in a sense if you said 

that occasionally he IS the British government." 
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"My dear Holmes!" 

"I thought I might surprise you. Mycroft draws four hundred and fifty pounds a year, remains a subordinate, 

has no ambitions of any kind, will receive neither honour nor title, but remains the most indispensable man in 

the country." 

"But how?" 

"Well, his position is unique. He has made it for himself. There has never been anything like it before, nor 

will be again. He has the tidiest and most orderly brain, with the greatest capacity for storing facts, of any man 

living. The same great powers which I have turned to the detection of crime he has used for this particular 

business. The conclusions of every department are passed to him, and he is the central exchange, the 

clearinghouse, which makes out the balance. All other men are specialists, but his specialism is omniscience. 

We will suppose that a minister needs information as to a point which involves the Navy, India, Canada and 

the bimetallic question; he could get his separate advices from various departments upon each, but only 

Mycroft can focus them all, and say offhand how each factor would affect the other. They began by using him 

as a short-cut, a convenience; now he has made himself an essential. In that great brain of his everything is 

pigeon-holed and can be handed out in an instant. Again and again his word has decided the national policy. 

He lives in it. He thinks of nothing else save when, as an intellectual exercise, he unbends if I call upon him 

and ask him to advise me on one of my little problems. But Jupiter is descending to-day. What on earth can it 

mean? Who is Cadogan West, and what is he to Mycroft?" 

"I have it," I cried, and plunged among the litter of papers upon the sofa. "Yes, yes, here he is, sure enough! 

Cadogen West was the young man who was found dead on the Underground on Tuesday morning." 

Holmes sat up at attention, his pipe halfway to his lips. 

"This must be serious, Watson. A death which has caused my brother to alter his habits can be no ordinary 

one. What in the world can he have to do with it? The case was featureless as I remember it. The young man 

had apparently fallen out of the train and killed himself. He had not been robbed, and there was no particular 

reason to suspect violence. Is that not so?" 

"There has been an inquest," said I, "and a good many fresh facts have come out. Looked at more closely, I 

should certainly say that it was a curious case." 

"Judging by its effect upon my brother, I should think it must be a most extraordinary one." He snuggled 

down in his armchair. "Now, Watson, let us have the facts." 

"The man's name was Arthur Cadogan West. He was twenty-seven years of age, unmarried, and a clerk at 

Woolwich Arsenal." 
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"Government employ. Behold the link with Brother Mycroft!" 

"He left Woolwich suddenly on Monday night. Was last seen by his fiancee, Miss Violet Westbury, whom he 

left abruptly in the fog about 7:30 that evening. There was no quarrel between them and she can give no 

motive for his action. The next thing heard of him was when his dead body was discovered by a plate-layer 

named Mason, just outside Aldgate Station on the Underground system in London." 

"When?" 

"The body was found at six on Tuesday morning. It was lying wide of the metals upon the left hand of the 

track as one goes eastward, at a point close to the station, where the line emerges from the tunnel in which it 

runs. The head was badly crushed--an injury which might well have been caused by a fall from the train. The 

body could only have come on the line in that way. Had it been carried down from any neighbouring street, it 

must have passed the station barriers, where a collector is always standing. This point seems absolutely 

certain." 

"Very good. The case is definite enough. The man, dead or alive, either fell or was precipitated from a train. 

So much is clear to me. Continue." 

"The trains which traverse the lines of rail beside which the body was found are those which run from west to 

east, some being purely Metropolitan, and some from Willesden and outlying junctions. It can be stated for 

certain that this young man, when he met his death, was travelling in this direction at some late hour of the 

night, but at what point he entered the train it is impossible to state." 

"His ticket, of course, would show that." 

"There was no ticket in his pockets." 

"No ticket! Dear me, Watson, this is really very singular. According to my experience it is not possible to 

reach the platform of a Metropolitan train without exhibiting one's ticket. Presumably, then, the young man 

had one. Was it taken from him in order to conceal the station from which he came? It is possible. Or did he 

drop it in the carriage? That is also possible. But the point is of curious interest. I understand that there was no 

sign of robbery?" 

"Apparently not. There is a list here of his possessions. His purse contained two pounds fifteen. He had also a 

check-book on the Woolwich branch of the Capital and Counties Bank. Through this his identity was 

established. There were also two dress- circle tickets for the Woolwich Theatre, dated for that very evening. 

Also a small packet of technical papers." 

Holmes gave an exclamation of satisfaction. 
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"There we have it at last, Watson! British government--Woolwich. Arsenal--technical papers--Brother 

Mycroft, the chain is complete. But here he comes, if I am not mistaken, to speak for himself." 

A moment later the tall and portly form of Mycroft Holmes was ushered into the room. Heavily built and 

massive, there was a suggestion of uncouth physical inertia in the figure, but above this unwieldy frame there 

was perched a head so masterful in its brow, so alert in its steel-gray, deep-set eyes, so firm in its lips, and so 

subtle in its play of expression, that after the first glance one forgot the gross body and remembered only the 

dominant mind. 

At his heels came our old friend Lestrade, of Scotland Yard--thin and austere. The gravity of both their faces 

foretold some weighty quest. The detective shook hands without a word. Mycroft Holmes struggled out of his 

overcoat and subsided into an armchair. 

"A most annoying business, Sherlock," said he. "I extremely dislike altering my habits, but the powers that be 

would take no denial. In the present state of Siam it is most awkward that I should be away from the office. 

But it is a real crisis. I have never seen the Prime Minister so upset. As to the Admiralty--it is buzzing like an 

overturned bee-hive. Have you read up the case?" 

"We have just done so. What were the technical papers?" 

"Ah, there's the point! Fortunately, it has not come out. The press would be furious if it did. The papers which 

this wretched youth had in his pocket were the plans of the Bruce-Partington submarine." 

Mycroft Holmes spoke with a solemnity which showed his sense of the importance of the subject. His brother 

and I sat expectant. 

"Surely you have heard of it? I thought everyone had heard of it." 

"Only as a name." 

"Its importance can hardly be exaggerated. It has been the most jealously guarded of all government secrets. 

You may take it from me that naval warfare becomes impossible withing the radius of a Bruce-Partington's 

operation. Two years ago a very large sum was smuggled through the Estimates and was expended in 

acquiring a monopoly of the invention. Every effort has been made to keep the secret. The plans, which are 

exceedingly intricate, comprising some thirty separate patents, each essential to the working of the whole, are 

kept in an elaborate safe in a confidential office adjoining the arsenal, with burglar-proof doors and windows. 

Under no conceivable circumstances were the plans to be taken from the office. If the chief constructor of the 

Navy desired to consult them, even he was forced to go to the Woolwich office for the purpose. And yet here 

we find them in the pocket of a dead junior clerk in the heart of London. From an official point of view it's 

simply awful." 
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"But you have recovered them?" 

"No, Sherlock, no! That's the pinch. We have not. Ten papers were taken from Woolwich. There were seven 

in the pocket of Cadogan West. The three most essential are gone--stolen, vanished. You must drop 

everything, Sherlock. Never mind your usual petty puzzles of the police-court. It's a vital international 

problem that you have to solve. Why did Cadogan West take the papers, where are the missing ones, how did 

he die, how came his body where it was found, how can the evil be set right? Find an answer to all these 

questions, and you will have done good service for your country." 

"Why do you not solve it yourself, Mycroft? You can see as far as I." 

"Possibly, Sherlock. But it is a question of getting details. Give me your details, and from an armchair I will 

return you an excellent expert opinion. But to run here and run there, to cross-question railway guards, and lie 

on my face with a lens to my eye--it is not my metier. No, you are the one man who can clear the matter up. If 

you have a fancy to see your name in the next honours list--" 

My friend smiled and shook his head. 

"I play the game for the game's own sake," said he. "But the problem certainly presents some points of 

interest, and I shall be very pleased to look into it. Some more facts, please." 

"I have jotted down the more essential ones upon this sheet of paper, together with a few addresses which you 

will find of service. The actual official guardian of the papers is the famous government expert, Sir James 

Walter, whose decorations and sub-titles fill two lines of a book of reference. He has grown gray in the 

service, is a gentleman, a favoured guest in the most exalted houses, and, above all, a man whose patriotism is 

beyond suspicion. He is one of two who have a key of the safe. I may add that the papers were undoubtedly in 

the office during working hours on Monday, and that Sir James left for London about three o'clock taking his 

key with him. He was at the house of Admiral Sinclair at Barclay Square during the whole of the evening 

when this incident occurred." 

"Has the fact been verified?" 

"Yes; his brother, Colonel Valentine Walter, has testified to his departure from Woolwich, and Admiral 

Sinclair to his arrival in London; so Sir James is no longer a direct factor in the problem." 

"Who was the other man with a key?" 

"The senior clerk and draughtsman, Mr. Sidney Johnson. He is a man of forty, married, with five children. He 

is a silent, morose man, but he has, on the whole, an excellent record in the public service. He is unpopular 

with his colleagues, but a hard worker. According to his own account, corroborated only by the word of his 
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wife, he was at home the whole of Monday evening after office hours, and his key has never left the watch-

chain upon which it hangs." 

"Tell us about Cadogan West." 

"He has been ten years in the service and has done good work. He has the reputation of being hot-headed and 

imperious, but a straight, honest man. We have nothing against him. He was next Sidney Johnson in the 

office. His duties brought him into daily, personal contact with the plans. No one else had the handling of 

them." 

"Who locked up the plans that night?" 

"Mr. Sidney Johnson, the senior clerk." 

"Well, it is surely perfectly clear who took them away. They are actually found upon the person of this junior 

clerk, Cadogan West. That seems final, does it not?" 

"It does, Sherlock, and yet it leaves so much unexplained. In the first place, why did he take them?" 

"I presume they were of value?" 

"He could have got several thousands for them very easily." 

"Can you suggest any possible motive for taking the papers to London except to sell them?" 

"No, I cannot." 

"Then we must take that as our working hypothesis. Young West took the papers. Now this could only be 

done by having a false key--" 

"Several false keys. He had to open the building and the room." 

"He had, then, several false keys. He took the papers to London to sell the secret, intending, no doubt, to have 

the plans themselves back in the safe next morning before they were missed. While in London on this 

treasonable mission he met his end." 

"How?" 
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"We will suppose that he was travelling back to Woolwich when he was killed and thrown out of the 

compartment." 

"Aldgate, where the body was found, is considerably past the station London Bridge, which would be his 

route to Woolwich." 

"Many circumstances could be imagined under which he would pass London Bridge. There was someone in 

the carriage, for example, with whom he was having an absorbing interview. This interview led to a violent 

scene in which he lost his life. Possibly he tried to leave the carriage, fell out on the line, and so met his end. 

The other closed the door. There was a thick fog, and nothing could be seen." 

"No better explanation can be given with our present knowledge; and yet consider, Sherlock, how much you 

leave untouched. We will suppose, for argument's sake, that young Cadogan West HAD determined to convey 

these papers to London. He would naturally have made an appointment with the foreign agent and kept his 

evening clear. Instead of that he took two tickets for the theatre, escorted his fiancee halfway there, and then 

suddenly disappeared." 

"A blind," said Lestrade, who had sat listening with some impatience to the conversation. 

"A very singular one. That is objection No. 1. Objection No. 2: We will suppose that he reaches London and 

sees the foreign agent. He must bring back the papers before morning or the loss will be discovered. He took 

away ten. Only seven were in his pocket. What had become of the other three? He certainly would not leave 

them of his own free will. Then, again, where is the price of his treason? Once would have expected to find a 

large sum of money in his pocket." 

"It seems to me perfectly clear," said Lestrade. "I have no doubt at all as to what occurred. He took the papers 

to sell them. He saw the agent. They could not agree as to price. He started home again, but the agent went 

with him. In the train the agent murdered him, took the more essential papers, and threw his body from the 

carriage. That would account for everything, would it not?" 

"Why had he no ticket?" 

"The ticket would have shown which station was nearest the agent's house. Therefore he took it from the 

murdered man's pocket." 

"Good, Lestrade, very good," said Holmes. "Your theory holds together. But if this is true, then the case is at 

an end. On the one hand, the traitor is dead. On the other, the plans of the Bruce-Partington submarine are 

presumably already on the Continent. What is there for us to do?" 
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"To act, Sherlock--to act!" cried Mycroft, springing to his feet. "All my instincts are against this explanation. 

Use your powers! Go to the scene of the crime! See the people concerned! Leave no stone unturned! In all 

your career you have never had so great a chance of serving your country." 

"Well, well!" said Holmes, shrugging his shoulders. "Come, Watson! And you, Lestrade, could you favour us 

with your company for an hour or two? We will begin our investigation by a visit to Aldgate Station. Good-

bye, Mycroft. I shall let you have a report before evening, but I warn you in advance that you have little to 

expect." 

An hour later Holmes, Lestrade and I stood upon the Underground railroad at the point where it emerges from 

the tunnel immediately before Aldgate Station. A courteous red-faced old gentleman represented the railway 

company. 

"This is where the young man's body lay," said he, indicating a spot about three feet from the metals. "It could 

not have fallen from above, for these, as you see, are all blank walls. Therefore, it could only have come from 

a train, and that train, so far as we can trace it, must have passed about midnight on Monday." 

"Have the carriages been examined for any sign of violence?" 

"There are no such signs, and no ticket has been found." 

"No record of a door being found open?" 

"None." 

"We have had some fresh evidence this morning," said Lestrade. "A passenger who passed Aldgate in an 

ordinary Metropolitan train about 11:40 on Monday night declares that he heard a heavy thud, as of a body 

striking the line, just before the train reached the station. There was dense fog, however, and nothing could be 

seen. He made no report of it at the time. Why, whatever is the matter with Mr. Holmes?" 

My friend was standing with an expression of strained intensity upon his face, staring at the railway metals 

where they curved out of the tunnel. Aldgate is a junction, and there was a network of points. On these his 

eager, questioning eyes were fixed, and I saw on his keen, alert face that tightening of the lips, that quiver of 

the nostrils, and concentration of the heavy, tufted brows which I knew so well. 

"Points," he muttered; "the points." 

"What of it? What do you mean?" 
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"I suppose there are no great number of points on a system such as this?" 

"No; they are very few." 

"And a curve, too. Points, and a curve. By Jove! if it were only so." 

"What is it, Mr. Holmes? Have you a clue?" 

"An idea--an indication, no more. But the case certainly grows in interest. Unique, perfectly unique, and yet 

why not? I do not see any indications of bleeding on the line." 

"There were hardly any." 

"But I understand that there was a considerable wound." 

"The bone was crushed, but there was no great external injury." 

"And yet one would have expected some bleeding. Would it be possible for me to inspect the train which 

contained the passenger who heard the thud of a fall in the fog?" 

"I fear not, Mr. Holmes. The train has been broken up before now, and the carriages redistributed." 

"I can assure you, Mr. Holmes," said Lestrade, "that every carriage has been carefully examined. I saw to it 

myself." 

It was one of my friend's most obvious weaknesses that he was impatient with less alert intelligences than his 

own. 

"Very likely," said he, turning away. "As it happens, it was not the carriages which I desired to examine. 

Watson, we have done all we can here. We need not trouble you any further, Mr. Lestrade. I think our 

investigations must now carry us to Woolwich." 

At London Bridge, Holmes wrote a telegram to his brother, which he handed to me before dispatching it. It 

ran thus: 
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See some light in the darkness, but it may possibly flicker out. Meanwhile, please send by messenger, to await 

return at Baker Street, a complete list of all foreign spies or international agents known to be in England, with 

full address. 

Sherlock. 

"That should be helpful, Watson," he remarked as we took our seats in the Woolwich train. "We certainly owe 

Brother Mycroft a debt for having introduced us to what promises to be a really very remarkable case." 

His eager face still wore that expression of intense and high- strung energy, which showed me that some 

novel and suggestive circumstance had opened up a stimulating line of thought. See the foxhound with 

hanging ears and drooping tail as it lolls about the kennels, and compare it with the same hound as, with 

gleaming eyes and straining muscles, it runs upon a breast-high scent--such was the change in Holmes since 

the morning. He was a different man from the limp and lounging figure in the mouse- coloured dressing-gown 

who had prowled so restlessly only a few hours before round the fog-girt room. 

"There is material here. There is scope," said he. "I am dull indeed not to have understood its possibilities." 

"Even now they are dark to me." 

"The end is dark to me also, but I have hold of one idea which may lead us far. The man met his death 

elsewhere, and his body was on the ROOF of a carriage." 

"On the roof!" 

"Remarkable, is it not? But consider the facts. Is it a coincidence that it is found at the very point where the 

train pitches and sways as it comes round on the points? Is not that the place where an object upon the roof 

might be expected to fall off? The points would affect no object inside the train. Either the body fell from the 

roof, or a very curious coincidence has occurred. But now consider the question of the blood. Of course, there 

was no bleeding on the line if the body had bled elsewhere. Each fact is suggestive in itself. Together they 

have a cumulative force." 

"And the ticket, too!" I cried. 

"Exactly. We could not explain the absence of a ticket. This would explain it. Everything fits together." 

"But suppose it were so, we are still as far as ever from unravelling the mystery of his death. Indeed, it 

becomes not simpler but stranger." 
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"Perhaps," said Holmes, thoughtfully, "perhaps." He relapsed into a silent reverie, which lasted until the slow 

train drew up at last in Woolwich Station. There he called a cab and drew Mycroft's paper from his pocket. 

"We have quite a little round of afternoon calls to make," said he. "I think that Sir James Walter claims our 

first attention." 

The house of the famous official was a fine villa with green lawns stretching down to the Thames. As we 

reached it the fog was lifting, and a thin, watery sunshine was breaking through. A butler answered our ring. 

"Sir James, sir!" said he with solemn face. "Sir James died this morning." 

"Good heavens!" cried Holmes in amazement. "How did he die?" 

"Perhaps you would care to step in, sir, and see his brother, Colonel Valentine?" 

"Yes, we had best do so." 

We were ushered into a dim-lit drawing-room, where an instant later we were joined by a very tall, handsome, 

light-beared man of fifty, the younger brother of the dead scientist. His wild eyes, stained cheeks, and 

unkempt hair all spoke of the sudden blow which had fallen upon the household. He was hardly articulate as 

he spoke of it. 

"It was this horrible scandal," said he. "My brother, Sir James, was a man of very sensitive honour, and he 

could not survive such an affair. It broke his heart. He was always so proud of the efficiency of his 

department, and this was a crushing blow." 

"We had hoped that he might have given us some indications which would have helped us to clear the matter 

up." 

"I assure you that it was all a mystery to him as it is to you and to all of us. He had already put all his 

knowledge at the disposal of the police. Naturally he had no doubt that Cadogan West was guilty. But all the 

rest was inconceivable." 

"You cannot throw any new light upon the affair?" 

"I know nothing myself save what I have read or heard. I have no desire to be discourteous, but you can 

understand, Mr. Holmes, that we are much disturbed at present, and I must ask you to hasten this interview to 

an end." 
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"This is indeed an unexpected development," said my friend when we had regained the cab. "I wonder if the 

death was natural, or whether the poor old fellow killed himself! If the latter, may it be taken as some sign of 

self-reproach for duty neglected? We must leave that question to the future. Now we shall turn to the Cadogan 

Wests." 

A small but well-kept house in the outskirts of the town sheltered the bereaved mother. The old lady was too 

dazed with grief to be of any use to us, but at her side was a white-faced young lady, who introduced herself 

as Miss Violet Westbury, the fiancee of the dead man, and the last to see him upon that fatal night. 

"I cannot explain it, Mr. Holmes," she said. "I have not shut an eye since the tragedy, thinking, thinking, 

thinking, night and day, what the true meaning of it can be. Arthur was the most single-minded, chivalrous, 

patriotic man upon earth. He would have cut his right hand off before he would sell a State secret confided to 

his keeping. It is absurd, impossible, preposterous to anyone who knew him." 

"But the facts, Miss Westbury?" 

"Yes, yes; I admit I cannot explain them." 

"Was he in any want of money?" 

"No; his needs were very simple and his salary ample. He had saved a few hundreds, and we were to marry at 

the New Year." 

"No signs of any mental excitement? Come, Miss Westbury, be absolutely frank with us." 

The quick eye of my companion had noted some change in her manner. She coloured and hesitated. 

"Yes," she said at last, "I had a feeling that there was something on his mind." 

"For long?" 

"Only for the last week or so. He was thoughtful and worried. Once I pressed him about it. He admitted that 

there was something, and that it was concerned with his official life. 'It is too serious for me to speak about, 

even to you,' said he. I could get nothing more." 

Holmes looked grave. 

"Go on, Miss Westbury. Even if it seems to tell against him, go on. We cannot say what it may lead to." 
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"Indeed, I have nothing more to tell. Once or twice it seemed to me that he was on the point of telling me 

something. He spoke one evening of the importance of the secret, and I have some recollection that he said 

that no doubt foreign spies would pay a great deal to have it." 

My friend's face grew graver still. 

"Anything else?" 

"He said that we were slack about such matters--that it would be easy for a traitor to get the plans." 

"Was it only recently that he made such remarks?" 

"Yes, quite recently." 

"Now tell us of that last evening." 

"We were to go to the theatre. The fog was so thick that a cab was useless. We walked, and our way took us 

close to the office. Suddenly he darted away into the fog." 

"Without a word?" 

"He gave an exclamation; that was all. I waited but he never returned. Then I walked home. Next morning, 

after the office opened, they came to inquire. About twelve o'clock we heard the terrible news. Oh, Mr. 

Holmes, if you could only, only save his honour! It was so much to him." 

Holmes shook his head sadly. 

"Come, Watson," said he, "our ways lie elsewhere. Our next station must be the office from which the papers 

were taken. 

"It was black enough before against this young man, but our inquiries make it blacker," he remarked as the 

cab lumbered off. "His coming marriage gives a motive for the crime. He naturally wanted money. The idea 

was in his head, since he spoke about it. He nearly made the girl an accomplice in the treason by telling her 

his plans. It is all very bad." 

"But surely, Holmes, character goes for something? Then, again, why should he leave the girl in the street and 

dart away to commit a felony?" 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 595  may  2022 

 

85 

"Exactly! There are certainly objections. But it is a formidable case which they have to meet." 

Mr. Sidney Johnson, the senior clerk, met us at the office and received us with that respect which my 

companion's card always commanded. He was a thin, gruff, bespectacled man of middle age, his cheeks 

haggard, and his hands twitching from the nervous strain to which he had been subjected. 

"It is bad, Mr. Holmes, very bad! Have you heard of the death of the chief?" 

"We have just come from his house." 

"The place is disorganized. The chief dead, Cadogan West dead, our papers stolen. And yet, when we closed 

our door on Monday evening, we were as efficient an office as any in the government service. Good God, it's 

dreadful to think of! That West, of all men, should have done such a thing!" 

"You are sure of his guilt, then?" 

"I can see no other way out of it. And yet I would have trusted him as I trust myself." 

"At what hour was the office closed on Monday?" 

"At five." 

"Did you close it?" 

"I am always the last man out." 

"Where were the plans?" 

"In that safe. I put them there myself." 

"Is there no watchman to the building?" 

"There is, but he has other departments to look after as well. He is an old soldier and a most trustworthy man. 

He saw nothing that evening. Of course the fog was very thick." 
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"Suppose that Cadogan West wished to make his way into the building after hours; he would need three keys, 

would he not, before the could reach the papers?" 

"Yes, he would. The key of the outer door, the key of the office, and the key of the safe." 

"Only Sir James Walter and you had those keys?" 

"I had no keys of the doors--only of the safe." 

"Was Sir James a man who was orderly in his habits?" 

"Yes, I think he was. I know that so far as those three keys are concerned he kept them on the same ring. I 

have often seen them there." 

"And that ring went with him to London?" 

"He said so." 

"And your key never left your possession?" 

"Never." 

"Then West, if he is the culprit, must have had a duplicate. And yet none was found upon his body. One other 

point: if a clerk in this office desired to sell the plans, would it not be simply to copy the plans for himself 

than to take the originals, as was actually done?" 

"It would take considerable technical knowledge to copy the plans in an effective way." 

"But I suppose either Sir James, or you, or West has that technical knowledge?" 

"No doubt we had, but I beg you won't try to drag me into the matter, Mr. Holmes. What is the use of our 

speculating in this way when the original plans were actually found on West?" 

"Well, it is certainly singular that he should run the risk of taking originals if he could safely have taken 

copies, which would have equally served his turn." 
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"Singular, no doubt--and yet he did so." 

"Every inquiry in this case reveals something inexplicable. Now there are three papers still missing. They are, 

as I understand, the vital ones." 

"Yes, that is so." 

"Do you mean to say that anyone holding these three papers, and without the seven others, could construct a 

Bruce-Partington submarine?" 

"I reported to that effect to the Admiralty. But to-day I have been over the drawings again, and I am not so 

sure of it. The double valves with the automatic self-adjusting slots are drawn in one of the papers which have 

been returned. Until the foreigners had invented that for themselves they could not make the boat. Of course 

they might soon get over the difficulty." 

"But the three missing drawings are the most important?" 

"Undoubtedly." 

"I think, with your permission, I will now take a stroll round the premises. I do not recall any other question 

which I desired to ask." 

He examined the lock of the safe, the door of the room, and finally the iron shutters of the window. It was 

only when we were on the lawn outside that his interest was strongly excited. There was a laurel bush outside 

the window, and several of the branches bore signs of having been twisted or snapped. He examined them 

carefully with his lens, and then some dim and vague marks upon the earth beneath. Finally he asked the chief 

clerk to close the iron shutters, and he pointed out to me that they hardly met in the centre, and that it would 

be possible for anyone outside to see what was going on within the room. 

"The indications are ruined by three days' delay. They may mean something or nothing. Well, Watson, I do 

not think that Woolwich can help us further. It is a small crop which we have gathered. Let us see if we can 

do better in London." 

Yet we added one more sheaf to our harvest before we left Woolwich Station. The clerk in the ticket office 

was able to say with confidence that he saw Cadogan West--whom he knew well by sight--upon the Monday 

night, and that he went to London by the 8:15 to London Bridge. He was alone and took a single third- class 

ticket. The clerk was struck at the time by his excited and nervous manner. So shaky was he that he could 

hardly pick up his change, and the clerk had helped him with it. A reference to the timetable showed that the 

8:15 was the first train which it was possible for West to take after he had left the lady about 7:30. 
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"Let us reconstruct, Watson," said Holmes after half an hour of silence. "I am not aware that in all our joint 

researches we have ever had a case which was more difficult to get at. Every fresh advance which we make 

only reveals a fresh ridge beyond. And yet we have surely made some appreciable progress. 

"The effect of our inquiries at Woolwich has in the main been against young Cadogan West; but the 

indications at the window would lend themselves to a more favourable hypothesis. Let us suppose, for 

example, that he had been approached by some foreign agent. It might have been done under such pledges as 

would have prevented him from speaking of it, and yet would have affected his thoughts in the direction 

indicated by his remarks to his fiancee. Very good. We will now suppose that as he went to the theatre with 

the young lady he suddenly, in the fog, caught a glimpse of this same agent going in the direction of the 

office. He was an impetuous man, quick in his decisions. Everything gave way to his duty. He followed the 

man, reached the window, saw the abstraction of the documents, and pursued the thief. In this way we get 

over the objection that no one would take originals when he could make copies. This outsider had to take 

originals. So far it holds together." 

"What is the next step?" 

"Then we come into difficulties. One would imagine that under such circumstances the first act of young 

Cadogan West would be to seize the villain and raise the alarm. Why did he not do so? Could it have been an 

official superior who took the papers? That would explain West's conduct. Or could the chief have given West 

the slip in the fog, and West started at once to London to head him off from his own rooms, presuming that he 

knew where the rooms were? The call must have been very pressing, since he left his girl standing in the fog 

and made no effort to communicate with her. Our scent runs cold here, and there is a vast gap between either 

hypothesis and the laying of West's body, with seven papers in his pocket, on the roof of a Metropolitan train. 

My instinct now is to work form the other end. If Mycroft has given us the list of addresses we may be able to 

pick our man and follow two tracks instead of one." 

Surely enough, a note awaited us at Baker Street. A government messenger had brought it post-haste. Holmes 

glanced at it and threw it over to me. 

There are numerous small fry, but few who would handle so big an affair. The only men worth considering 

are Adolph Mayer, of 13 Great George Street, Westminster; Louis La Rothiere, of Campden Mansions, 

Notting Hill; and Hugo Oberstein, 13 Caulfield Gardens, Kensington. The latter was known to be in town on 

Monday and is now reported as having left. Glad to hear you have seen some light. The Cabinet awaits your 

final report with the utmost anxiety. Urgent representations have arrived from the very highest quarter. The 

whole force of the State is at your back if you should need it. 

Mycroft. 

"I'm afraid," said Holmes, smiling, "that all the queen's horses and all the queen's men cannot avail in this 

matter." He had spread out his big map of London and leaned eagerly over it. "Well, well," said he presently 

with an exclamation of satisfaction, "things are turning a little in our direction at last. Why, Watson, I do 
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honestly believe that we are going to pull it off, after all." He slapped me on the shoulder with a sudden burst 

of hilarity. "I am going out now. It is only a reconnaissance. I will do nothing serious without my trusted 

comrade and biographer at my elbow. Do you stay here, and the odds are that you will see me again in an 

hour or two. If time hangs heavy get foolscap and a pen, and begin your narrative of how we saved the State." 

I felt some reflection of his elation in my own mind, for I knew well that he would not depart so far from his 

usual austerity of demeanour unless there was good cause for exultation. All the long November evening I 

waited, filled with impatience for his return. At last, shortly after nine o'clock, there arrived a messenger with 

a note: 

Am dining at Goldini's Restaurant, Gloucester Road, Kensington. Please come at once and join me there. 

Bring with you a jemmy, a dark lantern, a chisel, and a revolver. 

S.H. 

It was a nice equipment for a respectable citizen to carry through the dim, fog-draped streets. I stowed them 

all discreetly away in my overcoat and drove straight to the address given. There sat my friend at a little round 

table near the door of the garish Italian restaurant. 

"Have you had something to eat? Then join me in a coffee and curacao. Try one of the proprietor's cigars. 

They are less poisonous than one would expect. Have you the tools?" 

"They are here, in my overcoat." 

"Excellent. Let me give you a short sketch of what I have done, with some indication of what we are about to 

do. Now it must be evident to you, Watson, that this young man's body was PLACED on the roof of the train. 

That was clear from the instant that I determined the fact that it was from the roof, and not from a carriage, 

that he had fallen." 

"Could it not have been dropped from a bridge?" 

"I should say it was impossible. If you examine the roofs you will find that they are slightly rounded, and 

there is no railing round them. Therefore, we can say for certain that young Cadogan West was placed on it." 

"How could he be placed there?" 

"That was the question which we had to answer. There is only one possible way. You are aware that the 

Underground runs clear of tunnels at some points in the West End. I had a vague memory that as I have 
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travelled by it I have occasionally seen windows just above my head. Now, suppose that a train halted under 

such a window, would there be any difficulty in laying a body upon the roof?" 

"It seems most improbable." 

"We must fall back upon the old axiom that when all other contingencies fail, whatever remains, however 

improbable, must be the truth. Here all other contingencies HAVE failed. When I found that the leading 

international agent, who had just left London, lived in a row of houses which abutted upon the Underground, I 

was so pleased that you were a little astonished at my sudden frivolity." 

"Oh, that was it, was it?" 

"Yes, that was it. Mr. Hugo Oberstein, of 13 Caulfield Gardens, had become my objective. I began my 

operations at Gloucester Road Station, where a very helpful official walked with me along the track and 

allowed me to satisfy myself not only that the back-stair windows of Caulfield Gardens open on the line but 

the even more essential fact that, owing to the intersection of one of the larger railways, the Underground 

trains are frequently held motionless for some minutes at that very spot." 

"Splendid, Holmes! You have got it!" 

"So far--so far, Watson. We advance, but the goal is afar. Well, having seen the back of Caulfield Gardens, I 

visited the front and satisfied myself that the bird was indeed flown. It is a considerable house, unfurnished, 

so far as I could judge, in the upper rooms. Oberstein lived there with a single valet, who was probably a 

confederate entirely in his confidence. We must bear in mind that Oberstein has gone to the Continent to 

dispose of his booty, but not with any idea of flight; for he had no reason to fear a warrant, and the idea of an 

amateur domiciliary visit would certainly never occur to him. Yet that is precisely what we are about to 

make." 

"Could we not get a warrant and legalize it?" 

"Hardly on the evidence." 

"What can we hope to do?" 

"We cannot tell what correspondence may be there." 

"I don't like it, Holmes." 
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"My dear fellow, you shall keep watch in the street. I'll do the criminal part. It's not a time to stick at trifles. 

Think of Mycroft's note, of the Admiralty, the Cabinet, the exalted person who waits for news. We are bound 

to go." 

My answer was to rise from the table. 

"You are right, Holmes. We are bound to go." 

He sprang up and shook me by the hand. 

"I knew you would not shrink at the last," said he, and for a moment I saw something in his eyes which was 

nearer to tenderness than I had ever seen. The next instant he was his masterful, practical self once more. 

"It is nearly half a mile, but there is no hurry. Let us walk," said he. "Don't drop the instruments, I beg. Your 

arrest as a suspicious character would be a most unfortunate complication." 

Caulfield Gardens was one of those lines of flat-faced pillared, and porticoed houses which are so prominent a 

product of the middle Victorian epoch in the West End of London. Next door there appeared to be a children's 

party, for the merry buzz of young voices and the clatter of a piano resounded through the night. The fog still 

hung about and screened us with its friendly shade. Holmes had lit his lantern and flashed it upon the massive 

door. 

"This is a serious proposition," said he. "It is certainly bolted as well as locked. We would do better in the 

area. There is an excellent archway down yonder in case a too zealous policeman should intrude. Give me a 

hand, Watson, and I'll do the same for you." 

A minute later we were both in the area. Hardly had we reached the dark shadows before the step of the 

policeman was heard in the fog above. As its soft rhythm died away, Holmes set to work upon the lower door. 

I saw him stoop and strain until with a sharp crash it flew open. We sprang through into the dark passage, 

closing the area door behind us. Holmes let the way up the curving, uncarpeted stair. His little fan of yellow 

light shone upon a low window. 

"Here we are, Watson--this must be the one." He threw it open, and as he did so there was a low, harsh 

murmur, growing steadily into a loud roar as a train dashed past us in the darkness. Holmes swept his light 

along the window-sill. It was thickly coated with soot from the passing engines, but the black surface was 

blurred and rubbed in places. 

"You can see where they rested the body. Halloa, Watson! what is this? There can be no doubt that it is a 

blood mark." He was pointing to faint discolourations along the woodwork of the window. "Here it is on the 

stone of the stair also. The demonstration is complete. Let us stay here until a train stops." 
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We had not long to wait. The very next train roared from the tunnel as before, but slowed in the open, and 

then, with a creaking of brakes, pulled up immediately beneath us. It was not four feet from the window-ledge 

to the roof of the carriages. Holmes softly closed the window. 

"So far we are justified," said he. "What do you think of it, Watson?" 

"A masterpiece. You have never risen to a greater height." 

"I cannot agree with you there. From the moment that I conceived the idea of the body being upon the roof, 

which surely was not a very abstruse one, all the rest was inevitable. If it were not for the grave interests 

involved the affair up to this point would be insignificant. Our difficulties are still before us. But perhaps we 

may find something here which may help us." 

We had ascended the kitchen stair and entered the suite of rooms upon the first floor. One was a dining-room, 

severely furnished and containing nothing of interest. A second was a bedroom, which also drew blank. The 

remaining room appeared more promising, and my companion settled down to a systematic examination. It 

was littered with books and papers, and was evidently used as a study. Swiftly and methodically Holmes 

turned over the contents of drawer after drawer and cupboard after cupboard, but no gleam of success came to 

brighten his austere face. At the end of an hour he was no further than when he started. 

"The cunning dog has covered his tracks," said he. "He has left nothing to incriminate him. His dangerous 

correspondence has been destroyed or removed. This is our last chance." 

It was a small tin cash-box which stood upon the writing-desk. Holmes pried it open with his chisel. Several 

rolls of paper were within, covered with figures and calculations, without any note to show to what they 

referred. The recurring words, "water pressure" and "pressure to the square inch" suggested some possible 

relation to a submarine. Holmes tossed them all impatiently aside. There only remained an envelope with 

some small newspaper slips inside it. He shook them out on the table, and at once I saw by his eager face that 

his hopes had been raised. 

"What's this, Watson? Eh? What's this? Record of a series of messages in the advertisements of a paper. Daily 

Telegraph agony column by the print and paper. Right-hand top corner of a page. No dates--but messages 

arrange themselves. This must be the first: 

"Hoped to hear sooner. Terms agreed to. Write fully to address given on card. 

"Pierrot. 

"Next comes: 
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"Too complex for description. Must have full report, Stuff awaits you when goods delivered. 

"Pierrot. 

"Then comes: 

"Matter presses. Must withdraw offer unless contract completed. Make appointment by letter. Will confirm by 

advertisement. 

"Pierrot. 

"Finally: 

"Monday night after nine. Two taps. Only ourselves. Do not be so suspicious. Payment in hard cash when 

goods delivered. 

"Pierrot. 

"A fairly complete record, Watson! If we could only get at the man at the other end!" He sat lost in thought, 

tapping his fingers on the table. Finally he sprang to his feet. 

"Well, perhaps it won't be so difficult, after all. There is nothing more to be done here, Watson. I think we 

might drive round to the offices of the Daily Telegraph, and so bring a good day's work to a conclusion." 

Mycroft Holmes and Lestrade had come round by appointment after breakfast next day and Sherlock Holmes 

had recounted to them our proceedings of the day before. The professional shook his head over our confessed 

burglary. 

"We can't do these things in the force, Mr. Holmes," said he. "No wonder you get results that are beyond us. 

But some of these days you'll go too far, and you'll find yourself and your friend in trouble." 

"For England, home and beauty--eh, Watson? Martyrs on the altar of our country. But what do you think of it, 

Mycroft?" 

"Excellent, Sherlock! Admirable! But what use will you make of it?" 

Holmes picked up the Daily Telegraph which lay upon the table. 
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"Have you seen Pierrot's advertisement to-day?" 

"What? Another one?" 

"Yes, here it is: 

"To-night. Same hour. Same place. Two taps. Most vitally important. Your own safety at stake. 

"Pierrot. 

"By George!" cried Lestrade. "If he answers that we've got him!" 

"That was my idea when I put it in. I think if you could both make it convenient to come with us about eight 

o'clock to Caulfield Gardens we might possibly get a little nearer to a solution." 

One of the most remarkable characteristics of Sherlock Holmes was his power of throwing his brain out of 

action and switching all his thoughts on to lighter things whenever he had convinced himself that he could no 

longer work to advantage. I remember that during the whole of that memorable day he lost himself in a 

monograph which he had undertaken upon the Polyphonic Motets of Lassus. For my own part I had none of 

this power of detachment, and the day, in consequence, appeared to be interminable. The great national 

importance of the issue, the suspense in high quarters, the direct nature of the experiment which we were 

trying--all combined to work upon my nerve. It was a relief to me when at last, after a light dinner, we set out 

upon our expedition. Lestrade and Mycroft met us by appointment at the outside of Gloucester Road Station. 

The area door of Oberstein's house had been left open the night before, and it was necessary for me, as 

Mycroft Holmes absolutely and indignantly declined to climb the railings, to pass in and open the hall door. 

By nine o'clock we were all seated in the study, waiting patently for our man. 

An hour passed and yet another. When eleven struck, the measured beat of the great church clock seemed to 

sound the dirge of our hopes. Lestrade and Mycroft were fidgeting in their seats and looking twice a minute at 

their watches. Holmes sat silent and composed, his eyelids half shut, but every sense on the alert. He raised 

his head with a sudden jerk. 

"He is coming," said he. 

There had been a furtive step past the door. Now it returned. We heard a shuffling sound outside, and then 

two sharp taps with the knocker. Holmes rose, motioning us to remain seated. The gas in the hall was a mere 

point of light. He opened the outer door, and then as a dark figure slipped past him he closed and fastened it. 

"This way!" we heard him say, and a moment later our man stood before us. Holmes had followed him 

closely, and as the man turned with a cry of surprise and alarm he caught him by the collar and threw him 

back into the room. Before our prisoner had recovered his balance the door was shut and Holmes standing 
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with his back against it. The man glared round him, staggered, and fell senseless upon the floor. With the 

shock, his broad-brimmed hat flew from his head, his cravat slipped sown from his lips, and there were the 

long light beard and the soft, handsome delicate features of Colonel Valentine Walter. 

Holmes gave a whistle of surprise. 

"You can write me down an ass this time, Watson," said he. "This was not the bird that I was looking for." 

"Who is he?" asked Mycroft eagerly. 

"The younger brother of the late Sir James Walter, the head of the Submarine Department. Yes, yes; I see the 

fall of the cards. He is coming to. I think that you had best leave his examination to me." 

We had carried the prostrate body to the sofa. Now our prisoner sat up, looked round him with a horror-

stricken face, and passed his hand over his forehead, like one who cannot believe his own senses. 

"What is this?" he asked. "I came here to visit Mr. Oberstein." 

"Everything is known, Colonel Walter," said Holmes. "How an English gentleman could behave in such a 

manner is beyond my comprehension. But your whole correspondence and relations with Oberstein are within 

our knowledge. So also are the circumstances connected with the death of young Cadogan West. Let me 

advise you to gain at least the small credit for repentance and confession, since there are still some details 

which we can only learn from your lips." 

The man groaned and sank his face in his hands. We waited, but he was silent. 

"I can assure you," said Holmes, "that every essential is already known. We know that you were pressed for 

money; that you took an impress of the keys which your brother held; and that you entered into a 

correspondence with Oberstein, who answered your letters through the advertisement columns of the Daily 

Telegraph. We are aware that you went down to the office in the fog on Monday night, but that you were seen 

and followed by young Cadogan West, who had probably some previous reason to suspect you. He saw your 

theft, but could not give the alarm, as it was just possible that you were taking the papers to your brother in 

London. Leaving all his private concerns, like the good citizen that he was, he followed you closely in the fog 

and kept at your heels until you reached this very house. There he intervened, and then it was, Colonel Walter, 

that to treason you added the more terrible crime of murder." 

"I did not! I did not! Before God I swear that I did not!" cried our wretched prisoner. 

"Tell us, then, how Cadogan West met his end before you laid him upon the roof of a railway carriage." 
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"I will. I swear to you that I will. I did the rest. I confess it. It was just as you say. A Stock Exchange debt had 

to be paid. I needed the money badly. Oberstein offered me five thousand. It was to save myself from ruin. 

But as to murder, I am as innocent as you." 

"What happened, then?" 

"He had his suspicions before, and he followed me as you describe. I never knew it until I was at the very 

door. It was thick fog, and one could not see three yards. I had given two taps and Oberstein had come to the 

door. The young man rushed up and demanded to know what we were about to do with the papers. Oberstein 

had a short life-preserver. He always carried it with him. As West forced his way after us into the house 

Oberstein struck him on the head. The blow was a fatal one. He was dead within five minutes. There he lay in 

the hall, and we were at our wit's end what to do. Then Oberstein had this idea about the trains which halted 

under his back window. But first he examined the papers which I had brought. He said that three of them were 

essential, and that he must keep them. 'You cannot keep them,' said I. 'There will be a dreadful row at 

Woolwich if they are not returned.' 'I must keep them,' said he, 'for they are so technical that it is impossible 

in the time to make copies.' 'Then they must all go back together to-night,' said I. He thought for a little, and 

then he cried out that he had it. 'Three I will keep,' said he. 'The others we will stuff into the pocket of this 

young man. When he is found the whole business will assuredly be put to his account.' I could see no other 

way out of it, so we did as he suggested. We waited half an hour at the window before a train stopped. It was 

so thick that nothing could be seen, and we had no difficulty in lowering West's body on to the train. That was 

the end of the matter so far as I was concerned." 

"And your brother?" 

"He said nothing, but he had caught me once with his keys, and I think that he suspected. I read in his eyes 

that he suspected. As you know, he never held up his head again." 

There was silence in the room. It was broken by Mycroft Holmes. 

"Can you not make reparation? It would ease your conscience, and possibly your punishment." 

"What reparation can I make?" 

"Where is Oberstein with the papers?" 

"I do not know." 

"Did he give you no address?" 
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"He said that letters to the Hotel du Louvre, Paris, would eventually reach him." 

"Then reparation is still within your power," said Sherlock Holmes. 

"I will do anything I can. I owe this fellow no particular good- will. He has been my ruin and my downfall." 

"Here are paper and pen. Sit at this desk and write to my dictation. Direct the envelope to the address given. 

That is right. Now the letter: 

"Dear Sir: 

"With regard to our transaction, you will no doubt have observed by now that one essential detail is missing. I 

have a tracing which will make it complete. This has involved me in extra trouble, however, and I must ask 

you for a further advance of five hundred pounds. I will not trust it to the post, nor will I take anything but 

gold or notes. I would come to you abroad, but it would excite remark if I left the country at present. 

Therefore I shall expect to meet you in the smoking-room of the Charing Cross Hotel at noon on Saturday. 

Remember that only English notes, or gold, will be taken. 

"That will do very well. I shall be very much surprised if it does not fetch our man." 

And it did! It is a matter of history--that secret history of a nation which is often so much more intimate and 

interesting than its public chronicles--that Oberstein, eager to complete the coup of his lifetime, came to the 

lure and was safely engulfed for fifteen years in a British prison. In his trunk were found the invaluable 

Bruce-Partington plans, which he had put up for auction in all the naval centres of Europe. 

Colonel Walter died in prison towards the end of the second year of his sentence. As to Holmes, he returned 

refreshed to his monograph upon the Polyphonic Motets of Lassus, which has since been printed for private 

circulation, and is said by experts to be the last word upon the subject. Some weeks afterwards I learned 

incidentally that my friend spent a day at Windsor, whence be returned with a remarkably fine emerald tie-

pin. When I asked him if he had bought it, he answered that it was a present from a certain gracious lady in 

whose interests he had once been fortunate enough to carry out a small commission. He said no more; but I 

fancy that I could guess at that lady's august name, and I have little doubt that the emerald pin will forever 

recall to my friend's memory the adventure of the Bruce- Partington plans. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/sir-arthur-conan-doyle/short-story/the-adventure-of-the-bruce-

partington-plans 
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VIA PENGUIN PRESS 

When James Joyce Met Sylvia Beach 

On the Chance Encounter That Changed Literature Forever 

By Kevin Birmingham 

 

June 16, 2015 

On a Monday morning in November 1919, Sylvia Beach hung a small wooden sign above her door and 

opened the shutters to Shakespeare and Company. The signboard was a painting of the bard. [Fellow Parisian 

bookseller] Adrienne Monnier helped spread the word, and members of the French literati came immediately, 

including André Gide, Georges Duhamel, Jules Romains and Valery Larbaud, all prominent French writers. 

English and American writers weren’t far behind. Shortly after Ezra Pound moved to Paris in 1920 (England 

had become too docile, he complained), he sauntered into Shakespeare and Company, surveyed the premises 

and asked Miss Beach if there was anything he could fix for her. He applied his expertise to a cigarette box 

from Sarajevo and a wobbly chair. 

Sylvia Beach had impeccable timing. The First World War had created a generation of transnationalists. 

Young men and women who never thought of leaving their hometowns found themselves serving in allied or 

enemy countries and imagining cosmopolitan lives. The booming American and British economies and the 

plummeting franc made Paris the perfect cosmopolis. Between 1915 and 1920, the franc lost nearly two-thirds 

http://www.penguinrandomhouse.com/books/307870/the-most-dangerous-book-by-kevin-birmingham/9781594203367
https://lithub.com/author/kevin-birmingham/
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of its value against the dollar, and Paris’s affordability made its charms irresistible. Only 15,000 Americans 

had visited France annually before the war. In 1925, American tourists numbered 400,000, and many of them 

stayed. There were 8,000 American permanent residents in Paris in 1920. Three years later, there were 

32,000. The influx made Paris’s changes seem like Americanizations. One-way streets and electric signs 

appeared along with English-language newspapers. There were American churches and grocery stores, 

Masonic lodges and basketball leagues. Cabarets and café concerts were supplanted by large music halls 

where expatriates listened to jazz while sipping bright jumbles of alcohol they called “cocktails” without 

having to worry about federal raids. 

Shakespeare and Company transformed an Anglophone convergence into a community. It was, in fact, a 

thinly monetized social center. Library memership fees barely covered expenses, and the shop made only one 

hundred dollars in profit in 1921. The importance of Shakespeare and Company had nothing to do with 

money. By the end of the year, it was a place where readers and writers could talk to one another, where older 

and younger people exchanged ideas and where Sylvia Beach introduced writers to editors and publishers. If 

you wrote or read literature and found yourself in Paris—for a week, a month or a decade—you knew where 

to go. Shakespeare and Company became a literary node in a cultural metropolis. 

Culture needs locations. It is not a seamless backdrop so much as a patchwork of local phenomena. Cultures 

have centers, specific arenas where artists join institutions, where people influence and repel one another, 

where activities change because of planned and unplanned events and where one can be exposed to people 

and ideas from Japan, Moscow, West Africa and Dublin all in the same day—cultural centers exist because 

they are hubs for the peripheries. If modernism had a preeminent location, it was Paris: atop Montmartre 

before the war and then, when prices became too high, the Left Bank, less than two square miles of narrow 

streets and wide boulevards south of the arcing River Seine. 

 

Left Bank neighborhoods were diverse, inexpensive and saturated with cafés. This was especially true of 

Montparnasse, a Left Bank neighborhood where working-class people, immigrants and political refugees 

mixed with artists and the bourgeoisie as well as students from the adjacent Latin Quarter. Artists like Chagall 

and Brancusi drank with butchers at the Café Dantzig because Montparnasse’s major artist colony was next to 

a slaughterhouse. 

Cafés were more than just the accoutrements of Paris’s cultural life. In the 19th and early 20th centuries, there 

were more drinking establishments in Paris than in any other city in the world—one for about every 

300 people. That was three times as many per capita as in New York and more than ten times as many as in 

London. The sheer number of Parisian cafés facilitated the formation of small groups in uncrowded spaces, 

which allowed people to talk, plan and argue freely. If the arguments became fierce, the café culture helped 

with that, too—there was always another one down the street, and their sidewalk access facilitated the chance 

encounters that allow groups to form, dissolve and reconfigure. Though fluid, café interactions were far from 

frivolous. They thrived in France partly because they were havens from stringent 19th-century assembly laws. 

Uprisings from 1848 to the Paris Commune to 1919 arose seemingly spontaneously because workers 

organized in cafés rather than through unions. Left Bank cafés were at once intimate and ephemeral, playful 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 595  may  2022 

 

100 

and consequential, semipublic proving grounds for ideas and semiprivate sanctuaries from the state. They 

were the perfect spaces for modernism and for a book as urban as Ulysses. 

Shakespeare and Company was a hybrid space, something between an open café and an ensconced literary 

salon, which suited Anglophone patrons for whom café culture was always adoptive. Sylvia Beach’s 

bookshop gave British and American travelers a dose of the stability that cafés didn’t provide. Several 

members had their mail sent to Shakespeare and Company (for some writers it was their only reliable 

address), and Beach used a pigeonhole box to sort their mail alphabetically. The Lost Generation had a home. 

On a hot Sunday afternoon in July 1920, Adrienne invited Sylvia Beach to an early dinner party at the home 

of a French poet named André Spire. Beach didn’t want to go. She admired Spire’s poetry, but she didn’t 

know him personally, and he hadn’t invited her. Adrienne nevertheless insisted and, as usual, she had her 

way. Spire’s warm welcome put his American guest at ease, but as they entered, he pulled her aside and 

whispered something that terrified her. “The Irish writer James Joyce is here.” 

The dinner was a welcoming party for Joyce, who had just arrived in the city he would call home for the next 

20 years. The move had been unplanned. Ezra Pound had convinced Joyce to relocate to Paris when the two 

men met for the first time in Italy the previous month. Pound detected the sensitive man beneath the 

“cantankerous” Irish shell and urged him to move closer to the center of modernism. It was a good time to 

relocate. Joyce had just finished the fourteenth episode of Ulysses, “Oxen of the Sun,” which takes place in a 

maternity hospital, and its nine-part structure links the development of the English language to the gestation 

of a fetus. Joyce mimicked dozens of styles, from Anglo-Saxon to Middle English to Elizabethan prose to 

Milton, Swift, Dickens and others before unraveling into Irish, Cockney and Bowery slang. The episode cost 

him a thousand hours of work, and he expected the next one, “Circe,” to be even more challenging. 

Pound prepared the city for Joyce. He sent copies of his work and favorable news clippings to important 

individuals. He found a French translator for A Portrait and a furnished three-bedroom apartment free of 

charge (for a few months, at least). The final touch was a sumptuous literary dinner to introduce Joyce to 

Paris’s literati. Beach saw Pound slung across an armchair in a velvet jacket and a blue shirt with the collar 

open wide, and Dorothy Pound, Ezra’s wife, was speaking to a statuesque woman with full auburn hair. 

Dorothy introduced Miss Beach to Nora, and Beach perceived a certain dignity to Joyce’s wife. Nora was 

happy to find someone with whom she could speak English, and Beach was happy to approach Joyce 

indirectly, as if by his reflected light. 

Spire announced the meal and began loading plates with cold cuts, fish and meat pies. Salads and baguettes 

circulated around the long table, and the host filled glasses with red and white wine. Only one guest was not 

drinking. As the man in the ill-fitting suit kept declining Spire’s repeated offers, the other guests began to 

watch. James Joyce turned his glass upside down to prove that he meant it. He never drank before eight in the 

evening. As a jest, Ezra Pound lined up all the bottles in front of Joyce’s plate in case he should change his 

mind. Everyone laughed, but Joyce was red with embarrassment. 
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After dinner, he slipped away as the conversation turned to literature, and Beach wandered into Spire’s small 

library after him. When she saw Joyce hunched in the corner between two bookcases, with his hair swept 

back from his forehead, she began trembling. 

“Is this the great James Joyce?” 

He peered up from the book at the petite American woman with the resolute chin. He extended his limp hand 

and said simply, “James Joyce.” 

He expressed himself with careful precision, as if speaking to an audience still learning English. She admired 

his gentle voice and Irish accent. He pronounced “book” to rhyme with “fluke.” “Thick” was sharpened to 

“tick,” and his r’s trilled upward. The novel he was writing was “Oolissays.” Joyce’s skin was fair and 

flushed. He had a small goatee, and there were lines etched into his forehead. She thought about how 

handsome he must have been as a young man. But there was something abnormal about his right eye, 

something magnified or distorted by his thick glasses. It was nearly grotesque. 

The name Shakespeare and Company made him smile, almost as much, perhaps, as “Sylvia Beach.” He was 

looking for signs of luck in Paris, and these were auspicious names. As she told him about her bookstore, he 

pulled a small notebook out of his pocket and held it close to his eyes so he could write down the address. It 

was heartbreaking. Just then, Joyce jumped at the sound of barking from across the road. She went to the 

window and saw Spire’s tiny dog bounding after a ball. 

“Is it coming in? Is it feerrce?” 

She assured Mr. Joyce that the dog did not look at all fierce, and he was certainly not charging toward the 

library. He had been bitten by a dog on the chin when he was a boy, he explained, and they had terrified him 

ever since. The great James Joyce was a blushing, trembling man with weak eyes and a fear of dogs. He was 

adorable. 

The next day, Joyce walked into Shakespeare and Company wearing a dark blue serge suit and a black felt 

hat. He had a slender cane and a regal bearing undercut by dirty canvas shoes. He ambled over to the 

photographs of Oscar Wilde and Walt Whitman, and if she wondered in those brief moments what he thought 

about her small bookshop, her anxiety was relieved as he sat down in an armchair and asked to join Miss 

Beach’s lending library. He could afford a subscription for one month. 

Sylvia Beach saw Joyce as sensitive and vulnerable. His list of fears included the ocean, heights, horses, 

machinery and, above all, thunderstorms. As a child, he hid in the cupboard at the sound of thunder, and the 

tempests seemed to pursue him all his life. Beach remembered him cowering in his hallway during 

thunderstorms, which he blamed on the preponderance of Parisian radio broadcasts. Beach encouraged Joyce 

to talk about his troubles, and he had a few to discuss. The apartment that Pound got for Joyce and his 

family was a small, fifth-floor servants’ flat in Passy. It had one double bed, no bathtub and no electricity. 
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Joyce was in the midst of borrowing a desk, linens, blankets and money. He was also, of course, 

writing Ulysses, and he believed the strain of writing at night exacerbated his eye troubles. 

Joyce sketched a picture of an iridectomy on the back of one of the bookshop’s circulars. He drew two 

amoeboid circles, one inside the other, and a few erratic scribbles for iris tissue. Sylvia stared at what 

appeared to be a drawing by an eight-year-old (this was not, after all, Joyce’s medium). He scored five quick 

lines radiating out from the eye (to signify pain? eyelashes?) and dug the lead of the pencil into the paper as 

he described the Swiss surgeon’s incisions from the edge of the iris to the margin of the pupil. To clarify, it 

seems, he drew the eye again—circles, scribbles, slashes and all—though the second time he added a heavy 

dot on the iris. She kept both drawings. 

He claimed his eye surgery in Zurich was poorly timed. They should have waited until the iritis subsided, and 

the doctor’s haste impaired his vision. Wasn’t it difficult to write? Couldn’t he dictate? That was out of the 

question, he said. He wanted to be in contact with the words, to shape each letter with his hand. Nora groused 

about how single-minded he had become with his writing. In the morning, barely awake, his first impulse was 

to reach for his pencil and paper on the f loor, and his novel would distract him for the rest of the day. He’d 

stroll out of the house just as Nora was about to serve lunch because he was oblivious to the time. “Look at 

him now!” she complained to Beach. “Leeching on the bed and scribbling away!” She wished he could have 

been something other than a writer. Sylvia Beach could not agree. 

 From THE MOST DANGEROUS BOOK: The Battle For James Joyce’s Ulysses by Kevin Birmingham. 

Reprinted by arrangement with The Penguin Press, an imprint of Penguin Publishing Group, a division of 

Penguin Random House LLC. Copyright © 2014 by Kevin Birmingham. 

bookstoresEzra PoundJames JoyceParisShakespeare and Co.Sylvia BeachThe Left BankUlysses 

   Kevin Birmingham 

Kevin Birmingham received his PhD in English from Harvard, where he is a Lecturer in History & Literature 

and an instructor in the university's writing program. His first books is The Most Dangerous Book: The Battle 

for James Joyce's Ulysses. 
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The Adventure of the Cardboard Box 

by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle 

 

In choosing a few typical cases which illustrate the remarkable mental qualities of my friend, Sherlock 

Holmes, I have endeavoured, as far as possible, to select those which presented the minimum of 

sensationalism, while offering a fair field for his talents. It is, however, unfortunately impossible entirely to 

separate the sensational from the criminal, and a chronicler is left in the dilemma that he must either sacrifice 

details which are essential to his statement and so give a false impression of the problem, or he must use 

matter which chance, and not choice, has provided him with. With this short preface I shall turn to my notes 

of what proved to be a strange, though a peculiarly terrible, chain of events. 

It was a blazing hot day in August. Baker Street was like an oven, and the glare of the sunlight upon the 

yellow brickwork of the house across the road was painful to the eye. It was hard to believe that these were 

the same walls which loomed so gloomily through the fogs of winter. Our blinds were half-drawn, and 

Holmes lay curled upon the sofa, reading and re-reading a letter which he had received by the morning post. 

For myself, my term of service in India had trained me to stand heat better than cold, and a thermometer at 

ninety was no hardship. But the morning paper was uninteresting. Parliament had risen. Everybody was out of 

town, and I yearned for the glades of the New Forest or the shingle of Southsea. A depleted bank account had 

caused me to postpone my holiday, and as to my companion, neither the country nor the sea presented the 

slightest attraction to him. He loved to lie in the very center of five millions of people, with his filaments 

stretching out and running through them, responsive to every little rumour or suspicion of unsolved crime. 

Appreciation of nature found no place among his many gifts, and his only change was when he turned his 

mind from the evil-doer of the town to track down his brother of the country. 

Finding that Holmes was too absorbed for conversation I had tossed side the barren paper, and leaning back in 

my chair I fell into a brown study. Suddenly my companion's voice broke in upon my thoughts: 

"You are right, Watson," said he. "It does seem a most preposterous way of settling a dispute." 

"Most preposterous!" I exclaimed, and then suddenly realizing how he had echoed the inmost thought of my 

soul, I sat up in my chair and stared at him in blank amazement. 

"What is this, Holmes?" I cried. "This is beyond anything which I could have imagined." 

He laughed heartily at my perplexity. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/sir-arthur-conan-doyle
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"You remember," said he, "that some little time ago when I read you the passage in one of Poe's sketches in 

which a close reasoner follows the unspoken thoughts of his companion, you were inclined to treat the matter 

as a mere tour-de-force of the author. On my remarking that I was constantly in the habit of doing the same 

thing you expressed incredulity." 

"Oh, no!" 

"Perhaps not with your tongue, my dear Watson, but certainly with your eyebrows. So when I saw you throw 

down your paper and enter upon a train of thought, I was very happy to have the opportunity of reading it off, 

and eventually of breaking into it, as a proof that I had been in rapport with you." 

But I was still far from satisfied. "In the example which you read to me," said I, "the reasoner drew his 

conclusions from the actions of the man whom he observed. If I remember right, he stumbled over a heap of 

stones, looked up at the stars, and so on. But I have been seated quietly in my chair, and what clues can I have 

given you?" 

"You do yourself an injustice. The features are given to man as the means by which he shall express his 

emotions, and yours are faithful servants." 

"Do you mean to say that you read my train of thoughts from my features?" 

"Your features and especially your eyes. Perhaps you cannot yourself recall how your reverie commenced?" 

"No, I cannot." 

"Then I will tell you. After throwing down your paper, which was the action which drew my attention to you, 

you sat for half a minute with a vacant expression. Then your eyes fixed themselves upon your newly framed 

picture of General Gordon, and I saw by the alteration in your face that a train of thought had been started. 

But it did not lead very far. Your eyes flashed across to the unframed portrait of Henry Ward Beecher which 

stands upon the top of your books. Then you glanced up at the wall, and of course your meaning was obvious. 

You were thinking that if the portrait were framed it would just cover that bare space and correspond with 

Gordon's picture there." 

"You have followed me wonderfully!" I exclaimed. 

"So far I could hardly have gone astray. But now your thoughts went back to Beecher, and you looked hard 

across as if you were studying the character in his features. Then your eyes ceased to pucker, but you 

continued to look across, and your face was thoughtful. You were recalling the incidents of Beecher's career. I 

was well aware that you could not do this without thinking of the mission which he undertook on behalf of the 

North at the time of the Civil War, for I remember your expressing your passionate indignation at the way in 
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which he was received by the more turbulent of our people. You felt so strongly about it that I knew you 

could not think of Beecher without thinking of that also. When a moment later I saw your eyes wander away 

from the picture, I suspected that your mind had now turned to the Civil War, and when I observed that your 

lips set, your eyes sparkled, and your hands clenched I was positive that you were indeed thinking of the 

gallantry which was shown by both sides in that desperate struggle. But then, again, your face grew sadder, 

you shook your head. You were dwelling upon the sadness and horror and useless waste of life. Your hand 

stole towards your own old wound and a smile quivered on your lips, which showed me that the ridiculous 

side of this method of settling international questions had forced itself upon your mind. At this point I agreed 

with you that it was preposterous and was glad to find that all my deductions had been correct." 

"Absolutely!" said I. "And now that you have explained it, I confess that I am as amazed as before." 

"It was very superficial, my dear Watson, I assure you. I should not have intruded it upon your attention had 

you not shown some incredulity the other day. But I have in my hands here a little problem which may prove 

to be more difficult of solution than my small essay I thought reading. Have you observed in the paper a short 

paragraph referring to the remarkable contents of a packet sent through the post to Miss Cushing, of Cross 

Street, Croydon?" 

"No, I saw nothing." 

"Ah! then you must have overlooked it. Just toss it over to me. Here it is, under the financial column. Perhaps 

you would be good enough to read it aloud." 

I picked up the paper which he had thrown back to me and read the paragraph indicated. It was headed, "A 

Gruesome Packet." 

"Miss Susan Cushing, living at Cross Street, Croydon, has been made the victim of what must be regarded as 

a peculiarly revolting practical joke unless some more sinister meaning should prove to be attached to the 

incident. At two o'clock yesterday afternoon a small packet, wrapped in brown paper, was handed in by the 

postman. A cardboard box was inside, which was filled with coarse salt. On emptying this, Miss Cushing was 

horrified to find two human ears, apparently quite freshly severed. The box had been sent by parcel post from 

Belfast upon the morning before. There is no indication as to the sender, and the matter is the more 

mysterious as Miss Cushing, who is a maiden lady of fifty, has led a most retired life, and has so few 

acquaintances or correspondents that it is a rare event for her to receive anything through the post. Some years 

ago, however, when she resided at Penge, she let apartments in her house to three young medical students, 

whom she was obliged to get rid of on account of their noisy and irregular habits. The police are of opinion 

that this outrage may have been perpetrated upon Miss Cushing by these youths, who owed her a grudge and 

who hoped to frighten her by sending her these relics of the dissecting-rooms. Some probability is lent to the 

theory by the fact that one of these students came from the north of Ireland, and, to the best of Miss Cushing's 

belief, from Belfast. In the meantime, the matter is being actively investigated, Mr. Lestrade, one of the very 

smartest of our detective officers, being in charge of the case." 
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"So much for the Daily Chronicle," said Holmes as I finished reading. "Now for our friend Lestrade. I had a 

note from him this morning, in which he says: 

"I think that this case is very much in your line. We have every hope of clearing the matter up, but we find a 

little difficulty in getting anything to work upon. We have, of course, wired to the Belfast post-office, but a 

large number of parcels were handed in upon that day, and they have no means of identifying this particular 

one, or of remembering the sender. The box is a half-pound box of honeydew tobacco and does not help us in 

any way. The medical student theory still appears to me to be the most feasible, but if you should have a few 

hours to spare I should be very happy to see you out here. I shall be either at the house or in the police-station 

all day. 

"What say you, Watson? Can you rise superior to the heat and run down to Croydon with me on the off 

chance of a case for your annals?" 

"I was longing for something to do." 

"You shall have it then. Ring for our boots and tell them to order a cab. I'll be back in a moment when I have 

changed my dressing-gown and filled my cigar-case." 

A shower of rain fell while we were in the train, and the heat was far less oppressive in Croydon than in town. 

Holmes had sent on a wire, so that Lestrade, as wiry, as dapper, and as ferret- like as ever, was waiting for us 

at the station. A walk of five minutes took us to Cross Street, where Miss Cushing resided. 

It was a very long street of two-story brick houses, neat and prim, with whitened stone steps and little groups 

of aproned women gossiping at the doors. Halfway down, Lestrade stopped and tapped at a door, which was 

opened by a small servant girl. Miss Cushing was sitting in the front room, into which we were ushered. She 

was a placid-faced woman, with large, gentle eyes, and grizzled hair curving down over her temples on each 

side. A worked antimacassar lay upon her lap and a basket of coloured silks stood upon a stool beside her. 

"They are in the outhouse, those dreadful things," said she as Lestrade entered. "I wish that you would take 

them away altogether." 

"So I shall, Miss Cushing. I only kept them here until my friend, Mr. Holmes, should have seen them in your 

presence." 

"Why in my presence, sir?" 

"In case he wished to ask any questions." 
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"What is the use of asking me questions when I tell you I know nothing whatever about it?" 

"Quite so, madam," said Holmes in his soothing way. "I have no doubt that you have been annoyed more than 

enough already over this business." 

"Indeed I have, sir. I am a quiet woman and live a retired life. It is something new for me to see my name in 

the papers and to find the police in my house. I won't have those things I here, Mr. Lestrade. If you wish to 

see them you must go to the outhouse." 

It was a small shed in the narrow garden which ran behind the house. Lestrade went in and brought out a 

yellow cardboard box, with a piece of brown paper and some string. There was a bench at the end of the path, 

and we all sat down while Homes examined one by one, the articles which Lestrade had handed to him. 

"The string is exceedingly interesting," he remarked, holding it up to the light and sniffing at it. "What do you 

make of this string, Lestrade?" 

"It has been tarred." 

"Precisely. It is a piece of tarred twine. You have also, no doubt, remarked that Miss Cushing has cut the cord 

with a scissors, as can be seen by the double fray on each side. This is of importance." 

"I cannot see the importance," said Lestrade. 

"The importance lies in the fact that the knot is left intact, and that this knot is of a peculiar character." 

"It is very neatly tied. I had already made a note of that effect," said Lestrade complacently. 

"So much for the string, then," said Holmes, smiling, "now for the box wrapper. Brown paper, with a distinct 

smell of coffee. What, did you not observe it? I think there can be no doubt of it. Address printed in rather 

straggling characters: 'Miss S. Cushing, Cross Street, Croydon.' Done with a broad-pointed pen, probably a J, 

and with very inferior ink. The word 'Croydon' has been originally spelled with an 'i', which has been changed 

to 'y'. The parcel was directed, then, by a man--the printing is distinctly masculine--of limited education and 

unacquainted with the town of Croydon. So far, so good! The box is a yellow, half-pound honeydew box, 

with nothing distinctive save two thumb marks at the left bottom corner. It is filled with rough salt of the 

quality used for preserving hides and other of the coarser commercial purposes. And embedded in it are these 

very singular enclosures." 

He took out the two ears as he spoke, and laying a board across his knee he examined them minutely, while 

Lestrade and I, bending forward on each side of him, glanced alternately at these dreadful relics and at the 
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thoughtful, eager face of our companion. Finally he returned them to the box once more and sat for a while in 

deep meditation. 

"You have observed, of course," said he at last, "that the ears are not a pair." 

"Yes, I have noticed that. But if this were the practical joke of some students from the dissecting-rooms, it 

would be as easy for them to send two odd ears as a pair." 

"Precisely. But this is not a practical joke." 

"You are sure of it?" 

"The presumption is strongly against it. Bodies in the dissecting-rooms are injected with preservative fluid. 

These ears bear no signs of this. They are fresh, too. They have been cut off with a blunt instrument, which 

would hardly happen if a student had done it. Again, carbolic or rectified spirits would be the preservatives 

which would suggest themselves to the medical mind, certainly not rough salt. I repeat that there is no 

practical joke here, but that we are investigating a serious crime." 

A vague thrill ran through me as I listened to my companion's words and saw the stern gravity which had 

hardened his features. This brutal preliminary seemed to shadow forth some strange and inexplicable horror in 

the background. Lestrade, however, shook his head like a man who is only half convinced. 

"There are objections to the joke theory, no doubt," said he, "but there are much stronger reasons against the 

other. We know that this woman has led a most quiet and respectable life at Penge and here for the last twenty 

years. She has hardly been away from her home for a day during that time. Why on earth, then, should any 

criminal send her the proofs of his guilt, especially as, unless she is a most consummate actress, she 

understands quite as little of the matter as we do?" 

"That is the problem which we have to solve," Holmes answered, "and for my part I shall set about it by 

presuming that my reasoning is correct, and that a double murder has been committed. One of these ears is a 

woman's, small, finely formed, and pierced for an earring. The other is a man's, sun-burned, discoloured, and 

also pierced for an earring. These two people are presumably dead, or we should have heard their story before 

now. To-day is Friday. The packet was posted on Thursday morning. The tragedy, then, occurred on 

Wednesday or Tuesday, or earlier. If the two people were murdered, who but their murderer would have sent 

this sign of his work to Miss Cushing? We may take it that the sender of the packet is the man whom we 

want. But he must have some strong reason for sending Miss Cushing this packet. What reason then? It must 

have been to tell her that the deed was done! or to pain her, perhaps. But in that case she knows who it is. 

Does she know? I doubt it. If she knew, why should she call the police in? She might have buried the ears, 

and no one would have been the wiser. That is what she would have done if she had wished to shield the 

criminal. But if she does not wish to shield him she would give his name. There is a tangle here which needs 
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straightening to." He had been talking in a high, quick voice, staring blankly up over the garden fence, but 

now he sprang briskly to his feet and walked towards the house. 

"I have a few questions to ask Miss Cushing," said he. 

"In that case I may leave you here," said Lestrade, "for I have another small business on hand. I think that I 

have nothing further to learn from Miss Cushing. You will find me at the police-station." 

"We shall look in on our way to the train," answered Holmes. A moment later he and I were back in the front 

room, where the impassive lady was still quietly working away at her antimacassar. She put it down on her 

lap as we entered and looked at us with her frank, searching blue eyes. 

"I am convinced, sir," she said, "that this matter is a mistake, and that the parcel was never meant for me at 

all. I have said this several times to the gentlemen from Scotland Yard, but he simply laughs at me. I have not 

an enemy in the world, as far as I know, so why should anyone play me such a trick?" 

"I am coming to be of the same opinion, Miss Cushing," said Holmes, taking a seat beside her. "I think that it 

is more than probable--" He paused, and I was surprised, on glancing round to see that he was staring with 

singular intentness at the lady's profile. Surprise and satisfaction were both for an instant to be read upon his 

eager face, though when she glanced round to find out the cause of his silence he had become as demure as 

ever. I stared hard myself at her flat, grizzled hair, her trim cap, her little gilt earrings, her placid features; but 

I could see nothing which could account for my companion's evident excitement. 

"There were one or two questions--" 

"Oh, I am weary of questions!" cried Miss Cushing impatiently. 

"You have two sisters, I believe." 

"How could you know that?" 

"I observed the very instant that I entered the room that you have a portrait group of three ladies upon the 

mantelpiece, one of whom is undoubtedly yourself, while the others are so exceedingly like you that there 

could be no doubt of the relationship." 

"Yes, you are quite right. Those are my sisters, Sarah and Mary." 
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"And here at my elbow is another portrait, taken at Liverpool, of your younger sister, in the company of a 

man who appears to be a steward by his uniform. I observe that she was unmarried at the time." 

"You are very quick at observing." 

"That is my trade." 

"Well, you are quite right. But she was married to Mr. Browner a few days afterwards. He was on the South 

American line when that was taken, but he was so fond of her that he couldn't abide to leave her for so long, 

and he got into the Liverpool and London boats." 

"Ah, the Conqueror, perhaps?" 

"No, the May Day, when last I heard. Jim came down here to see me once. That was before he broke the 

pledge; but afterwards he would always take drink when he was ashore, and a little drink would send him 

stark, staring mad. Ah! it was a bad day that ever he took a glass in his hand again. First he dropped me, then 

he quarrelled with Sarah, and now that Mary has stopped writing we don't know how things are going with 

them." 

It was evident that Miss Cushing had come upon a subject on which she felt very deeply. Like most people 

who lead a lonely life, she was shy at first, but ended by becoming extremely communicative. She told us 

many details about her brother-in-law the steward, and then wandering off on the subject of her former 

lodgers, the medical students, she gave us a long account of their delinquencies, with their names and those of 

their hospitals. Holmes listened attentively to everything, throwing in a question from time to time. 

"About your second sister, Sarah," said he. "I wonder, since you are both maiden ladies, that you do not keep 

house together." 

"Ah! you don't know Sarah's temper or you would wonder no more. I tried it when I came to Croydon, and we 

kept on until about two months ago, when we had to part. I don't want to say a word against my own sister, 

but she was always meddlesome and hard to please, was Sarah." 

"You say that she quarrelled with your Liverpool relations." 

"Yes, and they were the best of friends at one time. Why, she went up there to live in order to be near them. 

And now she has no word hard enough for Jim Browner. The last six months that she was here she would 

speak of nothing but his drinking and his ways. He had caught her meddling, I suspect, and given her a bit of 

his mind, and that was the start of it." 
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"Thank you, Miss Cushing," said Holmes, rising and bowing. "Your sister Sarah lives, I think you said, at 

New Street, Wallington? Good-bye, and I am very sorry that you should have been troubled over a case with 

which, as you say, you have nothing whatever to do." 

There was a cab passing as we came out, and Holmes hailed it. 

"How far to Wallington?" he asked. 

"Only about a mile, sir." 

"Very good. Jump in, Watson. We must strike while the iron is hot. Simple as the case is, there have been one 

or two very instructive details in connection with it. Just pull up at a telegraph office as you pass, cabby." 

Holmes sent off a short wire and for the rest of the drive lay back in the cab, with his hat tilted over his nose 

to keep the sun from his face. Our drive pulled up at a house which was not unlike the one which we had just 

quitted. My companion ordered him to wait, and had his hand upon the knocker, when the door opened and a 

grave young gentleman in black, with a very shiny hat, appeared on the step. 

"Is Miss Cushing at home?" asked Holmes. 

"Miss Sarah Cushing is extremely ill," said he. "She has been suffering since yesterday from brain symptoms 

of great severity. As her medical adviser, I cannot possibly take the responsibility of allowing anyone to see 

her. I should recommend you to call again in ten days." He drew on his gloves, closed the door, and marched 

off down the street. 

"Well, if we can't we can't," said Holmes, cheerfully. 

"Perhaps she could not or would not have told you much." 

"I did not wish her to tell me anything. I only wanted to look at her. However, I think that I have got all that I 

want. Drive us to some decent hotel, cabby, where we may have some lunch, and afterwards we shall drop 

down upon friend Lestrade at the police- station." 

We had a pleasant little meal together, during which Holmes would talk about nothing but violins, narrating 

with great exultation how he had purchased his own Stradivarius, which was worth at least five hundred 

guineas, at a Jew broker's in Tottenham Court Road for fifty-five shillings. This led him to Paganini, and we 

sat for an hour over a bottle of claret while he told me anecdote after anecdote of that extraordinary man. The 

afternoon was far advanced and the hot glare had softened into a mellow glow before we found ourselves at 

the police-station. Lestrade was waiting for us at the door. 
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"A telegram for you, Mr. Holmes," said he. 

"Ha! It is the answer!" He tore it open, glanced his eyes over it, and crumpled it into his pocket. "That's all 

right," said he. 

"Have you found out anything?" 

"I have found out everything!" 

"What!" Lestrade stared at him in amazement. "You are joking." 

"I was never more serious in my life. A shocking crime has been committed, and I think I have now laid bare 

every detail of it." 

"And the criminal?" 

Holmes scribbled a few words upon the back of one of his visiting cards and threw it over to Lestrade. 

"That is the name," he said. "You cannot effect an arrest until to-morrow night at the earliest. I should prefer 

that you do not mention my name at all in connection with the case, as I choose to be only associated with 

those crimes which present some difficulty in their solution. Come on, Watson." We strode off together to the 

station, leaving Lestrade still staring with a delighted face at the card which Holmes had thrown him. 

"The case," said Sherlock Holmes as we chatted over or cigars that night in our rooms at Baker Street, "is one 

where, as in the investigations which you have chronicled under the names of 'A Study in Scarlet' and of 'The 

Sign of Four,' we have been compelled to reason backward from effects to causes. I have written to Lestrade 

asking him to supply us with the details which are now wanting, and which he will only get after he had 

secured his man. That he may be safely trusted to do, for although he is absolutely devoid of reason, he is as 

tenacious as a bulldog when he once understands what he has to do, and indeed, it is just this tenacity which 

has brought him to the top at Scotland Yard." 

"Your case is not complete, then?" I asked. 

"It is fairly complete in essentials. We know who the author of the revolting business is, although one of the 

victims still escapes us. Of course, you have formed your own conclusions." 

"I presume that this Jim Browner, the steward of a Liverpool boat, is the man whom you suspect?" 
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"Oh! it is more than a suspicion." 

"And yet I cannot see anything save very vague indications." 

"On the contrary, to my mind nothing could be more clear. Let me run over the principal steps. We 

approached the case, you remember, with an absolutely blank mind, which is always an advantage. We had 

formed no theories. We were simply there to observe and to draw inferences from our observations. What did 

we see first? A very placid and respectable lady, who seemed quite innocent of any secret, and a portrait 

which showed me that she had two younger sisters. It instantly flashed across my mind that the box might 

have been meant for one of these. I set the idea aside as one which could be disproved or confirmed at our 

leisure. Then we went to the garden, as you remember, and we saw the very singular contents of the little 

yellow box. 

"The string was of the quality which is used by sail-makers aboard ship, and at once a whiff of the sea was 

perceptible in our investigation. When I observed that the knot was one which is popular with sailors, that the 

parcel had been posted at a port, and that the male ear was pierced for an earring which is so much more 

common among sailors than landsmen, I was quite certain that all the actors in the tragedy were to be found 

among our seafaring classes. 

"When I came to examine the address of the packet I observed that it was to Miss S. Cushing. Now, the oldest 

sister would, of course, be Miss Cushing, and although her initial was 'S' it might belong to one of the others 

as well. In that case we should have to commence our investigation from a fresh basis altogether. I therefore 

went into the house with the intention of clearing up this point. I was about to assure Miss Cushing that I was 

convinced that a mistake had been made when you may remember that I came suddenly to a stop. The fact 

was that I had just seen something which filled me with surprise and at the same time narrowed the field of 

our inquiry immensely. 

"As a medical man, you are aware, Watson, that there is no part of the body which varies so much as the 

human ear. Each ear is as a rule quite distinctive and differs from all other ones. In last year's Anthropological 

Journal you will find two short monographs from my pen upon the subject. I had, therefore, examined the ears 

in the box with the eyes of an expert and had carefully noted their anatomical peculiarities. Imagine my 

surprise, then, when on looking at Miss Cushing I perceived that her ear corresponded exactly with the female 

ear which I had just inspected. The matter was entirely beyond coincidence. There was the same shortening of 

the pinna, the same broad curve of the upper lobe, the same convolution of the inner cartilage. In all essentials 

it was the same ear. 

"In the first place, her sister's name was Sarah, and her address had until recently been the same, so that it was 

quite obvious how the mistake had occurred and for whom the packet was meant. Then we heard of this 

steward, married to the third sister, and learned that he had at one time been so intimate with Miss Sarah that 

she had actually gone up to Liverpool to be near the Browners, but a quarrel had afterwards divided them. 

This quarrel had put a stop to all communications for some months, so that if Browner had occasion to 

address a packet to Miss Sarah, he would undoubtedly have done so to her old address. 
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"And now the matter had begun to straighten itself out wonderfully. We had learned of the existence of this 

steward, an impulsive man, of strong passions--you remember that he threw up what must have been a very 

superior berth in order to be nearer to his wife--subject, too, to occasional fits of hard drinking. We had reason 

to believe that his wife had been murdered, and that a man--presumably a seafaring man--had been murdered 

at the same time. Jealousy, of course, at once suggests itself as the motive for the crime. And why should 

these proofs of the deed be sent to Miss Sarah Cushing? Probably because during her residence in Liverpool 

she had some hand in bringing about the events which led to the tragedy. You will observe that this line of 

boats call at Belfast, Dublin, and Waterford; so that, presuming that Browner had committed the deed and had 

embarked at once upon his steamer, the May Day, Belfast would be the first place at which he could post his 

terrible packet. 

"A second solution was at this stage obviously possible, and although I thought it exceedingly unlikely, I was 

determined to elucidate it before going further. An unsuccessful lover might have killed Mr. and Mrs. 

Browner, and the male ear might have belonged to the husband. There were many grave objections to this 

theory, but it was conceivable. I therefore sent off a telegram to my friend Algar, of the Liverpool force, and 

asked him to find out if Mrs. Browner were at home, and if Browner had departed in the May Day. Then we 

went on to Wallington to visit Miss Sarah. 

"I was curious, in the first place, to see how far the family ear had been reproduced in her. Then, of course, 

she might give us very important information, but I was not sanguine that she would. She must have heard of 

the business the day before, since all Croydon was ringing with it, and she alone could have understood for 

whom the packet was meant. If she had been willing to help justice she would probably have communicated 

with the police already. However, it was clearly our duty to see her, so we went. We found that the news of 

the arrival of the packet-- for her illness dated from that time--had such an effect upon her as to bring on brain 

fever. It was clearer than ever that she understood its full significance, but equally clear that we should have 

to wait some time for any assistance from her. 

"However, we were really independent of her help. Our answers were waiting for us at the police-station, 

where I had directed Algar to send them. Nothing could be more conclusive. Mrs. Browner's house had been 

closed for more than three days, and the neighbours were of opinion that she had gone south to see her 

relatives. It had been ascertained at the shipping offices that Browner had left aboard of the May Day, and I 

calculate that she is due in the Thames tomorrow night. When he arrives he will be met by the obtuse but 

resolute Lestrade, and I have no doubt that we shall have all our details filled in." 

Sherlock Holmes was not disappointed in his expectations. Two days later he received a bulky envelope, 

which contained a short note from the detective, and a typewritten document, which covered several pages of 

foolscap. 

"Lestrade has got him all right," said Holmes, glancing up at me. "Perhaps it would interest you to hear what 

he says. 

"My dear Mr. Holmes: 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 595  may  2022 

 

115 

In accordance with the scheme which we had formed in order to test our theories" ["the 'we' is rather fine, 

Watson, is it not?"] "I went down to the Albert Dock yesterday at 6 p.m., and boarded the S.S. May Day, 

belonging to the Liverpool, Dublin, and London Steam Packet Company. On inquiry, I found that there was a 

steward on board of the name of James Browner and that he had acted during the voyage in such an 

extraordinary manner that the captain had been compelled to relieve him of his duties. On descending to his 

berth, I found him seated upon a chest with his head sunk upon his hands, rocking himself to and fro. He is a 

big, powerful chap, clean-shaven, and very swarthy--something like Aldrige, who helped us in the bogus 

laundry affair. He jumped up when he heard my business, and I had my whistle to my lips to call a couple of 

river police, who were round the corner, but he seemed to have no heart in him, and he held out his hands 

quietly enough for the darbies. We brought him along to the cells, and his box as well, for we thought there 

might be something incriminating; but, bar a big sharp knife such as most sailors have, we got nothing for our 

trouble. However, we find that we shall want no more evidence, for on being brought before the inspector at 

the station he asked leave to make a statement, which was, of course, taken down, just as he made it, by our 

shorthand man. We had three copies typewritten, one of which I enclose. The affair proves, as I always 

thought it would, to be an extremely simple one, but I am obliged to you for assisting me in my investigation. 

With kind regards, 

"Yours very truly, 

"G. Lestrade. 

"Hum! The investigation really was a very simple one," remarked Holmes, "but I don't think it struck him in 

that light when he first called us in. However, let us see what Jim Browner has to say for himself. This is his 

statement as made before Inspector Montgomery at the Shadwell Police Station, and it has the advantage of 

being verbatim." 

"'Have I anything to say? Yes, I have a deal to say. I have to make a clean breast of it all. You can hang me, or 

you can leave me alone. I don't care a plug which you do. I tell you I've not shut an eye in sleep since I did it, 

and I don't believe I ever will again until I get past all waking. Sometimes it's his face, but most generally it's 

hers. I'm never without one or the other before me. He looks frowning and black-like, but she has a kind o' 

surprise upon her face. Ay, the white lamb, she might well be surprised when she read death on a face that 

had seldom looked anything but love upon her before. 

"'But it was Sarah's fault, and may the curse of a broken man put a blight on her and set the blood rotting in 

her veins! It's not that I want to clear myself. I know that I went back to drink, like the beast that I was. But 

she would have forgiven me; she would have stuck as close to me a rope to a block if that woman had never 

darkened our door. For Sarah Cushing loved me--that's the root of the business--she loved me until all her 

love turned to poisonous hate when she knew that I thought more of my wife's footmark in the mud than I did 

of her whole body and soul. 

"'There were three sisters altogether. The old one was just a good woman, the second was a devil, and the 

third was an angel. Sarah was thirty-three, and Mary was twenty-nine when I married. We were just as happy 
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as the day was long when we set up house together, and in all Liverpool there was no better woman than my 

Mary. And then we asked Sarah up for a week, and the week grew into a month, and one thing led to another, 

until she was just one of ourselves. 

"'I was blue ribbon at that time, and we were putting a little money by, and all was as bright as a new dollar. 

My God, whoever would have thought that it could have come to this? Whoever would have dreamed it? 

"'I used to be home for the week-ends very often, and sometimes if the ship were held back for cargo I would 

have a whole week at a time, and in this way I saw a deal of my sister-in-law, Sarah. She was a fine tall 

woman, black and quick and fierce, with a proud way of carrying her head, and a glint from her eye like a 

spark from a flint. But when little Mary was there I had never a thought of her, and that I swear as I hope for 

God's mercy. 

"'It had seemed to me sometimes that she liked to be alone with me, or to coax me out for a walk with her, but 

I had never thought anything of that. But one evening my eyes were opened. I had come up from the ship and 

found my wife out, but Sarah at home. "Where's Mary?" I asked. "Oh, she has gone to pay some accounts." I 

was impatient and paced up and down the room. "Can't you be happy for five minutes without Mary, Jim?" 

says she. "It's a bad compliment to me that you can't be contented with my society for so short a time." "That's 

all right, my lass," said I, putting out my hand towards her in a kindly way, but she had it in both hers in an 

instant, and they burned as if they were in a fever. I looked into her eyes and I read it all there. There was no 

need for her to speak, nor for me either. I frowned and drew my hand away. Then she stood by my side in 

silence for a bit, and then put up her hand and patted me on the shoulder. "Steady old Jim!" said she, and with 

a kind o' mocking laugh, she ran out of the room. 

"'Well, from that time Sarah hated me with her whole heart and soul, and she is a woman who can hate, too. I 

was a fool to let her go on biding with us--a besotted fool--but I never said a word to Mary, for I knew it 

would grieve her. Things went on much as before, but after a time I began to find that there was a bit of a 

change in Mary herself. She had always been so trusting and so innocent, but now she became queer and 

suspicious, wanting to know where I had been and what I had been doing, and whom my letters were from, 

and what I had in my pockets, and a thousand such follies. Day by day she grew queerer and more irritable, 

and we had ceaseless rows about nothing. I was fairly puzzled by it all. Sarah avoided me now, but she and 

Mary were just inseparable. I can see now how she was plotting and scheming and poisoning my wife's mind 

against me, but I was such a blind beetle that I could not understand it at the time. Then I broke my blue 

ribbon and began to drink again, but I think I should not have done it if Mary had been the same as ever. She 

had some reason to be disgusted with me now, and the gap between us began to be wider and wider. And then 

this Alec Fairbairn chipped in, and things became a thousand times blacker. 

"'It was to see Sarah that he came to my house first, but soon it was to see us, for he was a man with winning 

ways, and he made friends wherever he went. He was a dashing, swaggering chap, smart and curled, who had 

seen half the world and could talk of what he had seen. He was good company, I won't deny it, and he had 

wonderful polite ways with him for a sailor man, so that I think there must have been a time when he knew 

more of the poop than the forecastle. For a month he was in and out of my house, and never once did it cross 
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my mind that harm might come of his soft, tricky ways. And then at last something made me suspect, and 

from that day my peace was gone forever. 

"'It was only a little thing, too. I had come into the parlour unexpected, and as I walked in at the door I saw a 

light of welcome on my wife's face. But as she saw who it was it faded again, and she turned away with a 

look of disappointment. That was enough for me. There was no one but Alec Fairbairn whose step she could 

have mistaken for mine. If I could have seen him then I should have killed him, for I have always been like a 

madman when my temper gets loose. Mary saw the devil's light in my eyes, and she ran forward with her 

hands on my sleeve. "Don't, Jim, don't!" says she. "Where's Sarah?" I asked. "In the kitchen," says she. 

"Sarah," says I as I went in, "this man Fairbairn is never to darken my door again." "Why not?" says she. 

"Because I order it." "Oh!" says she, "if my friends are not good enough for this house, then I am not good 

enough for it either." "You can do what you like," says I, "but if Fairbairn shows his face here again I'll send 

you one of his ears for a keepsake." She was frightened by my face, I think, for she never answered a word, 

and the same evening she left my house. 

"'Well, I don't know now whether it was pure devilry on the part of this woman, or whether she thought that 

she could turn me against my wife by encouraging her to misbehave. Anyway, she took a house just two 

streets off and let lodgings to sailors. Fairbairn used to stay there, and Mary would go round to have tea with 

her sister and him. How often she went I don't know, but I followed her one day, and as I broke in at the door 

Fairbairn got away over the back garden wall, like the cowardly skunk that he was. I swore to my wife that I 

would kill her if I found her in his company again, and I led her back with me, sobbing and trembling, and as 

white as a piece of paper. There was no trace of love between us any longer. I could see that she hated me and 

feared me, and when the thought of it drove me to drink, then she despised me as well. 

"'Well, Sarah found that she could not make a living in Liverpool, so she went back, as I understand, to live 

with her sister in Croydon, and things jogged on much the same as ever at home. And then came this week 

and all the misery and ruin. 

"'It was in this way. We had gone on the May Day for a round voyage of seven days, but a hogshead got loose 

and started one of our plates, so that we had to put back into port for twelve hours. I left the ship and came 

home, thinking what a surprise it would be for my wife, and hoping that maybe she would be glad to see me 

so soon. The thought was in my head as I turned into my own street, and at that moment a cab passed me, and 

there she was, sitting by the side of Fairbairn, the two chatting and laughing, with never a thought for me as I 

stood watching them from the footpath. 

"'I tell you, and I give you my word for it, that from that moment I was not my own master, and it is all like a 

dim dream when I look back on it. I had been drinking hard of late, and the two things together fairly turned 

my brain. There's something throbbing in my head now, like a docker's hammer, but that morning I seemed to 

have all Niagara whizzing and buzzing in my ears. 

"'Well, I took to my heels, and I ran after the cab. I had a heavy oak stick in my hand, and I tell you I saw red 

from the first; but as I ran I got cunning, too, and hung back a little to see them without being seen. They 
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pulled up soon at the railway station. There was a good crowd round the booking-office, so I got quite close to 

them without being seen. They took tickets for New Brighton. So did I, but I got in three carriages behind 

them. When we reached it they walked along the Parade, and I was never more than a hundred yards from 

them. At last I saw them hire a boat and start for a row, for it was a very hot day, and they thought, no doubt, 

that it would be cooler on the water. 

"'It was just as if they had been given into my hands. There was a bit of a haze, and you could not see more 

than a few hundred yards. I hired a boat for myself, and I pulled after them. I could see the blur of their craft, 

but they were going nearly as fast as I, and they must have been a long mile from the shore before I caught 

them up. The haze was like a curtain all round us, and there were we three in the middle of it. My God, shall I 

ever forget their faces when they saw who was in the boat that was closing in upon them? She screamed out. 

He swore like a madman and jabbed at me with an oar, for he must have seen death in my eyes. I got past it 

and got one in with my stick that crushed his head like an egg. I would have spared her, perhaps, for all my 

madness, but she threw her arms round him, crying out to him, and calling him "Alec." I struck again, and she 

lay stretched beside him. I was like a wild beast then that had tasted blood. If Sarah had been there, by the 

Lord, she should have joined them. I pulled out my knife, and--well, there! I've said enough. It gave me a kind 

of savage joy when I thought how Sarah would feel when she had such signs as these of what her meddling 

had brought about. Then I tied the bodies into the boat, stove a plank, and stood by until they had sunk. I 

knew very well that the owner would think that they had lost their bearings in the haze, and had drifted off out 

to sea. I cleaned myself up, got back to land, and joined my ship without a soul having a suspicion of what 

had passed. That night I made up the packet for Sarah Cushing, and next day I sent it from Belfast. 

"'There you have the whole truth of it. You can hang me, or do what you like with me, but you cannot punish 

me as I have been punished already. I cannot shut my eyes but I see those two faces staring at me--staring at 

me as they stared when my boat broke through the haze. I killed them quick, but they are killing me slow; and 

if I have another night of it I shall be either mad or dead before morning. You won't put me alone into a cell, 

sir? For pity's sake don't, and may you be treated in your day of agony as you treat me now.' 

"What is the meaning of it, Watson?" said Holmes solemnly as he laid down the paper. "What object is served 

by this circle of misery and violence and fear? It must tend to some end, or else our universe is ruled by 

chance, which is unthinkable. But what end? There is the great standing perennial problem to which human 

reason is as far from an answer as ever." 
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Harris Lumber 

By Mark Halliday 

Issue no. 118 (Spring 1991) 

The balding man behind the laminated counter has pasted parallel 

hairs in place as if tacked down with tiny nails, and 

around me in Harris Lumber men are ordering lengths and widths, 

not doubting what’s called for to build an addition, 

knowing the specifics and just where a bolt will 

seize the particle board and positively hold it. 

Needled by the notion that a poet should know reality 

or at least be on touching terms with it, stiffly shy I 

roam the hardware, patting power tools with blind fingers, 

making my eyes admit carpet shampoo duct tape & 3-prong cables when 

all I want is bookshelves! To hold the shapes of something fluid, 

noble, not measured, unbolted, true and strange as my secret me. 
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Walking through the streets of Haiti in 2018, Imani Khayyam couldn’t resist the urge to capture 

images of the colorful houses, majestic beaches, and resilient people. He was in the country to celebrate a 

friend’s birthday, but on their last day in town, he brought out his camera to take pictures of the landscape and 

the people who had been through so much in the years following a devastating earthquake and increasingly 

destructive hurricanes. He saw endless palm trees, children bathing outdoors, and men zooming by on 

motorbikes, but he said he was most struck by their strength and tenacity. 

“I love Haiti,” Khayyam said. “People don’t understand how beautiful that place is. It humbles you.”  

Though he was more than 1,400 miles from his hometown of Jackson, Mississippi, the spirit of the Haitian 

people felt close to home. It reminded him of the way people in Mississippi’s capital, which is about 80% 

Black, have also found joy in turbulent circumstances. Their pride conjured images for him of African masks, 

busts of Cleopatra, and drums he was surrounded by on visits to his grandfather’s house as a child. In Jackson 

and in Port-au-Prince, Khayyam wants to take pictures of Black people as they are rarely seen: simply being. 

Khayyam, 32, came to photography while studying computer science at Austin Community College in Texas. 

He saw some students setting up for a photo shoot on campus and thought, “I want to do that.” His parents 

were skeptical at first, but his father recently gave him a copy of Time magazine’s “The Most Influential 

Images of All Time,” and now they are his biggest fans. 

The journey to photography has been a winding one. He purchased his first camera — a Canon 40D — and 

moved back to Mississippi to study art at Tougaloo College. His professors at Tougaloo were incredibly 

supportive, he recalled, and one even funded his first art show. Still, Khayyam had his eyes set on fashion 

photography.  

“Fashion has always been an influence in my life,” Khayyam said. “My mom always made sure I looked nice, 

and she had style. I love seeing Black people, how confident we look, whether it’s in a vintage outfit or 

something designer. We make the clothes. That’s why big fashion brands have to have us.” 

Khayyam shared his dream of being a photographer with an uncle, who introduced him to Will Sterling, now 

an Atlanta-based fashion and lifestyle photographer who is from Mississippi. Sterling mentored Khayyam and 

taught him everything — from how to operate a camera to the business of being a freelance artist. It was 

under Sterling’s tutelage that Khayyam also started to find his voice as a photographer.  

He started with friends and local artists, entrepreneurs and models, depicting the urban South — offering a 

contrast with people’s stereotypes of Mississippi as a place devoid of culture. He’s been collaborating with 
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Destiney Williams, a friend, fellow artist, and model, for four years. Using Jackson’s landscape as their 

playground, they’ve helped each other build their artistic portfolios and imaginations.  

 

 

Imani Khayyam photographed Tevin Demitri in Jackson, Mississippi. He is “an old soul,” Khayyam 

says,“and I wanted these images to let that shine through.” 
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 “He’s able to make someone who has never been in front of a lens before open up and comfortably be 

themselves,” Williams said. “He’s able to capture that essence of every part of what makes someone them. 

Khayyam is especially interested in showing a contrast between people and their environments. Sometimes 

it’s women wearing couture in a junkyard; other times it’s rapper Drake in a Jackson nightclub.  

“I’m always trying to get what’s inside of you and let that speak,” Khayyam said. “It’s not about the clothes. 

You can have on the dopest outfit, but it has to have some kind of soul. I’m looking for some kind of emotion. 

That’s what I like about film.” 

Nowadays, Khayyam is mostly shooting on film with a Mamiya RZ67. He said he likes the clarity and 

accuracy of film photography. In some ways, it’s a throwback to the glory days of ’90s hip-hop and R&B that 

inspire him, as well as the artists whose work he admires, such as Eudora Welty, Jamel Shabazz, and Hype 

Williams.  

Khayyam is the photographer for the city of Jackson, and his photos have appeared in the Jackson Free Press, 

The New York Times, and The Bitter Southerner, where he photographed Emmy-nominated actress Aunjanue 

Ellis in her hometown of McComb, Mississippi. As an environmental photographer, after almost a year of 

staying inside, Khayyam said the shoot was the highlight of 2020. Ellis enjoyed the journey as well. 

“There is a sense in great photography that the person behind the lens has lost something to bring us the 

photo: a limb, good graces, their very freedom,” Ellis said. “Imani is this kind of photographer. I was on a 

cliff-diving, Black Bonnie and Clyde adventure with him with the first click.” 

Khayyam’s photos have a way of capturing a person’s essence. His calm energy and bright smile are like 

butter and syrup, disarming Southern comforts. The rapport he builds with the people he photographs is easy 

to see in his photos of another daughter of Mississippi, author Angie Thomas. He took photos of Thomas after 

the release of her debut novel, The Hate U Give. 

“Imani is a joy to work with — one of my favorite photographers for sure,” Thomas said. “I always feel 

awkward taking pictures, but Imani puts me at such ease and makes it a memorable experience every time. 

Plus, his photos always go above and beyond my expectations.” 
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Glamour comes easily to twins Te’Mira and Te’Miya Ruffin in this photo shoot in Jackson. Through these 

images, Khayyam explores the unique bond that twin sisters share. 
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Khayyam photographed Aunjanue Ellis, an award-winning actress and activist, in her hometown of McComb, 

Mississippi. Working with Khayyam was a “Black Bonnie and Clyde adventure,” she says, from “the first 

click.” 

Khayyam hopes photography takes him around the world, especially to Africa. He also wants to see his 

photos in galleries and museums, but there’s no ego in it. He sees his work as documentation of Black 

people’s existence during this time, a strident effort for brown skin not to be erased from America’s historical 

narrative.  

“I think my work is geared toward liberating Black people, and it’s that simple,” Khayyam said. “It’s nothing 

against any other race — I love everyone, seriously. There’s just something so special about us as a people 

that’s captivating. I don’t like seeing us underserved or undervalued. I want people to see us in a different 

light. I don’t want people to pity us. I want people to see us, respect us, value us, and appreciate us.”  
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Kelundra Smith is a theater critic and arts journalist whose mission is to connect people to cultural 

experiences and each other. Her work has appeared in The New York Times, Oxford American, Food & Wine, 

American Theatre, and elsewhere. She is the co-chair of the American Theatre Critics Association EDI 

Committee, and she also teaches workshops about addressing cultural identity in cultural criticism at theaters 

and universities across the country. Follow her on Instagram @anotherpieceofkay for musings on life, art 

and everything else. 

https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2021/the-disarming-eye-of-imani-

khayyam?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=2%2F18-

Valerie%20%28Ukd6i5%29&_kx=b-

mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx 
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Highly ordered nanothread products using heteroatoms 

CHEMISTRY • DIPC • DIPC COMPUTATIONAL AND THEORETICAL 

CHEMISTRY • MATERIALS 

ByDIPC February 17, 2022 0 comments 

Nanothreads are one-dimensional nanomaterials composed of a primarily sp3 hydrocarbon backbone, 

typically formed through the compression of small molecules to high pressures. In 2015, it was found that the 

slow room-temperature compression of benzene produced crystalline, one-dimensional polymers composed 

of diamond-like bonds. These diamondoid materials that border nanotubes and polymers are predicted to 

possess enhanced mechanical, thermal, and chemical stability, making them ideal candidates for a diverse 

range of applications. 

Whereas previous high-pressure reactions of small molecules resulted in amorphous products, the discovery 

of ordered nanothreads hints at the possibility of rational design principles for the controlled formation of 

crystalline extended solids at high pressure. 

Actually, several design principles have been established to assess the likelihood that a precursor molecule 

will form ordered nanothreads with minimal atomic displacement. Moreover, nanothreads have been 

synthesized from a range of precursors. Still, controlling reaction pathways to produce atomically precise 

materials is a difficult task. 

Interestingly, when precursors contain a heteroatom, as in furan (a ring consisting of four CH2 groups an one 

oxygen atom) or thiophene (a ring of four CH2 groups an one sulphur atom), the nanothreads show enhanced 

structural order due, in large part, to their localized bonding. If such 

predictable reactivity could be generalized to more complex nanothread systems, it would represent a major 

advancement for controlled solid-state synthesis and enable the a priori prediction of polymerized nanothread 

structures from their precursor structures alone. 

Structure by itself is not enough, though. Chemical stability of the nanothread is equally important. Here is 

where nitrogen enters the scene, as the azo group,N=N, is very stable, and persists above 20 GPa pressures. 

Studies indicate that bonds containing nitrogen may be less reactive in comparison to analogous 

carbon−carbon bonds. Therefore, if nitrogen is incorporated strategically within the precursor with respect to 

molecular packing, it may be able to direct nanothread formation toward atomically precise chemical products 

with long-range order. 

https://mappingignorance.org/category/science/chemistry/
https://mappingignorance.org/category/dipc/
https://mappingignorance.org/category/dipc/dipc-computational-and-theoretical-chemistry/
https://mappingignorance.org/category/dipc/dipc-computational-and-theoretical-chemistry/
https://mappingignorance.org/category/technology/materials/
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/02/17/highly-ordered-nanothread-products-using-heteroatoms/#author
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/02/17/highly-ordered-nanothread-products-using-heteroatoms/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email#comments
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Now, using a less-reactive diazine group within a six-membered aromatic ring, a team of researchers 

successfully predicts and synthesizes 1 the first carbon nanothread material derived from pyridazine (1,2-

diazine, C4H4N2). 

The researchers propose that compressed pyridazine will undergo a nanothread-forming reaction in which the 

nitrogen atoms serve as a thread-directing group by restricting polymerization to a single, carbon-exclusive [4 

+ 2] cycloaddition down the stacking axis. 

Compared with previous nanothreads, the synthesized polypyridazine, shows a predominantly uniform 

chemical structure with exceptional long-range order, allowing for structural characterization using 

vibrational spectroscopy and X-ray diffraction. 

This work indicates that careful heteroatom incorporation can be used to limit the number of potential 

reaction pathways and obtain highly ordered nanothread products. Further investigation of other heterocyclic 

ring systems will reveal the utility and scope of this synthetic strategy. 

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

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

research paper/s. 

https://mappingignorance.org/2022/02/17/highly-ordered-nanothread-products-using-heteroatoms/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email#note-9211-1
http://about.me/cesar_tome
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VIA UNIVERSITY OF NEBRASKA PRESS 

If Consciousness Isn’t A Stream, How Do We Represent It? 

How Literature Reflects our Changing Understanding of Consciousness 

By David Letzler 

 

July 10, 2017 

What is consciousness? For literary studies the most influential framework has been William James’s “stream 

of consciousness.” “Consciousness,” he wrote, “from our natal day, is of a teeming multiplicity of objects and 

relations [ . . . ]. Such words as ‘chain’ or ‘train’ do not describe it fitly as it presents itself in the first instance. 

It is nothing jointed; it flows.” In combination with Henri Bergson’s similar notion of durée, James’s 

emphasis on consciousness’s rich, interwoven nature had a profound influence on modernist depictions of 

interiority. Reviewing the earliest installments of Pilgrimage, Sinclair summarized the novel (approvingly) 

with the description, “Nothing happens. It is just life going on and on. It is Miriam Henderson’s stream of 

http://www.nebraskapress.unl.edu/nebraska/9780803299627/
https://lithub.com/author/david-letzler/
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consciousness going on and on.” Edmund Wilson similarly praised James Joyce’s Ulysses for finding “the 

unique vocabulary and rhythm which will represent the thoughts of each” character. 

In these accounts, the stream of consciousness is praised for its elimination of narratorial mediation and for 

transmitting directly the entire contents of characters’ minds, not just their inner speech. As Lawrence 

Bowling defined the technique, it is “that narrative method by which the author attempts to give a direct 

quotation of the mind—not merely of the language area but of the whole consciousness.” Stream of 

consciousness’s contribution to literature, then, is to show that what characters rationally think is inextricable 

from all the other sensations, impressions, and thoughts underlying their conscious selves. 

A draft of the “Circe” episode of Ulysses. 

 

However, there are a number of potential problems with stream-of-consciousness prose. First, James’s 

account actually argues that it is an unsuitable style for art. Insisting that the profusion of unimportant data in 

the stream’s “undistinguishable, swarming continuum” would overwhelm any legitimate object of interest if 

left unchecked, he claims what “gives [ . . . ] works of art their superiority over works of nature, is wholly due 

to elimination.” Here James seems in alignment with his brother Henry’s aesthetic, insisting on literature’s 
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need to circumscribe the endlessly interwoven elements of mind so as to avoid generating “loose, baggy 

monsters.” And the tool of James’s eliminative process is the “habits of attention.” For him the stream of 

consciousness and attention serve as opposed poles, the former serving to expand the mental life and the latter 

to constrict it. As James writes, “without selective interest, experience is an utter chaos.” 

The ensuing century of research on consciousness, meanwhile, has questioned whether consciousness can be 

conceived as a linear stream at all. While many regard the question of whether we are conscious of something 

as a strictly binary question—that is, either we are or we are not, without intermediate grades—most 

conceptual schema regarding consciousness include multiple levels, rather than a single stream. Even though 

Antonio Damasio’s “movie-in-the-brain” metaphor for consciousness is relatively assimilable to a stream, he 

adheres to a distinction between core consciousness (i.e., integrated momentary awareness of time and place) 

and extended consciousness (i.e., a cross temporal sense of self and possibility). Bernard Baars’s global 

workspace theory, meanwhile, uses the metaphor of a theatrical spotlight that can illuminate anything on a 

large stage (but will emphasize only a small area at a given time) for consciousness rather than a stream, 

identifying the dimly lit areas surrounding the spotlight as “fringe consciousness.” Hardline materialists, like 

Daniel Dennett, reject the idea of a stream entirely, pointing to experiments in change blindness to suggest 

consciousness is “gappy” and possesses only the “apparent continuity” of a stream, generated largely from 

post hoc rationalizations that reconcile “multiple drafts” of experience. 

 

The basic problem is terminological. Since the mind is multilayered, and each layer functions in part by 

suppressing what occurs at other layers, what is contained by the term “consciousness” will often be less an 

empirical question than one of whether a given theorist wishes to include certain experiences within the 
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concept. We can see this problem within James’s own work, as his desire for an inclusive stream leads him to 

include elements of the mind that are clearly nonconscious: for instance, he defines the stream as comprising 

the manifold of our “sensations” and “thoughts” but admits there are many sensations of which “common 

men never become aware,” which would imply we are not conscious of them. This inclusiveness threatens to 

negate the entire concept of “consciousness” by eroding its ability to discriminate between conscious and 

nonconscious mental contents. Similarly Dennett’s insistence that our inability to register blind spots 

demonstrates that conscious continuity is illusory is countered by those like Gerald Edelman and Giulio 

Tononi, who insist that since consciousness has the ineluctable phenomenal appearance of continuity, that 

continuity (illusory or not) must be an aspect of consciousness. 

There are several other tricky cases. For example, we experience dreams both phenomenally and neurally as if 

they we were conscious, yet dream-states lack conscious elements like wakefulness and sensory response—so 

are we conscious when we dream? If we only notice the humming air conditioner when it turns off, or the 

squirrel across the street when it starts to run away, or the missing keys in front of our eyes after five seconds 

of staring blankly at them, where do they fit? It is difficult to say, but any act of exclusion will tend to move 

our definition closer to the abstracted rational thought that the stream of consciousness is designed to 

theoretically counterbalance, and any act of inclusion will gradually erode the special phenomenal status of 

consciousness as distinct from nonconscious brain activity. 

In literary theory and practice, those interested in the stream of consciousness tend toward expansiveness. 

Literature, it is often suggested, ought to be “consciousness-raising,” a view rooted in Viktor Shklovsky’s 

defamiliarization, which rails against the human tendency for life to become automatic and nonconscious. 

“After being perceived several times,” he writes, “objects acquire the status of ‘recognition’ [ . . . ]. We know 

it’s there but we do not see it, and, for that reason, we can say nothing about it.” Shklovsky’s goal is that 

conscious perception grow at the expense of nonconscious processing, a desire shared by the various aesthetes 

and ideological critics who have proselytized for defamiliarization. One prominent example is the recent 

vogue for a theory of the everyday, which, in Michel de Certeau’s words, desires that “everyday practices, 

‘ways of operating’ or doing things, [should] no longer appear as merely the obscure background of social 

activity.” 

“Much as there is no scientific consensus as to what constitutes consciousness, there is no literary consensus 

as to how to write it.” 

Yet this attitude, it turns out, is problematic, because increased consciousness is not an unalloyed good. 

Consciousness is resource-intensive when compared to nonconscious activity, and actions associated with 

conscious mental states tend to be less skilled than nonconscious ones. This may sound counterintuitive, but it 

should make sense to anyone who has worked steadily to improve at an instrument or game: you perform best 

when you perform without thinking. To make oneself as conscious as possible, then, is to hinder general 

skillfulness. If one really tried to be mindful of every dish one washed, every step one took, every key one 

pressed, life would become impractically cumbersome. 

That is why most theories of the everyday tend toward contradiction: for something to be part of the everyday 

means for it to be habitual and hence nonconscious; to construct a theory of it, though, is to pay special 
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attention to it and give it conscious meaning, removing it from the everyday. As you can practically make 

only so much conscious, attempts to formulate the everyday tend to crash into either the Scylla of Henri 

Lefebvre’s overdetermined Marxist pomposity (e.g., “All we need to do is simply to open our eyes, to leave 

the dark world of metaphysics and the false depths of the ‘inner life’ behind, and we will discover the 

immense wealth that the humblest facts of everyday life contain”) or the Charybdis of Certeau’s disparate 

mumblings (“one can follow the swarming activity of these procedures that, far from being regulated or 

eliminated by panoptic administration, have reinforced themselves in a pro- liferating illegitimacy [ . . . ] 

combined in accord with unreadable but stable tactics to the point of constituting everyday regulations and 

surreptitious creativities”). If we are to pay attention to any previously everyday aspect of life, then, it had 

better be because there is a particular reason to devote conscious energy to it rather than because we want to 

increase consciousness indefinitely. 

As literary theorists have argued for some decades, novelistic prose is the most refined method we possess for 

depicting consciousness, and all reading comprehension requires both conscious effort and selective 

attentional focus. Consequently consciousness’s inherently messy terminological status will cause those 

attempting to depict it to produce divergent prose styles. That is likely why even the most canonical, 

consensus examples of stream-of-consciousness writing have few common formal characteristics. Here are 

excerpts from the three texts perhaps most associated with the technique. First, Proust’s madeleine: 

Will it ultimately reach the clear surface of my consciousness, this memory, this old, dead moment which the 

magnetism of an identical moment has travelled so far to importune, to disturb, to raise up out of the very 

depths of my being? I cannot tell. Now I feel nothing; it has stopped, has perhaps sunk back into its darkness, 

from which who can say whether it will ever rise again? Ten times over I must essay the task, must lean down 

over the abyss. [ . . . ] 

And suddenly the memory revealed itself. The taste was that of the little piece of madeleine which on 

Saturday mornings at Combray (because on those mornings I did not go out before mass), when I went to say 

good morning to her in her bedroom, my aunt Léonie used to give me, dipping it first in her own cup of tea or 

tisane. [ . . . ] But when from a long-distant past nothing subsists, after the people are dead, after the things are 

broken and scattered, taste and smell alone, more fragile but more enduring, more immaterial, more 

persistent, more faithful, remain poised a long time, like souls, remembering, waiting, hoping, amid the ruins 

of all the rest; and bear unflinchingly, in the tiny and almost impalpable drop of their essence, the vast 

structure of recollection. 

Second, Leopold Bloom approaching Dignam’s funeral in the “Hades” episode of Ulysses: 

Gasworks. Whooping cough they say it cures. Good job Milly never got it. Poor children! Doubles them up 

black and blue in convulsions. Shame really. Got off lightly with illnesses compared. Only measles. Flaxseed 

tea. Scarlatina, influenza epidemics. Canvassing for death. Don’t miss this chance. Dogs’ home over there. 

Poor old Athos! Be good to Athos, Leopold, is my last wish. Thy will be done. We obey them in the grave. A 

dying scrawl. He took it to heart, pined away. Quiet brute. Old men’s dogs usually are. 
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Third, Peter Walsh crossing Regent’s Park in Virginia Woolf’s Mrs Dalloway: 

A sound interrupted him; a frail quivering sound, a voice bubbling up without direction, vigour, beginning or 

end, running weakly and shrilly and with an absence of all human meaning  into 

ee um fah um so 

foo swee too eem oo— 

the voice of no age or sex, the voice of an ancient spring spouting from the earth; which issued, just opposite 

Regent’s Park Tube station from a tall quivering shape, like a funnel, like a rusty pump [ . . . ]. 

Through all ages—when the pavement was grass, when it was swamp, through the age of tusk and mammoth, 

through the age of silent sunrise, the battered woman—for she wore a skirt—with her right hand exposed, her 

left clutching at her side, stood singing of love—love which has lasted a million years, she sang, love which 

prevails, and millions of years ago, her lover, who had been dead these centuries, had walked, she crooned, 

with her in May [ . . . ]. 

These are all closely focalized depictions of mind, but there are few similarities among them. Proust’s passage 

registers the close relationship between sensory stimulation and memory, but Marcel’s perfectly structured 

sentences evidence a highly refined, attentive reconstruction that suppresses the immediate conflicts and 

confusions that our raw sensations engender. We see the latter more vividly in Ulysses, where the sensory 

input of the gasworks sets off a series of clipped, associative sentences that carry Bloom fleetingly across 

thoughts about illness, advertising, and his father’s dog—yet Joyce must conversely suppress those aspects of 

consciousness (emphasized by Proust) that can observe and articulate the more complicated aspects of its own 

processes. Woolf’s sentences, meanwhile, are as long as Proust’s but as twisting as Joyce’s, depicting 

consciousness less as a private matter than an intersubjective state that floats from Peter to the narrator to the 

demented old woman to (just beyond the end of this passage) Rezia Warren Smith, without obvious break. It 

would be a stretch to map any of these literary depictions of consciousness directly onto the models of 

consciousness described above, but much as there is no scientific consensus as to what constitutes 

consciousness, there is no literary consensus as to how to write it. 

__________________________________ 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 595  may  2022 

 

137 

 

From The Cruft of Fiction: Mega-Novels and the Science of Paying Attention by David Letzler, published by 

University of Nebraska Press. Copyright © 2017 by David Letzler. 

consciousnessJames JoyceMarcel ProustMrs. DallowaypartnersRemembrance of Things Paststream of 

consciousnessThe Cruft of FictionUlyssesUniversity of Nebraksa PressVirginia WoolfWilliam James 

 

 

http://www.nebraskapress.unl.edu/nebraska/9780803299627/
https://lithub.com/tag/consciousness/
https://lithub.com/tag/james-joyce/
https://lithub.com/tag/marcel-proust/
https://lithub.com/tag/mrs-dalloway/
https://lithub.com/tag/partners/
https://lithub.com/tag/remembrance-of-things-past/
https://lithub.com/tag/stream-of-consciousness/
https://lithub.com/tag/stream-of-consciousness/
https://lithub.com/tag/the-cruft-of-fiction/
https://lithub.com/tag/ulysses/
https://lithub.com/tag/university-of-nebraksa-press/
https://lithub.com/tag/virginia-woolf/
https://lithub.com/tag/william-james/


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 595  may  2022 

 

138 

 

 

 

David Letzler 

David Letzler is an independent scholar. His essays have been published in Contemporary Literature, Studies 

in the Novel, the Wallace Stevens Journal, and the African American Review. 

 

https://lithub.com/if-consciousness-isnt-a-stream-how-do-we-represent-it/ 
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View Image Credit & Caption 

I’ve been there. Fighting stereotypes in the world of science. 

NSF’s Build and Broaden program seeks to expand minority participation in the social, behavioral and 

economic sciences and increase the ability of minority-serving institutions to acquire NSF support for 

research. 

By Kellina Craig-Henderson, PhD 

December 8, 2020 

The insidious negative effects of racist stereotypes on African Americans’ academic performance was 

described in The Atlantic in 1999 by former National Science Board member and social psychologist Claude 

Steele in “Thin Ice: Stereotype Threat and Black College Students.” The research that Steele referred to 

https://beta.nsf.gov/science-matters/ive-been-there-fighting-stereotypes-world-science?utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery#hero-credit-caption
https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving-2910f816ee26d7417896b051d0?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.theatlantic.com%2Fmagazine%2Farchive%2F1999%2F08%2Fthin-ice-stereotype-threat-and-black-college-students%2F304663%2F&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fscience-matters%2Five-been-there-fighting-stereotypes-world-science%3Futm_medium%3Demail%26utm_source%3Dgovdelivery
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throughout the article was conducted during the 1990s and published in several well-respected peer reviewed 

outlets. It made a splash and spawned an entire branch of research on the various ways that negative 

stereotypes deleteriously impact their targets. 

As an assistant professor of psychology at that time, Steele’s work resonated strongly with me on both 

personal and professional levels. While delighted to be a member of what was then a top nationally ranked 

psychology department, I was acutely aware of my status as the only African American member among the 

60-plus faculty in the department. I routinely encountered other faculty and graduate students who openly 

questioned my professional credentials and legitimacy, and even wondered aloud about whether I had what it 

took to be successful. It was not just that I was a young woman or that I was an African American. It was 

what I represented in toto, including the confidence and grit I needed just to be present, that most seemed to 

vex my detractors. So, in addition to managing the expected pressures of being an assistant professor within a 

research-intensive setting, I also worked hard to counter the stereotype-based expectations of inferiority that a 

considerable number of people held about me. 

Optimism despite failure 

My own research over the years has explored the performance pressures and cognitive consequences of 

having solo status in a task-performing group; the effect of being a member of a group that is collectively new 

to an organization; as well as the various ways that group composition can facilitate or hinder group 

performance, among other things. What I most enjoy about that work is the extent to which it is possible to 

identify certain observations about human behavior and then use those insights to cultivate a plan or a strategy 

for better interpersonal interaction and more harmonious group processes. 

A common thread of my work and that of the nearly $10 million research investment within NSF’s Science of 

Broadening Participation program, is a focus on understanding the conditions necessary for inclusion and 

strategies for expanding opportunity. In 2008, NSF’s Social, Behavioral and Economic Sciences Directorate 

convened its first workshop to synthesize decades' worth of existing research addressing ways to effectively 

broaden participation in STEM educational attainment and workforce development. Eight years later, in 2016, 

that activity was followed by an NSF-supported symposium that went beyond merely identifying and 

assembling findings, to establish an ambitious research agenda for scientists across the country to explore 

strategies to bring more minority students into STEM fields.  

Now more than ever, that research is clearly critical. It has shed light on enduring mysteries about how people 

from widely different backgrounds can work together effectively to achieve common goals.  As a result, we 

know that having a shared group identity helps people get along – whether in work groups, neighborhoods or 

entire nations. And, we know that emphasizing the things people have in common, rather than their 

differences, goes a long way to engendering the necessary esprit de corps for civic engagement, community 

building and cooperative social interactions. 

By drawing on research findings from social psychology, economics, sociology and beyond, we can help 

foster greater community, make progress towards equality and ensure social justice for all.    

https://www.nsf.gov/funding/pgm_summ.jsp?pims_id=505235&org=SES&from=home
https://www.nsf.gov/funding/pgm_summ.jsp?pims_id=505235&org=SES&from=home
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I do not normally consider myself to be an optimist. But I realize that in writing this, at a very fundamental 

level, I am. Despite our generation’s collective failure to leverage what we know about people’s hearts and 

minds to become a better, kinder and more just society, I continue to believe in the value of science to 

advance our understanding of what works (and what doesn’t work) in our efforts to increase the diversity and 

quantity of participants in the U.S. science enterprise. 

This idea has taken hold of me and motivates much of my work within the U.S. National Science Foundation. 

 

Institutions that do without 

Most forecasts of the future STEM enterprise in the U.S. paint a sobering picture. Increasingly fewer students 

enter STEM fields each year, with declining numbers among the white, middle class students who have 

traditionally filled the majority of STEM roles. This impending future, coupled with increasing challenges for 

immigrant participation in the U.S. STEM enterprise, underscores the importance of welcoming STEM 

participants from groups that have not historically participated in large numbers.  According to the 

2019 Women, Minorities and Persons with Disabilities in Science and Engineering Report from NSF’s 

National Center for Science and Engineering Statistics, although African Americans and Hispanics together 

make up roughly a quarter of the U.S. population, their presence in STEM fields compared to their white 

counterparts remains far less. 

https://ncses.nsf.gov/pubs/nsf19304/digest
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Science and engineering degrees earned by underrepresented minorities from 1996–2016 as a percentage of 

all degrees earned in the U.S. (Data not available for 1999.) Minority groups continue to be underrepresented 

in science and engineering relative to their representation in our overall population. Photo Credit: National 

Center for Science and Engineering Statistics 

  

To be clear, however, it is not only individuals from minority groups that are underrepresented in many of our 

nation’s labs and classrooms. There are also many minority-serving institutions of higher education that 

have never been recipients of NSF funding. And yet, those institutions continue to disproportionately educate, 

train and graduate ethnic minority students; the very students who can help us to strengthen America’s future 

in STEM. 

According to the most recent report on NSF’s merit review process, more than 70% of NSF funding in fiscal 

year 2018 went to about 100 universities. While that elite group includes several research-intensive Hispanic-

serving institutions, it does not include any historically Black colleges or universities or any tribal colleges or 

universities. Institutions that do not typically receive financial support for research often lack the resources 

needed to establish labs, recruit strong faculty and support graduate students. Among those colleges and 

universities, it is minority-serving institutions that are heavily represented. This is akin to a self-fulfilling 

prophecy in that those which have obtained very little or no federal support lack the resources necessary to 

effectively compete for federal support. 

Build and Broaden 

As the Deputy Assistant Director of NSF’s Social, Behavioral and Economic Sciences directorate, my 

colleagues and I looked inward as we considered the small number of financial awards that our organization 

makes each year to minority-serving institutions. As a result, we launched Build and Broaden, a funding 

opportunity inviting proposals aimed at fostering partnerships and kick-starting research collaborations in the 

social, behavioral and economic sciences among minority-serving institutions while enhancing the research 

infrastructure and capacity of those institutions. 

At its core, Build and Broaden has the righteous purpose of making it possible for more minority scientists to 

submit competitive research proposals to our funding programs and competitions.   

Our minority-serving institutions continue the mission of supporting and training many of our nation’s future 

scientists and engineers. But with additional resources and funding, they can do so much more. 

https://ncses.nsf.gov/pubs/nsf19304/digest/field-of-degree-minorities
https://www.nsf.gov/nsb/publications/pubmeritreview.jsp
https://www.nsf.gov/funding/pgm_summ.jsp?pims_id=505864
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I encourage the faculty and staff at our nation’s many historically Black colleges and universities, Hispanic-

serving institutions, tribal colleges and universities and others that serve minority students, to engage with 

NSF's Build and Broaden program and learn how you can submit a proposal. 

And above all else, I hope that you will use your confidence and grit to overcome stereotypes and pursue the 

scientific work that calls you. 

  

[Build and Broaden represents the latest addition to a portfolio of NSF programs focused on bolstering both 

research and undergraduate programs at MSIs such as the Historically Black Colleges and Universities 

Undergraduate Program, the Tribal Colleges and Universities Program, the Improving Undergraduate STEM 

Education: Hispanic Serving Institutions Program, and the Computer and Information Science and 

Engineering Minority-Serving Institutions Research Expansion Program. Read more about related programs 

like NSF INCLUDES and the HBCU-STEM Undergraduate Success Research Center on Science Matters.] 

About the Author 

Kellina Craig-Henderson, PhD 

Deputy Assistant Director, NSF's Social, Behavioral and Economic Sciences Directorate 

Dr. Kellina Craig-Henderson is a psychology researcher, author and deputy assistant director for NSF’s 

Social, Behavioral and Economic Sciences Directorate. She is passionate about broadening the participation 

of underrepresented groups in science and has been involved in a number of national and international 

activities that share this focus. Through her role at the National Science Foundation she has led federal 

support for research examining issues such as gender parity in STEM and minority participation in business 

and industry. She has served in a number of roles at NSF including deputy division director of the Social and 

Economic Sciences Division and director of NSF's regional office in Tokyo. Before joining NSF, she held 

faculty positions at several universities, including full professor in the department of psychology at Howard 

University. 

 

https://beta.nsf.gov/science-matters/ive-been-there-fighting-stereotypes-world-

science?utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery 

  

https://www.nsf.gov/funding/pgm_summ.jsp?pims_id=505864
https://www.nsf.gov/funding/pgm_summ.jsp?pims_id=5481
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https://beta.nsf.gov/science-matters/includes-making-collective-impact-broaden-participation-stem
https://beta.nsf.gov/science-matters/science-behind-hbcu-success
https://beta.nsf.gov/science-matters/ive-been-there-fighting-stereotypes-world-science?utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
https://beta.nsf.gov/science-matters/ive-been-there-fighting-stereotypes-world-science?utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
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Stately plump Pete Buttigieg. 

What Does Ulysses Tell Us About 

Pete Buttigieg? 

On Judging a Candidate By What They Read 

By Tyler Malone 

 

April 15, 2019 

I can’t count the times over the past few weeks that I’ve been asked about Pete Buttigieg, the mayor of South 

Bend, Indiana. Until last month, he was a potential 2020 presidential hopeful with no name recognition and 

even less of a chance of winning the Democratic nomination. But after pitch-perfect performances on a 

number of news and talk shows and at a CNN town hall, he has become one of the most buzzed about in the 

ever-growing field of Democratic candidates. All this before he had even officially announced his candidacy, 

https://lithub.com/author/tyler-malone/


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 595  may  2022 

 

145 

which he finally did yesterday at a rally in South Bend—a rally that reminded many of the launch of Obama’s 

2008 campaign. 

Generally people want to know if I’m personally excited by the candidacy of Buttigieg—and, more 

importantly, if I plan on voting for him “as a gay man.” Some come right out and ask it in those terms, while 

others couch it in more obscure language, presumably out of fear of being insensitive. Of course, none of this 

offends me, but not being offended by the question isn’t the same as not being bewildered by it. 

Here’s what confuses me: the same people who think it would be normal, appropriate, and even admirable for 

me to base my vote wholly (or largely) on our shared sexual orientation seem shocked when I say that I’m 

more interested in voting for Buttigieg based on the fact that his favorite novel is James Joyce’s Ulysses than 

that he is sexually interested in men. We share both of these predilections, but I think the former is more 

telling in terms of what kind of a president Buttigieg would be than the latter. 

Gobsmacked, these friends and acquaintances invariably ask, “You wouldn’t vote for someone just because 

they share your taste in literature, would you?” 

 

Exclusive Clip from Poetry in America #301: "The Wound-Dresser" 

00:00 
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/ 

01:00 

My answer: No, of course not. A vote shouldn’t be determined solely on a candidate’s taste in books, but 

there are worse things to take into consideration. A candidate’s library is a better indicator of their values and 

interests, personality and understanding, guiding philosophy and ideological approach, than their identity 

markers, their likability, their debate skills, or the lip-service they pay to certain party platform issues. 

Earlier this month, not long after a similarly stupid brouhaha over whether Pete Buttigieg is “gay enough,” we 

got an insufferable debate over whether his love for Ulysses—which he called his favorite book—is 

“authentic enough.” 

On April 4th, Adam Serwer, a staff writer for The Atlantic, tweeted, “Ulysses is an important book to read if 

you want to be well versed in the Western Canon. No one is reading Ulysses for fun.” The implication is that 

since Buttigieg couldn’t have actually enjoyed reading Ulysses, it must be some sort of put-on, the empty 

words of a candidate, a clever ruse to make the rubes believe he’s smart. 

A candidate’s library is a better indicator of their values and interests than their identity markers, their 

likability, or their debate skills. 

Serwer, after riling up a mob of angry Joyceans (a phrase I’ve spent my whole life wanting to utter), deleted 

the tweet, but both the book and its author were trending for much of the rest of the day. In a piece 

for Vulture the following day, Charles Finch argued that “if Buttigieg merely wanted to send us a signal, he 

chose uncharacteristically poorly.” For a candidate who has gained momentum over the last month for always 

seeming to have a compelling answer to any tough question, Ulysses seems an odd choice for favorite novel. 

Because of its supposed difficulty, Buttigieg had to know that as many would find the pick pretentious as 

would find it impressive. Not to mention the potential for scaring off voters by namedropping a book so 

naughty and bawdy that it was effectively banned from the United States throughout the 1920s. 

As Finch put it, “There are dozens of great, substantial, ‘impressive’ books that are, in the first place, not 

widely considered pretentious to even mention, and second, not about a Jewish cuckold wandering Dublin, 

buying soap and occasionally masturbating.” No one poll-testing answers would likely come to the conclusion 

that Ulysses is the right novel for a candidate to hawk on the stump. Thus, we’re only left with one convincing 

argument: that Buttigieg’s favorite book legitimately is Ulysses, that he means what he said. So, assuming he 

means it, what should we make of the choice? 

The main book that Barack Obama name-checked throughout his first run for the White House in 2008 was 

Doris Kearns Goodwin’s Team of Rivals, a biographical portrait of Abraham Lincoln and his cabinet of 

friends and foes. In Goodwin’s own words, it’s the 

https://www.vulture.com/2019/04/defending-pete-buttigiegs-favorite-book-ulysses.html
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story of Lincoln’s political genius revealed through his extraordinary array of personal qualities that enabled 

him to form friendships with men who had previously opposed him; to repair injured feelings that, left 

untended, might have escalated into permanent hostility; to assume responsibility for the failures of 

subordinates; to share credit with ease; and to learn from mistakes. He possessed an acute understanding of 

the sources of power inherent in the presidency, an unparalleled ability to keep his governing coalition intact, 

a tough-minded appreciation of the need to protect his presidential prerogatives, and a masterful sense of 

timing. 

In retrospect, Team of Rivals offers a frame through which to view the Obama presidency, to understand the 

president’s successes and failures, and to glean his guiding philosophy and ideological approach. You can 

quibble with how much he was able to live up to Lincoln’s legacy, but it seems clear that Team of 

Rivals offered him a roadmap of where he wanted to go, a blueprint of the coalition he wanted to build. 

In 2008, the Obama campaign had an air of prophecy about it, and many progressives got caught up in the 

fervor. Though Obama is still seen in a positive light among the general population, there was and remains a 

well-documented buyer’s remorse among some of the more left-leaning strains within the Democratic party. 

Many felt they got a centrist after having voted for someone they thought was a progressive. 

But Obama is less of a centrist and more of a “consummate pragmatist” (Goodwin’s phrase for Lincoln). He 

wanted to create a “team of rivals,” to move the country forward together, not to lurch it to one side or the 

other of the political spectrum. Think of that what you will, but it’s certainly something that could have been 

foreseen if voters had paid more attention to his favorite book and less attention to the more progressive 

rhetoric of his hope and change campaign. 

If Erich Maria Remarque’s All Quiet on the Western Front is honestly his successor’s favorite book, as 

Donald Trump claimed to Megyn Kelly during his 2016 campaign, then I’m not quite sure how to read his 

presidency through his top pick. But if Trump’s favorite book is the one his first wife, Ivana, famously 

revealed he kept by his bed—Adolf Hitler’s collected speeches, My New Order—then perhaps a more 

discernible frame emerges. 

As for Buttigieg, can we similarly divine what his presidency might look like from what we know of Ulysses? 

Given that Buttigieg’s favorite book is a modernist novel rather than a biography of a president, the takeaway 

is perhaps less obvious than that which can be discerned from Team of Rivals with regards to Obama. 

But here’s the candidate telling you himself why he thinks Ulysses is extremely relevant: 

People believe Ulysses is this complex, difficult, inscrutable text full of references. And it is a difficult text, 

but its subject matter couldn’t be more democratic. It’s about a guy going about his day for one day. That’s 

the plot of Ulysses. And, to me, that’s what makes it very touching. You’re in this guy’s head, and you’re 

kind of seeing life through his eyes, and at the end through his wife’s eyes. That’s how politics ought to be, 

too. The reason any of this stuff matters is that it affects us in the everyday. 
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On the surface, Buttigieg appears to simply use Ulysses to illustrate a point most politicians make to sound 

more grounded in real-world problems and more concerned for the average voter: that politics only matters in 

how it affects the day-to-day life of constituents. “Politics matters because it hits home,” as he said in his rally 

yesterday. But there’s something even deeper to this democratic and experiential reading of Joyce’s book. 

Ulysses, after all, is not just a bawdy book, but a body book. It’s about the place where, as Buttigieg rightly 

notes, “consciousness meets reality.” It’s about what it feels like to be embodied—to have thoughts, desires, 

dreams, regrets, and sorrows, and to have them encased in flesh, blood, and meat—which Buttigieg 

understands as “the primacy of lived experience.” 

As any Joyce-lover knows, on every reading of Ulysses—whether your first or your fiftieth—you can 

discover something new. 

There are other lessons to be learned from Ulysses, too: understanding history as a nightmare from which we 

are all trying to awake, for one; and Leopold Bloom’s response to the xenophobic “citizen,” as well, may 

seem especially apt in Trump’s America: “But it’s no use… Force, hatred, history, all that. That’s not life for 

men and women, insult and hatred. And everybody knows that it’s the very opposite of that that is really 

life… Love… I mean the opposite of hatred.” 

But these bromides about the horror of history and the power of love could weasel their way into any 

politicians stump speech, so I’m more interested in the ways in which Ulysses offers a mode of thought rather 

than specific thoughts. 

In the opening episode of Ulysses, Joyce borrows lines from poet Walt Whitman: “Do I contradict myself? 

Very well then, I contradict myself.” That early and obvious invocation signals the most compelling feature of 

the book: it contains multitudes—it’s ambiguous, ambivalent, nuanced, polyglot. 

As any Joyce-lover knows, on every reading of Ulysses—whether your first or your fiftieth—you can 

discover something new. The novel is never laid bare, never fully understood. To Serwer that apparently 

means it cannot be “fun,” but to those who prefer wrestling with questions to finding easy answers, to those 

who are infinitely curious, there could be no better book. 

“I think curiosity is a really important quality for leadership, being motivated to understand, to peel back the 

layers, to see the story behind the story,” Buttigieg said on Morning Joe earlier this year. 

So here’s the story behind the story that I suspect Buttigieg has found in Joyce’s book: that the answers are 

never clear but are still worth seeking, that lived experience is messy but all we have, that honest 

contradiction needn’t be unfavorable and perhaps is honorable, that the world always outpaces understanding, 

that curiosity is the inexhaustible resource of the engaged. 
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Will I vote for Pete Buttigieg? I’m not sure yet. There’s a long time left before my state’s primary and a lot to 

consider—especially with such a deep bench of talented candidates. But if Buttigieg is elected, do I think it 

bodes well for his presidency that his favorite book is Ulysses? Yes. And will I be happy to share my favorite 

book with a curious, nuanced, polyglot president? Yes I said yes I will yes. 

Barack ObamacampaigningJames JoycePete ButtigiegpoliticspresidentssnobberyUlysses 
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Equations  

Karen Volkman 

 

 

The moon isn’t looking for solutions. 

She’s grown accustomed 

to partialities, 

that accretion 

of absence, her black scarves 

plucked from the top hat 

one by one. 

Then a miraculous 

cumulus, removeless 

completion. 

Stoic mathematician, 

efficient wizard, 

reveal your secrets. 

A lover 

is going, some lover is always 

going. Such curious 

quadratics that 

will not leave me whole. 

 

From issue no. 128 (Fall 1993) 
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